RECITATION HW: You must memorize one of the excerpts of Shakespeare’s famous lines. You will recite your lines to the class beginning on Thursday, January 18th. Make sure you understand the meaning of your lines, and be able to tell the class. This HW assignments will have 3x value. 

	Antony:
	

	
	      Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears;
      I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.
      The evil that men do lives after them;
85    The good is oft interred with their bones;
      So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus
      Hath told you Caesar was ambitious:
      If it were so, it was a grievous fault,
      And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it.
90    Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest--
      For Brutus is an honourable man;
      So are they all, all honourable men--
      Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral.
      He was my friend, faithful and just to me:
95    But Brutus says he was ambitious;
      And Brutus is an honourable man.
      


Julius Caesar

                                            (III, ii, 82-96)
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	      All the world's a stage,
      And all the men and women merely players:
      They have their exits and their entrances;
145   And one man in his time plays many parts,
      His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
      Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms.
      And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel
      And shining morning face, creeping like snail
150   Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
      Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad
      Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier,
      Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard,
      Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
155   Seeking the bubble reputation
      Even in the cannon's mouth.    








As You Like It







(II, vii, 142-156)

	

	SONNET 18

	Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?

	Thou art more lovely and more temperate:

	Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

	And summer's lease hath all too short a date:

	Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

	And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;

	And every fair from fair sometime declines,

	By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;

	But thy eternal summer shall not fade

	Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

	Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,

	When in eternal lines to time thou growest:

	So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

	So long lives this and this gives life to thee.


