
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice

But soft! What light through yonder window breaks?

This supernatural soliciting

Your exposition misinterpreting

And come ye now to tell me John hath made 

His peace with Rome? What is that peace to me?

So quick bright things come to confusion.

Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more.

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears.

God’s bread, it makes me mad! Day, night, work, play,

O churl, drunk all, and left no friendly drop

Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! Rage! Blow!

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray


