
Loves Labours Lost 
Act V, sc. 1 (line 95 - Prose) 

 
DON ADRIANO DE ARMADO 

Sir, the king is a noble gentleman, and my familiar, I do assure ye, very good friend: for 

what is inward between us, let it pass. I do beseech thee, remember thy courtesy; I 

beseech thee, apparel thy head: and among other important and most serious 

designs, and of great import indeed, too, but let that pass: for I must tell thee, it will 

please his grace, by the world, sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder, and with his 

royal finger, thus, dally with my excrement, with my mustachio; but, sweet heart, let that 

pass. By the world, I recount no fable: some certain special honours it pleaseth his 

greatness to impart to Armado, a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the world; but let 

that pass.  The very all of all is,--but, sweet heart, I do implore secrecy,--that the king 

would have me present the princess, sweet chuck, with some delightful ostentation, or 

show, or pageant, or antique, or firework. Now, understanding that the curate and your 

sweet self are good at such eruptions and sudden breaking out of mirth, as it were, I have 

acquainted you withal, to the end to crave your assistance. 
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