Incomplete Lines

JULIET 

O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon,
That monthly changes in her circled orb,
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

ROMEO 

What shall I swear by?

JULIET 

Do not swear at all;

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self,
Which is the god of my idolatry,
And I'll believe thee.

ROMEO 

If my heart's dear love—

JULIET 

Well, do not swear: although I joy in thee…..

Nurse 

[Within] Madam!

JULIET 

I come, anon.--But if thou mean'st not well,

I do beseech thee—

Nurse 

[Within] Madam!

JULIET 

By and by, I come:--

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief:
To-morrow will I send.

ROMEO 

So thrive my soul—

JULIET 

A thousand times good night!

ROMEO 

It is my soul that calls upon my name:
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night,
Like softest music to attending ears!

JULIET 

Romeo!

ROMEO 

My dear?

JULIET 

At what o'clock to-morrow

Shall I send to thee?

ROMEO 

At the hour of nine.

JULIET 

I will not fail: 'tis twenty years till then.
I have forgot why I did call thee back.

ROMEO 

Let me stand here till thou remember it.

JULIET 

I shall forget, to have thee still stand there,
Remembering how I love thy company.

ROMEO 

And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget,
Forgetting any other home but this.

JULIET 

'Tis almost morning; I would have thee gone:
And yet no further than a wanton's bird;
Who lets it hop a little from her hand,
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,
And with a silk thread plucks it back again,
So loving-jealous of his liberty.

ROMEO 

I would I were thy bird.

JULIET 

Sweet, so would I:

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing.
Good night, good night! parting is such sweet sorrow,
That I shall say good night till it be morrow.
Partial Lines

KING LEAR 

To thee and thine hereditary ever
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom;
No less in space, validity, and pleasure,
Than that conferr'd on Goneril. Now, our joy,
Although the last, not least; to whose young love
The vines of France and milk of Burgundy
Strive to be interess'd; what can you say to draw
A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.

CORDELIA 

Nothing, my lord.

KING LEAR 

Nothing!

CORDELIA 

Nothing.

KING LEAR 

Nothing will come of nothing: speak again.

CORDELIA 

Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave
My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty
According to my bond; nor more nor less.

KING LEAR 

How, how, Cordelia! mend your speech a little,
Lest it may mar your fortunes.

CORDELIA 

Good my lord,

You have begot me, bred me, loved me: I
Return those duties back as are right fit,
Obey you, love you, and most honour you.
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say
They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed,
That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry
Half my love with him, half my care and duty:
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters,
To love my father all.

KING LEAR 

But goes thy heart with this?

CORDELIA 

Ay, good my lord.

KING LEAR 

So young, and so untender?

CORDELIA 

So young, my lord, and true. 

KING LEAR 

Let it be so; thy truth, then, be thy dower.
