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Sonnet 29

When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself, and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featur’d like him, like him with friends possess’d,

Desiring this man'’s art, and that man’s scope,

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in the thoughts myself almost despising

Haply I think on thee--and then my state

(Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's gate;
For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth brings,
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

Sonnet 116

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove.

Oh, no! it is an ever-fixed mark,

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wand'ring bark,

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.

If this be error and upon me proved,

I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

From HAMLET (Act III, Scene I)

To be, or not to be: that is the question:

Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,

And by opposing end them? To die, to sleep--

No more; and by a sleep to say we end

The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to; 'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, to sleep;

To sleep! perchance to dream—ay, there’s the rub;
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

Must give us pause: there’s the respect

That makes calamity of so long life;

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,
The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely,
The pangs of despised love, the law’s delay,

The insolence of office, and the spurns

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

When he himself might his quietus make

With a bare bodkin? Who would fardels bear,

To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death—

The undiscover’d country from whose bourn

No traveller returns--puzzles the will

And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?



