
This file was created by Tee Quillin and distributed through a partnership with  
The Inexplicable Dumb Show (http://www.inexplicabledumbshow.com)  

and Shakespeare’s Monologues (http://www.shakespeare-monologues.org).   
Please report any typographical errors. 

 

0?LC=F? M e  0LCH=?  I@  4SL?  
Act IV, sc. 6 (line 174) 

 
MARINA 

Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 

OLD receptacles, or common shores, of filth; 

Serve by indenture to the common hangman: 

Any of these ways are yet better than this; 

For what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak, 

Would own a name too dear. O, that the gods 

Would safely deliver me from this place! 

Here, here's gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain by thee, 

Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance, 

With other virtues, which I'll keep from boast: 

And I will undertake all these to teach. 

I doubt not but this populous city will 

Yield many scholars. 


