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1595
THE TRAGEDY OF
ROMEO AND JULIET
Dramati s Per sonae
Chor us.

Escal us, Prince of Verona.

Paris, a young Count, kinsman to the Prince.

Mont ague, heads of two houses at variance with each
ot her.

Capul et, heads of two houses at variance with each
ot her.

An old Man, of the Capulet famly.

Roneo, son to Mont ague.

Tybal t, nephew to Lady Capul et.

Mercutio, kinsman to the Prince and friend to Roneo.

Benvol i o, nephew to Mntague, and friend to Roneo

Tybal t, nephew to Lady Capul et.

Friar Laurence, Franciscan.
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Friar John, Franci scan.
Bal t hasar, servant to Roneo.
Abram servant to Montague.
Sanpson, servant to Capul et.
Gregory, servant to Capul et.
Peter, servant to Juliet's nurse.
An Apot hecary.

Three Musi ci ans.

An O ficer.

Lady Montague, wife to Montague.
Lady Capulet, wife to Capul et.
Juliet, daughter to Capul et.
Nurse to Juliet.

Citizens of Verona; Gentlenen and Gentl ewonen of
bot h houses;
Maskers, Torchbearers, Pages, CGuards, Witchnen,
Servants, and
At t endant s.

SCENE. - - Ver ona; Mant ua.
THE PROLOGUE

Ent er Chor us.

Chor. Two househol ds, both alike in dignity,

In fair Verona, where we | ay our scene,

From anci ent grudge break to new nutiny,

Where civil blood makes civil hands uncl ean.

Fromforth the fatal |loins of these two foes

A pair of star-cross'd |lovers take their life;

Whose m sadventur'd piteous overthrows

Doth with their death bury their parents' strife.

The fearful passage of their death-mark'd | ove,

And t he continuance of their parents' rage,

Wi ch, but their children's end, naught could
renove,

Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage;

The which if you with patient ears attend,

VWhat here shall mss, our toil shall strive to
mend.

[Exit.]
ACT |. Scene |
Verona. A public place.
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Enter Sanpson and Gregory (wth swords and
buckl ers) of
t he house of Capul et.

Sanp. Gregory, on nmy word, we'll not carry coals.

Greg. No, for then we should be colliers.

Sanp. | nean, an we be in choler, we'll draw

Geg. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of
col |l ar.

Sanp. | strike quickly, being noved.
Greg. But thou art not quickly noved to strike.
Sanp. A dog of the house of Mintague noves ne.
Geg. To nove is to stir, and to be valiant is to
st and.
Therefore, if thou art noved, thou runn'st away.
Sanp. A dog of that house shall nove ne to stand. |
w il take the
wal | of any man or maid of Montague's.
Greg. That shows thee a weak sl ave; for the weakest
goes to the
wal | .
Sanp. 'Tis true; and therefore wonen, being the
weaker vessels, are
ever thrust to the wall. Therefore | will push
Mont ague' s nen
fromthe wall and thrust his nmaids to the wall
Greg. The quarrel is between our nmasters and us

their nmen.
Sanp. 'Tis all one. | wll show nyself a tyrant.
When | have fought
with the nmen, | will be cruel with the nmaids- |
will cut off

t heir heads.
G eg. The heads of the nmaids?
Sanp. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their
mai denheads.
Take it in what sense thou wilt.
Greg. They nust take it in sense that feel it.
Sanp. Me they shall feel while | amable to stand,
and '"tis known |
ama pretty piece of flesh
Geg. '"Tis well thou art not fish; if thou hadst,
t hou hadst been
poor -John. Draw thy tool! Here cones two of the
house of
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Mont agues.

Enter two ot her Servingnmen [ Abram and

Bal t hasar] .
Sanp. My naked weapon is out. Quarrel! | wll back
t hee.

Greg. How? turn thy back and run?

Sanp. Fear ne not.

Geg. No, marry. | fear thee!

Sanp. Let us take the |aw of our sides; let them
begi n.

Geg. | wll frown as | pass by, and let themtake
it as they |ist.

Sanp. Nay, as they dare. | will bite ny thunb at
them which is

di sgrace to them if they bear it.

Abr. Do you bite your thunb at us, sir?

Sanp. | do bite ny thunb, sir.

Abr. Do you bite your thunb at us, sir?

Sanp. [aside to Gegory] Is the law of our side if
| say ay?

Greg. [aside to Sanpson] No.

Sanp. No, sir, | do not bite ny thunb at you, sir;
but | bite ny

t humb, sir.

Greg. Do you quarrel, sir?

Abr. Quarrel, sir? No, sir.

Sanp. But if you do, sir, amfor you. | serve as
good a man as you.

Abr. No better.

Samp. Well, sir.

Ent er Benvoli o.

Geg. [aside to Sanpson] Say 'better.' Here cones

one of ny
master' s ki nsnen.

Sanp. Yes, better, sir.

Abr. You lie.

Sanp. Draw, if you be nmen. G egory, renmenber thy
swashi ng bl ow.

They

fight.

Ben. Part, fools! [Beats down their swords.]

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rj.html (4 of 88)4/11/2005 8:50:04 AM



William Shakespeare: Romeo and Juliet

Put up your swords. You know not what you do.
Enter Tybalt.

Tyb. What, art thou drawn anong these heartl ess
hi nds?
Turn thee Benvolio! | ook upon thy death.
Ben. | do but keep the peace. Put up thy sword,
O nmanage it to part these nmen with ne.
Tyb. What, drawn, and tal k of peace? | hate the word
As | hate hell, all Montagues, and thee.
Have at thee, coward!
They fight.

Enter an officer, and three or four Ctizens
with clubs or
parti sans.

Oficer. Cubs, bills, and partisans! Strike! beat

t hem down!
Ctizens. Down with the Capulets! Down with the
Mont agues!
Enter O d Capulet in his gown, and his
Wfe.

Cap. What noise is this? Gve ne ny |ong sword, ho!
Wfe. A crutch, a crutch! Wiy call you for a sword?
Cap. My sword, | say! O d Mntague is cone

And flourishes his blade in spite of ne.

Enter O d Montague and his Wfe.

Mon. Thou villain Capulet!- Hold nme not, let ne go.
M Wfe. Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek a foe.

Enter Prince Escalus, with his Train.

Prince. Rebellious subjects, enem es to peace,
Prof aners of this neighbour-stained steel-
W1l they not hear? Wat, ho! you nen, you beasts,
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage
Wth purple fountains issuing fromyour veins!
On pain of torture, fromthose bl oody hands
Thr ow your m stenpered weapons to the ground
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And hear the sentence of your noved prince.
Three civil braws, bred of an airy word
By thee, old Capul et, and Mntague,
Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our streets
And rmade Verona's ancient citizens
Cast by their grave beseem ng ornanents
To weld old partisans, in hands as ol d,
Cank'red wth peace, to part your cank'red hate.
If ever you disturb our streets again,
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.
For this tine all the rest depart away.
You, Capul et, shall go along with ne;
And, Mont ague, cone you this afternoon,
To know our farther pleasure in this case,
To ol d Freetown, our conmon judgnent place.
Once nore, on pain of death, all nen depart.
Exeunt [all but Montague, his Wfe, and
Benvol i o] .
Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach?
Speak, nephew, were you by when it began?
Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary
And yours, close fighting ere | did approach.
| drew to part them In the instant cane
The fiery Tybalt, wth his sword prepar’d;
Wi ch, as he breath'd defiance to ny ears,
He swung about his head and cut the w nds,
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiss'd himin scorn.
Wiile we were interchangi ng thrusts and bl ows,
Cane nore and nore, and fought on part and part,
Till the Prince canme, who parted either part.
M Wfe. O where is Roneo? Saw you hi mto-day?
Right glad | am he was not at this fray.
Ben. Madam an hour before the worshipp'd sun
Peer'd forth the golden w ndow of the East,
A troubled mnd drave ne to wal k abroad;
Where, underneath the grove of sycanore
That westward rooteth fromthe city's side,
So early walking did | see your son.
Towards him | nade; but he was ware of ne
And stole into the covert of the wood.
I - nmeasuring his affections by ny own,
Wi ch then nost sought where nost m ght not be
f ound,
Bei ng one too nmany by ny weary self-
Pursu'd ny hunmour, not Pursuing his,
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And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from ne.
Mon. Many a norning hath he there been seen,
Wth tears augnenting the fresh norning s dew,
Adding to clouds nore clouds with his deep sighs;
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun
Should in the farthest East bean to draw
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed,
Away fromlight steals honme ny heavy son
And private in his chanber pens hinself,
Shuts up his wi ndows, |ocks fair daylight
And makes hinself an artificial night.
Bl ack and portentous nust this hunmour prove
Unl ess good counsel may the cause renove.
Ben. My nobl e uncle, do you know t he cause?
Mon. | neither know it nor can learn of him
Ben. Have you inportun'd him by any neans?
Mon. Both by nyself and many other friend;
But he, his own affections' counsellor,
Is to hinmself- | wll not say how true-
But to hinself so secret and so cl ose,
So far from soundi ng and di scovery,
As is the bud bit with an envious worm
Ere he can spread his sweet |eaves to the air
O dedicate his beauty to the sun.
Could we but learn fromwhence his sorrows grow,
W would as willingly give cure as know.

Ent er Roneo.

Ben. See, where he cones. So pl ease you step aside,
["1l know his grievance, or be much deni ed.
Mon. | would thou wert so happy by thy stay
To hear true shrift. Cone, nadam |et's away,
Exeunt [ Mont ague
and Wfe]j.
Ben. Good norrow, cousin.
Rom |s the day so young?
Ben. But new struck nine.
Rom Ay ne! sad hours seem | ong.
Was that ny father that went hence so fast?
Ben. It was. What sadness | engthens Roneo's hours?
Rom Not having that which having makes them short.
Ben. In |ove?
Rom Qut -
Ben. O | ove?
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Rom Qut of her favour where | amin |ove.

Ben. Alas that |love, so gentle in his view,
Shoul d be so tyrannous and rough in proof!

Rom Al as that |ove, whose viewis muffled still,
Shoul d wi thout eyes see pathways to his will!
Where shall we dine? O ne! Wiat fray was here?
Yet tell nme not, for | have heard it all.
Here's nuch to do with hate, but nore with | ove.
Way then, O brawling | ove! O Il oving hatel
O anything, of nothing first create!

O heavy |ightness! serious vanity!
M sshapen chaos of well-seem ng forns!
Feat her of |ead, bright snoke, cold fire, sick

heal t h!
Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is
This |l ove feel |, that feel no love in this.
Dost thou not |augh?
Ben. No, coz, | rather weep.

Rom Good heart, at what?

Ben. At thy good heart's oppression.

Rom Wy, such is |love's transgression.
Giefs of mne ow |ie heavy in ny breast,
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest
Wth nore of thine. This |ove that thou hast shown
Dot h add nore grief to too nmuch of m ne own.
Love is a snoke rais'd with the funme of sighs;
Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in |overs' eyes;
Being vex'd, a sea nourish'd with |overs' tears.
What is it else? A nmadness nost discreet,
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet.
Farewel | , ny coz.

Ben. Soft! | will go al ong.
An if you | eave ne so, you do ne w ong.

Rom Tut! | have |ost nyself; | amnot here:
This is not Roneo, he's sone other where.

Ben. Tell ne in sadness, who is that you | ove?

Rom What, shall | groan and tell thee?

Ben. G oan? Wiy, no;
But sadly tell nme who.

Rom Bid a sick man in sadness make his wll.

Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill!

I n sadness, cousin, | do | ove a worman.
Ben. | aimd so near when | suppos'd you | ov'd.
Rom A right good markman! And she's fair | |ove.

Ben. Aright fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit.
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Rom Well, in that hit you mss. She'll not be hit
Wth Cupid' s arrow. She hath Dian's wt,
And, in strong proof of chastity well armd,
From Love's weak chil dish bow she |ives unharmn d.
She will not stay the siege of |oving ternmns,
Nor bide th' encounter of assailing eyes,
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold.
O she's rich in beauty; only poor
That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store.
Ben. Then she hath sworn that she will still live
chast e?
Rom She hath, and in that sparing nakes huge waste;
For beauty, starv'd with her severity,
Cuts beauty off fromall posterity.
She is too fair, too wise, wsely too fair,
To merit bliss by nmaking ne despair.
She hath forsworn to |love, and in that vow
Do | live dead that live to tell it now
Ben. Be rul'd by ne: forget to think of her.
Rom O teach ne how | should forget to think!
Ben. By giving |liberty unto thine eyes.
Exam ne ot her beauti es.
Rom 'Tis the way
To call hers (exquisite) in question nore.
These happy masks that kiss fair |adies' brows,
Bei ng black puts us in mnd they hide the fair.
He that is strucken blind cannot forget
The precious treasure of his eyesight |ost.
Show ne a mstress that is passing fair,
What dot h her beauty serve but as a note
Where | may read who pass'd that passing fair?

Farewel | . Thou canst not teach ne to forget.
Ben. 1'll pay that doctrine, or else die in
debt . Exeunt .
Scene |1.
A Street.

Enter Capulet, County Paris, and [Servant] -the
Cl own.

Cap. But Montague is bound as well as I,
In penalty alike; and 'tis not hard, | think,
For nmen so old as we to keep the peace.

Par. O honourabl e reckoning are you bot h,
And pity '"tis you liv'd at odds so | ong.
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But now, ny lord, what say you to ny suit?
Cap. But saying o'er what | have said before:
My child is yet a stranger in the world,
She hath not seen the change of fourteen years;
Let two nore sunmers wither in their pride
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.
Par. Younger than she are happy nothers made.
Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early nade.
The earth hath swall owed all ny hopes but she;
She is the hopeful |ady of ny earth.
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart;
My will to her consent is but a part.
An she agree, within her scope of choice
Lies ny consent and fair accordi ng voice.
This night | hold an old accustonid feast,
Whereto | have invited nmany a guest,
Such as | love; and you anong the store,
One nore, nost wel conme, makes ny nunber nore.
At ny poor house | ook to behold this night
Earth-treadi ng stars that nmake dark heaven |ight.
Such confort as do lusty young nen feel
When wel |l apparell'd April on the heel
O linping Wnter treads, even such delight
Among fresh femal e buds shall you this night
I nherit at my house. Hear all, all see,
And |i ke her nbst whose nerit nost shall be;
Wi ch, on nore view of many, m ne, being one,
May stand in nunber, though in reck'ning none.
Cone, go with me. [To Servant, giving hima
paper] Go, sirrah,
t rudge about
Through fair Verona; find those persons out
Whose nanes are witten there, and to them say,
My house and wel cone on their pleasure stay-
Exeunt [ Capul et
and Pari s] .
Serv. Find them out whose nanmes are witten here?
It is witten
t hat the shoenmaker should neddle with his yard
and the tailor
with his last, the fisher wwth his pencil and the
painter with
his nets; but | amsent to find those persons
whose nanes are
here wit, and can never find what nanes the
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witing person hath
here wit. | nust to the |earned. In good tine!

Ent er Benvoli o and Roneo.

Ben. Tut, man, one fire burns out another's burning;

One pain is | essoned by another's angui sh;

Turn gi ddy, and be hol p by backward turning;

One desperate grief cures with another's | anguish.

Take thou sone new infection to thy eye,

And the rank poison of the old will die.

Rom Your plantain leaf is excellent for that.
Ben. For what, | pray thee?

Rom For your broken shin.

Ben. Wy, Roneo, art thou mad?

Rom Not mad, but bound nore than a madman is;

Shut up in Prison, kept w thout ny food,

Wi pp'd and tornmented and- God-den, good fell ow.
Serv. God gi' go-den. | pray, sir, can you read?
Rom Ay, mne own fortune in nmy msery.

Serv. Perhaps you have learned it w thout book. But
| pray, can you

read anything you see?

Rom Ay, If | know the letters and the | anguage.
Serv. Ye say honestly. Rest you nerry!
Rom Stay, fellow, | can

read. He reads.

"Signior Martino and his w fe and daughters;
County Ansel no and his beauteous sisters;
The | ady wi dow of Vitruvio;

Signior Placentio and H s | ovely nieces;
Mercutio and his brother Val entine;

M ne uncle Capulet, his wfe, and daughters;
My fair niece Rosaline and Livia;

Signior Valentio and H s cousin Tybalt;
Lucio and the lively Hel ena.'

[ G ves back the paper.] A fair assenbly. Wither
shoul d they cone?
Serv. Up.
Rom Whit her?
Serv. To supper, to our house.
Rom Whose house?
Serv. My naster's.
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Rom |Indeed | should have ask'd you that before.
Serv. Now I'll tell you wi thout asking. My naster
Is the great rich
Capulet; and if you be not of the house of

Mont agues, | pray cone
and crush a cup of wne. Rest you
merry! Exit.

Ben. At this sanme ancient feast of Capulet's
Sups the fair Rosaline whomthou so | ov'st;
Wth all the adm red beauties of Verona.
Go thither, and with unattainted eye
Conpare her face with sonme that | shall show,
And | wll make thee think thy swan a crow.
Rom When the devout religion of mne eye
Mai nt ai ns such fal sehood, then turn tears to
fires;
And t hese, who, often drown'd, could never die,
Transparent heretics, be burnt for |iars!
One fairer than ny |ove? The all-seeing sun
Ne' er saw her match since first the world begun.
Ben. Tut! you saw her fair, none el se being by,
Herself pois'd with herself in either eye;
But in that crystal scales let there be weigh'd
Your |ady's | ove against sone other nmaid

That I will show you shining at this feast,
And she shall scant show well that now seens best.
Rom 1'll go along, no such sight to be shown,
But to rejoice in splendour of ny
own. [ Exeunt . ]
Scene II1.

Capul et's house.
Enter Capulet's Wfe, and Nurse.

Wife. Nurse, where's ny daughter? Call her forth to
nme.
Nurse. Now, by ny nmai denhead at twel ve year ol d,

| bade her cone. Wat, |anb! what |adybird!

God forbid! Were' s this girl? What, Juliet!

Enter Juliet.
Jul . How now? Who cal |l s?

Nur se. Your nother.
Jul. Madam | am here.
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What is your wll?

Wfe. This is the matter- Nurse, give |eave awhil e,
We nust talk in secret. Nurse, conme back agai n;
| have renmenb'red ne, thou's hear our counsel.
Thou knowest mny daughter's of a pretty age.

Nurse. Faith, | can tell her age unto an hour.
Wfe. She's not fourteen.
Nurse. I'Il lay fourteen of ny teeth-
And yet, to ny teen be it spoken, | have but four-

She is not fourteen. How long is it now
To Lammasti de?

Wfe. A fortnight and odd days.

Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year,
Conme Lammas Eve at night shall she be fourteen.
Susan and she (God rest all Christian souls!)
Were of an age. Well, Susan is with God;
She was too good for ne. But, as | said,
On Lanmmas Eve at night shall she be fourteen;
That shall she, marry; | renmenber it well.
"Tis since the earthguake now el even years;
And she was wean'd (I never shall forget it),
O all the days of the year, upon that day;
For | had then laid wormmod to ny dug,
Sitting in the sun under the dovehouse wall .
My lord and you were then at Mantua.
Nay, | do bear a brain. But, as | said,
When it did taste the wormmood on the nipple
O ny dug and felt it bitter, pretty fool,
To see it tetchy and fall out with the dug!
Shake, quoth the dovehouse! 'Twas no need, | trow,
To bid ne trudge.
And since that tine it is el even years,
For then she could stand hi gh-lone; nay, by th'

rood,

She coul d have run and waddl ed all about;

For even the day before, she broke her brow
And then ny husband (God be with his soul!
"Awas a nerry man) took up the child.

"Yea,' quoth he, 'dost thou fall upon thy face?
Thou wilt fall backward when thou hast nore wt;
WIlt thou not, Jule? and, by ny holidam

The pretty wetch left crying, and said 'Ay.'
To see now how a jest shall cone about!

| warrant, an | should live a thousand yeas,

| never should forget it. "WIt thou not, Jule?
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quot h he,

And, pretty fool, it stinted, and said 'Ay.'
Wfe. Enough of this. | pray thee hold thy peace.
Nurse. Yes, madam Yet | cannot choose but | augh

To think it should | eave crying and say 'Ay.'

And yet, | warrant, it bad upon it brow

A bunp as big as a young cock'rel's stone;

A perilous knock; and it cried bitterly.

"Yea,' quoth ny husband, 'fall'st upon thy face?

Thou wilt fall backward when thou conmest to age;

WIlt thou not, Jule? It stinted, and said 'Ay.
Jul. And stint thou too, | pray thee, nurse, say I.
Nur se. Peace, | have done. God mark thee to his

grace!

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e er | nurs'd.

An | mght live to see thee married once, | have

ny w sh.
Wfe. Marry, that 'marry' is the very thene
| cane to talk of. Tell nme, daughter Juliet,
How st ands your disposition to be married?
Jul. It is an honour that | dream not of.
Nurse. An honour? Were not | thine only nurse,
| would say thou hadst suck'd w sdom fromthy
t eat.
Wfe. Well, think of marriage now. Younger than you,

Here in Verona, |adies of esteem

Are made al ready nothers. By ny count,

| was your nother nuch upon these years

That you are now a nmaid. Thus then in brief:

The valiant Paris seeks you for his |ove.

Nurse. A man, young | ady! |ady, such a man

As all the world- why he's a man of wax.

Wfe. Verona's summer hath not such a flower.
Nurse. Nay, he's a flower, in faith- a very flower.
Wfe. Wiat say you? Can you |ove the gentl eman?

Thi s night you shall behold himat our feast.

Read o'er the volune of young Paris' face,

And find delight wit there with beauty's pen;

Exam ne every nmarried |ineanent,

And see how one anot her |ends content;

And what obscur'd in this fair volune |ies

Find witten in the margent of his eyes,

Thi s preci ous book of |ove, this unbound | over,

To beautify himonly |l acks a cover.

The fish lives in the sea, and 'tis mnmuch pride
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For fair without the fair within to hide.
That book in many's eyes doth share the glory,
That in gold clasps |locks in the golden story;
So shall you share all that he doth possess,
By havi ng hi m maki ng yourself no |ess.
Nurse. No | ess? Nay, bigger! Wnen grow by nen
Wfe. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' |ove?
Jul. 1'"Il look to like, if |ooking |iking nove;
But no nore deep will | endart m ne eye
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly.

Enter Servi ngman.

Serv. Madam the guests are cone, supper serv'd up,
you call'd, ny
young | ady ask'd for, the nurse curs'd in the
pantry, and
everything in extremty. | nust hence to wait. |
beseech you
foll ow straight.
Wfe. We followthee. Exi t
[ Servi ngman] .
Juliet, the County stays.
Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy days.
Exeunt .
Scene | V.
A street.

Enter Roneo, Mercutio, Benvolio, wth five or
si X ot her
Maskers:; Torchbearers.

Rom What, shall this speech be spoke for our
excuse?
O shall we on w thout apol ogy?
Ben. The date is out of such prolixity.
We'l | have no Cupid hoodw nk'd with a scarf,
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of |ath,
Scaring the ladies |ike a crowkeeper;
Nor no w t hout - book prol ogue, faintly spoke
After the pronpter, for our entrance;
But, let them neasure us by what they wll,
W'l | neasure them a neasure, and be gone.
Rom Gve ne a torch. | amnot for this anbling.
Bei ng but heavy, | will bear the light.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rj.html (15 of 88)4/11/2005 8:50:04 AM



William Shakespeare: Romeo and Juliet

Mer. Nay, gentle Roneo, we nust have you dance.

Rom Not |, believe ne. You have danci ng shoes
Wth ninble soles; | have a soul of |ead
So stakes ne to the ground | cannot nove.

Mer. You are a |lover. Borrow Cupid' s w ngs
And soar with them above a comon bound.

Rom | amtoo sore enpierced with his shaft
To soar with his light feathers; and so bound
| cannot bound a pitch above dull woe.

Under | ove's heavy burthen do | sink.

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burthen | ove-
Too great oppression for a tender thing.

Rom |Is love a tender thing? It is too rough,

Too rude, too boist'rous, and it pricks like
t hor n.

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with | ove.
Prick I ove for pricking, and you beat | ove down.
G ve ne a case to put ny visage in.

A visor for a visor! \Wat care |
What curious eye doth quote deformties?
Here are the beetle brows shall blush for ne.

Ben. Cone, knock and enter; and no sooner in
But every nman betake himto his | egs.

Rom A torch for ne! Let wantons |light of heart
Ti ckl e the sensel ess rushes wth their heels;
For | amproverb'd with a grandsire phrase,

"Il be a candl e-hol der and | ook on;
The gane was ne'er so fair, and | am done.

Mer. Tut! dun's the nouse, the constable's own word!
If thou art Dun, we'll draw thee fromthe mre
O this sir-reverence |love, wherein thou stick'st
Up to the ears. Cone, we burn daylight, ho!

Rom Nay, that's not so.

Mer. | nmean, sir, in delay
W waste our lights in vain, like |anps by day.
Take our good neaning, for our judgnent sits
Five tines in that ere once in our five wits.

Rom And we nean well, in going to this masque;
But 'tis no wit to go.

Mer. Why, nmy one ask?

Rom | dreant a dreamto-night.

Mer. And so did I.

Rom Well, what was yours?

Mer. That dreamers often |ie.

Rom In bed asleep, while they do dreamthings true.
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Mer. O then | see Queen Mab hath been with you.
She is the fairies' mdw fe, and she cones
I n shape no bigger than an agate stone
On the forefinger of an al dernman,
Drawn with a teamof little atom es
At hwart nen's noses as they |lie asleep;
Her wagon spokes namde of |ong spinners' |egs,
The cover, of the w ngs of grasshoppers;
Her traces, of the smallest spider's web;
Her collars, of the npbonshine's wat'ry bearns;
Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lash, of film
Her wagoner, a small grey-coated gnat,
Not half so big as a round little worm
Prick'd fromthe |azy finger of a maid,;
Her chariot is an enpty hazel nut,
Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub,
Time out o' mnd the fairies' coachnmakers.
And in this state she 'gallops night by night
Through | overs' brains, and then they dream of

| ove;
O er courtiers' knees, that dream on cursies

strai ght;
O er lawers' fingers, who strai ght dream on fees;
Oer ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream

Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,
Because their breaths with sweetneats tainted are.
Sonetinme she gallops o'er a courtier's nose,
And then dreans he of snelling out a suit;

And sonetine conmes she with a tithe-pig' s tai
Tickling a parson's nose as 'a |lies asleep,
Then dreans he of anot her benefi ce.

Sonetinmes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,
And then dreans he of cutting foreign throats,
O breaches, anbuscadoes, Spani sh bl ades,

O healths five fadom deep; and then anon

Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes,
And being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two
And sl eeps again. This is that very Mb

That plats the manes of horses in the night

And bakes the elflocks in foul sluttish, hairs,
Whi ch once untangl ed nuch m sfortune bodes

This is the hag, when nmaids lie on their backs,
That presses themand |learns themfirst to bear,
Maki ng t hem wonen of good carri age.

This is she-
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Rom Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace!
Thou tal k' st of not hing.
Mer. True, | talk of dreans;
VWhi ch are the children of an idle brain,
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy;
Which is as thin of substance as the air,
And nore inconstant than the w nd, who wooes
Even now the frozen bosom of the North
And, being anger'd, puffs away fromthence,
Turning his face to the dew droppi ng Sout h.
Ben. This wind you talk of blows us from oursel ves.
Supper is done, and we shall cone too |ate.
Rom | fear, too early; for ny mnd msgives
Sonme consequence, yet hanging in the stars,
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date
Wth this night's revels and expire the term
O a despised life, clos'd in ny breast,
By sone vile forfeit of untinely death
But he that hath the steerage of ny course
Direct my sail! On, lusty gentl enen!
Ben. Strike, drum
They march about the
stage. [Exeunt.]
Scene V.
Capul et' s house.

Servi ngnmen cone forth w th napkins.

1. Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take
away ?
He shift a trencher! he scrape a trencher!
2. Serv. Wen good manners shall lie all in one or
two nen's hands,
and they unwash'd too, 'tis a foul thing.
1. Serv. Anay with the join-stools, renove the
court-cubbert, | ook
to the plate. Good thou, save ne a piece of
mar chpane and, as
thou loves nme, let the porter let in Susan
Gi ndstone and Nel | .
Ant hony, and Pot pan!
2. Serv. Ay, boy, ready.
1. Serv. You are look'd for and call'd for, ask'd
for and sought
for, in the great chanber.
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3. Serv. W cannot be here and there too. Cheerly,
boys!
Be brisk awhile, and the |longer |iver take
al | . Exeunt .

Enter the Maskers, Enter, [wth Servants,]
Capul et, his Wfe,
Juliet, Tybalt, and all the Guests
and Gentl| ewonen to the Maskers.

Cap. Wl cone, gentlenen! Ladies that have their toes
Unplagu'd with corns will have a bout with you.
Ah ha, ny m stresses! which of you all
WIIl now deny to dance? She that makes dainty,
She I'lIl swear hath corns. Am| cone near ye now?
Vel cone, gentlenen! | have seen the day
That | have worn a visor and could tel
A whispering tale in a fair |lady's ear,

Such as would please. 'Tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis
gone!

You are wel cone, gentlenen! Cone, nusicians, play.

A hall, a hall! give room and foot it, girls.

Musi ¢ pl ays, and
t hey dance.
More light, you knaves! and turn the tables up,
And quench the fire, the roomis grown too hot.
Ah, sirrah, this unlook'd-for sport cones well.
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet,
For you and | are past our dancing days.
How Il ong is't now since |last yourself and |
Were in a mask?
2. Cap. By'r Lady, thirty years.
Cap. What, man? 'Tis not so nuch, 'tis not so nuch!
"Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio,
Conme Pentecost as quickly as it wll,
Sone five-and-twenty years, and then we mask'd.
2. Cap. 'Tis nore, 'tis nore! H's son is elder, sir;
H's son is thirty.
Cap. WIIl you tell ne that?
H s son was but a ward two years ago.
Rom [to a Servingman] Wat |ady's that, which doth
enrich the hand
O yonder knight?
Serv. | know not, sir.
Rom O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright!
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It seens she hangs upon the cheek of night
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear-
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows
As yonder lady o'er her fell ows shows.

The neasure done, |I'll watch her place of stand
And, touching hers, nake bl essed ny rude hand.
Did ny heart love till now? Forswear it, sight!
For | ne'er saw true beauty till this night.

Tyb. This, by his voice, should be a Mntague.
Fetch me ny rapier, boy. Wat, dares the sl ave
Conme hither, cover'd with an antic face,

To fleer and scorn at our solemity?

Now, by the stock and honour of ny Kkin,

To strike himdead I hold it not a sin.
Cap. Wy, how now, kinsman? Wherefore stormyou so?
Tyb. Uncle, this is a Mntague, our foe;

A villain, that is hither cone in spite

To scorn at our solemity this night.

Cap. Young Roneo is it?

Tyb. "Tis he, that villain Roneo.

Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let himalone.

"A bears himlike a portly gentl enman,

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him

To be a virtuous and wel |l -govern' d yout h.

| would not for the wealth of all this town
Here in ny house do hi m di sparagenent.
Therefore be patient, take no note of him

It is my will; the which if thou respect,
Show a fair presence and put off these frowns,
An ill-beseem ng senbl ance for a feast.

Tyb. It fits when such a villain is a guest.
["I'l not endure him
Cap. He shall be endur'd.
What, goodman boy? | say he shall. Go to!
Am | the nmaster here, or you? Go to!
You'll not endure hinf God shall nmend ny soul!
You'll make a nmutiny anong ny guests!
You w || set cock-a-hoop! you'll be the man!
Tyb. Wiy, uncle, 'tis a shane.
Cap. Go to, go to!
You are a saucy boy. Is't so, indeed?
This trick may chance to scathe you. | know what.
You nust contrary ne! Marry, 'tis tine.-
Well said, ny hearts!- You are a princox- go!

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rj.html (20 of 88)4/11/2005 8:50:04 AM



William Shakespeare: Romeo and Juliet

Be quiet, or- Mdrre light, nore light!- For shane!
"Il rmake you quiet; what!- Cheerly, ny hearts!
Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler neeting
Makes ny flesh trenble in their different
greeting.
I will withdraw, but this intrusion shall,
Now seem ng sweet, convert to bitt'rest
gal | . Exit.
Rom If | profane with ny unworthi est hand
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this:
My lips, two blushing pilgrins, ready stand
To snooth that rough touch with a tender Kkiss.
Jul. Good pilgrim you do wong your hand too nuch,
Wi ch mannerly devotion shows in this;
For saints have hands that pilgrinms' hands do
t ouch,
And palmto palmis holy pal ners' kiss.
Rom Have not saints |ips, and holy pal ners too?
Jul. Ay, pilgrim lips that they nust use in pray'r.
Rom O, then, dear saint, let |ips do what hands do!
They pray; grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.
Jul. Saints do not nove, though grant for prayers
sake.
Rom Then nove not while ny prayer's effect | take.
Thus fromny lips, by thine ny sinis purg'd.
[ Ki sses her.]
Jul. Then have ny lips the sin that they have took.
Rom Sin fromny |ips? Otrespass sweetly urg'd!
G ve ne ny sin again.
[ Ki sses her. ]
Jul . You kiss by th' book.
Nurse. Madam your nother craves a word with you.
Rom What is her nother?
Nurse. Marry, bachel or,
Her nother is the |ady of the house.
And a good | ady, and a wi se and virtuous.
| nurs'd her daughter that you talk'd w thal
| tell you, he that can lay hold of her
Shal | have the chinks.
Rom 1|s she a Capul et?
O dear account! nmy life is ny foe's debt.
Ben. Away, be gone; the sport is at the best.
Rom Ay, so | fear; the nore is ny unrest.
Cap. Nay, gentlenen, prepare not to be gone;
W have a trifling foolish banquet towards.
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Is it e en so? Wiy then, | thank you all.
| thank you, honest gentlenen. Good night.
More torches here! [Exeunt Maskers.] Cone on
then, let's to bed.
Ah, sirrah, by ny fay, it waxes |ate;
["I'l to ny rest.
Exeunt [all but Juliet
and Nurse].
Jul . Cone hither, nurse. Wat is yond gentl| eman?
Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio.
Jul. What's he that now is going out of door?

Nurse. Marry, that, | think, be young Petruchi o.

Jul. What's he that follows there, that would not
dance?

Nurse. | know not.

Jul. Go ask his nane.- |f he be marri ed,

My grave is like to be ny weddi ng bed.

Nurse. His nane is Roneo, and a Mont ague,
The only son of your great eneny.

Jul. My only love, sprung fromny only hate!
Too early seen unknown, and known too | ate!
Prodi gious birth of love it is to ne
That | nust | ove a | oat hed eneny.

Nurse. What's this? what's this?

Jul. Arhyne | learnt even now
O one | danc'd withal.

One calls
within, "Juliet.

Nur se. Anon, anon!

Conme, let's away; the strangers all are
gone. Exeunt .
PROLOGUE

Ent er Chor us.
Chor. Now old desire doth in his deathbed |i e,

And young affection gapes to be his heir;
That fair for which |ove groan'd for and would

di e,
Wth tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair.
Now Roneo is belov'd, and | oves agai n,
Al'i ke bewi tched by the charm of | ooks;
But to his foe suppos'd he nust conpl ai n,
And she steal love's sweet bait fromfearfu
hooks.
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Being held a foe, he may not have access
To breathe such vows as |overs use to swear,
And she as much in | ove, her nmeans nuch | ess
To nmeet her new bel oved anywhere;
But passion | ends them power, tine nmeans, to neet,
Tenp'ring extremties wth extrene sweet.
Exit.
ACT I'I. Scene |.
A |l ane by the wall of Capulet's orchard.

Ent er Roneo al one.

Rom Can | go forward when ny heart is here?
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out.

[Cinbs the wall and | eaps down
within it.]

Enter Benvolio with Mercutio.

Ben. Ronmeo! ny cousin Roneo! Roneo!
Mer. He is wse,
And, on ny life, hath stol'n himhone to bed.
Ben. He ran this way, and leapt this orchard wall.
Call, good Mercuti o.
Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too.
Ronmeo! hunours! madman! passion! | over!
Appear thou in the |ikeness of a sigh;
Speak but one rhynme, and | am sati sfi ed!
Cry but 'Ay ne!' pronounce but 'love' and 'dove';
Speak to ny gossip Venus one fair word,
One ni ckname for her purblind son and heir,
Young Adam Cupi d, he that shot so trim
When Ki ng Cophetua lov'd the beggar maid!
He heareth not, he stirreth not, be noveth not;
The ape is dead, and | nust conjure him
| conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes.
By her high forehead and her scarlet lip,
By her fine foot, straight |eg, and quivering
t hi gh,
And the denesnes that there adjacent Iie,
That in thy |ikeness thou appear to us!
Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him
Mer. This cannot anger him ' Twoul d anger him
To raise a spirit in his mstress' circle
O sone strange nature, letting it there stand
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Till she had laid it and conjur'd it down.
That were sone spite; ny invocation
Is fair and honest: in his mstress' nane,
| conjure only but to raise up him
Ben. Cone, he hath hid hinself anong these trees
To be consorted with the hunorous night.
Blind is his I ove and best befits the dark.
Mer. If love be blind, |ove cannot hit the mark.
Now wi Il he sit under a nedlar tree
And wish his mstress were that kind of fruit
As maids call nedl ars when they |augh al one.
O, Roneo, that she were, O that she were
An open et cetera, thou a pop'rin pear!
Ronmeo, good night. I'lIl to ny truckl e-bed;
This field-bed is too cold for nme to sleep.
Conme, shall we go?
Ben. Go then, for '"tis in vain
"To seek him here that neans not to be found.
Exeunt.
Scene 11.
Capul et' s orchard.

Enter Roneo.
Rom He jests at scars that never felt a wound.
Enter Juliet above at a w ndow.

But soft! Wat |ight through yonder w ndow breaks?
It is the East, and Juliet is the sun!

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious noon,

Who is already sick and pale with grief

That thou her maid art far nore fair than she.
Be not her maid, since she is envious.

Her vestal livery is but sick and green,

And none but fools do wear it. Cast it off.

It isnm lady; O it is ny |ove!

O that she knew she were!

She speaks, yet she says nothing. Wat of that?
Her eye discourses; | will answer it.

| amtoo bold; '"tis not to ne she speaks.

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,
Havi ng sone busi ness, do entreat her eyes

To twnkle in their spheres till they return.
What if her eyes were there, they in her head?
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The brightness of her cheek would shane those
stars

As daylight doth a | anp; her eyes in heaven
Woul d through the airy region stream so bright
That birds would sing and think it were not night.
See how she | eans her cheek upon her hand!
Othat | were a glove upon that hand,
That | m ght touch that cheek!

Jul . Ay ne!

Rom She speaks.
O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art
As glorious to this night, being o' er ny head,
As is a w nged nessenger of heaven
Unto the white-upturned wond' ring eyes
O nortals that fall back to gaze on him
When he bestrides the | azy-pacing cl ouds
And sails upon the bosom of the air.

Jul . O Roneo, Roneo! wherefore art thou Roneo?
Deny thy father and refuse thy nane!
O, if thou wilt not, be but sworn ny | ove,

And 1'lIl no | onger be a Capulet.
Rom [aside] Shall | hear nore, or shall | speak at
this?

Jul. "Tis but thy nane that is ny eneny.
Thou art thyself, though not a Montague.
What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot,
Nor arm nor face, nor any other part
Bel onging to a man. O, be sone ot her nane!
What's in a nane? That which we call a rose
By ny other name would snell as sweet.
So Roneo woul d, were he not Roneo call'd,
Retain that dear perfection which he owes
Wthout that title. Ronmeo, doff thy nane;
And for that nanme, which is no part of thee,
Take all nysel f.

Rom | take thee at thy word.

Call nme but love, and I'l|l be new baptiz'd,
Henceforth I never wll be Roneo.
Jul. What man art thou that, thus bescreen'd in
ni ght,

So stunbl est on ny counsel ?
Rom By a nane
| know not how to tell thee who | am
My nane, dear saint, is hateful to nyself,
Because it is an eneny to thee.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rj.html (25 of 88)4/11/2005 8:50:04 AM



William Shakespeare: Romeo and Juliet

Had | it witten, | would tear the word.
Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words
O that tongue's utterance, yet | know t he sound.
Art thou not Roneo, and a Mont ague?
Rom Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.
Jul . How cami st thou hither, tell nme, and wherefore?
The orchard walls are high and hard to clinb,
And the place death, considering who thou art,
If any of ny kinsnen find thee here.
Rom Wth love's light wings did | o' erperch these
wal | s;
For stony |imts cannot hold | ove out,
And what | ove can do, that dares |ove attenpt.
Therefore thy kinsnmen are no let to ne.
Jul. If they do see thee, they will nurther thee.
Rom Al ack, there lies nore peril in thine eye
Than twenty of their swords! Look thou but sweet,
And | am proof against their enmty.

Jul. I would not for the world they saw t hee here.
Rom | have night's cloak to hide nme fromtheir
si ght;

And but thou love ne, let themfind nme here.

My |ife were better ended by their hate

Than deat h prorogued, wanting of thy | ove.
Jul . By whose direction found' st thou out this

pl ace?
Rom By love, that first did pronpt ne to enquire.
He |l ent nme counsel, and |I |ent himeyes.

| amno pilot; yet, wert thou as far
As that vast shore wash'd with the farthest sea,
| woul d adventure for such merchandi se.

Jul. Thou knowest the mask of night is on ny face;
El se woul d a nmai den bl ush bepai nt ny cheek
For that which thou hast heard ne speak to-night.
Fain would | dwell on form fain, fain deny
What | have spoke; but farewell conplinent!
Dost thou |love ne, | know thou wilt say 'Ay';
And | w il take thy word. Yet, if thou swear'st,
Thou mayst prove false. At |overs' perjuries,
They say Jove | aughs. O gentl e Roneo,
I f thou dost | ove, pronounce it faithfully.
O if thou thinkest I amtoo quickly won,
"Il frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay,
So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world.
In truth, fair Montague, | amtoo fond,
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And therefore thou mayst think ny haviour |ight;
But trust ne, gentleman, |'I|l prove nore true
Than those that have nore cunning to be strange.
| shoul d have been nore strange, | nust confess,
But that thou overheard' st, ere | was ware,
My true-|love passion. Therefore pardon ne,
And not inpute this yielding to light |ove,
Wi ch the dark night hath so di scovered.
Rom Lady, by yonder bl essed noon | swear,
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops-
Jul. O swear not by the noon, th' inconstant noon,
That nonthly changes in her circled orb,
Lest that thy |ove prove |ikew se vari abl e.
Rom What shall | swear by?
Jul. Do not swear at all;
O if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self,
Which is the god of ny idolatry,
And I'Il believe thee.
Rom |If ny heart's dear | ove-
Jul. Well, do not swear. Although | joy in thee,
| have no joy of this contract to-night.
It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden;
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be
Ere one can say 'It lightens.' Sweet, good night!
This bud of |ove, by sunmer's ripening breath,
May prove a beauteous flow r when next we neet.
Good ni ght, good night! As sweet repose and rest
Cone to thy heart as that within ny breast!
Rom O wlt thou | eave ne so unsatisfied?
Jul . What satisfaction canst thou have to-night?
Rom Th' exchange of thy love's faithful vow for
m ne.
Jul. | gave thee m ne before thou didst request it;
And yet | would it were to give again.
Rom Wuld'st thou withdraw it? For what purpose,
| ove?
Jul. But to be frank and give it thee again.
And yet | wish but for the thing | have.
My bounty is as boundl ess as the sea,
My | ove as deep; the nore | give to thee,
The nore | have, for both are infinite.
| hear some noise within. Dear |ove, adieu!
[ Nurse]
calls wthin.
Anon, good nurse! Sweet Montague, be true.
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Stay but a little, I wll cone
agai n. [ Exit.]
Rom O bl essed, blessed night! | am afeard,

Being in night, all this is but a dream
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.

Enter Juliet above.
Jul . Three words, dear Roneo, and good ni ght i ndeed.

If that thy bent of |ove be honourabl e,
Thy purpose narriage, send ne word to-norrow,

By one that |I'll procure to cone to thee,
Where and what tine thou wilt performthe rite;
And all ny fortunes at thy foot I'Il lay

And follow thee ny lord throughout the world.
Nurse. (w thin) Madam
Jul. | come, anon.- But if thou neanest not well,
| do beseech thee-
Nurse. (wi thin) Madam
Jul . By-and-by | cone. -
To cease thy suit and |leave nme to ny grief.
To-morrow wi Il 1 send.
Rom So thrive ny soul -
Jul. A thousand tinmes good
ni ght ! Exit.
Rom A thousand tines the worse, to want thy |ight!
Love goes toward | ove as school boys fromtheir
books;
But |ove fromlove, towards school wth heavy
| ooks.

Enter Juliet again, [above].

Jul. Hist! Roneo, hist! Ofor a falconer's voice
To lure this tassel -gentle back again!
Bondage i s hoarse and may not speak al oud;
El se would | tear the cave where Echo |lies,
And make her airy tongue nore hoarse than m ne
Wth repetition of nmy Roneo's nane.
Roneo!

Rom It is ny soul that calls upon ny nane.
How si |l ver-sweet sound | overs' tongues by night,
Li ke softest nmusic to attendi ng ears!

Jul . Roneo!

Rom My dear?
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Jul. At what o'clock to-norrow

Shall | send to thee?

Rom By the hour of nine.

Jul. I will not fail. "Tis twenty years till then.
| have forgot why I did call thee back.

Rom Let nme stand here till thou remenber it.

Jul. 1| shall forget, to have thee still stand there,
Renmenb'ring how | | ove thy conpany.

Rom And I'Il still stay, to have thee still forget,
Forgetting any other hone but this.

Jul. "Tis alnost norning. | would have thee gone-

And yet no farther than a wanton's bird,
That lets it hop a little from her hand,
Li ke a poor prisoner in his tw sted gyves,
And with a silk thread plucks it back again,
So loving-jealous of his liberty.

Rom | would | were thy bird.

Jul. Sweet, so would I.

Yet | should kill thee with nmuch cheri shing.
Good ni ght, good night! Parting is such sweet
sSorrow,
That | shall say good night till it be norrow
[ Exit.]
Rom Sl eep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy
br east!
Wuld | were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest!
Hence will | to ny ghostly father's cell,
H's help to crave and ny dear hap to tell.
Exi t

Scene I11.
Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar, [Laurence] alone, with a
basket .

Friar. The grey-ey'd norn smles on the frowning

ni ght,

Check'ring the Eastern clouds with streaks of
| i ght;

And fl ecked darkness |ike a drunkard reels

Fromforth day's path and Titan's fiery wheels.

Non, ere the sun advance his burning eye

The day to cheer and night's dank dew to dry,

| must up-fill this osier cage of ours

Wth bal eful weeds and precious-juiced flowers.
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gual

use,

part;

The earth that's nature's nother is her tonb.
What is her burying gave, that is her wonb;
And from her wonb children of divers kind

We sucki ng on her natural bosom find;

Many for many virtues excellent,

None but for sone, and yet all different.

O mckle is the powerful grace that |ies

In plants, herbs, stones, and their true
ities;

For naught so vile that on the earth doth Iive
But to the earth sone special good doth give;
Nor aught so good but, strain'd fromthat fair

Revolts fromtrue birth, stunbling on abuse.
Virtue itself turns vice, being m sapplied,
And vice sonetine's by action dignified.
Wthin the infant rind of this small flower
Poi son hath residence, and nedi ci ne power;

For this, being snelt, with that part cheers each
Bei ng tasted, slays all senses with the heart.
Two such opposed kings encanp them stil

In man as well as herbs- grace and rude wl|l;
And where the worser is predom nant,

Ful | soon the canker death eats up that plant.

Ent er Roneo.

Rom Good norrow, father.
Friar. Benedicite!

What early tongue so sweet saluteth ne?

Young son, it argues a distenpered head

So soon to bid good norrow to thy bed.

Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye,
And where care | odges sleep will never lie;

But where unbruised youth with unstuff'd brain
Dot h couch his |linbs, there golden sleep doth

reign.

Therefore thy earliness doth ne assure
Thou art uprous'd with sonme distenp' rature;
O if not so, then here | hit it right-

Qur Ronmeo hath not been in bed to-night.

Rom That last is true-the sweeter rest was m ne.
Friar. God pardon sin! WAst thou with Rosaline?
Rom Wth Rosaline, ny ghostly father? No.
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| have forgot that nane, and that nane's woe.

Friar. That's ny good son! But where hast thou been
t hen?
Rom 1'Il tell thee ere thou ask it ne again.

| have been feasting with m ne eneny,

Where on a sudden one hath wounded ne

That's by nme wounded. Both our renedies

Wthin thy help and holy physic lies.

| bear no hatred, blessed man, for, |o,

My intercession |ikew se steads ny foe.

Friar. Be plain, good son, and honely in thy drift
Ri ddl i ng confession finds but riddling shrift.
Rom Then plainly know ny heart's dear |ove is set

On the fair daughter of rich Capul et;

As m ne on hers, so hers is set on nne,

And all conbin'd, save what thou nust conbi ne

By holy marriage. Wen, and where, and how

W net, we woo' d, and made exchange of vow,

"Il tell thee as we pass; but this | pray,

That thou consent to marry us to-day.

Friar. Holy Saint Francis! What a change is here!

Is Rosaline, that thou didst |ove so dear,

So soon forsaken? Young nen's |ove then |ies

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.

Jesu Maria! What a deal of brine

Hat h wash'd thy sall ow cheeks for Rosaline!

How nmuch salt water thrown away i n waste,

To season love, that of it doth not taste!

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven cl ears,

Thy old groans ring yet in mne ancient ears.

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit

O an old tear that is not wash'd off yet.

If e er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine,

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline.

And art thou chang' d? Pronounce this sentence

t hen:

Wnmen may fall when there's no strength in nen.
Rom Thou chid'st ne oft for |oving Rosaline.
Friar. For doting, not for loving, pupil mne.
Rom And bad'st ne bury | ove.

Friar. Not in a grave

To lay one in, another out to have.

Rom | pray thee chide not. She whom | | ove now

Doth grace for grace and |love for |ove allow

The other did not so.
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Friar. O she knew well
Thy love did read by rote, that could not spell.
But conme, young waverer, conme go with ne.
In one respect 1'll thy assistant be;
For this alliance may so happy prove
To turn your househol ds' rancour to pure | ove.
Rom O let us hence! | stand on sudden haste.
Friar. Wsely, and slow. They stunble that run fast.
Exeunt .
Scene | V.
A street.

Ent er Benvolio and Mercuti o.

Mer. Where the devil should this Roneo be?
Came he not hone to-night?

Ben. Not to his father's. | spoke with his man.
Mer. Wiy, that sane pal e hard-hearted wench, that
Rosal i ne,

Torments himso that he will sure run nmad.
Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman to old Capul et,
Hath sent a letter to his father's house.
Mer. A challenge, on ny life.
Ben. Roneo w |l answer it.
Mer. Any man that can wite may answer a letter.
Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's naster, how
he dares, being
dar ed.
Mer. Al as, poor Roneo, he is already dead! stabb'd
with a white
wench's bl ack eye; shot through the ear with a
| ove song; the
very pin of his heart cleft with the blind bow
boy's butt-shaft;
and is he a man to encounter Tybalt?
Ben. Wiy, what is Tybalt?
Mer. More than Prince of Cats, | can tell you. O

he's the
courageous captain of conplinents. He fights as
you sing

pri cksong- keeps tine, distance, and proportion;
rests me his

mnimrest, one, two, and the third in your
bosom the very

butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist!
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a gentl eman of
the very first house, of the first and second
cause. Ah, the
I mortal passado! the punto reverse! the hay.
Ben. The what ?
Mer. The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting
fantasti coes- these
new tuners of accent! 'By Jesu, a very good
bl ade! a very tal
man! a very good whore!' Wiy, is not this a
| ament abl e t hi ng,
grandsir, that we should be thus afflicted with
t hese strange
flies, these fashion-nongers, these pardona-m's,
who stand so
much on the new formthat they cannot sit at ease
on the old
bench? O their bones, their bones!

Ent er Roneo.

Ben. Here cones Roneo! here cones Roneo!
Mer. Wthout his roe, like a dried herring. O
fl esh, flesh, how art
thou fishified! Nowis he for the nunbers that
Petrarch fl owed
in. Laura, to his |ady, was but a kitchen wench
(marry, she had a
better | ove to berhyne her), Dido a dowdy,
Cl eopatra a gypsy,
Hel en and Hero hildings and harlots, This be a
gray eye or so,
but not to the purpose. Signior Roneo, bon jour!
There's a French
salutation to your French slop. You gave us the
counterfeit
fairly | ast night.
Rom Good norrow to you both. What counterfeit did
| give you?
Mer. The slip, sir, the slip. Can you not conceive?
Rom Pardon, good Mercutio. My business was great,
and in such a
case as mne a man nay strain courtesy.
Mer. That's as nuch as to say, such a case as yours
constrains a
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man to bow in the hans.
Rom Meaning, to cursy.
Mer. Thou hast nost kindly hit it.
Rom A npbst courteous exposition.
Mer. Nay, | amthe very pink of courtesy.
Rom Pink for flower.

Mer. Right.
Rom Wy, then is ny punp well-flower'd.
Mer. Well said! Follow ne this jest nowtill thou

hast worn out thy
punp, that, when the single sole of it is worn,
the jest may
remain, after the wearing, solely singular.
Rom O single-sold jest, solely singular for the
si ngl eness!
Mer. Cone between us, good Benvolio! My wits faint.
Rom Swits and spurs, swts and spurs! or I'll cry
a mat ch.
Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wi | d-goose chase, |
am done; for thou
hast nore of the wild goose in one of thy wits
than, | amsure, |
have in ny whole five. Was | with you there for
t he goose?
Rom Thou wast never with nme for anything when thou
wast not there
for the goose.
Mer. | will bite thee by the ear for that jest.
Rom Nay, good goose, bite not!
Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting; it is a
nost sharp sauce.
Rom And is it not, then, well servid in to a sweet
goose?
Mer. O here's a wit of cheveril, that stretches
froman inch
narrow to an ell broad!
Rom | stretch it out for that word 'broad,' which,
added to the
goose, proves thee far and wi de a broad goose.
Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning for
| ove? Now art
t hou sociable, now art thou Roneo; now art thou
what thou art, by
art as well as by nature. For this drivelling
love is like a
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great natural that runs lolling up and down to
hi de his bauble in
a hol e.
Ben. Stop there, stop there!
Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in ny tal e agai nst

the hair.
Ben. Thou woul dst el se have nade thy tale | arge.
Mer. O thou art deceiv'd! | would have nade it

short; for | was
come to the whole depth of ny tale, and neant
| ndeed to occupy
the argunent no | onger.
Rom Here's goodly gear!

Enter Nurse and her Man [Peter].

Mer. A sail, a sail!
Ben. Two, two! a shirt and a snock.
Nur se. Peter!
Peter. Anon.
Nurse. My fan, Peter.
Mer. Good Peter, to hide her face; for her fan's
the fairer face of
t he two.
Nurse. God ye good norrow, gentlenen.
Mer. God ye good-den, fair gentl ewonan.
Nurse. Is it good-den?
Mer. "Tis no less, | tell ye; for the bawdy hand of
the dial is now
upon the prick of noon.
Nurse. Qut upon you! What a man are you!
Rom One, gentl ewonman, that God hath nmade for
hinsel f to mar.
Nurse. By ny troth, it is well said
to mar,' quoth
"a? Gentlenmen, can any of you tell ne where | may
find the young
Ronmeo?
Rom | can tell you; but young Roneo wi |l be ol der
when you have
found himthan he was when you sought him | am
t he youngest of
that nanme, for fault of a worse.
Nurse. You say well.
Mer. Yea, is the worst well? Very well took, i

For hi nsel f
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faith! wsely,
W sely.
Nurse. If you be he, sir, | desire sonme confidence
wi th you.
Ben. She will endite himto sone supper.
Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! So ho!
Rom What hast thou found?
Mer. No hare, sir; unless a hare, sir, in a lenten
pie, that is
sonmet hing stale and hoar ere it be spent
He wal ks by them

and si ngs.
An ol d hare hoar,
And an ol d hare hoar,
| s very good neat in Lent;
But a hare that is hoar
Is too nmuch for a score
When it hoars ere it be spent.
Roneo, will you cone to your father's? W'll to
di nner thither.
Rom | wll follow you.
Mer. Farewell, ancient |ady. Farewel |,

[ sings] |ady, |ady, |ady.
Exeunt
Mercuti o, Benvolio.
Nurse. Marry, farewell! | Pray you, Sir, what saucy
mer chant was
this that was so full of his ropery?
Rom A gentleman, nurse, that |oves to hear hinself
talk and w |
speak nore in a mnute than he will stand to in a
nont h.
Nurse. An 'a speak anything against nme, |I'l| take
hi m down, an 'a
were lustier than he is, and twenty such | acks;
and if | cannot,
"Il find those that shall. Scurvy knave! | am
none of his
flirt-gills; | amnone of his skains-mates. And
t hou nust stand
by too, and suffer every knave to use ne at his
pl easur e!
Peter. | saw no man use you at his pleasure. If |
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had, ny weapon
shoul d qui ckly have been out, | warrant you. |
dare draw as soon
as another man, if | see occasion in a good
guarrel, and the |aw
on ny side.
Nurse. Now, afore God, | am so vexed that every
part about ne
qui vers. Scurvy knave! Pray you, sir, a word;
and, as | told you,
my young |lady bid ne enquire you out. What she
bid ne say, | wll
keep to nyself; but first let ne tell ye, if ye
shoul d | ead her
into a fool's paradise, as they say, it were a
very gross kind of
behavi our, as they say; for the gentlewonman is
young; and
therefore, if you should deal double with her,
truly it were an
i1l thing to be off'red to any gentl ewonan, and
very weak deal i ng.
Rom Nurse, commend nme to thy |lady and m stress. |
protest unto
t hee-
Nurse. Good heart, and | faith | will tell her as
much. Lord,

Lord! she will be a joyful woman.
Rom What wilt thou tell her, nurse? Thou dost not
mar k me.
Nurse. | will tell her, sir, that you do protest,

which, as | take
it, is a gentlemanlike offer.
Rom Bid her devise
Sonme neans to conme to shrift this afternoon;
And there she shall at Friar Laurence' cel
Be shriv'd and married. Here is for thy pains.
Nurse. No, truly, sir; not a penny.

Rom Go to! | say you shall.
Nurse. This afternoon, sir? Well, she shall be
t her e.

Rom And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey wall.
Wthin this hour ny man shall be with thee
And bring thee cords nade |like a tackled stair,
VWiich to the high topgallant of ny joy
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Must be ny convoy in the secret night.
Farewell. Be trusty, and I'Il quit thy pains.
Farewel|. Comrend ne to thy m stress.
Nurse. Now God in heaven bl ess thee! Hark you, sir.
Rom What say' st thou, ny dear nurse?
Nurse. |Is your man secret? Did you ne'er hear say,
Two may keep counsel, putting one away?
Rom | warrant thee nmy man's as true as steel.
Nurse. Well, sir, ny mstress is the sweetest | ady.
Lord, Lord!
when '"twas a little prating thing- O there is a
nobl eman in
town, one Paris, that would fain lay knife
aboard; but she, good
soul, had as lieve see a toad, a very toad, as
see him | anger
her sonetines, and tell her that Paris is the
properer man; but
"Il warrant you, when | say so, she | ooks as
pal e as any cl out
in the versal world. Doth not rosemary and Roneo
begin both with
aletter?
Rom Ay, nurse; what of that? Both with an R
Nurse. Ah, nocker! that's the dog's nane. Ris for
the- No; | know
It begins with sone other letter; and she hath
the prettiest
sententious of it, of you and rosenmary, that it
woul d do you good
to hear it.
Rom Commend ne to thy | ady.
Nurse. Ay, a thousand tinmes. [Exit Roneo.] Peter!
Peter. Anon.
Nurse. Peter, take ny fan, and go before, and apace.
Exeunt .
Scene V.
Capul et's orchard.

Enter Juliet.
Jul. The clock struck nine when | did send the
nur se;

In half an hour she 'proms'd to return.
Per chance she cannot neet him That's not so.
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O she is lane! Love's heralds should be thoughts,
Which ten tinmes faster glide than the sun's beans
Driving back shadows over low ring hills.
Ther ef ore do ni nbl e-pi ni on'd doves draw Love,

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid w ngs.
Now i s the sun upon the highnost hil

O this day's journey, and fromnine till twelve
Is three I ong hours; yet she is not cone.

Had she affections and warm yout hful bl ood,

She woul d be as swift in notion as a ball;

My words woul d bandy her to ny sweet |ove,

And his to ne,

But old fol ks, many feign as they were dead-
Unw el dy, sl ow, heavy and pal e as | ead.

Enter Nurse [and Peter].

O God, she cones! O honey nurse, what news?
Hast thou net with hinf Send thy man away.
Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate.
[ Exit
Peter. ]
Jul . Now, good sweet nurse- O Lord, why | ook'st
t hou sad?
Though news be sad, yet tell themnmerrily;
I f good, thou shamest the nusic of sweet news
By playing it to me with so sour a face.
Nurse. | am aweary, give ne | eave awhil e.
Fie, how ny bones ache! Wat a jaunce have | had!
Jul. | would thou hadst ny bones, and | thy news.
Nay, cone, | pray thee speak. Good, good nurse,
speak.
Nurse. Jesu, what haste! Can you not stay awhil e?
Do you not see that | am out of breath?
Jul. How art thou out of breath when thou hast
breat h
To say to ne that thou art out of breath?
The excuse that thou dost make in this del ay
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.
Is thy news good or bad? Answer to that.

Say either, and I'll stay the circunstance.
Let me be satisfied, is't good or bad?
Nurse. Well, you have nmade a sinple choice; you

know not how to
choose a man. Roneo? No, not he. Though his face
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be better than
any man's, yet his |leg excels all nen's; and for
a hand and a
foot, and a body, though they be not to be talk'd
on, yet they
are past conpare. He is not the flower of
courtesy, but, 'l
warrant him as gentle as a |anb. Go thy ways,
wench; serve Cod.
What, have you din'd at hone?
Jul. No, no. But all this did | know before.
What says he of our nmarriage? What of that?
Nurse. Lord, how ny head aches! \Wat a head have |
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.
My back o' t' other side,- ah, ny back, ny back!
Beshrew your heart for sending ne about
To catch ny death with jauncing up and down!
Jul. I" faith, | amsorry that thou art not well.
Sweet, sweet, Sweet nurse, tell nme, what says ny
| ove?
Nurse. Your |ove says, |ike an honest gentl eman,
and a courteous,
and a kind, and a handsone; and, | warrant, a
virtuous- Were is
your not her?
Jul. Where is ny nother? Wiy, she is wthin,
Where shoul d she be? How oddly thou repliest!
"Your |ove says, |ike an honest gentl eman,
“Where is your nother?"’
Nurse. O God's Lady dear!
Are you so hot? Marry cone up, | trow.
Is this the poultice for ny aching bones?
Hencef orward do your nessages yourself.

Jul. Here's such a coil! Cone, what says Ronmeo?
Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day?
Jul . | have.

Nurse. Then hie you hence to Friar Laurence' cell;
There stays a husband to make you a wife.
Now cones the wanton blood up in your cheeks:
They' || be in scarlet straight at any news.
Hie you to church; | nust another way,
To fetch a | adder, by the which your |ove
Must clinb a bird's nest soon when it is dark.
| amthe drudge, and toil in your delight;
But you shall bear the burthen soon at night.
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Go; I'll to dinner; hie you to the cell.
Jul. Hie to high fortune! Honest nurse, farewell.

Scene VI.
Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar [Laurence] and Roneo.

Friar. So smle the heavens upon this holy act
That after-hours with sorrow chi de us not!

Rom Anen, anen! But cone what sorrow can
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy
That one short mnute gives ne in her sight.
Do thou but close our hands with holy words,
Then | ove-devouri ng death do what he dare-
It is enough I may but call her m ne.

Friar. These violent delights have viol ent ends
And in their triunph die, like fire and powder,

Wi ch, as they kiss, consune. The sweetest honey

Is loathsone in his own deliciousness

And in the taste confounds the appetite.
Therefore | ove noderately: |long | ove doth so;
Too swift arrives as tardy as too sl ow.

Enter Juliet.

Here cones the lady. O so light a foot
WIIl ne'er wear out the everlasting flint.
A | over may bestride the gossaner
That idles in the wanton sunmer air,
And yet not fall; so light is vanity.
Jul. Good even to ny ghostly confessor.
Friar. Ronmeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us
bot h.
Jul. As nmuch to him else is his thanks too much.
Rom Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy
Be heap'd |like mne, and that thy skill be nore
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath
Thi s nei ghbour air, and let rich music's tongue
Unfold the imagin' d happi ness that both
Receive in either by this dear encounter.
Jul. Conceit, nore rich in matter than in words,
Brags of his substance, not of ornanent.

They are but beggars that can count their worth;

But ny true love is grown to such excess
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cannot sumup sum of half ny wealth.

Friar. Come, come with me, and we will make short
wor K;
For, by your |eaves, you shall not stay al one
Till Holy Church incorporate two in one.
[ Exeunt . ]
ACT I'll. Scene |

A public place.
Enter Mercuti o, Benvolio, and Men.

Ben. | pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire.
The day is hot, the Capul ets abroad.
And if we neet, we shall not scape a braw,
For now, these hot days, is the nmad bl ood
stirring.
Mer. Thou art |ike one of these fellows that, when
he enters the
confines of a tavern, claps nme his sword upon the
tabl e and says
'God send nme no need of thee!' and by the
operation of the second
cup draws himon the drawer, when indeed there is

no need.

Ben. Am 1| |ike such a fell ow?

Mer. Cone, cone, thou art as hot a jack in thy nood
as any in

Italy; and as soon noved to be npbody, and as soon
noody to be
noved.
Ben. And what to?
Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we shoul d have
none shortly, for
one would kill the other. Thou! why, thou wlt
quarrel with a man
that hath a hair nore or a hair less in his beard
t han thou hast.
Thou wlt quarrel wth a man for cracking nuts,
havi ng no ot her
reason but because thou hast hazel eyes. \Wat eye
but such an eye
woul d spy out such a quarrel? Thy head is as full
of quarrels as
an egg is full of neat; and yet thy head hath
been beaten as
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addl e as an egg for quarrelling. Thou hast
quarrell'd wth a man
for coughing in the street, because he hath
wakened thy dog that
hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fal
out with a
tailor for wearing his new doubl et before Easter,
wi t h anot her
for tying his new shoes with an old ri band? And
yet thou wlt
tutor me fromquarrelling!
Ben. An | were so apt to quarrel as thou art, any
man shoul d buy
the fee sinple of ny life for an hour and a
quarter.
Mer. The fee sinple? O sinple!

Enter Tybalt and ot hers.

Ben. By ny head, here cone the Capul ets.
Mer. By ny heel, | care not.
Tyb. Follow ne close, for | will speak to them
Gent | enen, good den. A word with one of you.
Mer. And but one word with one of us?
Couple it with sonething; nake it a word and a
bl ow.
Tyb. You shall find ne apt enough to that, sir, an
you wll give ne
occasi on.
Mer. Could you not take sonme occasi on wthout giving
Tyb. Mercutio, thou consortest with Roneo.
Mer. Consort? What, dost thou make us minstrels? An
t hou nmake
mnstrels of us, ook to hear nothing but
di scords. Here's ny
fiddlestick; here's that shall make you dance.
Zounds, consort!
Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of nen.
Either withdraw unto sone private pl ace
And reason coldly of your grievances,
O else depart. Here all eyes gaze on us.
Mer. Men's eyes were nmade to | ook, and let them
gaze.
Il wll not budge for no man's pl easure,
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Ent er Roneo.

Tyb. Well, peace be with you, sir. Here cones ny

man.

Mer. But 1'Il be hang'd, sir, if he wear your

livery.
Marry, go before to field, he'll be your follower!
Your worship in that sense nmay call himman.

Tyb. Roneo, the love | bear thee can afford
No better termthan this: thou art a villain.

Rom Tybalt, the reason that | have to | ove thee
Dot h nmuch excuse the appertaining rage
To such a greeting. Villain am | none.
Therefore farewell. | see thou knowest ne not.

Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries
That thou hast done ne; therefore turn and draw.

Rom | do protest | never injur'd thee,

But | ove thee better than thou canst devise
Till thou shalt know the reason of ny | ove;
And so good Capul et, which name | tender

As dearly as m ne own, be satisfied.

Mer. O calm dishonourable, vile subm ssion!

Al'l a stoccata carries it
away. [ Draws. |
Tybalt, you ratcatcher, wll you wal k?
Tyb. What woul dst thou have with ne?
Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your
nine |ives. That |
nmean to nmake bold wthal, and, as you shall use
nme hereafter,
dry-beat the rest of the eight. WIIl you pluck
your sword out of
his pitcher by the ears? Make haste, |lest mne be
about your ears
ere it be out.
Tyb. | amfor
you. [ Draws. ]

Rom GCentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.

Mer. Cone, sir, your passado!

[ They
fight.]

Rom Draw, Benvolio; beat down their weapons.
Gent |l enen, for shame! forbear this outrage!
Tybalt, Mercutio, the Prince expressly hath
Forbid this bandying in Verona streets.
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Hol d, Tybalt! Good Mercuti o!
Tybalt under Ronmeo's armthrusts Mercutio
in, and flies
[wWith his
Fol | ower s] .
Mer. | am hurt.
A pl ague o' both your houses! | am sped.
I s he gone and hat h not hi ng?
Ben. What, art thou hurt?
Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch. Marry, 'tis
enough.
Were is ny page? Go, villain, fetch a surgeon.

[ Exit
Page. ]
Rom Courage, man. The hurt cannot be nuch.
Mer. No, '"tis not so deep as a well, nor so wde as

a church door;
but 'tis enough, '"twill serve. Ask for ne to-
norrow, and you
shall find ne a grave man. | am peppered, |
warrant, for this
worl d. A plague o' both your houses! Zounds, a
dog, arat, a
nouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death! a
braggart, a rogue, a
villain, that fights by the book of arithnetic!
Wiy the devil
cane you between us? | was hurt under your arm
Rom | thought all for the best.
Mer. Help ne into sone house, Benvoli o,
O | shall faint. A plague o' both your houses!
They have made worns' neat of ne. | have it,
And soundly too. Your houses!
[ Exit. [supported by
Benvol i o] .
Rom This gentleman, the Prince's near ally,
My very friend, hath got this nortal hurt
In ny behalf- ny reputation stain'd
Wth Tybalt's slander- Tybalt, that an hour
Hat h been ny ki nsman. O sweet Juli et,
Thy beauty hath nmade ne effem nate
And in ny tenper soft'ned val our's steel

Ent er Benvoli o.
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Ben. O Roneo, Roneo, brave Mercutio's dead!
That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the cl ouds,
VWi ch too untinely here did scorn the earth.

Rom This day's black fate on npbe days doth depend;
This but begins the woe others nmust end.

Enter Tybalt.

Ben. Here cones the furious Tybalt back again.
Rom Alive in triunph, and Mercutio slain?
Away to heaven respective lenity,
And fire-ey'd fury be ny conduct now
Now, Tybalt, take the 'villain' back again
That |ate thou gavest ne; for Mercutio' s sou
Is but alittle way above our heads,
Staying for thine to keep hi m conpany.
Either thou or |, or both, nust go with him

Tyb. Thou, wetched boy, that didst consort him
her e,

Shalt with him hence.
Rom This shall determ ne that.
They fight.
Tybalt falls.
Ben. Roneo, away, be gone!
The citizens are up, and Tybalt sl ain.
Stand not anmaz'd. The Prince will doomthee death
If thou art taken. Hence, be gone, away!
Rom O | amfortune's fool!
Ben. Why dost thou stay?
Exi t
Roneo.
Enter Citizens.

Citizen. Wiich way ran he that kill'd Mercutio?
Tybalt, that nurtherer, which way ran he?
Ben. There lies that Tybalt.
Ctizen. Up, sir, go with ne.
| charge thee in the Prince's nanme obey.

Enter Prince [attended], A d Mntague, Capul et,
their Wves,
and [others].

Prince. Were are the vile beginners of this fray?
Ben. O noble Prince. | can discover al
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The unl ucky nmanage of this fatal braw.
There lies the man, slain by young Roneo,
That sl ew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio.

Cap. Wfe. Tybalt, ny cousin! Ony brother's child!

O Prince! O husband! O the blood is spill'd
O ny dear kinsman! Prince, as thou art true,
For bl ood of ours shed bl ood of Montague.

O cousin, cousin!

Prince. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray?
Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Roneo's hand did stay.

hi s

Roneo, that spoke himfair, bid him bethink

How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd wthal

Your high displeasure. Al this- uttered

Wth gentle breath, cal ml ook, knees hunbly bow d-
Coul d not take truce with the unruly spleen

O Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts

Wth piercing steel at bold Mercutio' s breast;
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point,
And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats
Col d death aside and with the other sends

It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity

Retorts it. Ronmeo he cries al oud,

"Hold, friends! friends, part!' and swifter than
t ongue,

Hi s agile armbeats down their fatal points,

And 'tw xt them rushes; underneath whose arm

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life

O stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fl ed;

But by-and-by cones back to Roneo,

Who had but newly entertain'd revenge,

And to't they go like lightning; for, ere |
Could draw to part them was stout Tybalt slain;
And, as he fell, did Roneo turn and fly.

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die.

Cap. Wfe. He is a kinsman to the Montague;

Affection makes himfal se, he speaks not true.
Some twenty of themfought in this black strife,
And all those twenty could but kill one life.

| beg for justice, which thou, Prince, nust give.
Ronmeo sl ew Tybalt; Roneo nust not I|ive.

Pri nce. Roneo slew him he slew Mercuti o.

Who now the price of his dear bl ood doth owe?

Mon. Not Roneo, Prince; he was Mercutio's friend;

H s fault concl udes but what the | aw shoul d end,
The life of Tybalt.
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Prince. And for that offence
| mredi ately we do exile himhence.
| have an interest in your hate's proceeding,
My bl ood for your rude brawls doth Iie a-bleeding;

But I'lIl anerce you with so strong a fine
That you shall all repent the | oss of m ne.
I wll be deaf to pleading and excuses;

Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses.
Theref ore use none. Let Roneo hence in haste,
El se, when he is found, that hour is his |ast.
Bear hence this body, and attend our wll.
Mercy but nurders, pardoning those that kill
Exeunt .
Scene |I1.
Capul et's orchard.

Enter Juliet al one.

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,
Towar ds Phoebus' | odgi ng! Such a wagoner
As Phaeton woul d whip you to the West
And bring in cloudy night inmmediately.
Spread thy close curtain, |ove-performng night,
That runaway eyes may w nk, and Roneo
Leap to these arns untal k'd of and unseen.
Lovers can see to do their anorous rites
By their own beauties; or, if |ove be blind,
It best agrees with night. Cone, civil night,
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black,
And | earn ne how to | ose a wi nning natch,
Play'd for a pair of stainless mai denhoods.
Hood ny unmann'd bl ood, bating in ny cheeks,
Wth thy black mantle till strange |ove, grown

bol d,
Think true | ove acted sinple nodesty.
Come, night; come, Roneo; cone, thou day in night;
For thou wlt |ie upon the w ngs of night
Wi ter than new snow upon a raven's back.
Cone, gentle night; cone, |oving, black-brow d
ni ght ;

G ve nme ny Roneo; and, when he shall die,
Take himand cut himout in little stars,
And he will nmake the face of heaven so fine
That all the world will be in |ove with night
And pay no worship to the garish sun.
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O | have bought the mansion of a |ove,

But not possess'd it; and though | am sold,
Not yet enjoy'd. So tedious is this day

As is the night before sone festiva

To an inpatient child that hath new robes

And may not wear them O, here cones ny nurse,

Enter Nurse, with cords.

And she brings news; and every tongue that speaks
But Roneo's nane speaks heavenly el oquence.
Now, nurse, what news? \Wat hast thou there? the
cords
That Romeo bid thee fetch?
Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords.
[ Thr ows
t hem down. ]
Jul. Ay ne! what news? Wiay dost thou wing thy hands
Nurse. Ah, weraday! he's dead, he's dead, he's dead!
W are undone, |ady, we are undone!
Al ack the day! he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead!
Jul. Can heaven be so envi ous?
Nur se. Ronmeo can
Though heaven cannot. O Roneo, Roneo!
Who ever woul d have thought it? Roneo!
Jul . What devil art thou that dost tornent ne thus?
This torture should be roar'd in dismal hell.
Hat h Roneo slain hinself? Say thou but 'I,"

And that bare vowel 'I' shall poison nore

Than the death-darting eye of cockatri ce.

| amnot I, if there be such an 'I";

O those eyes shut that nmake thee answer '1I.

If be be slain, say 'I'; or if not, 'no.’

Bri ef sounds determ ne of ny weal or woe.
Nurse. | saw the wound, | saw it with m ne eyes,

(God save the mark!) here on his manly breast.

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse;

Pal e, pale as ashes, all bedaub'd in bl ood,

Al in gore-blood. I swounded at the sight.
Jul. O break, ny heart! poor bankrout, break at

once!

To prison, eyes; ne'er |ook on |iberty!

Vile earth, to earth resign; end notion here,

And thou and Roneo press one heavy bier!
Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend | had!
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O courteous Tybalt! honest gentl eman
That ever | should live to see thee dead!
Jul. What stormis this that blows so contrary?
s Romeo sl aught'red, and is Tybalt dead?
My dear-lov'd cousin, and ny dearer |ord?
Then, dreadful trunpet, sound the general doom
For who is living, if those two are gone”?
Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Roneo bani shed,;
Ronmeo that kill'd him he is bani shed.
Jul. O God! Did Ronmeo's hand shed Tybalt's bl ood?
Nurse. It did, it did! alas the day, it did!
Jul. O serpent heart, hid wwth a flowring face!
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave?
Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical!
Dove-feather'd raven! wol vi sh-raveni ng | anb!
Despi sed substance of divinest show
Just opposite to what thou justly seeni st-
A dammed saint, an honourable villain!
O nature, what hadst thou to do in hel
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend
In nortal paradi se of such sweet flesh?
Was ever book containing such vile matter
So fairly bound? O, that deceit should dwell
I n such a gorgeous pal ace!
Nurse. There's no trust,
No faith, no honesty in nmen; all perjur'd,
Al forsworn, all naught, all dissenblers.
Ah, where's ny man? G ve ne sone aqua vitae.
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make ne
ol d.
Shanme conme to Roneo!
Jul. Blister'd be thy tongue
For such a wish! He was not born to shane.
Upon his brow shane is ashamd to sit;
For 'tis a throne where honour nay be crown'd
Sol e monarch of the universal earth.
O what a beast was | to chide at himni

Nurse. WIIl you speak well of himthat kill'd your
cousi n?
Jul. Shall | speak ill of himthat is ny husband?
Ah, poor ny lord, what tongue shall snooth thy
nanme
VWhen |, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it?
But wherefore, villain, didst thou kill mny cousin?
That villain cousin would have kill'd ny husband.
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Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring!
Your tributary drops bel ong to woe,
Wi ch you, m staking, offer up to joy.
My husband lives, that Tybalt woul d have slain
And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain ny
husband.

Al this is confort; wherefore weep | then?
Sonme word there was, worser than Tybalt's death,
That nmurd'red ne. | would forget it fain;
But O it presses to ny nmenory
Li ke dammed guilty deeds to sinners' m nds!
"Tybalt is dead, and Roneo- bani shed.'
That ' bani shed,' that one word 'bani shed,’
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's death
Was woe enough, if it had ended there;
O, if sour woe delights in fell owship
And needly wll be rank'd with other griefs,
Wy foll owed not, when she said 'Tybalt's dead,"
Thy father, or thy nother, nay, or both,
Whi ch nodern | anentation m ght have nov' d?
But wwth a rearward follow ng Tybalt's death,
"Roneo is banished' - to speak that word
Is father, nother, Tybalt, Roneo, Juliet,
Al'l slain, all dead. 'Ronmeo is banished' -
There is no end, no limt, neasure, bound,
In that word's death; no words can that woe sound.
Where is ny father and ny nother, nurse?

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse.
WIl you go to then? | will bring you thither.

Jul. WAash they his wounds with tears? M ne shall be

spent,

When theirs are dry, for Roneo's bani shnent.
Take up those cords. Poor ropes, you are beguil'd,

Both you and I, for Roneo is exil'd.
He nmade you for a highway to ny bed;
But I, a nmaid, die maiden-w dowed.
Conme, cords; cone, nurse. I'll to ny weddi ng bed;
And death, not Roneo, take ny nmai denhead!
Nurse. Hie to your chanber. I'lIl find Roneo
To confort you. | wot well where he is.
Hark ye, your Ronmeo will be here at night.

"Il to him he is hid at Laurence' cell.
Jul. O find him give this ring to ny true knight
And bid himcone to take his |ast farewel|l.
Exeunt .
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Scene I11.
Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar [Laurence].

Friar. Roneo, cone forth; cone forth, thou fearful
man.
Affliction is enannour'd of thy parts,
And thou art wedded to calamty.

Ent er Roneo.

Rom Fat her, what news? What is the Prince's doom
What sorrow craves acquai ntance at ny hand
That | yet know not?
Friar. Too famliar
s ny dear son with such sour conpany.
| bring thee tidings of the Prince's doom
Rom What | ess than doonsday is the Prince's doonf
Friar. A gentler judgnment vanish'd fromhis |ips-
Not body's death, but body's bani shnent.
Rom Ha, banishnment? Be nerciful, say 'death';
For exile hath nore terror in his |ook,
Much nore than death. Do not say 'bani shnent.'
Friar. Hence from Verona art thou bani shed.
Be patient, for the world is broad and w de.
Rom There is no world w thout Verona walls,
But purgatory, torture, hell itself.
Hence bani shed is banish'd fromthe world,
And world's exile is death. Then 'bani shnment'
Is death mstermid. Calling death 'bani shnent,"
Thou cut'st ny head off with a gol den axe
And sm | est upon the stroke that nurders ne.
Friar. O deadly sin! O rude unthankful ness!
Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind
Prince,
Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the |aw,
And turn'd that black word death to bani shnent.
This is dear nercy, and thou seest it not.
Rom 'Tis torture, and not nercy. Heaven is here,
Where Juliet lives; and every cat and dog
And |ittle nouse, every unworthy thing,
Li ve here in heaven and nmay | ook on her;
But Roneo nay not. More validity,
More honourable state, nore courtship lives
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In carrion flies than Roneo. They may seize
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand
And steal imortal blessing fromher Iips,
Who, even in pure and vestal nodesty,
Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin;
But Ronmeo may not- he is bani shed.
This may flies do, when | fromthis nust fly;
They are free nmen, but | am bani shed.
And sayest thou yet that exile is not death?
Hadst thou no poi son m x'd, no sharp-ground knife,
No sudden nean of death, though ne'er so nean,
But ' banished' to kill ne- 'banished ?
O friar, the dammed use that word in hell;
How ing attends it! How hast thou the heart,
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,
A sin-absolver, and ny friend profess'd,
To mangle nme with that word ' bani shed' ?
Friar. Thou fond nmad nan, hear ne a little speak.
Rom O, thou wilt speak again of bani shnent.
Friar. 1'll give thee arnour to keep off that word;
Adversity's sweet ml k, phil osophy,
To confort thee, though thou art bani shed.
Rom Yet 'banished' ? Hang up phil osophy!
Unl ess phil osophy can make a Juliet,
D splant a town, reverse a prince's doom
It helps not, it prevails not. Talk no nore.
Friar. O then | see that madnen have no ears.
Rom How shoul d they, when that w se nen have no
eyes?
Friar. Let nme dispute with thee of thy estate.
Rom Thou canst not speak of that thou dost not
feel.
Wert thou as young as |, Juliet thy |ove,
An hour but married, Tybalt nurdered,
Doting like me, and |li ke ne bani shed,
Then m ghtst thou speak, then m ghtst thou tear
t hy hair,
And fall upon the ground, as | do now,
Taki ng the neasure of an unnade grave.

Knock
[within].
Friar. Arise; one knocks. Good Roneo, hide thyself.
Rom Not |; unless the breath of heartsick groans,
Mst-like infold me fromthe search of
eyes. Knock.
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Friar. Hark, how they knock! Who's there? Roneo,

ari se;

Thou wilt be taken.- Stay awhile!- Stand
up; Knock.

Run to ny study.- By-and-by!- God's will,

What sinpleness is this.- | cone, |
cone! Knock.

Who knocks so hard? Whence cone you? What's your
wi ||

Nurse. [within] Let ne cone in, and you shall know

nmy errand.

| cone from Lady Juliet.
Friar. Wel come then.

Ent er Nur se.

Nurse. O holy friar, O tell nme, holy friar
Were is ny lady's lord, where's Roneo?

Friar. There on the ground, with his own tears made

dr unk.

Nurse. O he is even in ny mstress' case,
Just in her case!

Friar. O woeful synpathy!
Pit eous predi canment!

Nurse. Even so lies she,
Bl ubb' ri ng and weepi ng, weepi ng and bl ubberi ng.
Stand up, stand up! Stand, an you be a nman.
For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand!
Wiy should you fall into so deep an O?

Rom (rises) Nurse-

Nurse. Ah sir! ah sir! Well, death's the end of all.

Rom Spakest thou of Juliet? Howis it with her?
Dot h not she think nme an old nurtherer,
Now | have stain'd the chil dhood of our joy
Wth blood renov'd but little from her own?
Where is she? and how doth she! and what says
My conceal'd lady to our cancell'd | ove?

Nurse. O she says nothing, sir, but weeps and

weeps;

And now falls on her bed, and then starts up,
And Tybalt calls; and then on Roneo cries,
And then down falls again.

Rom As if that nane,
Shot fromthe deadly | evel of a gun,
Did nurther her; as that name's cursed hand
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Murder'd her kinsman. O tell ne, friar, tell ne,

In what vile part of this anatony

Doth ny nane | odge? Tell ne, that | nmay sack

The hat ef ul mansi on. [ Dr aws
hi s dagger. ]

Friar. Hold thy desperate hand.

Art thou a man? Thy formcries out thou art;

Thy tears are wonani sh, thy wild acts denote

The unreasonabl e fury of a beast.

Unseem y woman in a seem ng nman!

O ill-beseem ng beast in seem ng bot h!

Thou hast amaz'd ne. By ny holy order,

| thought thy disposition better tenper'd.

Hast thou slain Tybalt? WIt thou slay thyself?

And slay thy lady that in thy life lives,

By doi ng dammed hate upon thysel f?

Wiy railest thou on thy birth, the heaven, and
earth?

Since birth and heaven and earth, all three do
meet

In thee at once; which thou at once woul dst | ose.

Fie, fie, thou shanest thy shape, thy love, thy
wit,

Wi ch, |ike a usurer, abound st in all,

And usest none in that true use indeed

Whi ch shoul d bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wt.

Thy nobl e shape is but a form of wax

Di gressing fromthe val our of a man;

Thy dear | ove sworn but hol | ow perjury,

Killing that |ove which thou hast vow d to
cheri sh;

Thy wit, that ornanment to shape and | ove,

M sshapen in the conduct of them both,

Li ke powder in a skilless soldier's flask,

Is get afire by thine own ignorance,

And thou disnenb'red with thine own defence.

What, rouse thee, man! Thy Juliet is alive,

For whose dear sake thou wast but |ately dead.

There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee,

But thou sl ewest Tybalt. There art thou happy too.

The law, that threat'ned death, beconmes thy friend

And turns it to exile. There art thou happy.

A pack of blessings |ight upon thy back;

Happi ness courts thee in her best array;

But, |ike a m sbhav'd and sullen wench,
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Thou pout' st upon thy fortune and thy | ove.
Take heed, take heed, for such die m serable.
Go get thee to thy | ove, as was decreed,
Ascend her chanber, hence and confort her.

But | ook thou stay not till the watch be set,
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua,
Where thou shalt live till we can find a tine

To bl aze your marriage, reconcile your friends,
Beg pardon of the Prince, and call thee back
Wth twenty hundred thousand tinmes nore joy
Than thou went'st forth in | anentation.

Go before, nurse. Commend ne to thy | ady,

And bid her hasten all the house to bed,

Wi ch heavy sorrow nmakes them apt unto.

Roneo i s com ng.

Nurse. O Lord, | could have stay'd here all the
ni ght
To hear good counsel. O what |earning is!
My lord, 1'lIl tell ny lady you will cone.

Rom Do so, and bid ny sweet prepare to chide.
Nurse. Here is a ring she bid ne give you, sir.
Hi e you, make haste, for it grows very
| at e. Exit.
Rom How well ny confort is reviv'd by this!
Friar. Go hence; good night; and here stands all
your state:
Ei t her be gone before the watch be set,
O by the break of day disguis'd from hence.
Sojourn in Mantua. I'll find out your man,
And he shall signify fromtine to tine
Every good hap to you that chances here.
Gve nme thy hand. 'Tis late. Farewell; good night.
Rom But that a joy past joy calls out on ne,
It were a grief so brief to part with thee.
Farewel | .
Exeunt .
Scene | V.
Capul et' s house

Enter O d Capulet, his Wfe, and Paris.
Cap. Things have fall'n out, sir, so unluckily
That we have had no tine to nove our daughter.

Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly,
And so did I. Well, we were born to die.
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"Tis very late; she'll not cone down to-night.
| prom se you, but for your conpany,
| woul d have been abed an hour ago.
Par. These tinmes of woe afford no tune to woo.
Madam good night. Commend nme to your daughter.
Lady. | will, and know her mnd early to-norrow,
To-night she's mew d up to her heavi ness.
Cap. Sir Paris, | wll nmake a desperate tender
O ny child s love. | think she will be rul'd
In all respects by nme; nay nore, | doubt it not.
Wfe, go you to her ere you go to bed,;
Acquai nt her here of ny son Paris' |ove
And bid her (mark you nme?) on Wednesday next -
But, soft! what day is this?
Par. Monday, ny | ord.
Cap. Monday! ha, ha! Well, Wdnesday is too soon.
Thursday let it be- a Thursday, tell her
She shall be married to this noble earl.
WIl you be ready? Do you like this haste?
W' || keep no great ado- a friend or two;
For hark you, Tybalt being slain so |ate,
It may be thought we held himcarel essly,
Bei ng our kinsman, if we revel nuch.

Therefore we'll have sone half a dozen friends,
And there an end. But what say you to Thursday?
Par. My lord, | would that Thursday were to-norrow.

Cap. Well, get you gone. A Thursday be it then.
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed;
Prepare her, wfe, against this weddi ng day.
Farewel |, My lord.- Light to nmy chanber, ho!
Afore me, It is so very very late
That we may call it early by-and- by.

Good ni ght .
Exeunt

Scene V.
Capul et's orchard.

Enter Roneo and Juliet aloft, at the
W ndow.

Jul. WIt thou be gone? It is not yet near day.
It was the nightingale, and not the lark,
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear.
Ni ghtly she sings on yond ponegranate tree.
Believe ne, love, it was the nightingale.
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Rom It was the lark, the herald of the norn;
No ni ghtingal e. Look, |ove, what envious streaks
Do | ace the severing clouds in yonder East.
Ni ght's candl es are burnt out, and jocund day
Stands tiptoe on the m sty nountain tops.
| must be gone and live, or stay and die.
Jul. Yond light is not daylight; I knowit, 1I.
It is sone neteor that the sun exhal es
To be to thee this night a torchbearer
And |ight thee on the way to Mantua.
Therefore stay yet; thou need' st not to be gone.
Rom Let nme be ta'en, let nme be put to death.
| amcontent, so thou wilt have it so.
"Il say yon grey is not the norning s eye,
"Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia' s brow,
Nor that is not the | ark whose notes do beat
The vaulty heaven so hi gh above our heads.
| have nore care to stay than will to go.
Conme, death, and wel cone! Juliet wlls it so.
How is't, ny soul? Let's talk; it is not day.
Jul. It is, it is! H e hence, be gone, away!
It is the lark that sings so out of tune,
Strai ning harsh discords and unpl easi ng shar ps.
Sone say the |lark nmakes sweet division;
This doth not so, for she divideth us.
Sonme say the lark and | oathed toad chang' d eyes;
O now | would they had chang'd voices too,
Since armfromarmthat voice doth us affray,
Hunting thee hence with hunt's-up to the day!
O now be gone! Mre light and light it grows.
Rom More light and light- nore dark and dark our
woes!

Ent er Nur se.

Nur se. Madam

Jul . Nurse?

Nurse. Your lady nother is comng to your chanber.
The day is broke; be wary, | ook about.

Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life out.

Rom Farewell, farewell! One kiss, and |I'l|l descend.

He

goet h down.
Jul. Art thou gone so, ny lord, ny love, ny friend?
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I nmust hear fromthee every day in the hour,

For in a mnute there are many days.

O by this count | shall be nmuch in years

Ere | again behold nmy Roneo!
Rom Farewel | !

Il wll omt no opportunity

That may convey ny greetings, |ove, to thee.
Jul. O think'st thou we shall ever neet again?

Rom | doubt it not; and all these woes shall serve

For sweet discourses in our tine to cone.
Jul. O God, | have an ill-divining soul!

Met hi nks | see thee, now thou art bel ow,

As one dead in the bottomof a tonb.

Ei ther ny eyesight fails, or thou |ook'st pale.
Rom And trust ne, love, in ny eye so do you.

Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu!

Jul. O Fortune, Fortune! all nen call thee fickle.

If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him
That is renown'd for faith? Be fickle, Fortune,
For then | hope thou wilt not keep himl ong
But send hi m back.

Lady. [within] Ho, daughter! are you up?

Jul. W is't that calls? It is ny | ady nother.
Is she not dowmn so late, or up so early?
What unaccustoni d cause procures her hither?

Ent er Mbt her.

Lady. Wiy, how now, Juliet?
Jul. Madam | am not well.
Lady. Evernore weeping for your cousin's death?
What, wilt thou wash himfromhis grave with
tears?
An if thou couldst, thou coul dst not make him
live.
Theref ore have done. Sone grief shows nuch of
| ove;
But nmuch of grief shows still sone want of wt.
Jul. Yet let ne weep for such a feeling |oss.

Lady. So shall you feel the |loss, but not the friend

Whi ch you weep for.
Jul. Feeling so the | oss,
| cannot choose but ever weep the friend.

Lady. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so nmuch for his

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rj.html (59 of 88)4/11/2005 8:50:04 AM

Exit.



William Shakespeare: Romeo and Juliet

deat h

As that the villain |ives which slaughter'd him
Jul . What villain, nadanf
Lady. That same villain Roneo.

Jul. [aside] Villain and he be many m | es asunder. -

God pardon him | do, with all ny heart;

And yet no man |i ke he doth grieve ny heart.
Lady. That is because the traitor nurderer |ives.
Jul. Ay, madam fromthe reach of these ny hands.

Woul d none but | mght venge ny cousin's death!
Lady. W wi Il have vengeance for it, fear thou not.

Then weep no nore. I'll send to one in Mantua,

Where that sane banish'd runagate doth |ive,

Shal | give himsuch an unaccustom d dram

That he shall soon keep Tybalt conpany;

And then | hope thou wilt be satisfied.

Jul. Indeed I never shall be satisfied

Wth Roneo till | behold him dead-

Is nmy poor heart so for a kinsman vex' d.

Madam if you could find out but a man

To bear a poison, | would tenper it;

That Roneo shoul d, upon recei pt thereof,

Soon sleep in quiet. O how ny heart abhors

To hear hi mnamid and cannot cone to him

To weak the love | bore ny cousin Tybalt

Upon his body that hath slaughter'd him

Lady. Find thou the neans, and |I'll find such a man.
But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl.

Jul. And joy conmes well in such a needy tine.
What are they, | beseech your | adyship?

Lady. Well, well, thou hast a careful father, child;

One who, to put thee fromthy heaviness,

Hat h sorted out a sudden day of joy

That thou expects not nor | |ook'd not for.
Jul. Madam in happy tine! Wiat day is that?
Lady. Marry, ny child, early next Thursday norn

The gal l ant, young, and nobl e gentl| eman,

The County Paris, at Saint Peter's Church,

Shal | happily make thee there a joyful bride.
Jul. Now by Saint Peter's Church, and Peter too,

He shall not make ne there a joyful bride!

| wonder at this haste, that | nust wed

Ere he that should be husband cones to woo.

| pray you tell ny lord and father, nadam

Il wll not marry yet; and when | do, | swear
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It shall be Roneo, whom you know | hate,
Rat her than Paris. These are news i ndeed!

Lady. Here cones your father. Tell himso yourself,
And see how be will take it at your hands.

Ent er Capul et and Nurse.

Cap. Wien the sun sets the air doth drizzle dew,
But for the sunset of my brother's son
It rains downright.
How now? a conduit, girl? What, still in tears?
Evernore show ring? In one little body
Thou counterfeit'st a bark, a sea, a w nd:
For still thy eyes, which | nay call the sea,
Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy body is
Sailing in this salt flood; the w nds, thy sighs,
Who, raging wwth thy tears and they with them
Wthout a sudden calmw || overset
Thy tenpest-tossed body. How now, w fe?
Have you delivered to her our decree?

Lady. Ay, sir; but she will none, she gives you

t hanks.

| would the fool were married to her grave!

Cap. Soft! take nme with you, take me with you, wfe.
How? WI| she none? Doth she not give us thanks?
Is she not proud? Doth she not count her bl est,
Unwort hy as she is, that we have w ought
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroon?

Jul. Not proud you have, but thankful that you have.
Proud can | never be of what | hate,

But thankful even for hate that is nmeant |ove.

Cap. How, how, how, how, choplogic? Wiat is this?
"Proud' - and 'I thank you'- and 'I thank you not' -
And yet 'not proud' ? Mstress mnion you,

Thank nme no thankings, nor proud ne no prouds,
But fettle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's Church,
O | will drag thee on a hurdle thither.
Qut, you green-sickness carrion | out, you
baggage!
You tall owface!
Lady. Fie, fie! what, are you nad?
Jul. Good father, | beseech you on ny knees,
Hear me with patience but to speak a word.
Cap. Hang thee, young baggage! di sobedi ent wetch!
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| tell thee what- get thee to church a Thursday
O never after ook nme in the face.
Speak not, reply not, do not answer ne!
My fingers itch. Wfe, we scarce thought us bl est
That God had lent us but this only child;
But now | see this one is one too nuch,
And that we have a curse in having her.
Qut on her, hilding!
Nurse. God in heaven bl ess her!
You are to blane, ny lord, to rate her so.
Cap. And why, ny Lady Wsdon? Hold your tongue,
Good Prudence. Smatter with your gossips, go!
Nurse. | speak no treason
Cap. O God-i-god-en!
Nurse. May not one speak?
Cap. Peace, you nmunbling fool!
Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bow,
For here we need it not.
Lady. You are too hot.
Cap. God's bread | it makes ne mad. Day, night,
| ate, early,
At hone, abroad, alone, in conpany,
Waki ng or sleeping, still ny care hath been
To have her nmatch'd; and havi ng now provi ded
A gentl eman of princely parentage,
O fair denmesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd,
Stuff'd, as they say, w th honourable parts,
Proportion'd as one's thought would wi sh a man-
And then to have a wetched puling fool,
A whining manmet, in her fortune's tender,
To answer '1'Il not wed, | cannot | ove;
| amtoo young, | pray you pardon ne'!
But, an you will not wed, |I'll pardon you.
Graze where you will, you shall not house with ne.
Look to't, think on'"t; I do not use to jest.
Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advi se:
An you be mine, I'll give you to ny friend;
An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in the
streets,
For, by ny soul, I'll ne'er acknow edge thee,
Nor what is mne shall never do thee good.
Trust to't. Bethink you. I'll not be
f or swor n. Exit.
Jul. I's there no pity sitting in the clouds
That sees into the bottomof ny grief?
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O sweet ny nother, cast nme not away!
Delay this marriage for a nonth, a week;
O if you do not, make the bridal bed
In that di mnonunent where Tybalt i es.

Lady. Talk not to ne, for I'll not speak a word.
Do as thou wilt, for | have done with
t hee. Exit.

Jul. O God!- O nurse, how shall this be prevented?
My husband is on earth, ny faith in heaven.
How shall that faith return again to earth
Unl ess that husband send it ne from heaven
By | eaving earth? Confort nme, counsel ne.
Al ack, al ack, that heaven should practise

strat agens

Upon so soft a subject as nyself!
What say' st thou? Hast thou not a word of joy?
Sonme confort, nurse.

Nurse. Faith, here it is.
Ronmeo is banish'd; and all the world to nothing
That he dares ne'er cone back to chal |l enge you;
O if he do, it needs nust be by stealth.
Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,
| think it best you married with the County.
O he's a lovely gentl eman!
Ronmeo's a dishclout to him An eagle, nmadam
Hat h not so green, so quick, so fair an eye
As Paris hath. Beshrew ny very heart,
| think you are happy in this second match,
For it excels your first; or if it did not,
Your first is dead- or 'twere as good he were
As living here and you no use of him

Jul . Speak'st thou this fromthy heart?

Nurse. And fromny soul too; else beshrew them bot h.

Jul . Anen!
Nur se. What ?
Jul. Well, thou hast conforted ne narvel |l ous nuch.

G in; and tell ny lady | am gone,
Havi ng di spleas'd ny father, to Laurence' cell,
To make confession and to be absol v' d.

Nurse. Marry, | will; and this is wsely

done. Exit.

Jul . Ancient damation! O nost w cked fiend!
Is it nore sin to wish ne thus forsworn,
O to dispraise ny lord with that sane tongue
Wi ch she hath prais'd himw th above conpare

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rj.html (63 of 88)4/11/2005 8:50:04 AM



William Shakespeare: Romeo and Juliet

So many thousand tines? Go, counsell or!

Thou and ny bosom henceforth shall be twain.
"Il to the friar to know his renedy.

If all else fail, nyself have power to

di e. Exit.

sl

ACT |V. Scene |
Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar, [Laurence] and County Paris.

Friar. On Thursday, sir? The tinme is very short.
Par. My father Capulet wll have it so,

And | amnothing slow to slack his haste.
Friar. You say you do not know the |ady's m nd.

Uneven is the course; | like it not.
Par. I mmoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death,
And therefore have | little talk'd of |ove;

For Venus smles not in a house of tears.

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous

That she do give her sorrow so nuch sway,

And in his w sdom hastes our mnarri age

To stop the inundation of her tears,

Wi ch, too nmuch m nded by hersel f al one,

May be put from her by society.

Now do you know the reason of this haste.
Friar. [aside] | would I knew not why it should be
ow d. -

Look, sir, here cones the lady toward ny cell.

Enter Juliet.

Par. Happily nmet, ny lady and ny wfe!

Jul. That may be, sir, when | may be a wfe.

Par. That nay be nust be, |ove, on Thursday next.
Jul . VWhat nust be shall be.

Friar. That's a certain text.

Par. Cone you to neke confession to this father?

Jul. To answer that, | should confess to you.
Par. Do not deny to himthat you | ove ne.
Jul. I will confess to you that | [ove him
Par. So will ye, | amsure, that you | ove ne.
Jul. If | do so, it will be of nore price,

Bei ng spoke behi nd your back, than to your face.
Par. Poor soul, thy face is nuch abus'd with tears.
Jul. The tears have got small victory by that,
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For it was bad enough before their spite.
Par. Thou wrong'st it nore than tears with that
report.
Jul. That is no slander, sir, which is a truth;
And what | spake, | spake it to ny face.
Par. Thy face is mne, and thou hast sland'red it.

Jul. It may be so, for it is not m ne own.
Are you at leisure, holy father, now,
O shall | conme to you at eveni ng nass

Friar. My | eisure serves ne, pensive daughter, now.
My lord, we nust entreat the tine al one.
Par. God shield | should disturb devoti on!

Juliet, on Thursday early will | rouse ye.
Till then, adieu, and keep this holy
Ki ss. Exit.

Jul. O shut the door! and when thou hast done so,
Conme weep with ne- past hope, past cure, past
hel p!
Friar. Ah, Juliet, | already know thy grief;
It strains nme past the conpass of ny wts.
| hear thou nust, and nothing may prorogue it,
On Thursday next be married to this County.
Jul. Tell nme not, friar, that thou hear'st of this,
Unl ess thou tell ne how | may prevent it.
If in thy wisdomthou canst give no help,
Do thou but call ny resolution w se
And with this knife I'll help it presently.
God join'd ny heart and Roneo's, thou our hands;
And ere this hand, by thee to Roneo's seal'd,
Shall be the | abel to another deed,
O ny true heart with treacherous revolt
Turn to another, this shall slay them both.
Therefore, out of thy |ong-experienc'd tine,
G ve ne sone present counsel; or, behold,
"Twi xt nmy extrenes and ne this bloody knife
Shall play the enpire, arbitrating that
Whi ch the conmm ssion of thy years and art
Could to no issue of true honour bring.
Be not so long to speak. | long to die
If what thou speak'st speak not of renedy.
Friar. Hold, daughter. | do spy a kind of hope,
Whi ch craves as desperate an execution
As that is desperate which we woul d prevent.
If, rather than to marry County Paris
Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself,
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Then is it likely thou wlt undertake
Athing like death to chide away this shane,
That cop'st with death hinmself to scape fromit;
And, if thou dar'st, 1'Il give thee renedy.
Jul. O bid nme leap, rather than marry Pari s,
Fromoff the battlenments of yonder tower,
O walk in thievish ways, or bid ne lurk
Were serpents are; chain nme with roari ng bears,
O shut nme nightly in a charnel house,
O ercover'd quite with dead nen's rattling bones,
Wth reeky shanks and yel | ow chapl ess skulls;
O bid ne go into a new made grave
And hide nme with a dead man in his shroud-
Things that, to hear themtold, have nade ne
trenbl e-
And | will do it without fear or doubt,
To live an unstain'd wife to ny sweet |ove.
Friar. Hold, then. Go hone, be nerry, give consent
To marry Paris. Wednesday is to-norrow.
To-norrow night ook that thou |lie al one;
Let not the nurse lie with thee in thy chanber.
Take thou this vial, being then in bed,
And this distilled Iiquor drink thou off;
When presently through all thy veins shall run
A cold and drowsy hunour; for no pul se
Shal | keep his native progress, but surcease;
No warnth, no breath, shall testify thou |livest;
The roses in thy |lips and cheeks shall fade
To paly ashes, thy eyes' w ndows fall
Li ke death when he shuts up the day of life;
Each part, depriv'd of supple governnent,
Shall, stiff and stark and cold, appear |ike
deat h;
And in this borrowed |ikeness of shrunk death
Thou shalt continue two-and-forty hours,
And then awake as from a pl easant sl eep.
Now, when the bridegroomin the norning cones
To rouse thee fromthy bed, there art thou dead.
Then, as the manner of our country is,
In thy best robes uncovered on the bier
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie.
In the nean tine, against thou shalt awake,
Shall Roneo by ny letters know our drift;
And hither shall he cone; and he and |
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WI1l watch thy waking, and that very night
Shal | Roneo bear thee hence to Mantua.
And this shall free thee fromthis present shane,
If no inconstant toy nor womani sh fear
Abate thy valour in the acting it.
Jul. Gve ne, give ne! O tell not ne of fear!
Friar. Hold! Get you gone, be strong and prosperous
In this resolve. I'll send a friar with speed
To Mantua, with ny letters to thy |ord.
Jul . Love give ne strength! and strength shall help
af f or d.
Farewel | , dear father.

Scene | 1.
Capul et' s house.

Enter Father Capulet, Mther, Nurse, and
Ser vi ngnen,
two or three.

Cap. So many guests invite as here are wit.
[Exit a
Ser vi ngman. |
Sirrah, go hire ne twenty cunni ng cooks.
Serv. You shall have none ill, sir; for I'Il try if
they can |ick
their fingers.
Cap. How canst thou try them so?
Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot |ick
hi s own
fingers. Therefore he that cannot lick his
fingers goes not with
ne.
Cap. Go, begone.
Exi t
Ser vi ngman.
We shall be nuch unfurnish'd for this tine.
What, is ny daughter gone to Friar Laurence?
Nurse. Ay, forsooth.
Cap. Well, be may chance to do sone good on her.
A peevish self-will'd harlotry it is.

Enter Juliet.

Nurse. See where she conmes fromshrift with nmerry
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| ook.
Cap. How now, ny headstrong? Were have you been
gaddi ng?

Jul. Where | have learnt me to repent the sin
O di sobedi ent opposition
To you and your behests, and amenjoin'd
By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here
To beg your pardon. Pardon, | beseech you!
Henceforward | amever rul'd by you.

Cap. Send for the County. Go tell himof this.
"Il have this knot knit up to-norrow norning.

Jul. I nmet the youthful lord at Laurence' cel
And gave hi m what beconed | ove | m ght,

Not stepping o'er the bounds of nodesty.

Cap. Wiy, | amglad on't. This is well. Stand up.
This is as't should be. Let ne see the County.
Ay, marry, go, | say, and fetch himhither.
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar,

Al our whole city is nmuch bound to him

Jul. Nurse, will you go with nme into ny cl oset
To help me sort such needful ornanents
As you think fit to furnish ne to-norrow?

Mot her. No, not till Thursday. There is tine enough.
Cap. Go, nurse, go with her. W'll to church to-
nor r ow.
Exeunt Juli et
and Nur se.

Mot her. W shall be short in our provision.
"Tis now near night.

Cap. Tush, | wll stir about,
And all things shall be well, | warrant thee,

w fe.

Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her.
"Il not to bed to-night; let nme al one.
"Il play the housewife for this once. Wat, ho!
They are all forth; well, I wll walk nyself
To County Paris, to prepare himup
Agai nst to-nmorrow. My heart is wondrous |ight,
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaimd.

Scene I11.
Juliet's chanber.

Enter Juliet and Nurse.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rj.html (68 of 88)4/11/2005 8:50:04 AM

Exeunt .



William Shakespeare: Romeo and Juliet

Jul. Ay, those attires are best; but, gentle nurse,
| pray thee |l eave ne to nyself to-night;
For | have need of many orisons
To nove the heavens to smle upon ny state,
Whi ch, well thou knowest, is cross and full of
sin.

Ent er Mbt her.

Mot her. What, are you busy, ho? Need you ny hel p?

Jul. No, nmadam we have cull'd such necessaries
As are behooffull for our state to-norrow
So pl ease you, let ne now be | eft al one,

And let the nurse this night sit up with you;
For | am sure you have your hands full al
In this so sudden busi ness.

Mot her. Good ni ght.

Get thee to bed, and rest; for thou hast need.
Exeunt [ Mot her
and Nurse. ]

Jul . Farewel|l! God knows when we shall neet again.
| have a faint cold fear thrills through nmy veins
That al nost freezes up the heat of life.

"Il call them back again to confort ne.
Nur se! - What shoul d she do here?
My dismal scene | needs nust act al one.

Cone, vial.

VWhat if this mxture do not work at all?
Shall | be married then to-norrow norning?
No, No! This shall forbid it. Lie thou there.

Lays
down a dagger

What if it be a poison which the friar
Subtilly hath mnist'red to have ne dead,
Lest in this marriage he should be di shonour'd
Because he married nme before to Roneo?
| fear it is; and yet methinks it should not,
For he hath still been tried a holy man.
Il wll not entertain so bad a thought.
How if, when | amlaid into the tonb,
| wake before the tine that Roneo
Conme to redeem ne? There's a fearful point!
Shall | not then be stifled in the vault,
To whose foul nouth no healthsonme air breathes in,
And there die strangled ere ny Ronmeo cones?
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O, if I live, is it not very like

The horrible conceit of death and night,

Together with the terror of the place-

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle

Where for this many hundred years the bones

O all ny buried ancestors are pack' d;

Where bl oody Tybalt, yet but green in earth,

Lies fest'ring in his shroud; where, as they say,
At sonme hours in the night spirits resort-

Al ack, alack, is it not like that I,

So early waki ng- what with | oat hsone snells,

And shrieks |ike mandrakes torn out of the earth,
That living nortals, hearing them run mad-

O if I wake, shall | not be distraught,
Environed with all these hideous fears,

And madly play with ny forefathers' joints,

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud.,
And, in this rage, wth sonme great kinsman's bone
As with a club dash out ny desp'rate brains?

O look! nethinks |I see nmy cousin's ghost

Seeki ng out Roneo, that did spit his body

Upon a rapier's point. Stay, Tybalt, stay!

Roneo, | cone! this do | drink to thee.

She [drinks and] falls upon her bed wthin
t he curtains.
Scene | V.
Capul et' s house.

Enter Lady of the House and Nurse.

Lady. Hol d, take these keys and fetch nore spices,
nur se.

Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the
pastry.

Enter A d Capul et.

Cap. Cone, stir, stir, stir! The second cock hath
crow d,
The curfew bell hath rung, 'tis three o' cl ock.
Look to the bak'd neats, good Angeli ca;
Spare not for cost.
Nurse. (Go, you cot-quean, go,
Get you to bed! Faith, you'll be sick to-norrow
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For this night's watching.

Cap. No, not a whit. What, | have watch'd ere now
Al night for |esser cause, and ne' er been sick.

Lady. Ay, you have been a nouse-hunt in your tine;
But I will watch you from such wat ching now

Exeunt Lady
and Nurse.
Cap. A jeal ous hood, a jeal ous hood!

Enter three or four [Fellows, with spits and | ogs
and baskets.

VWhat is there? Now, fellow,
Fell ow. Things for the cook, sir; but | know not
what .
Cap. Make haste, nmake haste. [Exit Fellow.] Sirrah,
fetch drier
| ogs.
Call Peter; he wll show thee where they are.
Fellow. | have a head, sir, that will find out |ogs
And never trouble Peter for the matter.
Cap. Mass, and well said; a nmerry whoreson, ha!
Thou shalt be | oggerhead. [Exit Fellow. ] Good
faith, '"tis day.
The County will be here with nusic straight,
For so he said he woul d.
Pl ay nusi c.
| hear him near.
Nurse! Wfe! What, ho! What, nurse, | say!

Enter Nurse.
Go waken Juliet; go and trim her up.
"Il go and chat with Paris. H e, nmake haste,
Make haste! The bridegroomhe is cone already:

Make haste, | say.

Scene V.
Juliet's chamber.

[ Enter Nurse. ]
Nurse. M stress! what, m stress! Juliet! Fast, |

warrant her, she.
Why, lanb! why, lady! Fie, you slug-abed!
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Why, love, | say! madam sweetheart! Wy, bride!

What, not a word? You take your pennyworths now

Sleep for a week; for the next night, | warrant,

The County Paris hath set up his rest

That you shall rest but little. God forgive ne!

Marry, and anmen. How sound is she asl eep!

| needs nust wake her. Madam nadam nadam

Ay, let the County take you in your bed!

He'll fright you up, i' faith. WIIl it not be?

[ Draws asi de the

curtains.]

What, dress'd, and in your clothes, and down
agai n?

| nmust needs wake you. Lady! |ady! | ady!

Al as, al as! Help, help! My | ady's dead!

O weraday that ever | was born!

Sone aqua-vitae, ho! My lord! ny | ady!

Ent er Mbt her.

Mot her. What noise is here?

Nurse. O | anent abl e day!

Mot her. What is the matter?

Nurse. Look, | ook! O heavy day!

Mother. One, One! My child, ny only life!
Revive, look up, or I will die wth thee!
Hel p, hel p! Call help.

Ent er Fat her

Fat her. For shame, bring Juliet forth; her lord is
cone.
Nurse. She's dead, deceas'd; she's dead! Al ack the
day!
Mot her. Al ack the day, she's dead, she's dead,
she' s dead!
Cap. Ha! let me see her. Qut alas! she's cold,
Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff;
Life and these |ips have | ong been separat ed.
Death lies on her like an untinely frost
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.
Nurse. O | anent abl e day!
Mot her. O woful tinel
Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to nmake ne
wai |,
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Ties up nmy tongue and will not let ne speak.

Enter Friar [Laurence] and the County [Paris], with
Musi ci ans.

Friar. Cone, is the bride ready to go to church?
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return.

O son, the night before thy weddi ng day
Hath Death lain with thy wife. See, there she

lies,

Fl ower as she was, deflowered by him

Death is ny son-in-law, Death is ny heir;

My daughter he hath wedded. | will die

And leave himall. Life, living, all is Death's.

Par. Have | thought long to see this norning' s face,

And doth it give ne such a sight as this?

Mot her. Accurs'd, unhappy, wetched, hateful day!

Most m serable hour that e'er tinme saw

In lasting | abour of his pilgrinage!

But one, poor one, one poor and | oving child,
But one thing to rejoice and sol ace in,

And cruel Death hath catch'd it frommny sight!

Nurse. O woe? O woful, woful, woful day!

Most | anent abl e day, nobst woful day
That ever ever | did yet behol d!

O day! O day! O day! O hateful day!
Never was seen so black a day as this.
O wof ul day! O woful day!

Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wonged, spited, slain!

Most detestable Death, by thee beguil'd,
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown!
Olovel Olife! not life, but love in death

Cap. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd, kill"'d!

Unconfortable tinme, why cam st thou now

To murther, nurther our solemity?

O child! Ochild! my soul, and not ny child!
Dead art thou, dead! alack, ny child is dead,
And with ny child ny joys are buried!

Friar. Peace, ho, for shane! Confusion's cure |ives

not

In these confusions. Heaven and yoursel f

Had part in this fair nmaid!' now heaven hath all,
And all the better is it for the maid.

Your part in her you could not keep from deat h,
But heaven keeps his part in eternal life.
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The nobst you sought was her pronotion,
For 'twas your heaven she shoul d be advanc'd;
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself?
O in this love, you love your child so ill
That you run nmad, seeing that she is well.
She's not well married that lives married |ong,
But she's best married that dies married young.
Dry up your tears and stick your rosemary
On this fair corse, and, as the customi s,
In all her best array bear her to church;
For though fond nature bids us all |anent,
Yet nature's tears are reason's nerrinent.
Cap. Al things that we ordained festival
Turn fromtheir office to black funeral -
Qur instruments to nel ancholy bells,
Qur weddi ng cheer to a sad burial feast;
Qur solemm hymms to sullen dirges change;
Qur bridal flowers serve for a buried corse;
And all things change themto the contrary.
Friar. Sir, go you in; and, nmadam go with him
And go, Sir Paris. Every one prepare
To follow this fair corse unto her grave.
The heavens do | ow r upon you for sone ill;
Move them no nore by crossing their high wil.
Exeunt. Manent Misi ci ans
[ and Nurse].
1. Mus. Faith, we nmay put up our pipes and be gone.
Nur se. Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put up!
For well you know this is a pitiful
case. [ Exit.]
1. Mus. Ay, by ny troth, the case may be anended.

Enter Peter.

Pet. Musicians, O nusicians, 'Heart's ease,’
'Heart's ease'!
O an you wll have ne live, play 'Heart's ease.'
1. Mus. Wiy 'Heart's ease'',
Pet. O, nusicians, because ny heart itself plays
"My heart is full
of woe.' O, play nme sonme nmerry dunp to confort ne.
1. Mus. Not a dunp we! "Tis no tinme to play now.
Pet. You will not then?
1. Mus. No.
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Pet. I wll then give it you soundly.

1. Mus. What w |l you give us?

Pet. No noney, on ny faith, but the gleek. | wll
gi ve you the

m nstrel.
1. Mus. Then will | give you the serving-creature.
Pet. Then will | lay the serving-creature's dagger
on your pate.
| wll carry no crotchets. I'll re you, I'll fa
you. Do you note
me?

1. Mus. An you re us and fa us, you note us.
2. Mus. Pray you put up your dagger, and put out
your wt.
Pet. Then have at you with my wit! I wll dry-beat
you with an iron
wit, and put up ny iron dagger. Answer ne |ike
men.

"When griping grief the heart doth wound,
And dol eful dunps the m nd oppress,
Then nmusic with her silver sound' -

Wy 'silver sound' ? Way 'nmusic with her silver
sound' ?
What say you, Sinon Catling?
1. Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet

sound.
Pet. Pretty! Wat say You, Hugh Rebeck?
2. Mus. | say 'silver sound' because nusicians

sound for silver.
Pet. Pretty too! Wat say you, Janes Soundpost?
3. Mus. Faith, | know not what to say.
Pet. O | cry you nercy! you are the singer. | wll
say for you. It
Is '"music with her silver sound' because
musi ci ans have no gol d
for soundi ng.

"Then nusic with her silver sound
Wth speedy help doth | end
redress.’ [ Exit.

1. Mus. What a pestilent knave is this sane?
2. Mus. Hang him Jack! Cone, we'll in here, tarry
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for the
nmour ners, and stay dinner.

ACT V. Scene |
Mant ua. A street.

Ent er Roneo.

Rom If | may trust the flattering truth of sleep
My dreans presage sone joyful news at hand.
My bosomis lord sits lightly in his throne,
And all this day an unaccustomd spirit

Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts.

| dreant ny |ady came and found ne dead

(Strange dreamthat gives a dead man | eave to
t hi nk!)

And breath'd such life wwth kisses in ny |ips

That | reviv'd and was an enperor.

Ah nme! how sweet is |ove itself possess'd,

When but | ove's shadows are so rich in joy!

Enter Roneo's Man Bal t hasar, boot ed.

News from Verona! How now, Balthasar?
Dost thou not bring ne letters fromthe friar?
How doth ny lady? Is ny father well?
How fares ny Juliet? That | ask again,
For nothing can be ill if she be well.
Man. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill.
Her body sl eeps in Capel's nonunent,
And her immortal part with angels lives.
| saw her laid lowin her kindred' s vault
And presently took post to tell it you.
O, pardon nme for bringing these ill news,
Since you did leave it for ny office, sir.
Rom Is it e en so? Then | defy you, stars!
Thou knowest ny | odging. Get ne ink and paper
And hire posthorses. | will hence to-night.
Man. | do beseech you, sir, have patience.
Your | ooks are pale and wild and do i nport
Sonme m sadvent ure.
Rom Tush, thou art deceivVv'd.
Leave ne and do the thing | bid thee do.
Hast thou no letters to ne fromthe friar?
Man. No, my good | ord.
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Rom No matter. Get thee gone

And hire those horses. I'll be with thee straight.

Exi t
[ Bal t hasar].

Vell, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night.

Let's see for nmeans. O m schief, thou art sw ft

To enter in the thoughts of desperate nen!

| do renenber an apot hecary,

And hereabouts 'a dwells, which late I noted

In tatt'red weeds, wi th overwhel m ng brows,

Culling of sinples. Meagre were his | ooks,

Sharp m sery had worn himto the bones;

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung,

An alligator stuff'd, and ot her skins

O ill-shaped fishes; and about his shel ves

A beggarly account of enpty boxes,

Green earthen pots, bladders, and nusty seeds,

Remmant s of packthread, and ol d cakes of roses

Were thinly scattered, to make up a show.

Noting this penury, to nyself | said,

"An if a man did need a poi son now

Whose sale is present death in Mantua,

Here lives a caitiff wetch would sell it him
O this sanme thought did but forerun ny need,
And this sane needy man nust sell it ne.

As | renenber, this should be the house.
Bei ng holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. Wat,
ho! apot hecary!

Ent er Apot hecary.

Apot h. Who calls so | oud?

Rom Cone hither, man. | see that thou art poor.
Hol d, there is forty ducats. Let nme have
A dram of poison, such soon-speedi hg gear
As will disperse itself through all the veins
That the |life-weary taker mall fall dead,
And that the trunk may be discharg'd of breath
As violently as hasty powder fir'd
Doth hurry fromthe fatal cannon's wonb.

Apot h. Such nortal drugs |I have; but Mantua's | aw
Is death to any he that utters them

Rom Art thou so bare and full of wetchedness
And fearest to die? Famne is in thy cheeks,
Need and oppression starveth in thine eyes,
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Contenpt and beggary hangs upon thy back:

The world is not thy friend, nor the world' s | aw

The world affords no | aw to nmake thee rich;

Then be not poor, but break it and take this.
Apoth. My poverty but not nmy will consents.
Rom | pay thy poverty and not thy will.
Apoth. Put this in any liquid thing you wll

And drink it off, and if you had the strength

O twenty nen, it would dispatch you straight.
Rom There is thy gol d- worse poison to nen's souls,

Doi ng nore nurther in this | oathsone world,

Than t hese poor conpounds that thou mayst not

sel | .

| sell thee poison; thou hast sold ne none.

Farewel | . Buy food and get thyself in flesh.

Conme, cordial and not poison, go with ne

To Juliet's grave; for there nust | use thee.

Exeunt .
Scene 11.
Verona. Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar John to Friar Laurence.
John. Holy Franciscan friar, brother, ho!
Enter Friar Laurence.

Laur. This sane should be the voice of Friar John.
Wel cone from Mantua. What says Roneo?
O, if his mind be wit, give ne his letter.
John. Going to find a barefoot brother out,
One of our order, to associate ne
Here in this city visiting the sick,
And finding him the searchers of the town,
Suspecting that we both were in a house
Where the infectious pestilence did reign,
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth,
So that ny speed to Mantua there was stay'd.
Laur. Who bare ny letter, then, to Roneo?
John. | could not send it- here it is again-
Nor get a nessenger to bring it thee,
So fearful were they of infection.
Laur. Unhappy fortune! By ny brotherhood,
The letter was not nice, but full of charge,
O dear inport; and the neglecting it
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May do nuch danger. Friar John, go hence,
Get nme an iron crow and bring it straight
Unto ny cell.

John. Brother, I'll go and bring it

t hee. Exit.

Laur. Now, must | to the nonunment al one.
Wthin this three hours will fair Juliet wake.
She will beshrew me much that Roneo
Hat h had no notice of these accidents;
But | will wite again to Mantua,

And keep her at nmy cell till Ronmeo cone-
Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's
t onb! Exit.
Scene 11I1.
Verona. A churchyard; in it the nonunent of the
Capul et s.

Enter Paris and his Page with flowers and [a
torch].

Par. Gve ne thy torch, boy. Hence, and stand al oof.
Yet put it out, for | would not be seen.
Under yond yew tree lay thee all al ong,
Hol ding thine ear close to the holl ow ground.
So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread
(Being loose, unfirm wth digging up of graves)
But thou shalt hear it. Whistle then to ne,
As signal that thou hear'st sonething approach.
Gve ne those flowers. Do as | bid thee, go.

Page. [aside] | am al nost afraid to stand al one
Here in the churchyard; yet I wll adventure.
[ Retires.]
Par. Sweet flower, wth flowers thy bridal bed |
strew

(O woe! thy canopy is dust and stones)

Which with sweet water nightly I wll dew,

O, wanting that, with tears distill'd by noans.

The obsequies that | for thee will keep

Ni ghtly shall be to strew, thy grave and weep.

Wi stl e

Boy.

The boy gi ves warni ng sonet hi ng doth approach.

What cursed foot wanders this way to-night

To cross ny obsequies and true love's rite?

VWhat, with a torch? Muffle nme, night, awhile.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rj.html (79 of 88)4/11/2005 8:50:04 AM



William Shakespeare: Romeo and Juliet

[ Retires.]

Enter Roneo, and Balthasar with a torch, a
mat t ock,
and a crow of iron.

Rom Gve ne that mattock and the wenching iron.
Hol d, take this letter. Early in the norning
See thou deliver it to nmy lord and father.

Gve ne the light. Upon thy Iife | charge thee,
What e' er thou hearest or seest, stand all al oof
And do not interrupt ne in ny course.

Why | descend into this bed of death

Is partly to behold ny lady's face,

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger
A precious ring- aring that | nust use

In dear enploynent. Therefore hence, be gone.
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry

In what | farther shall intend to do,

By heaven, | will tear thee joint by joint

And strew this hungry churchyard with thy |inbs.
The tine and ny intents are savage-w | d,

More fierce and nore inexorable far

Than enpty tigers or the roaring sea.

Bal. | will be gone, sir, and not trouble you.
Rom So shalt thou show nme friendship. Take thou
t hat .
Li ve, and be prosperous; and farewell, good
fellow
Bal. [aside] For all this sane, I'l|l hide ne
her eabout .
H s looks | fear, and his intents | doubt.
[ Retires.]

Rom Thou detestable maw, thou wonb of death,
Gorg'd with the dearest norsel of the earth,
Thus | enforce thy rotten jaws to open,

And in despite I'll cramthee with nore food.
Roneo
opens the tonb.

Par. This is that bani sh'd haughty Montague
That nurd'red nmy love's cousin- with which grief
It is supposed the fair creature died-

And here is cone to do sone villanous shane
To the dead bodies. | wll apprehend him
Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile Mntague!
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Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death?
Condemmed villain, | do apprehend thee.
(bey, and go with nme; for thou nust die.

Rom | nust indeed; and therefore canme | hither.
Good gentle youth, tenpt not a desp'rate man.
FIly hence and | eave ne. Think upon these gone;
Let themaffright thee. | beseech thee, youth,
But not another sin upon ny head
By urging ne to fury. O be gone!

By heaven, | |ove thee better than nyself,
For | cone hither armlid agai nst nyself.
Stay not, be gone. Live, and hereafter say
A madman's nercy bid thee run away.

Par. | do defy thy, conjuration
And apprehend thee for a felon here.

Rom WIlt thou provoke ne? Then have at thee, boy!

They

fight.

Page. O Lord, they fight! | wll go call the watch

[Exit.

Paris falls.]

Par. O | amslain! If thou be nerciful,

Open the tonb, lay ne with

Jul i et. [Dies.]

Rom In faith, I will. Let me peruse this face.

Mercuti o' s kinsman, noble County Pari s!

What said ny man when ny betossed sou

Did not attend himas we rode? | think

He told ne Paris should have married Juliet.

Said he not so? or did | dreamit so?

O am | mad, hearing himtalk of Juliet

To think it was so? O, give ne thy hand,

One wit with ne in sour msfortune's book!

["I'l bury thee in a triunphant grave.

A grave? O no, a lanthorn, slaught'red youth,

For here lies Juliet, and her beauty nekes

This vault a feasting presence full of light.

Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd.

[Lays himin

the tonb. ]

How oft when nen are at the point of death

Have they been nerry! which their keepers cal

A lightning before death. O how may |

Call this a lightning? Ony love! ny wfe!

Deat h, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath,
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Hat h had no power yet upon thy beauty.

Thou art not conquer'd. Beauty's ensign yet
Is crinmson in thy lips and in thy cheeks,

And death's pale flag is not advanced there.
Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bl oody sheet?
O, what nore favour can | do to thee

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain
To sunder his that was thine eneny?

Forgi ve ne, cousin.' Ah, dear Juliet,

Way art thou yet so fair? Shall | believe
That unsubstantial Death is anorous,

And that the | ean abhorred nonster keeps

Thee here in dark to be his paranour?

For fear of that |I still wll stay with thee
And never fromthis palace of dimnight

Depart again. Here, here will | remain

Wth worns that are thy chanbermaids. O here
WIl | set up ny everlasting rest

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars
Fromthis world-wearied flesh. Eyes, |ook your
| ast!
Arns, take your |ast enbrace! and, |ips, O you
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss
A datel ess bargain to engrossing deat h!
Conme, bitter conduct; cone, unsavoury gui de!
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on
The dashing rocks thy seasick weary bark!
Here's to ny love! [Drinks.] O true apothecary!
Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiss |
di e. Fal | s.

Enter Friar [Laurence], wth lanthorn, crow, and
spade.

Friar. Saint Francis be ny speed! how oft to-night
Have nmy old feet stunbled at graves! Wio's there?

Bal. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you

wel | .

Friar. Bliss be upon you! Tell ne, good ny friend,
What torch is yond that vainly |lends his |ight
To grubs and eyel ess skulls? As | discern,

It burneth in the Capels' nonunent.

Bal. It doth so, holy sir; and there's ny naster,
One that you | ove.

Friar. Who is it?
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Bal . Roneo.
Friar. How |l ong hath he been there?
Bal. Full half an hour.
Friar. Go with ne to the vault.
Bal. | dare not, sir.
My master knows not but | am gone hence,
And fearfully did nenace ne with death
If | did stay to ook on his intents.
Friar. Stay then; |I'll go al one. Fear cones upon ne.
O nmuch | fear sone ill unthrifty thing.
Bal. As | did sleep under this yew tree here,
| dreant ny master and anot her fought,
And that ny master slew him
Friar. Roneo!
Al ack, alack, what blood is this which stains
The stony entrance of this sepul chre?
What nean these nmasterl ess and gory swords
To lie discolour'd by this place of peace?
[Enters the tonb.]
Roneo! O pale! Who el se? What, Paris too?
And steep'd in blood? Ah, what an unkind hour
Is guilty of this |anmentable chance! The | ady
stirs.
Jul i et
ri ses.
Jul. Oconfortable friar! where is ny |ord?
| do remenber well where | shoul d be,
And there | am Were is ny Roneo?
Friar. | hear sone noi se. Lady, cone fromthat nest
O death, contagion, and unnatural sl eep.
A greater power than we can contradict
Hath thwarted our intents. Cone, cone away.
Thy husband in thy bosomthere |ies dead;
And Paris too. Cone, |'Il dispose of thee
Among a si sterhood of holy nuns.
Stay not to question, for the watch is com ng.

Come, go, good Juliet. | dare no |onger stay.
Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I wll not away.
Exi t
[Friar].
What's here? A cup, clos'd in ny true |ove's hand?
Poi son, | see, hath been his tineless end.
O churl! drunk all, and left no friendly drop
To help nme after? | will kiss thy |ips.

Haply sonme poison yet doth hang on them
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To make nme die with a restorative.
[ Kisses him]

Thy lips are warni

Chief Watch. [within] Lead, boy. Which way?
Yea, noise? Then I'll be brief. O happy dagger!
[ Snat ches

Roneo' s dagger. ]

This is thy sheath; there rest, and let ne die.

She stabs herself and falls [on

Roneo' s body].

Enter [Paris's] Boy and \Wtch.

Boy. This is the place. There, where the torch doth
bur n.
Chi ef Watch. 'the ground is bl oody. Search about
t he churchyard.
Go, sone of you; whoe'er you find attach.
[ Exeunt sone of
t he Watch. ]
Pitiful sight! here lies the County sl ain;
And Juliet bleeding, warm and newy dead,
Who here hath lain this two days buri ed.
Go, tell the Prince; run to the Capul ets;
Rai se up the Montagues; sone ot hers search.
[ Exeunt ot hers of
t he Wat ch. ]
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie,
But the true ground of all these piteous woes
We cannot w thout circunstance descry.

Enter [sonme of the Watch,] wth Roneo's Man
[ Bal t hasar].

2. Watch. Here's Romeo's man. We found himin the
chur chyard.

Chi ef Watch. Hold himin safety till the Prince
come hither.

Enter Friar [Laurence] and anot her Wit chman.
3. Watch. Here is a friar that trenbles, sighs, and
weeps.

We took this mattock and this spade from him
As he was comng fromthis churchyard side.
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Chi ef Watch. A great suspicion! Stay the friar too.
Enter the Prince [and Attendants].

Prince. What m sadventure is so early up,
That calls our person fromour norning rest?

Enter Capulet and his Wfe [with others].

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek abroad?
Wfe. The people in the street cry 'Roneo,
Sone 'Juliet,' and sone 'Paris'; and all run,
Wth open outcry, toward our nonunent.
Prince. What fear is this which startles in our

ears?
Chi ef Watch. Sovereign, here lies the County Paris
sl ai n;
And Romeo dead; and Juliet, dead before,
VWarm and new kil l"'d.
Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul nurder
CONES.

Chi ef Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter'd
Ronmeo' s man,
Wth instruments upon themfit to open
These dead nen's tonbs.
Cap. O heavens! O w fe, | ook how our daughter
bl eeds!
Thi s dagger hath msta'en, for, lo, his house
Is enpty on the back of Montague,
And it m ssheathed in ny daughter's bosom
Wfe. One! this sight of death is as a bell
That warns ny old age to a sepul chre.

Ent er Montague [and ot hers].

Prince. Cone, Montague; for thou art early up
To see thy son and heir nore early down.

Mon. Alas, ny liege, ny wife is dead to-night!
Gief of ny son's exile hath stopp'd her breath.
What further woe conspires agai nst nne age?

Prince. Look, and thou shalt see.

Mon. O thou untaught! what manners is in this,

To press before thy father to a grave?

Prince. Seal up the nouth of outrage for a while,

Till we can clear these anbiguities
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And know their spring, their head, their true
descent;

And then will | be general of your woes
And | ead you even to death. Meantine forbear,
And | et m schance be slave to patience.
Bring forth the parties of suspicion.

Friar. | amthe greatest, able to do |east,
Yet nost suspected, as the tinme and pl ace
Dot h make against ne, of this direful nurther;
And here | stand, both to inpeach and purge
Mysel f condemmed and nysel f excus' d.

Prince. Then say it once what thou dost know in

this.

Friar. | will be brief, for ny short date of breath
Is not so long as is a tedious tale.
Roneo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet;
And she, there dead, that Roneo's faithful wfe.
| married them and their stol'n marriage day
Was Tybalt's doonsday, whose untinely death
Bani sh'd the new nmade bridegroomfromthis city;
For whom and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd.
You, to renove that siege of grief from her,
Betroth'd and woul d have married her perforce
To County Paris. Then cones she to ne
And with wild | ooks bid ne devise sone nean
To rid her fromthis second marri age,
O inny cell there would she kill herself.
Then gave | her (so tutored by ny art)
A sl eeping potion; which so took effect
As | intended, for it wought on her
The form of death. Meantinme | wit to Roneo
That he should hither cone as this dire night
To help to take her from her borrowed grave,
Being the tinme the potion's force shoul d cease.
But he which bore ny letter, Friar John,
Was stay'd by accident, and yesternight
Return'd ny letter back. Then all al one
At the prefixed hour of her waking
Cane | to take her fromher kindred s vault;
Meaning to keep her closely at ny cell
Till I conveniently could send to Roneo.
But when | canme, sonme mnute ere the tine
O her awaking, here untinely |ay
The noble Paris and true Roneo dead.
She wakes; and | entreated her cone forth
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And bear this work of heaven with patience;
But then a noise did scare nme fromthe tonb,
And she, too desperate, would not go with ne,
But, as it seens, did violence on herself.
Al this | know, and to the marriage

Her nurse is privy; and if aught in this
Mscarried by ny fault, let ny old life

Be sacrific'd, sone hour before his tineg,
Unto the rigour of severest |aw.

Prince. W still have known thee for a holy man.
Where's Roneo's man? What can he say in this?
Bal. | brought ny master news of Juliet's death;

And then in post he canme from Mant ua

To this sanme place, to this sane nonunent.

This letter he early bid ne give his father,

And threat'ned ne with death, going in the vault,
If | departed not and left himthere.

Prince. Gve ne the letter. | wll ook onit.
Were is the County's page that rais'd the watch?
Sirrah, what made your master in this place?

Boy. He cane with flowers to strew his |ady's grave;
And bid ne stand al oof, and so | did.

Anon cones one with light to ope the tonb;

And by-and-by ny nmaster drew on him

And then | ran away to call the watch.

Prince. This letter doth nake good the friar's

wor ds,

Their course of |love, the tidings of her death;

And here he wites that he did buy a poison

O a poor pothecary, and therew thal

Cane to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.

Were be these enem es? Capul et, Mont age,

See what a scourge is |aid upon your hate,

That heaven finds neans to kill your joys with
| ove!

And |, for wi nking at you, discords too,

Have | ost a brace of kinsnmen. Al are punish'd.

Cap. O brother Montague, give ne thy hand.

This is nmy daughter's jointure, for no nore
Can | denmand.

Mon. But | can give thee nore;

For I will raise her Statue in pure gold,
That whiles Verona by that nane is known,
There shall no figure at such rate be set
As that of true and faithful Juliet.
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Cap. As rich shall Ronmeo's by his lady's lie-
Poor sacrifices of our enmty!
Prince. A gloonmng peace this norning with it
brings.
The sun for sorrow will not show his head.
Go hence, to have nore talk of these sad things;
Sone shall be pardon'd, and sone puni shed;
For never was a story of nore woe
Than this of Juliet and her Roneo.

Exeunt
omes.

.2 Renascence Editions
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