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Macbeth. Hang out our banners on the outward walls,
The cry is still, “They come!” Our castle’s strength
Will laugh a siege to scorn; here let them lie
Till famine and the ague eat them up.
Were they not forc’d with those that should be ours,
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,
And beat them backward home. What is that noise?

Macbeth. I have almost forgot the taste of fears.
The time has been, my senses would have cool’d
To hear a night-shriek, and my fell of hair
Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir
As life were in’t. I have supp’d full with horrors;
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts,
Cannot once start me. Wherefore was that cry?
Seyton. The Queen, my lord, is dead.
Macbeth. 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.

William Shakespeare

Drama

Drama

Seyton. It is the cry of women, my good lord.

Adventures of Huckleberry Finn
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Now the way that the book winds up is this: Tom and
me found the money that the robbers hid in the cave,
and it made us rich. We got six thousand dollars
apiece -- all gold. It was an awful sight of money when
it was piled up. Well, Judge Thatcher he took it and
put it out at interest, and it fetched us a dollar a day
apiece all the year round -- more than a body could
tell what to do with. The Widow Douglas she took me
for her son, and allowed she would sivilize me; but it
was rough living in the house all the time, considering how dismal regular and decent the widow was in
all her ways; and so when I couldn't stand it no longer
I lit out. I got into my old rags and my sugarhogshead again, and was free and satisfied. But Tom
Sawyer he hunted me up and said he was going to
start a band of robbers, and I might join if I would go
back to the widow and be respectable.
So I went back.

Mark Twain

Fiction

Fiction

OU don't know about me without you have
read a book by the name of The Adventures of
Tom Sawyer; but that ain't no matter. That
book was made by Mr. Mark Twain, and he told the
truth, mainly. There was things which he stretched,
but mainly he told the truth. That is nothing. I never
seen anybody but lied one time or another, without it
was Aunt Polly, or the widow, or maybe Mary. Aunt
Polly -- Tom's Aunt Polly, she is -- and Mary, and the
Widow Douglas is all told about in that book, which is
mostly a true book, with some stretchers, as I said
before.

The Gettysburg Address
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Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing
whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and
so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great
battle-field of that war. We have come to dedicate a
portion of that field, as a final resting place for those
who here gave their lives that that nation might live. It
is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this.
But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate -- we can
not consecrate -- we can not hallow -- this ground.
The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here,
have consecrated it, far above our poor power to add
or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember what we say here, but it can never forget what
they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who
fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us -- that from these honored dead we
take increased devotion to that cause for which they
gave the last full measure of devotion -- that we here
highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in
vain -- that this nation, under God, shall have a new
birth of freedom -- and that government of the people,
by the people, for the people, shall not perish from
the earth.

Abraham Lincoln

Nonfiction

Nonfiction

our score and seven years ago our fathers
brought forth on this continent, a new nation,
conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the
proposition that all men are created equal.
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Great Expectations
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nce, I had been taken to see some ghastly
wax-work at the Fair, representing, I know not
what impossible personage lying in state.
Once, I had been taken to one of our old marsh
churches to see a skeleton in the ashes of a rich
dress, that had been dug out of a vault under the
church pavement. Now, wax-work and skeleton
seemed to have dark eyes that moved and looked at
me. I should have cried out, if I could.

“Pip, ma’am.”
“Pip?”
“Mr. Pumblechook’s boy, ma’am. Come—to play.”
“Come nearer; let me look at you. Come close.”
It was when I stood before her, avoiding her eyes, that
I took note of the surrounding objects in detail, and
saw that her watch had stopped at twenty minutes to
nine, and that a clock in the room had stopped at
twenty minutes to nine.
“Look at me,” said Miss Havisham. “You are not
afraid of a woman who has never seen the sun since
you were born?”
I regret to state that I was not afraid of telling the
enormous lie comprehended in the answer “No.”

Charles Dickens

Fiction

Fiction

“Who is it?” said the lady at the table.

Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland
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So she was considering, in her own mind (as well as
she could, for the hot day made her feel very sleepy
and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisychain would be worth the trouble of getting up and
picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit
with pink eyes ran close by her.
There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did
Alice think it so very much out of the way to hear the
Rabbit say to itself "Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be too
late!" (when she thought it over afterwards it occurred
to her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at
the time it all seemed quite natural); but, when the
Rabbit actually took a watch out of its waistcoatpocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice
started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that
she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take out of it, and burning
with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and
was just in time to see it pop down a large rabbit-hole
under the hedge.
In another moment down went Alice after it, never
once considering how in the world she was to get out.

Lewis Carroll

Fantasy

Fantasy

LICE was beginning to get very tired of sitting
by her sister on the bank and of having nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped into
the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures
or conversations in it, "and what is the use of a
book," thought Alice, "without pictures or conversations?'

Do Not Go Gentle into That Good Night
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Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.
Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way
Do not go gentle into that good night.
Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.
And you, my father, there on the sad height,
Curse, bless me now with your fierce tears, I pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Dylan Thomas

Poetry

Poetry

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

