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Sweet love, thou knowst that we two, Ovid-like,

Have often chid the morning when it 'gan to peep,
And often wished that dark night’s purblind steeds
Would pull her by the purple mantle back

And cast her in the ocean to her love.

But this night, sweet Alice, thou hast killed my heart:
[ heard thee call on Mosby in thy sleep.

Arden of Faversham

“O lente lente currite noctis equi”
Ovid, Amores

Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,
Toward Phoebus' lodging. Such a wagoner
As Phaeton would whip you to the west
And bring in cloudy night immediately.
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night ...

Romeo & Juliet






Yet marked I where the bolt of Cupid fell.

It fell upon a little western flower,

Before milk-white, now purple with love’s wound.
And maidens call it “love-in-idleness.”

Fetch me that flower. The herb I showed thee once.
The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid

Will make or man or woman madly dote.
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A Midsummer Night's Dream
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Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-browed night,
Give me my Romeo. And when I shall die,

Take him and cut him out in little stars,

And he will make the face of heaven so fine

That all the world will be in love with night

And pay no worship to the garish sun.

Romeo & Juliet

Eros! - I come, my queen. — Eros! - Stay for me:
Where souls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand,
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze:
Dido and her Aeneas shall want troops,

And all the haunt be ours. - Come, Eros, Eros!

Antony & Cleopatra
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