AS YOU LIKE IT

Phebe speaks to Silvius who loves her about another “boy” she has just met (a boy who has chastised her for not loving Silvius, a boy who is really Rosalind in disguise as the boy Ganymede) 

PHEBE: Think not I love him, though I ask for him;

'Tis but a peevish boy; yet he talks well.

But what care I for words? Yet words do well

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear.

It is a pretty youth; not very pretty;

But sure he's proud; and yet his pride becomes him.

He'll make a proper man. The best thing in him

Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue

Did make offense, his eye did heal it up.

He is not very tall; yet for his year's he's tall.

His leg is but so so; and yet 'tis well.

There was a pretty redness in his lip,

A little riper and more lusty red

Than that mixed in his cheek; 'twas just the difference

Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask.

There be some women, Silvius, had they marked him

In parcels as I did, would have gone near

To fall in love with him; but, for my part,

I love him not nor hate him not; and yet

I have more cause to hate him than to love him;

For what had he to do to chide at me?

He said mine eyes were black and my hair black;

And, now I am rememb'red, scorned at me.

I marvel why I answered not again.

But that's all one; omittance is no quittance.

I'll write to him a very taunting letter,

And thou shalt bear it. Wilt thou, Silvius?

TWELFTH NIGHT

Viola is dressed as disguised as a man and is sent to help woo Oliva for Count Orsino but Oliva has fallen in love with the messenger, Viola, (as a him....)

VIOLA: I left no ring with her. What means this lady? 

Fortune forbid my outside have not charmed her. 

She made good view of me; indeed, so much 

That, as methought, her eyes had lost her tongue, 

For she did speak in starts distractedly. 

She loves me sure; the cunning of her passion 

Invites me in this churlish messenger. 

None of my lord's ring? Why, he sent her none. 

I am the man. If it be so, as 'tis, 

Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 

Disguise, I see thou art a wickedness 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How easy is it for the proper false 

In women's waxen hearts to set their forms! 

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we, 

For such as we are made of, such we be. 

How will this fadge? My master loves her dearly; 

And I (poor monster) fond as much on him; 

And she (mistaken) seems to dote on me. 

What will become of this? As I am man, 

My state is desperate for my master's love. 

As I am woman (now alas the day!), 

What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe? 

O Time, thou must untangle this, not I; 

It is too hard a knot for me t' untie. 

The Seagull

Anton Chekhov

Masha has resolved to kill her love for Treplev, who has recently tried to kill himself, by marrying Medvedenko, who's affection she does not truly return. She relates her plan to Trigorin, a famous writer who she has known only for a short time.

MASHA:

I'm telling you all this because you're a writer. You may be able to use it. I tell you honestly: if he had seriously wounded himself, I would not have gone on living another minute. But I have courage, all the same. I've made up my mind to tear this love out of my heart - tear it out by the roots.

I'm going to get married. To Medvedenko... (Beat.) To love without hope... to spend whole years waiting for something... But when I marry, there'll be no more of that, new cares will stifle the old. Anyhow, it will be a change...

Don't look at me like that. Women drink more often than you imagine. Only a few drink openly, as I do, the majority drink in secret...

Good luck! You're a very unassuming person, I'm sorry to be parting from you...

My schoolmaster is none too clever, but he's kind, and a poor soul, and he loves me very much. I'm sorry for him...

Well, I wish you all the best. Don't think badly of me. I'm very grateful to you for your friendly interest. Do send me your books, and be sure to autograph them. Only don't write: "To my esteemed friend,"; but simply: "To Masha, who doesn't know where she comes from or why she is living in this world." Good-bye!
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