Richard III (from Richard’s soliloquy, Act 1, scene 1)

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass; 

I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesty 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph; 
I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deformed, unfinish'd, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 
And that so lamely and unfashionable 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them; 
Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pass away the time, 
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun 
And descant on mine own deformity: 
And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 
I am determined to prove a villain 
And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 


a  a  a  am  am  am  am  ambling  amorous  an  and  and  and  and  and  and  as  at  away  bark  before  before  breathing  but  by  by  cannot  cheated  court  curtail'd  days  days  deformed  deformity:  delight  descant  determined  dissembling  dogs  entertain  fair  fair  feature  for  half  halt  hate  have  i  i  
i  i  i  i  i  idle  in  in  into  lamely  looking-glass  lover  love's  made  made  majesty  me  mine  my  my  nature  no  nor  not  nymph  of  of  of  of  on  own  pass  peace  piping  pleasures  proportion  prove  prove  rudely  scarce  sent  shadow  shaped  since  so  sportive  spy  stamp'd  strut  sun  that  that  that  that  that  the  the  the  them  therefore  these  these  this  this  this  time  time  time  to  to  to  to  to  to  tricks  unfashionable  unfinish'd  unless  up  villain  want  wanton  weak  well-spoken  why  world  

Much Ado About Nothing (Leonte’s speech from Act IV, scene 1)

Wherefore! Why, doth not every earthly thing

Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny

The story that is printed in her blood?

Do not live, Hero; do not ope thine eyes;

For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die,

Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames,

Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches,

Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, I had but one?

Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame?

O! one too much by thee. Why had I one?

Why ever wast thou lovely in mine eyes?

Why had I not with charitable hand

Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates,

Who smirched thus, and mir’d with infamy,

I might have said, ‘No part of it is mine;

This shame derives itself from unknown loins?’

But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I prais’d,

And mine that I was proud on, mine so much

That I myself was to myself not mine,

Valuing of her; why, she—O! she is fallen

Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea

Hath drops too few to wash her clean again,

And salt too little which may season give

To her foul-tainted flesh.

a  a  again  and  and  and  and  and  at  at  at  beggar’s  blood  but  but  by  charitable  chid  clean  could  cry  deny  derives  did  die  do  do  doth  drops  earthly  ever  every  eyes  eyes  fallen  few  flesh  for  for  foul-tainted  frame  from  frugal  gates  give  griev’d  had  had  had  hand  hath  have  her  her  her  her  her  here  hero  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  in  in  infamy  ink  into  is  is  is  issue  it  itself  life  little  live  loins’  lov’d  lovely  may  might  mine  mine  mine  mine  mine  mine  mine  mine  mir’d  much  much  my  myself  myself  myself  nature’s  no  not  not  not  not  not  not  o  o  of  of  of  of  on  on  one  one  one  ope  part  pit  prais’d  printed  proud  quickly  rearward  reproaches  said  salt  sea  season  shame  shame  shames  she  she  she  smirched  so  spirits  story  strike  stronger  than  that  that  that  that  that  the  the  the  thee  thine  thing  think  this  thou  thou  thought  thus  thy  thy  thy  to  to  to  too  too  too  took  unknown  up  upon  valuing  was  was  wash  wast  were  wherefore  which  who  why  why  why  why  why  wide  with  with  would  wouldst  

Macbeth (Macbeth mourns his wife’s death, from Act V, scene v)

She should have died hereafter;

There would have been a time for such a word.

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,

To the last syllable of recorded time;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!

Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And then is heard no more; it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.

a  a  a  a  a  all  an  and  and  and  and  and  and  been  brief  but  by  candle  creeps  day  day  death  died  dusty  fools  for  frets  from  full  fury  have  have  have  heard  hereafter  his  hour  idiot  in  is  is  it  last  life’s  lighted  more  no  nothing  of  of  our  out  out  pace  petty  player  poor  recorded  shadow  she  should  signifying  sound  stage  struts  such  syllable  tale  that  the  the  the  then  there  this  time  time  to  to  to  told  to-morrow  to-morrow  to-morrow  upon  walking  way  word  would  yesterdays  
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