
\ 

I 

• 

• 

' 

• 

• - • 

JEWELS FROM SHAKES-PEARE'S TREASURE STORE 
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THE BEAUTIES OF NATURE 
Night's candles are burned out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe ·on the misty mountain tops. 

-Romeo and Juliet, Act Ill, Scene v. 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

-Hamlet, Act I, Scene i. 
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 
Here will we sit and let the sounds of music 
Creep in· our ears. Soft stillness and the night 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 
Sit, Jessica. Look· how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold. 
There's not the smallest orb which thou behold'st 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 
Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims; · 
Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 
But whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 

• 

-The Merchant ·oj Venice, Act V, Scene i. 
. 

THE POWER OF MUSIC 
The man that hath no music in himself, 
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils. 
~he motions of his spirit are dull as night 
And his affections dark as Erebus. 
Let no such man be trusted. 

-The Merchant of Venice, Act V, Scenei. 
If music be the food of love, play on\.~ 
Give me excess of it, that, surfeiting, 
The appetite may sicken, and so die. 
That strain again! It had a dying fall. 
0, it came o'er. my ear like the sweet sound 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing and giving odour. 

-Twelfth Night, Act I, Scene i. 

VIEWS OF LlFE AND DEATH 
Our revels now are ended. These our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air ; 
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 
The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. 

-The Tempest, Act IV, Scene i. 
Cowards die many times before their deaths; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 
Oi all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It seems to me most strange that men should 

fear; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, -
Will come when it will come. 

-Julius Oresar, Act 11, Scene ii. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and ·to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day 
To the last syllable of recorded time; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
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The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 
And then is heard no more. It is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 

-Macbeth, Act V, Scene v. 
0, that this too too · solid flesh would melt, 

. Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew ! 
Or that the Everlasting had not fixed 
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! 0 God! God! 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable, 
Seems to me all the uses of this world ! 
Fie on't ! ah fie ! 'Tis an unweeded garden, 
That grows to seed; things rank and gross in 

nature 
Possess it merely. Hamlet, Act I, Scene ri . 

THE LESSONS OF PHILOSOPHY 
• 

Sweet are the uses of adversity, 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 
And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running-

brooks, · 
Sermons in stones, and good in everything. 

-As You Like It, Act 11, Scene i. 
The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise man 

knows himself to be a fool . 
-As You Like It, Act V, Scene i. 

THE SEVEN STAGES OF LIFE 
All the world's a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players. 
They have their exits and their entrances, 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first the irtfant, 
Mew ling and puking ·in the nurse's arms.· 
And then the whining school-boy, with his 

satchel ' 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Mag.e to his mist-re~s' eyebrow. Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths, ap.d bearded like the pard, 
Jealo!ls in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the 

justice, 
In fair round belly with good capon lin'd, 
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws and modern instances; 
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper' d pantaloon, 
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side, 
His youthful hose, well sav'd, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice, 
Turning ag3,in toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 
.Is second childishness and· mere oblivion, 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every-

thing. As You Like It,. Act I I, Scene vii. 
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