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AUDITION SIDE

ANTONIO

PORTIA.
 
 You, merchant, have you any thing to say?

ANTONIO.
 
 But little: I am arm'd and well prepared.


 
 
 Give me your hand, Bassanio: fare you well!


 
 
 Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you;


 
 
 For herein Fortune shows herself more kind


 
 
 Than is her custom: it is still her use


 
 
 To let the wretched man outlive his wealth,


 
 
 To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow


 
 
 An age of poverty; from which lingering penance


 
 
 Of such misery doth she cut me off.


 
 
 Commend me to your honourable wife:


 
 
 Tell her the process of Antonio's end;


 
 
 Say how I loved you, speak me fair in death;


 
 
 And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge


 
 
 Whether Bassanio had not once a love.


 
 
 Repent but you that you shall lose your friend,


 
 
 And he repents not that he pays your debt;


 
 
 For if the Jew do cut but deep enough,


 
 
 I'll pay it presently with all my heart.
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BASSANIO

[Bassanio looks at the caskets]

BASSANIO.
 
 So may the outward shows be least themselves:


 
 
 The world is still deceived with ornament.


 
 
 In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt,


 
 
 But, being seasoned with a gracious voice,


 
 
 Obscures the show of evil? In religion,


 
 
 What damned error, but some sober brow


 
 
 Will bless it and approve it with a text,


 
 
 Hiding the grossness with fair ornament?


 
 
 There is no vice so simple but assumes


 
 
 Some mark of virtue on his outward parts:


 
 
 Thus ornament is but the guiled shore


 
 
 To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf


 
 
 Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word,


 
 
 The seeming truth which cunning times put on


 
 
 To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold,


 
 
 Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee;


 
 
 Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge


 
 
 'Tween man and man: but thou, thou meagre lead,


 
 
 Which rather threatenest than dost promise aught,


 
 
 Thy paleness moves me more than eloquence;


 
 
 And here choose I; joy be the consequence!


 
 Opening the leaden casket


 
 
 What find I here? 
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 Fair Portia's counterfeit! What demi-god


 
 
 Hath come so near creation? Move these eyes?


 
 
 Or whether, riding on the balls of mine,


 
 
 Seem they in motion? Here are sever'd lips,


 
 
 Parted with sugar breath: so sweet a bar


 
 
 Should sunder such sweet friends. Here in her hairs


 
 
 The painter plays the spider and hath woven


 
 
 A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men,


 
 
 Faster than gnats in cobwebs; but her eyes,--


 
 
 How could he see to do them? having made one,


 
 
 Methinks it should have power to steal both his


 
 
 And leave itself unfurnish'd. Yet look, how far


 
 
 The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow


 
 
 In underprizing it, so far this shadow


 
 
 Doth limp behind the substance. Here's the scroll,


 
 
 The continent and summary of my fortune.
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GRATIANO

GRATIANO.
 
 Let me play the fool:


 
 
 With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come,


 
 
 And let my liver rather heat with wine


 
 
 Than my heart cool with mortifying groans.


 
 
 Why should a man, whose blood is warm within,


 
 
 Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster?


 
 
 Sleep when he wakes and creep into the jaundice


 
 
 By being peevish? I tell thee what, Antonio--


 
 
 I love thee, and it is my love that speaks--


 
 
 There are a sort of men whose visages


 
 
 Do cream and mantle like a standing pond,


 
 
 And do a wilful stillness entertain,


 
 
 With purpose to be dress'd in an opinion


 
 
 Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit,


 
 
 As who should say 'I am Sir Oracle,


 
 
 And when I ope my lips let no dog bark!'


 
 
 O my Antonio, I do know of these


 
 
 That therefore only are reputed wise


 
 
 For saying nothing; when, I am very sure,


 
 
 If they should speak, would almost damn those ears,


 
 
 Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools.


 
 
 I'll tell thee more of this another time:


 
 
 But fish not, with this melancholy bait,


 
 
 For this fool gudgeon, this opinion.


 
 
 Come, good Lorenzo. Fare ye well awhile:


 
 
 I'll end my exhortation after dinner.
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LORENZO

LORENZO.
 
 Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect their coming.


 
 
 And yet no matter: why should we go in?


 
 
 My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you,


 
 
 Within the house, your mistress is at hand;


 
 
 And bring your music forth into the air.


 
 
 
 Exit Stephano


 
 
 How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank!


 
 
 Here will we sit and let the sounds of music


 
 
 Creep in our ears: soft stillness and the night


 
 
 Become the touches of sweet harmony.


 
 
 Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of heaven


 
 
 Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold:


 
 
 There's not the smallest orb which thou behold'st


 
 
 But in his motion like an angel sings,


 
 
 Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubins;


 
 
 Such harmony is in immortal souls;


 
 
 But whilst this muddy vesture of decay


 
 
 Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.


 
 
 
 Enter Musicians


 
 
 Come, ho! and wake Diana with a hymn!


 
 
 With sweetest touches pierce your mistress' ear,


 
 
 And draw her home with music.
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 Music

JESSICA.
 
 I am never merry when I hear sweet music.

LORENZO.
 
 The reason is, your spirits are attentive:


 
 
 For do but note a wild and wanton herd,


 
 
 Or race of youthful and unhandled colts,


 
 
 Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud,


 
 
 Which is the hot condition of their blood;


 
 
 If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound,


 
 
 Or any air of music touch their ears,


 
 
 You shall perceive them make a mutual stand,


 
 
 Their savage eyes turn'd to a modest gaze


 
 
 By the sweet power of music: therefore the poet


 
 
 Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones and floods;


 
 
 Since nought so stockish, hard and full of rage,


 
 
 But music for the time doth change his nature.


 
 
 The man that hath no music in himself,


 
 
 Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds,


 
 
 Is fit for treasons, stratagems and spoils;


 
 
 The motions of his spirit are dull as night


 
 
 And his affections dark as Erebus:


 
 
 Let no such man be trusted. Mark the music.
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SALERIO

SALERIO.
 
 My wind cooling my broth


 
 
 Would blow me to an ague, when I thought


 
 
 What harm a wind too great at sea might do.


 
 
 I should not see the sandy hour-glass run,


 
 
 But I should think of shallows and of flats,


 
 
 And see my wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand,


 
 
 Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs


 
 
 To kiss her burial. Should I go to church


 
 
 And see the holy edifice of stone,


 
 
 And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks,


 
 
 Which touching but my gentle vessel's side,


 
 
 Would scatter all her spices on the stream,


 
 
 Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks,


 
 
 And, in a word, but even now worth this,


 
 
 And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought


 
 
 To think on this, and shall I lack the thought


 
 
 That such a thing bechanced would make me sad?


 
 
 But tell not me; I know, Antonio


 
 
 Is sad to think upon his merchandise.

ANTONIO.
 
 Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it,


 
 
 My ventures are not in one bottom trusted,


 
 
 Therefore my merchandise makes me not sad.

SALERIO.
 
 Why, then you are in love.
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ANTONIO.
 Fie, fie!

SALERIO.
 
 Not in love neither? Then let us say you are sad,


 
 
 Because you are not merry: and 'twere as easy


 
 
 For you to laugh and leap and say you are merry,


 
 
 Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed Janus,


 
 
 Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time:


 
 
 Some that will evermore peep through their eyes


 
 
 And laugh like parrots at a bag-piper,


 
 
 And other of such vinegar aspect


 
 
 That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile,


 
 
 Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable.
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LAUNCELOT

LAUNCELOT.
 Certainly my conscience will serve me to run from

 
 
 this Jew my master. The fiend is at mine elbow and

 
 
 tempts me saying to me 'Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo, good

 
 
 Launcelot,' or 'good Gobbo,' or good Launcelot

 
 
 Gobbo, use your legs, take the start, run away. My

 
 
 conscience says 'No; take heed,' honest Launcelot;

 
 
 take heed, honest Gobbo, or, as aforesaid, 'honest

 
 
 Launcelot Gobbo; do not run; scorn running with thy

 
 
 heels.' Well, the most courageous fiend bids me

 
 
 pack: 'Via!' says the fiend; 'away!' says the

 
 
 fiend; 'for the heavens, rouse up a brave mind,'

 
 
 says the fiend, 'and run.' Well, my conscience,

 
 
 hanging about the neck of my heart, says very wisely

 
 
 to me 'My honest friend Launcelot, being an honest

 
 
 man's son,' or rather an honest woman's son; for,

 
 
 indeed, my father did something smack, something

 
 
 grow to, he had a kind of taste; well, my conscience

 
 
 says 'Launcelot, budge not.' 'Budge,' says the

 
 
 fiend. 'Budge not,' says my conscience.

 
 
 'Conscience,' say I, 'you counsel well;' ' Fiend,'

 
 
 say I, 'you counsel well:' to be ruled by my

 
 
 conscience, I should stay with the Jew my master,

 
 
 who, God bless the mark, is a kind of devil; and, to

 
 
 run away from the Jew, I should be ruled by the

 
 
 fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the devil

 
 
 himself. Certainly the Jew is the very devil

 
 
 incarnal; and, in my conscience, my conscience is

 
 
 but a kind of hard conscience, to offer to counsel

 
 
 me to stay with the Jew. The fiend gives the more

 
 
 friendly counsel: I will run, fiend; my heels are

 
 
 at your command; I will run.
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MOROCCO

MOROCCO.
 
 Mislike me not for my complexion,


 
 
 The shadow'd livery of the burnish'd sun,


 
 
 To whom I am a neighbour and near bred.


 
 
 Bring me the fairest creature northward born,


 
 
 Where Phoebus' fire scarce thaws the icicles,


 
 
 And let us make incision for your love,


 
 
 To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine.


 
 
 I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine


 
 
 Hath fear'd the valiant: by my love I swear


 
 
 The best-regarded virgins of our clime


 
 
 Have loved it too: I would not change this hue,


 
 
 Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen.

PORTIA.
 
 In terms of choice I am not solely led


 
 
 By nice direction of a maiden's eyes;


 
 
 Besides, the lottery of my destiny


 
 
 Bars me the right of voluntary choosing:


 
 
 But if my father had not scanted me


 
 
 And hedged me by his wit, to yield myself


 
 
 His wife who wins me by that means I told you,


 
 
 Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair


 
 
 As any comer I have look'd on yet


 
 
 For my affection.

MOROCCO.
 Even for that I thank you:


 
 
 Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets
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 To try my fortune. By this scimitar


 
 
 That slew the Sophy and a Persian prince


 
 
 That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,


 
 
 I would outstare the sternest eyes that look,


 
 
 Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth,


 
 
 Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear,


 
 
 Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey,


 
 
 To win thee, lady. But, alas the while!


 
 
 If Hercules and Lichas play at dice


 
 
 Which is the better man, the greater throw


 
 
 May turn by fortune from the weaker hand:


 
 
 So is Alcides beaten by his page;


 
 
 And so may I, blind fortune leading me,


 
 
 Miss that which one unworthier may attain,


 
 
 And die with grieving.
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ARRAGON

ARRAGON.
 
 
 
 
 
 Fortune now

 
 
 To my heart's hope! Gold; silver; and base lead.

 
 
 'Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.'

 
 
 You shall look fairer, ere I give or hazard.

 
 
 What says the golden chest? ha! let me see:

 
 
 'Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.'

 
 
 What many men desire! that 'many' may be meant

 
 
 By the fool multitude, that choose by show,

 
 
 Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach;

 
 
 Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet,

 
 
 Builds in the weather on the outward wall,

 
 
 Even in the force and road of casualty.

 
 
 I will not choose what many men desire,

 
 
 Because I will not jump with common spirits

 
 
 And rank me with the barbarous multitudes.

 
 
 Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house;

 
 
 Tell me once more what title thou dost bear:

 
 
 'Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves:'

 
 
 And well said too; for who shall go about

 
 
 To cozen fortune and be honourable

 
 
 Without the stamp of merit? Let none presume

 
 
 To wear an undeserved dignity.

 
 
 O, that estates, degrees and offices

 
 
 Were not derived corruptly, and that clear honour

 
 
 Were purchased by the merit of the wearer!

 
 
 How many then should cover that stand bare!

 
 
 How many be commanded that command!

 
 
 How much low peasantry would then be glean'd

 
 
 From the true seed of honour! and how much honour

 
 
 Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times

 
 
 To be new-varnish'd! Well, but to my choice:

 
 
 'Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.'

 
 
 I will assume desert. Give me a key for this,

 
 
 And instantly unlock my fortunes here.
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NERISSA

PORTIA.
 
 By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is aweary of


 
 
 this great world.

NERISSA.
 
 You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries were in


 
 
 the same abundance as your good fortunes are: and


 
 
 yet, for aught I see, they are as sick that surfeit


 
 
 with too much as they that starve with nothing. It


 
 
 is no mean happiness therefore, to be seated in the


 
 
 mean: superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but


 
 
 competency lives longer.

PORTIA.
 
 Good sentences and well pronounced.

NERISSA.
 
 They would be better, if well followed.

PORTIA.
 
 Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I cannot choose one nor 


 
 
 refuse none?

NERISSA.
 
 Your father was ever virtuous; and holy men at their


 
 
 death have good inspirations: therefore the lottery,


 
 
 that he hath devised in these three chests of gold,


 
 
 silver and lead, whereof who chooses his meaning


 
 
 chooses you, will, no doubt, never be chosen by any


 
 
 rightly but one who shall rightly love. But what


 
 
 warmth is there in your affection towards any of


 
 
 these princely suitors that are already come?
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PORTIA.
 
 I pray thee, over-name them; and as thou namest


 
 
 them, I will describe them; and, according to my


 
 
 description, level at my affection.

NERISSA.
 
 First, there is the Neapolitan prince.

PORTIA.
 
 Ay, that's a colt indeed, for he doth nothing but


 
 
 talk of his horse.

NERISSA.
 
 Then there is the County Palatine.

PORTIA.
 
 He doth nothing but frown, as who should say 'If you


 
 
 will not have me, choose:'

NERISSA.
 
 If he should offer to choose, and choose the right


 
 
 casket, you should refuse to perform your father's


 
 
 will, if you should refuse to accept him.

PORTIA.
 
 Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee, set a


 
 
 deep glass of rhenish wine on the contrary casket,


 
 
 for if the devil be within and that temptation


 
 
 without, I know he will choose it.

NERISSA.
 
 You need not fear, lady, the having any of these


 
 
 lords: they have acquainted me with their


 
 
 determinations; which is, indeed, to return to their


 
 
 home and to trouble you with no more suit, unless


 
 
 you may be won by some other sort than your father's


 
 
 imposition depending on the caskets.

2



PORTIA.
 
 If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as


 
 
 chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner


 
 
 of my father's will. I am glad this parcel of wooers


 
 
 are so reasonable, for there is not one among them


 
 
 but I dote on his very absence, and I pray God grant


 
 
 them a fair departure.

NERISSA.
 
 Do you not remember, lady, in your father's time, a


 
 
 Venetian, a scholar and a soldier, that came hither


 
 
 in company of the Marquis of Montserrat?

PORTIA.
 
 Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as I think, he was so called.

NERISSA.
 
 True, madam: he, of all the men that ever my foolish


 
 
 eyes looked upon, was the best deserving a fair lady.

PORTIA.
 
 I remember him well, and I remember him worthy of


 
 
 thy praise.
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JESSICA


 
 
 
 Enter JESSICA and LAUNCELOT

JESSICA.
 
 I am sorry thou wilt leave my father so:

 
 
 Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil,

 
 
 Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness.

 
 
 But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee:

 
 
 And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see

 
 
 Lorenzo, who is thy new master's guest:

 
 
 Give him this letter; do it secretly;

 
 
 And so farewell: I would not have my father

 
 
 See me in talk with thee.

LAUNCELOT.  Adieu! tears exhibit my tongue. Most beautiful

 
 pagan, most sweet Jew! if a Christian did not play

 
 the knave and get thee, I am much deceived. But,

 
 adieu: these foolish drops do something drown my

 
 manly spirit: adieu.

JESSICA.
 
 Farewell, good Launcelot.


 
 
 
 Exit LAUNCELOT


 
 
 Alack, what heinous sin is it in me

 
 
 To be ashamed to be my father's child!

 
 
 But though I am a daughter to his blood,

 
 
 I am not to his manners. O Lorenzo,

 
 
 If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife,

 
 
 Become a Christian and thy loving wife.
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