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Chapter 5, page: 99–100 
ROMEO Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still,  

Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will!  
Where shall we dine? O me! What fray was here? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.  
 

 Here’s much to do with hate, but more with love.  
Why, then, O brawling love! O loving hate!  
O any thing, of nothing first create!  
O heavy lightness! serious vanity!  
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms!  
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health!  
Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is!  
This love feel I, that feel no love in this.  
Dost thou not laugh? 

BENVOLIO  No, coz, I rather weep. 
ROMEO Good heart, at what? 
BENVOLIO   At thy good heart’s oppression. 
ROMEO Why, such is love’s transgression.  

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast, 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest  
With more of thine: this love that thou hast shown  
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.  
Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs;  
Being purged, a fire sparkling in lovers’ eyes;  
Being vex’d a sea nourish’d with lovers’ tears:  
What is it else? a madness most discreet,  
A choking gall and a preserving sweet.  
Farewell, my coz. 
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Chapter 5, page: 99 
All the world’s a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players: 
They have their exits and their entrances; 
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 
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, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice, 
In fair round belly with good capon lined, 
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws and modern instances; 
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon, 
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side, 
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 
Is second childishness and mere oblivion, 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 

                               Jaques – As You like It 
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Chapter 5, page: 100 
A knyght ther was, and that a worthy man, 
That fro the tyme that he first bigan 
To riden out, he loved chivalrie, 
Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisie. 
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre, 
And therto hadde he riden, no man ferre, 
As wel in cristendom as in hethenesse, 
And evere honoured for his worthynesse. 
etc. 
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Chapter 5, page: 101 
Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grind- stone, Scrooge! a squeezing, 
wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching, covetous, old sinner! Hard and sharp as 
flint, from which no steel had ever struck out generous fire; secret, and  
self-contained, and solitary as an oyster. The cold within him froze his old features, 
nipped his pointed nose, shriveled his cheek, stiffened his gait; made his eyes red, 
his thin lips blue and spoke out shrewdly in his grating voice. A frosty rime was  
on his head, and on his eyebrows, and his wiry chin. He carried his own low  
temperature always about with him; he iced his office in the dogdays; and  
didn’t thaw it one degree at Christmas. 
 External heat and cold had little influence on Scrooge. No warmth could  
warm, no wintry weather chill him. No wind that blew was bitterer than he,  
no falling snow was more intent upon its purpose, no pelting rain less open to 
entreaty. Foul weather didn’t know where to have him. The heaviest rain, and 
snow, and hail, and sleet, could boast of the advantage over him in only one  
respect. They often ‘came down’ handsomely, and Scrooge never did. 
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