Titus Andronicus	(Tragedy)
Tamora:
Stay, Roman brethren! Gracious conqueror,
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed,
A mother's tears in passion for her son:
And if thy sons were ever dear to thee,
O, think my son to be as dear to me! 
Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome,
To beautify thy triumphs and return,
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke,
But must my sons be slaughter'd in the streets,
For valiant doings in their country's cause?
O, if to fight for king and commonweal
Were piety in thine, it is in these.
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood:
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods?
Draw near them then in being merciful: 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge:
Thrice noble Titus, spare my first-born son.

The Comedy of Errors		(Comedy)
Luciana:
And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A husband's office? Shall, Antipholus,
Even in the spring of love, grow so ruinous? 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth, 
Then, for her wealth's sake use her with more kindness:
Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth;
Muffle your false love with some show of blindness; 
Let not my sister read it in your eye; 
Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted;
Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint; 
Be secret-false: what need she be acquainted? 
What simple thief brags of his own attaint? 
'Tis double wrong to truant with your bed,
And let her read it in thy looks at board: 
Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed; 
Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word. 
Alas! poor women, make us but believe, 
Being compact of credit, that you love us;
Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve; 
We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again; 
Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife: 
'Tis holy sport to be a little vain, 
When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife.

[bookmark: _GoBack]King John		(History)
Constance: No, I defy all counsel, all redress, 
But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death; O amiable lovely death! 
Thou odouriferous stench! sound rottenness! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night, 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity, 
And I will kiss thy detestable bones 
And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty brows 
And ring these fingers with thy household worms 
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust 
And be a carrion monster like thyself: 
Come, grin on me, and I will think thou smilest 
And buss thee as thy wife. Misery's love, O, come to me! 
No, no, I will not, having breath to cry: 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth! 
Then with a passion would I shake the world; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice, 
Which scorns a modern invocation.
Thou art not holy to belie me so; 
I am not mad: this hair I tear is mine; 
My name is Constance; I was Geffrey's wife; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost: 
I am not mad: I would to heaven I were! 
For then, 'tis like I should forget myself: 
O, if I could, what grief should I forget! 
How I may be deliver'd of these woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 
If I were mad, I should forget my son, 
Or madly think a babe of clouts were he: 
I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity
