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Directions:  William Shakespeare had a beautiful gift for writing. After 
400 years his plays are still being read! Because he spoke and wrote 
using old English, it is fun to decipher his words with words we use 
today in our modern English language. Read the following excerpt from 
The Tragedy of Julius Caesar below. If William Shakespeare were writing 
this play today, how do you think he would write these lines? Using 
the lines to the right, write how you think William Shakespeare would 
compose his thoughts today.

Antony’s Funeral Oration, The Tragedy of Julius Caesar

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears;  
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.  
The evil that men do lives after them;  
The good is oft interred with their bones;  
So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you Caesar was ambitious: 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault,  
And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest— 
For Brutus is an honourable man;  
So are they all, all honourable men— 
Come I to speak in Caesar’s funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me: 
But Brutus says he was ambitious;  
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill: 
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious? 
When that the poor have cried, Caesar that wept: 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;  
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did see that on the Lupercal 
I thrice presented him a kingly crown,  
Which he did thrise refuse: was this ambition: 
yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 
and, sure, he is an nonourable man. 
I speak not to sidprove what Brutus spoke,  
But here I am to speak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cause: 
What cause whithholds you then, to mourn for him? 
O judgment! Thou art fled to brutish beasts, 
And men have lost their reason. Bear with me;  
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,  
And I must pause till it come back to me.  
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Directions:  William Shakespeare had a beautiful gift for writing. 
After 400 years his plays are still being read! Because he spoke and 
wrote using old English, it is fun to decipher his words with words 
we use today in our modern English language. Read the following 
excerpt from Hamlet below. If William Shakespeare were writing this 
play today, how do you think he would write these lines? Using the 
lines to the right, write how you think William Shakespeare would 
compose his thoughts today.

Hamlet’s monologue in Hamlet

To be, or not to be—that is the question: 
Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles 
And by opposing end them. To die, to sleep— 
No more—and by a sleep to say we end 
The heartache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to. ‘Tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep— 
To sleep—perchance to dream: ay, there’s the rub, 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,  
Must give us pause. There’s the respect  
That makes calamity of so long life. 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
Th’ oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely 
The pangs of despised love, the law’s delay, 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of th’ unworthy takes, 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? Who would fardels bear, 
To grunt and swear under a weary life, 
But that the dread of something after death, 
The undiscovered country, from whose bourn 
No traveler returns, puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have’ 
Than to fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all, 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought, 
And enterprise of great pitch and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry 
And lose the name of action. – Soft you now,  
The fair Ophelia!—Nymph, in thy orison 
Be all my sins remembered.
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Directions:  What do you think William Shakespeare 
was writing about when he wrote these famous 
lines below?

Love all, trust a few, do wrong to none.

A fool thinks himself to be wise, but a wise man knows himself to be a fool.

Some are born great, some achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust upon them. If you prick us, do we  
not bleed? If you tickle us, do we not laugh? If you poison us, do we not die? And if you wrong us shall we not revenge?

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.

God has given you one face, and you make yourself another.

To thine own self be true, and it must follow, as the night the day, thou canst not then be false to any man.

As soon go kindle fire with snow, as seek to quench the fire of love with words.

Cowards die many times before their deaths; the valiant never taste of death but once.

And this, our life, exempt from public haunt, finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, sermons in stones, 
and good in everything.
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