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			Prologue

			
				
					
							
							
							
								Two house­holds, both alike in dig­nity,
								

								In fair Ver­ona, where we lay our scene,
								

								From an­cient grudge break to new mutiny,
								

								Where civil blood makes civil hands un­clean.
								

								From forth the fatal loins of these two foes
								

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

								Whose mis­ad­ven­tured piteous over­throws
								

								Do with their death bury their par­ents’ strife.
								

								The fear­ful pas­sage of their death-mark’d love,
								

								And the con­tinu­ance of their par­ents’ rage,
								

								Which, but their chil­dren’s end, nought could re­move,
								

								Is now the two hours’ traffic of our stage;
								

								The which if you with pa­tient ears at­tend,
								

								What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.
							

						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Ver­ona. A pub­lic place.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sampson and Gregory, of the house of Cap­u­let, armed with swords and buck­lers.
							
						

						
								Sampson
								Gregory, o’ my word, we’ll not carry coals.
						

						
								Gregory
								No, for then we should be col­li­ers.
						

						
								Sampson
								I mean, an we be in chol­er, we’ll draw.
						

						
								Gregory
								Ay, while you live, draw your neck out o’ the col­lar.
						

						
								Sampson
								I strike quickly, be­ing moved.
						

						
								Gregory
								But thou art not quickly moved to strike.
						

						
								Sampson
								A dog of the house of Montague moves me.
						

						
								Gregory
								To move is to stir; and to be vali­ant is to stand: there­fore, if thou art moved, thou runn’st away.
						

						
								Sampson
								A dog of that house shall move me to stand: I will take the wall of any man or maid of Montague’s.
						

						
								Gregory
								That shows thee a weak slave; for the weak­est goes to the wall.
						

						
								Sampson
								True; and there­fore wo­men, be­ing the weak­er ves­sels, are ever thrust to the wall: there­fore I will push Montague’s men from the wall, and thrust his maids to the wall.
						

						
								Gregory
								The quar­rel is between our mas­ters and us their men.
						

						
								Sampson
								’Tis all one, I will show my­self a tyr­ant: when I have fought with the men, I will be cruel with the maids, and cut off their heads.
						

						
								Gregory
								The heads of the maids?
						

						
								Sampson
								Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maid­en­heads; take it in what sense thou wilt.
						

						
								Gregory
								They must take it in sense that feel it.
						

						
								Sampson
								Me they shall feel while I am able to stand: and ’tis known I am a pretty piece of flesh.
						

						
								Gregory
								’Tis well thou art not fish; if thou hadst, thou hadst been poor John. Draw thy tool; here comes two of the house of the Montagues.
						

						
								Sampson
								My na­ked weapon is out: quar­rel, I will back thee.
						

						
								Gregory
								How! turn thy back and run?
						

						
								Sampson
								Fear me not.
						

						
								Gregory
								No, marry; I fear thee!
						

						
								Sampson
								Let us take the law of our sides; let them be­gin.
						

						
								Gregory
								I will frown as I pass by, and let them take it as they list.
						

						
								Sampson
								Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at them; which is a dis­grace to them, if they bear it.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ab­ra­ham and Balthas­ar.
							
						

						
								Ab­ra­ham
								Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
						

						
								Sampson
								I do bite my thumb, sir.
						

						
								Ab­ra­ham
								Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
						

						
								Sampson
								Aside to Gregory. Is the law of our side, if I say ay?
						

						
								Gregory
								No.
						

						
								Sampson
								No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir, but I bite my thumb, sir.
						

						
								Gregory
								Do you quar­rel, sir?
						

						
								Ab­ra­ham
								Quar­rel, sir! no, sir.
						

						
								Sampson
								If you do, sir, I am for you: I serve as good a man as you.
						

						
								Ab­ra­ham
								No bet­ter.
						

						
								Sampson
								Well, sir.
						

						
								Gregory
								Say “bet­ter:” here comes one of my mas­ter’s kins­men.
						

						
								Sampson
								Yes, bet­ter, sir.
						

						
								Ab­ra­ham
								You lie.
						

						
								Sampson
								Draw, if you be men. Gregory, re­mem­ber thy swash­ing blow. They fight.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ben­volio.
							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Part, fools!
									

									Put up your swords; you know not what you do. Beats down their swords.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ty­balt.
							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								
								
									What, art thou drawn among these heart­less hinds?
									

									Turn thee, Ben­volio, look upon thy death.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									I do but keep the peace: put up thy sword,
									

									Or man­age it to part these men with me.
								

							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								
								
									What, drawn, and talk of peace! I hate the word,
									

									As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee:
									

									Have at thee, cow­ard! They fight.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter sev­er­al of both houses, who join the fray; then enter Cit­izens, with clubs.
							
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								
								
									Clubs, bills, and par­tis­ans! strike! beat them down!
									

									Down with the Cap­u­lets! down with the Montagues!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Cap­u­let in his gown, and Lady Cap­u­let.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								What noise is this? Give me my long sword, ho!
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								A crutch, a crutch! why call you for a sword?
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									My sword, I say! Old Montague is come,
									

									And flour­ishes his blade in spite of me.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Montague and Lady Montague.
							
						

						
								Montague
								Thou vil­lain Cap­u­let—Hold me not, let me go.
						

						
								Lady Montague
								Thou shalt not stir a foot to seek a foe.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Prince, with At­tend­ants.
							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									Re­bel­li­ous sub­jects, en­emies to peace,
									

									Pro­fan­ers of this neigh­bour-stained steel—
									

									Will they not hear? What, ho! you men, you beasts,
									

									That quench the fire of your per­ni­cious rage
									

									With purple foun­tains is­su­ing from your veins,
									

									On pain of tor­ture, from those bloody hands
									

									Throw your mis­tem­per’d weapons to the ground,
									

									And hear the sen­tence of your moved prince.
									

									Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word,
									

									By thee, old Cap­u­let, and Montague,
									

									Have thrice dis­turb’d the quiet of our streets,
									

									And made Ver­ona’s an­cient cit­izens
									

									Cast by their grave be­seem­ing or­na­ments,
									

									To wield old par­tis­ans, in hands as old,
									

									Canker’d with peace, to part your canker’d hate:
									

									If ever you dis­turb our streets again,
									

									Your lives shall pay the for­feit of the peace.
									

									For this time, all the rest de­part away:
									

									You, Cap­u­let, shall go along with me:
									

									And, Montague, come you this af­ter­noon,
									

									To know our fur­ther pleas­ure in this case,
									

									To old Free-town, our com­mon judg­ment-place.
									

									Once more, on pain of death, all men de­part. Ex­eunt all but Montague, Lady Montague, and Ben­volio.
								

							
						

						
								Montague
								
								
									Who set this an­cient quar­rel new abroach?
									

									Speak, neph­ew, were you by when it began?
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Here were the ser­vants of your ad­versary,
									

									And yours, close fight­ing ere I did ap­proach:
									

									I drew to part them: in the in­stant came
									

									The fiery Ty­balt, with his sword pre­pared,
									

									Which, as he breathed de­fi­ance to my ears,
									

									He swung about his head and cut the winds,
									

									Who noth­ing hurt with­al hiss’d him in scorn:
									

									While we were in­ter­chan­ging thrusts and blows,
									

									Came more and more and fought on part and part.
									

									Till the prince came, who par­ted either part.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Montague
								
								
									O, where is Romeo? saw you him to-day?
									

									Right glad I am he was not at this fray.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Madam, an hour be­fore the wor­shipp’d sun
									

									Peer’d forth the golden win­dow of the east,
									

									A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad;
									

									Where, un­der­neath the grove of sy­ca­more
									

									That west­ward rooteth from the city’s side,
									

									So early walk­ing did I see your son:
									

									To­wards him I made, but he was ware of me
									

									And stole in­to the cov­ert of the wood:
									

									I, meas­ur­ing his af­fec­tions by my own,
									

									That most are busied when they’re most alone,
									

									Pur­sued my hu­mour not pur­su­ing his,
									

									And gladly shunn’d who gladly fled from me.
								

							
						

						
								Montague
								
								
									Many a morn­ing hath he there been seen,
									

									With tears aug­ment­ing the fresh morn­ing’s dew,
									

									Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs;
									

									But all so soon as the all-cheer­ing sun
									

									Should in the fur­thest east be­gin to draw
									

									The shady cur­tains from Au­rora’s bed,
									

									Away from light steals home my heavy son,
									

									And private in his cham­ber pens him­self,
									

									Shuts up his win­dows, locks fair day­light out
									

									And makes him­self an ar­ti­fi­cial night:
									

									Black and portent­ous must this hu­mour prove,
									

									Un­less good coun­sel may the cause re­move.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								My noble uncle, do you know the cause?
						

						
								Montague
								I neither know it nor can learn of him.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Have you im­por­tuned him by any means?
						

						
								Montague
								
								
									Both by my­self and many oth­er friends:
									

									But he, his own af­fec­tions’ coun­sel­lor,
									

									Is to him­self—I will not say how true—
									

									But to him­self so secret and so close,
									

									So far from sound­ing and dis­cov­ery,
									

									As is the bird bit with an en­vi­ous worm,
									

									Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air,
									

									Or ded­ic­ate his beauty to the sun.
									

									Could we but learn from whence his sor­rows grow,
									

									We would as will­ingly give cure as know.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Romeo.
							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									See, where he comes: so please you, step aside;
									

									I’ll know his griev­ance, or be much denied.
								

							
						

						
								Montague
								
								
									I would thou wert so happy by thy stay,
									

									To hear true shrift. Come, madam, let’s away. Ex­eunt Montague and Lady.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Good mor­row, cous­in.
						

						
								Romeo
								Is the day so young?
						

						
								Ben­volio
								But new struck nine.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Ay me! sad hours seem long.
									

									Was that my fath­er that went hence so fast?
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								It was. What sad­ness lengthens Romeo’s hours?
						

						
								Romeo
								Not hav­ing that, which, hav­ing, makes them short.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								In love?
						

						
								Romeo
								Out—
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Of love?
						

						
								Romeo
								Out of her fa­vour, where I am in love.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Alas, that love, so gentle in his view,
									

									Should be so tyr­an­nous and rough in proof!
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still,
									

									Should, without eyes, see path­ways to his will!
									

									Where shall we dine? O me! What fray was here?
									

									Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.
									

									Here’s much to do with hate, but more with love.
									

									Why, then, O brawl­ing love! O lov­ing hate!
									

									O any­thing, of noth­ing first cre­ate!
									

									O heavy light­ness! ser­i­ous van­ity!
									

									Mis-shapen chaos of well-seem­ing forms!
									

									Feath­er of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health!
									

									Still-wak­ing sleep, that is not what it is!
									

									This love feel I, that feel no love in this.
									

									Dost thou not laugh?
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								No, coz, I rather weep.
						

						
								Romeo
								Good heart, at what?
						

						
								Ben­volio
								At thy good heart’s op­pres­sion.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Why, such is love’s trans­gres­sion.
									

									Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast,
									

									Which thou wilt propag­ate, to have it prest
									

									With more of thine: this love that thou hast shown
									

									Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.
									

									Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs;
									

									Be­ing purged, a fire spark­ling in lov­ers’ eyes;
									

									Be­ing vex’d, a sea nour­ish’d with lov­ers’ tears:
									

									What is it else? a mad­ness most dis­creet,
									

									A chok­ing gall and a pre­serving sweet.
									

									Farewell, my coz.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Soft! I will go along;
									

									An if you leave me so, you do me wrong.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Tut, I have lost my­self; I am not here;
									

									This is not Romeo, he’s some oth­er where.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Tell me in sad­ness, who is that you love.
						

						
								Romeo
								What, shall I groan and tell thee?
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Groan! why, no;
									

									But sadly tell me who.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Bid a sick man in sad­ness make his will:
									

									Ah, word ill urged to one that is so ill!
									

									In sad­ness, cous­in, I do love a wo­man.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								I aim’d so near, when I sup­posed you loved.
						

						
								Romeo
								A right good mark-man! And she’s fair I love.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								A right fair mark, fair coz, is soon­est hit.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Well, in that hit you miss: she’ll not be hit
									

									With Cu­pid’s ar­row; she hath Di­an’s wit;
									

									And, in strong proof of chastity well arm’d,
									

									From love’s weak child­ish bow she lives un­harm’d.
									

									She will not stay the siege of lov­ing terms,
									

									Nor bide the en­counter of as­sail­ing eyes,
									

									Nor ope her lap to saint-se­du­cing gold:
									

									O, she is rich in beauty, only poor,
									

									That when she dies with beauty dies her store.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Then she hath sworn that she will still live chaste?
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									She hath, and in that spar­ing makes huge waste,
									

									For beauty starved with her sever­ity
									

									Cuts beauty off from all pos­ter­ity.
									

									She is too fair, too wise, wisely too fair,
									

									To mer­it bliss by mak­ing me des­pair:
									

									She hath forsworn to love, and in that vow
									

									Do I live dead that live to tell it now.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Be ruled by me, for­get to think of her.
						

						
								Romeo
								O, teach me how I should for­get to think.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									By giv­ing liberty un­to thine eyes;
									

									Ex­am­ine oth­er beau­ties.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									’Tis the way
									

									To call hers ex­quis­ite, in ques­tion more:
									

									These happy masks that kiss fair ladies’ brows
									

									Be­ing black put us in mind they hide the fair;
									

									He that is struck­en blind can­not for­get
									

									The pre­cious treas­ure of his eye­sight lost:
									

									Show me a mis­tress that is passing fair,
									

									What doth her beauty serve, but as a note
									

									Where I may read who pass’d that passing fair?
									

									Farewell: thou canst not teach me to for­get.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								I’ll pay that doc­trine, or else die in debt. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Cap­u­let, Par­is, and Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									But Montague is bound as well as I,
									

									In pen­alty alike; and ’tis not hard, I think,
									

									For men so old as we to keep the peace.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									Of hon­our­able reck­on­ing are you both;
									

									And pity ’tis you lived at odds so long.
									

									But now, my lord, what say you to my suit?
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									But say­ing o’er what I have said be­fore:
									

									My child is yet a stranger in the world;
									

									She hath not seen the change of four­teen years;
									

									Let two more sum­mers with­er in their pride,
									

									Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								Young­er than she are happy moth­ers made.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									And too soon marr’d are those so early made.
									

									The earth hath swal­low’d all my hopes but she,
									

									She is the hope­ful lady of my 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 my con­sent and fair ac­cord­ing voice.
									

									This night I hold an old ac­cus­tom’d feast,
									

									Whereto I have in­vited many a guest,
									

									Such as I love; and you, among the store,
									

									One more, most wel­come, makes my num­ber more.
									

									At my poor house look to be­hold this night
									

									Earth-tread­ing stars that make dark heav­en light:
									

									Such com­fort as do lusty young men feel
									

									When well-ap­par­ell’d April on the heel
									

									Of limp­ing winter treads, even such de­light
									

									Among fresh fe­male buds shall you this night
									

									In­her­it at my house; hear all, all see,
									

									And like her most whose mer­it most shall be:
									

									Which on more view, of many mine be­ing one
									

									May stand in num­ber, though in reck­on­ing none.
									

									Come, go with me. To Ser­vant, giv­ing a pa­per. Go, sir­rah, trudge about
									

									Through fair Ver­ona; find those per­sons out
									

									Whose names are writ­ten there, and to them say,
									

									My house and wel­come on their pleas­ure stay. Ex­eunt Cap­u­let and Par­is.
								

							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Find them out whose names are writ­ten here! It is writ­ten, that the shoe­maker should meddle with his yard, and the tail­or with his last, the fish­er with his pen­cil, and the paint­er with his nets; but I am sent to find those per­sons whose names are here writ, and can nev­er find what names the writ­ing per­son hath here writ. I must to the learned.—In good time.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ben­volio and Romeo.
							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Tut, man, one fire burns out an­oth­er’s burn­ing,
									

									One pain is lessen’d by an­oth­er’s an­guish;
									

									Turn giddy, and be holp by back­ward turn­ing;
									

									One des­per­ate grief cures with an­oth­er’s lan­guish:
									

									Take thou some new in­fec­tion to thy eye,
									

									And the rank pois­on of the old will die.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Your plantain-leaf is ex­cel­lent for that.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								For what, I pray thee?
						

						
								Romeo
								For your broken shin.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Why, Romeo, art thou mad?
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Not mad, but bound more than a mad­man is;
									

									Shut up in pris­on, kept without my food,
									

									Whipp’d and tor­men­ted and—God-den, good fel­low.
								

							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								God gi’ god-den. I pray, sir, can you read?
						

						
								Romeo
								Ay, mine own for­tune in my misery.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Per­haps you have learned it without book: but, I pray, can you read any­thing you see?
						

						
								Romeo
								Ay, if I know the let­ters and the lan­guage.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Ye say hon­estly: rest you merry!
						

						
								Romeo
								
								Stay, fel­low; I can read. Reads.

								
									“Signior Mar­tino and his wife and daugh­ters; County An­selme and his beau­teous sis­ters; the lady wid­ow of Vit­ru­vio; Signior Pla­centio and his lovely nieces; Mer­cu­tio and his broth­er Valentine; mine uncle Cap­u­let, his wife, and daugh­ters; my fair niece Ros­aline; Livia; Signior Valen­tio and his cous­in Ty­balt; Lu­cio and the lively Helena.”

								

								A fair as­sembly: whith­er should they come?

							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Up.
						

						
								Romeo
								Whith­er?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								To sup­per; to our house.
						

						
								Romeo
								Whose house?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								My mas­ter’s.
						

						
								Romeo
								In­deed, I should have ask’d you that be­fore.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Now I’ll tell you without ask­ing: my mas­ter is the great rich Cap­u­let; and if you be not of the house of Montagues, I pray, come and crush a cup of wine. Rest you merry! Exit.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									At this same an­cient feast of Cap­u­let’s
									

									Sups the fair Ros­aline whom thou so lovest,
									

									With all the ad­mired beau­ties of Ver­ona:
									

									Go thith­er; and, with un­at­tain­ted eye,
									

									Com­pare her face with some that I shall show,
									

									And I will make thee think thy swan a crow.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									When the de­vout re­li­gion of mine eye
									

									Main­tains such false­hood, then turn tears to fires;
									

									And these, who of­ten drown’d could nev­er die,
									

									Trans­par­ent heretics, be burnt for li­ars!
									

									One fairer than my love! the all-see­ing sun
									

									Ne’er saw her match since first the world be­gun.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Tut, you saw her fair, none else be­ing by,
									

									Her­self poised with her­self in either eye:
									

									But in that crys­tal scales let there be weigh’d
									

									Your lady’s love against some oth­er maid
									

									That I will show you shin­ing at this feast,
									

									And she shall scant show well that now shows best.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I’ll go along, no such sight to be shown,
									

									But to re­joice in splend­our of mine own. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A room in Cap­u­let’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Lady Cap­u­let and Nurse.
							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								Nurse, where’s my daugh­ter? call her forth to me.
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Now, by my maid­en­head, at twelve year old,
									

									I bade her come. What, lamb! what, lady-bird!
									

									God for­bid! Where’s this girl? What, Ju­liet!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ju­liet.
							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								How now! who calls?
						

						
								Nurse
								Your moth­er.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Madam, I am here.
									

									What is your will?
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									This is the mat­ter:—Nurse, give leave awhile,
									

									We must talk in secret:—nurse, come back again;
									

									I have re­mem­ber’d me, thou’s hear our coun­sel.
									

									Thou know’st my daugh­ter’s of a pretty age.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								Faith, I can tell her age un­to an hour.
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								She’s not four­teen.
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									I’ll lay four­teen of my teeth—
									

									And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four—
									

									She is not four­teen. How long is it now
									

									To Lam­mas-tide?
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								A fort­night and odd days.
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Even or odd, of all days in the year,
									

									Come 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 me: but, as I said,
									

									On Lam­mas-eve at night shall she be four­teen;
									

									That shall she, marry; I re­mem­ber it well.
									

									’Tis since the earth­quake now el­ev­en years;
									

									And she was wean’d—I nev­er shall for­get it—
									

									Of all the days of the year, upon that day:
									

									For I had then laid worm­wood to my dug,
									

									Sit­ting in the sun un­der the dove-house wall;
									

									My lord and you were then at Man­tua:—
									

									Nay, I do bear a brain:—but, as I said,
									

									When it did taste the worm­wood on the nipple
									

									Of my dug and felt it bit­ter, pretty fool,
									

									To see it tetchy and fall out with the dug!
									

									“Shake” quoth the dove-house: ’twas no need, I trow,
									

									To bid me trudge:
									

									And since that time it is el­ev­en years;
									

									For then she could stand alone; nay, by the rood,
									

									She could have run and waddled all about;
									

									For even the day be­fore, she broke her brow:
									

									And then my hus­band—God be with his soul!
									

									A’ was a merry man—took up the child:
									

									“Yea,” quoth he, “dost thou fall upon thy face?
									

									Thou wilt fall back­ward when thou hast more wit;
									

									Wilt thou not, Ju­le?” and, by my hol­i­dame,
									

									The pretty wretch left cry­ing and said “Ay.”
									

									To see, now, how a jest shall come about!
									

									I war­rant, an I should live a thou­sand years,
									

									I nev­er should for­get it: “Wilt thou not, Ju­le?” quoth he;
									

									And, pretty fool, it stin­ted and said “Ay.”
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								Enough of this; I pray thee, hold thy peace.
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Yes, madam: yet I can­not choose but laugh,
									

									To think it should leave cry­ing and say “Ay.”
									

									And yet, I war­rant, it had upon its brow
									

									A bump as big as a young cock­er­el’s stone;
									

									A par­lous knock; and it cried bit­terly:
									

									“Yea,” quoth my hus­band, “fall’st upon thy face?
									

									Thou wilt fall back­ward when thou comest to age;
									

									Wilt thou not, Ju­le?” it stin­ted and said “Ay.”
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I.
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Peace, I have done. God mark thee to his grace!
									

									Thou wast the pret­ti­est babe that e’er I nursed:
									

									An I might live to see thee mar­ried once,
									

									I have my wish.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Marry, that “marry” is the very theme
									

									I came to talk of. Tell me, daugh­ter Ju­liet,
									

									How stands your dis­pos­i­tion to be mar­ried?
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								It is an hon­our that I dream not of.
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									An hon­our! were not I thine only nurse,
									

									I would say thou hadst suck’d wis­dom from thy teat.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Well, think of mar­riage now; young­er than you,
									

									Here in Ver­ona, ladies of es­teem,
									

									Are made already moth­ers: by my count,
									

									I was your moth­er much upon these years
									

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

									The vali­ant Par­is seeks you for his love.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									A man, young lady! lady, such a man
									

									As all the world—why, he’s a man of wax.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								Ver­ona’s sum­mer hath not such a flower.
						

						
								Nurse
								Nay, he’s a flower; in faith, a very flower.
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									What say you? can you love the gen­tle­man?
									

									This night you shall be­hold him at our feast;
									

									Read o’er the volume of young Par­is’ face,
									

									And find de­light writ there with beauty’s pen;
									

									Ex­am­ine every mar­ried lin­ea­ment,
									

									And see how one an­oth­er lends con­tent,
									

									And what ob­scured in this fair volume lies
									

									Find writ­ten in the mar­gent of his eyes.
									

									This pre­cious book of love, this un­bound lov­er,
									

									To beau­ti­fy him, only lacks a cov­er:
									

									The fish lives in the sea, and ’tis much pride
									

									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 hav­ing him, mak­ing your­self no less.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								No less! nay, big­ger; wo­men grow by men.
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								Speak briefly, can you like of Par­is’ love?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									I’ll look to like, if look­ing lik­ing move:
									

									But no more deep will I endart mine eye
									

									Than your con­sent gives strength to make it fly.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Madam, the guests are come, sup­per served up, you called, my young lady asked for, the nurse cursed in the pantry, and everything in ex­tremity. I must hence to wait; I be­seech you, fol­low straight.
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								We fol­low thee. Exit Ser­vant. Ju­liet, the county stays.
						

						
								Nurse
								Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy days. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Romeo, Mer­cu­tio, Ben­volio, with five or six Mask­ers, Torch-bear­ers, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									What, shall this speech be spoke for our ex­cuse?
									

									Or shall we on without apo­logy?
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									The date is out of such pro­lix­ity:
									

									We’ll have no Cu­pid hood­wink’d with a scarf,
									

									Bear­ing a Tar­tar’s painted bow of lath,
									

									Scar­ing the ladies like a crow-keep­er;
									

									Nor no without-book pro­logue, faintly spoke
									

									After the prompt­er, for our en­trance:
									

									But let them meas­ure us by what they will;
									

									We’ll meas­ure them a meas­ure, and be gone.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Give me a torch: I am not for this am­bling;
									

									Be­ing but heavy, I will bear the light.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you dance.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Not I, be­lieve me: you have dan­cing shoes
									

									With nimble soles: I have a soul of lead
									

									So stakes me to the ground I can­not move.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									You are a lov­er; bor­row Cu­pid’s wings,
									

									And soar with them above a com­mon bound.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I am too sore en­pierced with his shaft
									

									To soar with his light feath­ers, and so bound,
									

									I can­not bound a pitch above dull woe:
									

									Un­der love’s heavy bur­den do I sink.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									And, to sink in it, should you bur­den love;
									

									Too great op­pres­sion for a tender thing.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Is love a tender thing? it is too rough,
									

									Too rude, too bois­ter­ous, and it pricks like thorn.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									If love be rough with you, be rough with love;
									

									Prick love for prick­ing, and you beat love down.
									

									Give me a case to put my vis­age in:
									

									A vi­sor for a vi­sor! what care I
									

									What curi­ous eye doth quote de­form­it­ies?
									

									Here are the beetle brows shall blush for me.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Come, knock and enter; and no soon­er in,
									

									But every man be­take him to his legs.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									A torch for me: let wan­tons light of heart
									

									Tickle the sense­less rushes with their heels,
									

									For I am pro­verb’d with a grand­sire phrase;
									

									I’ll be a candle-hold­er, and look on.
									

									The game was ne’er so fair, and I am done.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									Tut, dun’s the mouse, the con­stable’s own word:
									

									If thou art dun, we’ll draw thee from the mire
									

									Of this sir-rev­er­ence love, wherein thou stick’st
									

									Up to the ears. Come, we burn day­light, ho!
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Nay, that’s not so.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									I mean, sir, in delay
									

									We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day.
									

									Take our good mean­ing, for our judg­ment sits
									

									Five times in that ere once in our five wits.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									And we mean well in go­ing to this mask;
									

									But ’tis no wit to go.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Why, may one ask?
						

						
								Romeo
								I dream’d a dream to-night.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								And so did I.
						

						
								Romeo
								Well, what was yours?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								That dream­ers of­ten lie.
						

						
								Romeo
								In bed asleep, while they do dream things true.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you.
									

									She is the fair­ies’ mid­wife, and she comes
									

									In shape no big­ger than an agate-stone
									

									On the fore-fin­ger of an al­der­man,
									

									Drawn with a team of little atom­ies
									

									Athwart men’s noses as they lie asleep;
									

									Her wag­on-spokes made of long spin­ners’ legs,
									

									The cov­er of the wings of grasshop­pers,
									

									The traces of the smal­lest spider’s web,
									

									The col­lars of the moon­shine’s wa­tery beams,
									

									Her whip of crick­et’s bone, the lash of film,
									

									Her wag­gon­er a small grey-coated gnat,
									

									Not half so big as a round little worm
									

									Prick’d from the lazy fin­ger of a maid;
									

									Her chari­ot is an empty hazel-nut
									

									Made by the join­er squir­rel or old grub,
									

									Time out o’ mind the fair­ies’ coach-makers.
									

									And in this state she gal­lops night by night
									

									Through lov­ers’ brains, and then they dream of love;
									

									O’er courtiers’ knees, that dream on court’sies straight,
									

									O’er law­yers’ fin­gers, who straight dream on fees,
									

									O’er ladies’ lips, who straight on kisses dream,
									

									Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,
									

									Be­cause their breaths with sweet­meats tain­ted are:
									

									Some­time she gal­lops o’er a courtier’s nose,
									

									And then dreams he of smelling out a suit;
									

									And some­time comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail
									

									Tick­ling a par­son’s nose as a’ lies asleep,
									

									Then dreams he of an­oth­er be­ne­fice:
									

									Some­time she driv­eth o’er a sol­dier’s neck,
									

									And then dreams he of cut­ting for­eign throats,
									

									Of breaches, am­bus­cadoes, Span­ish blades,
									

									Of healths five-fathom deep; and then anon
									

									Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes,
									

									And be­ing thus frighted swears a pray­er or two
									

									And sleeps again. This is that very Mab
									

									That plats the manes of horses in the night,
									

									And bakes the elf-locks in foul slut­tish hairs,
									

									Which once un­tangled much mis­for­tune bodes:
									

									This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs,
									

									That presses them and learns them first to bear,
									

									Mak­ing them wo­men of good car­riage:
									

									This is she—
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Peace, peace, Mer­cu­tio, peace!
									

									Thou talk’st of noth­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									True, I talk of dreams,
									

									Which are the chil­dren of an idle brain,
									

									Be­got of noth­ing but vain fantasy,
									

									Which is as thin of sub­stance as the air
									

									And more in­con­stant than the wind, who wooes
									

									Even now the frozen bos­om of the north,
									

									And, be­ing an­ger’d, puffs away from thence,
									

									Turn­ing his face to the dew-drop­ping south.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									This wind, you talk of, blows us from ourselves;
									

									Sup­per is done, and we shall come too late.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I fear, too early: for my mind mis­gives
									

									Some con­sequence yet hanging in the stars
									

									Shall bit­terly be­gin his fear­ful date
									

									With this night’s rev­els and ex­pire the term
									

									Of a des­pised life closed in my breast
									

									By some vile for­feit of un­timely death.
									

									But He, that hath the steer­age of my course,
									

									Dir­ect my sail! On, lusty gen­tle­men.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Strike, drum. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				A hall in Cap­u­let’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Mu­si­cians wait­ing. Enter Serving­men with nap­kins.
							
						

						
								First Serving­man
								Where’s Pot­pan, that he helps not to take away? He shift a trench­er? he scrape a trench­er!
						

						
								Second Serving­man
								When good man­ners shall lie all in one or two men’s hands and they un­washed too, ’tis a foul thing.
						

						
								First Serving­man
								Away with the joint-stools, re­move the court-cup­board, look to the plate. Good thou, save me a piece of march­pane; and, as thou lovest me, let the port­er let in Susan Grind­stone and Nell. Ant­ony, and Pot­pan!
						

						
								Second Serving­man
								Ay, boy, ready.
						

						
								First Serving­man
								You are looked for and called for, asked for and sought for, in the great cham­ber.
						

						
								Second Serving­man
								We can­not be here and there too. Cheerly, boys; be brisk awhile, and the longer liv­er take all.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Cap­u­let, with Ju­liet and oth­ers of his house, meet­ing the Guests and Mask­ers.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Wel­come, gen­tle­men! ladies that have their toes
									

									Un­plagued with corns will have a bout with you.
									

									Ah ha, my mis­tresses! which of you all
									

									Will now deny to dance? she that makes dainty,
									

									She, I’ll swear, hath corns; am I come near ye now?
									

									Wel­come, gen­tle­men! I have seen the day
									

									That I have worn a vi­sor and could tell
									

									A whis­per­ing tale in a fair lady’s ear,
									

									Such as would please: ’tis gone, ’tis gone, ’tis gone:
									

									You are wel­come, gen­tle­men! come, mu­si­cians, play.
									

									A hall, a hall! give room! and foot it, girls. Mu­sic plays, and they dance.
									

									More light, you knaves; and turn the tables up,
									

									And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot.
									

									Ah, sir­rah, this un­look’d-for sport comes well.
									

									Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cous­in Cap­u­let;
									

									For you and I are past our dan­cing days:
									

									How long is’t now since last your­self and I
									

									Were in a mask?
								

							
						

						
								Second Cap­u­let
								By’r lady, thirty years.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									What, man! ’tis not so much, ’tis not so much:
									

									’Tis since the nup­tials of Lu­centio,
									

									Come Pente­cost as quickly as it will,
									

									Some five and twenty years; and then we mask’d.
								

							
						

						
								Second Cap­u­let
								
								
									’Tis more, ’tis more: his son is eld­er, sir;
									

									His son is thirty.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Will you tell me that?
									

									His son was but a ward two years ago.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									To a Serving­man. What lady is that, which doth en­rich the hand
									

									Of yon­der knight?
								

							
						

						
								Serving­man
								I know not, sir.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright!
									

									It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night
									

									Like a rich jew­el in an Ethi­ope’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 fel­lows shows.
									

									The meas­ure done, I’ll watch her place of stand,
									

									And, touch­ing hers, make blessed my rude hand.
									

									Did my heart love till now? for­swear it, sight!
									

									For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night.
								

							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								
								
									This, by his voice, should be a Montague.
									

									Fetch me my rapi­er, boy. What dares the slave,
									

									Come hith­er, cov­er’d with an antic face,
									

									To fleer and scorn at our solem­nity?
									

									Now, by the stock and hon­our of my kin,
									

									To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								Why, how now, kins­man! where­fore storm you so?
						

						
								Ty­balt
								
								
									Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe,
									

									A vil­lain that is hith­er come in spite,
									

									To scorn at our solem­nity this night.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								Young Romeo is it?
						

						
								Ty­balt
								’Tis he, that vil­lain Romeo.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Con­tent thee, gentle coz, let him alone;
									

									He bears him like a portly gen­tle­man;
									

									And, to say truth, Ver­ona brags of him
									

									To be a vir­tu­ous and well gov­ern’d youth:
									

									I would not for the wealth of all the town
									

									Here in my house do him dis­par­age­ment:
									

									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-be­seem­ing semb­lance for a feast.
								

							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								
								
									It fits, when such a vil­lain is a guest:
									

									I’ll not en­dure him.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									He shall be en­dured:
									

									What, good­man boy! I say, he shall: go to;
									

									Am I the mas­ter here, or you? go to.
									

									You’ll not en­dure him! God shall mend my soul!
									

									You’ll make a mutiny among my guests!
									

									You will set cock-a-hoop! you’ll be the man!
								

							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								Why, uncle, ’tis a shame.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Go to, go to;
									

									You are a saucy boy: is’t so, in­deed?
									

									This trick may chance to scathe you, I know what:
									

									You must con­trary me! marry, ’tis time.
									

									Well said, my hearts! You are a prin­cox; go:
									

									Be quiet, or—More light, more light! For shame!
									

									I’ll make you quiet. What, cheerly, my hearts!
								

							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								
								
									Pa­tience per­force with wil­ful chol­er meet­ing
									

									Makes my flesh tremble in their dif­fer­ent greet­ing.
									

									I will with­draw: but this in­tru­sion shall
									

									Now seem­ing sweet con­vert to bit­ter gall. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									To Ju­liet. If I pro­fane with my un­wor­thi­est hand
									

									This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this:
									

									My lips, two blush­ing pil­grims, ready stand
									

									To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Good pil­grim, you do wrong your hand too much,
									

									Which man­nerly de­vo­tion shows in this;
									

									For saints have hands that pil­grims’ hands do touch,
									

									And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Ay, pil­grim, lips that they must use in pray­er.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do;
									

									They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to des­pair.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Saints do not move, though grant for pray­ers’ sake.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Then move not, while my pray­er’s ef­fect I take.
									

									Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purged.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Then have my lips the sin that they have took.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Sin from thy lips? O tres­pass sweetly urged!
									

									Give me my sin again.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								You kiss by the book.
						

						
								Nurse
								Madam, your moth­er craves a word with you.
						

						
								Romeo
								What is her moth­er?
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Marry, bach­el­or,
									

									Her moth­er is the lady of the house,
									

									And a good lady, and a wise and vir­tu­ous:
									

									I nursed her daugh­ter, that you talk’d with­al;
									

									I tell you, he that can lay hold of her
									

									Shall have the chinks.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Is she a Cap­u­let?
									

									O dear ac­count! my life is my foe’s debt.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Away, be gone; the sport is at the best.
						

						
								Romeo
								Ay, so I fear; the more is my un­rest.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Nay, gen­tle­men, pre­pare not to be gone;
									

									We have a tri­fling fool­ish ban­quet to­wards.
									

									Is it e’en so? why, then, I thank you all;
									

									I thank you, hon­est gen­tle­men; good night.
									

									More torches here! Come on then, let’s to bed.
									

									Ah, sir­rah, by my fay, it waxes late:
									

									I’ll to my rest. Ex­eunt all but Ju­liet and Nurse.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Come hith­er, nurse. What is yond gen­tle­man?
						

						
								Nurse
								The son and heir of old Tiberio.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								What’s he that now is go­ing out of door?
						

						
								Nurse
								Marry, that, I think, be young Petru­cio.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								What’s he that fol­lows there, that would not dance?
						

						
								Nurse
								I know not.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Go ask his name: if he be mar­ried,
									

									My grave is like to be my wed­ding bed.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									His name is Romeo, and a Montague;
									

									The only son of your great en­emy.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									My only love sprung from my only hate!
									

									Too early seen un­known, and known too late!
									

									Prodi­gious birth of love it is to me,
									

									That I must love a loathed en­emy.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								What’s this? what’s this?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									A rhyme I learn’d even now
									

									Of one I danced with­al. One calls with­in “Ju­liet.”
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Anon, anon!
									

									Come, let’s away; the strangers all are gone. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				Prologue

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Chor­us.
							
						

						
								Chor­us
								
								
									Now old de­sire doth in his death-bed lie,
									

									And young af­fec­tion gapes to be his heir;
									

									That fair for which love groan’d for and would die,
									

									With tender Ju­liet match’d, is now not fair.
									

									Now Romeo is be­loved and loves again,
									

									Alike bet­witched by the charm of looks,
									

									But to his foe sup­posed he must com­plain,
									

									And she steal love’s sweet bait from fear­ful hooks:
									

									Be­ing held a foe, he may not have ac­cess
									

									To breathe such vows as lov­ers use to swear;
									

									And she as much in love, her means much less
									

									To meet her new-be­loved any where:
									

									But pas­sion lends them power, time means, to meet,
									

									Tem­per­ing ex­tremit­ies with ex­treme sweet. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A lane by the wall of Cap­u­let’s orch­ard.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Romeo.
							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Can I go for­ward when my heart is here?
									

									Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out. He climbs the wall, and leaps down with­in it.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ben­volio and Mer­cu­tio.
							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Romeo! my cous­in Romeo!
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									He is wise;
									

									And, on my lie, hath stol’n him home to bed.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									He ran this way, and leap’d this orch­ard wall:
									

									Call, good Mer­cu­tio.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									Nay, I’ll con­jure too.
									

									Romeo! hu­mours! mad­man! pas­sion! lov­er!
									

									Ap­pear thou in the like­ness of a sigh:
									

									Speak but one rhyme, and I am sat­is­fied;
									

									Cry but “Ay me!” pro­nounce but “love” and “dove;”
									

									Speak to my gos­sip Venus one fair word,
									

									One nick-name for her pur­blind son and heir,
									

									Young Adam Cu­pid, he that shot so trim,
									

									When King Coph­etua loved the beg­gar-maid!
									

									He heareth not, he stir­reth not, he moveth not;
									

									The ape is dead, and I must con­jure him.
									

									I con­jure thee by Ros­aline’s bright eyes,
									

									By her high fore­head and her scar­let lip,
									

									By her fine foot, straight leg and quiv­er­ing thigh
									

									And the demesnes that there ad­ja­cent lie,
									

									That in thy like­ness thou ap­pear to us!
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								And if he hear thee, thou wilt an­ger him.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									This can­not an­ger him: ’twould an­ger him
									

									To raise a spir­it in his mis­tress’ circle
									

									Of some strange nature, let­ting it there stand
									

									Till she had laid it and con­jured it down;
									

									That were some spite: my in­voc­a­tion
									

									Is fair and hon­est, and in his mis­tress’ name
									

									I con­jure only but to raise up him.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Come, he hath hid him­self among these trees,
									

									To be con­sor­ted with the hu­mor­ous night:
									

									Blind is his love and best be­fits the dark.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									If love be blind, love can­not hit the mark.
									

									Now will he sit un­der a med­lar tree,
									

									And wish his mis­tress were that kind of fruit
									

									As maids call med­lars, when they laugh alone.
									

									O, Romeo, that she were, O, that she were
									

									An open-arse, thou a pop’rin pear!
									

									Romeo, good night: I’ll to my truckle-bed;
									

									This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep:
									

									Come, shall we go?
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Go, then; for ’tis in vain
									

									To seek him here that means not to be found. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Cap­u­let’s orch­ard.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Romeo.
							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									He jests at scars that nev­er felt a wound. Ju­liet ap­pears above at a win­dow.
									

									But, soft! what light through yon­der win­dow breaks?
									

									It is the east, and Ju­liet is the sun.
									

									Arise, fair sun, and kill the en­vi­ous moon,
									

									Who is already sick and pale with grief,
									

									That thou her maid art far more 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 is my lady, O, it is my love!
									

									O, that she knew she were!
									

									She speaks, yet she says noth­ing: what of that?
									

									Her eye dis­courses; I will an­swer it.
									

									I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks:
									

									Two of the fairest stars in all the heav­en,
									

									Hav­ing some busi­ness, do en­treat her eyes
									

									To twinkle in their spheres till they re­turn.
									

									What if her eyes were there, they in her head?
									

									The bright­ness of her cheek would shame those stars,
									

									As day­light doth a lamp; her eyes in heav­en
									

									Would through the airy re­gion stream so bright
									

									That birds would sing and think it were not night.
									

									See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand!
									

									O, that I were a glove upon that hand,
									

									That I might touch that cheek!
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Ay me!
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									She speaks:
									

									O, speak again, bright an­gel! for thou art
									

									As glor­i­ous to this night, be­ing o’er my head,
									

									As is a winged mes­sen­ger of heav­en
									

									Un­to the white-up­turned won­der­ing eyes
									

									Of mor­tals that fall back to gaze on him
									

									When he be­strides the lazy-pa­cing clouds
									

									And sails upon the bos­om of the air.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O Romeo, Romeo! where­fore art thou Romeo?
									

									Deny thy fath­er and re­fuse thy name;
									

									Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,
									

									And I’ll no longer be a Cap­u­let.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Aside. Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									’Tis but thy name that is my en­emy;
									

									Thou art thy­self, though not a Montague.
									

									What’s Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot,
									

									Nor arm, nor face, nor any oth­er part
									

									Be­long­ing to a man. O, be some oth­er name!
									

									What’s in a name? that which we call a rose
									

									By any oth­er name would smell as sweet;
									

									So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d,
									

									Re­tain that dear per­fec­tion which he owes
									

									Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name,
									

									And for that name which is no part of thee
									

									Take all my­self.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I take thee at thy word:
									

									Call me but love, and I’ll be new bap­tized;
									

									Hence­forth I nev­er will be Romeo.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									What man art thou that thus bescreen’d in night
									

									So stumblest on my coun­sel?
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									By a name
									

									I know not how to tell thee who I am:
									

									My name, dear saint, is hate­ful to my­self,
									

									Be­cause it is an en­emy to thee;
									

									Had I it writ­ten, I would tear the word.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									My ears have not yet drunk a hun­dred words
									

									Of that tongue’s ut­ter­ance, yet I know the sound:
									

									Art thou not Romeo and a Montague?
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Neither, fair saint, if either thee dis­like.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									How camest thou hith­er, tell me, and where­fore?
									

									The orch­ard walls are high and hard to climb,
									

									And the place death, con­sid­er­ing who thou art,
									

									If any of my kins­men find thee here.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									With love’s light wings did I o’er-perch these walls;
									

									For stony lim­its can­not hold love out,
									

									And what love can do that dares love at­tempt;
									

									There­fore thy kins­men are no let to me.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								If they do see thee, they will murder thee.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Alack, there lies more per­il in thine eye
									

									Than twenty of their swords: look thou but sweet,
									

									And I am proof against their enmity.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								I would not for the world they saw thee here.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I have night’s cloak to hide me from their sight;
									

									And but thou love me, let them find me here:
									

									My life were bet­ter ended by their hate,
									

									Than death pro­rogued, want­ing of thy love.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								By whose dir­ec­tion found’st thou out this place?
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									By love, who first did prompt me to in­quire;
									

									He lent me coun­sel and I lent him eyes.
									

									I am no pi­lot; yet, wert thou as far
									

									As that vast shore wash’d with the farthest sea,
									

									I would ad­ven­ture for such mer­chand­ise.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Thou know’st the mask of night is on my face,
									

									Else would a maid­en blush be­paint my cheek
									

									For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night.
									

									Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny
									

									What I have spoke: but farewell com­pli­ment!
									

									Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say “Ay,”
									

									And I will take thy word: yet, if thou swear’st,
									

									Thou mayst prove false; at lov­ers’ per­jur­ies,
									

									They say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo,
									

									If thou dost love, pro­nounce it faith­fully:
									

									Or if thou think’st I am too quickly won,
									

									I’ll frown and be per­verse and say thee nay,
									

									So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world.
									

									In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond,
									

									And there­fore thou mayst think my ’ha­vi­or light;
									

									But trust me, gen­tle­man, I’ll prove more true
									

									Than those that have more cun­ning to be strange.
									

									I should have been more strange, I must con­fess,
									

									But that thou over­heard’st, ere I was ware,
									

									My true love’s pas­sion: there­fore par­don me,
									

									And not im­pute this yield­ing to light love,
									

									Which the dark night hath so dis­covered.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Lady, by yon­der blessed moon I swear
									

									That tips with sil­ver all these fruit-tree tops—
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O, swear not by the moon, the in­con­stant moon,
									

									That monthly changes in her circled orb,
									

									Lest that thy love prove like­wise vari­able.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								What shall I swear by?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Do not swear at all;
									

									Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gra­cious self,
									

									Which is the god of my id­ol­atry,
									

									And I’ll be­lieve thee.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								If my heart’s dear love—
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Well, do not swear: al­though I joy in thee,
									

									I have no joy of this con­tract to-night:
									

									It is too rash, too un­ad­vised, too sud­den;
									

									Too like the light­ning, which doth cease to be
									

									Ere one can say “It light­ens.” Sweet, good night!
									

									This bud of love, by sum­mer’s ripen­ing breath,
									

									May prove a beau­teous flower when next we meet.
									

									Good night, good night! as sweet re­pose and rest
									

									Come to thy heart as that with­in my breast!
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								O, wilt thou leave me so un­sat­is­fied?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								What sat­is­fac­tion canst thou have to-night?
						

						
								Romeo
								The ex­change of thy love’s faith­ful vow for mine.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									I gave thee mine be­fore thou didst re­quest it:
									

									And yet I would it were to give again.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Wouldst thou with­draw it? for what pur­pose, love?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									But to be frank, and give it thee again.
									

									And yet I wish but for the thing I have:
									

									My bounty is as bound­less as the sea,
									

									My love as deep; the more I give to thee,
									

									The more I have, for both are in­fin­ite. Nurse calls with­in.
									

									I hear some noise with­in; dear love, adieu!
									

									Anon, good nurse! Sweet Montague, be true.
									

									Stay but a little, I will come again. Exit, above.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									O blessed, blessed night! I am afeard,
									

									Be­ing in night, all this is but a dream,
									

									Too flat­ter­ing-sweet to be sub­stan­tial.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ju­liet, above.
							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Three words, dear Romeo, and good night in­deed.
									

									If that thy bent of love be hon­our­able,
									

									Thy pur­pose mar­riage, send me word to-mor­row,
									

									By one that I’ll pro­cure to come to thee,
									

									Where and what time thou wilt per­form the rite;
									

									And all my for­tunes at thy foot I’ll lay
									

									And fol­low thee my lord through­out the world.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								With­in. Madam!
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									I come, anon.—But if thou mean’st not well,
									

									I do be­seech thee—
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								With­in. Madam!
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									By and by, I come:—
									

									To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief:
									

									To-mor­row will I send.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								So thrive my soul—
						

						
								Ju­liet
								A thou­sand times good night! Exit, above.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									A thou­sand times the worse, to want thy light.
									

									Love goes to­ward love, as school­boys from their books,
									

									But love from love, to­ward school with heavy looks. Re­tir­ing.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ju­liet, above.
							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Hist! Romeo, hist! O, for a fal­con­er’s voice,
									

									To lure this tas­sel-gentle back again!
									

									Bond­age is hoarse, and may not speak aloud;
									

									Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies,
									

									And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine,
									

									With re­pe­ti­tion of my Romeo’s name.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									It is my soul that calls upon my name:
									

									How sil­ver-sweet sound lov­ers’ tongues by night,
									

									Like soft­est mu­sic to at­tend­ing ears!
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Romeo!
						

						
								Romeo
								My dear?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									At what o’clock to-mor­row
									

									Shall I send to thee?
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								At the hour of nine.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									I will not fail: ’tis twenty years till then.
									

									I have for­got why I did call thee back.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Let me stand here till thou re­mem­ber it.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									I shall for­get, to have thee still stand there,
									

									Re­mem­ber­ing how I love thy com­pany.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									And I’ll still stay, to have thee still for­get,
									

									For­get­ting any oth­er home but this.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									’Tis al­most morn­ing; I would have thee gone:
									

									And yet no fur­ther than a wan­ton’s bird;
									

									Who lets it hop a little from her hand,
									

									Like a poor pris­on­er in his twis­ted gyves,
									

									And with a silk thread plucks it back again,
									

									So lov­ing-jeal­ous of his liberty.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								I would I were thy bird.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Sweet, so would I:
									

									Yet I should kill thee with much cher­ish­ing.
									

									Good night, good night! part­ing is such sweet sor­row,
									

									That I shall say good night till it be mor­row. Exit above.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast!
									

									Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest!
									

									Hence will I to my ghostly fath­er’s cell,
									

									His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Fri­ar Laurence’s cell.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fri­ar Laurence, with a bas­ket.
							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									The grey-eyed morn smiles on the frown­ing night,
									

									Chequer­ing the east­ern clouds with streaks of light,
									

									And flecked dark­ness like a drunk­ard reels
									

									From forth day’s path and Ti­tan’s fiery wheels:
									

									Now, ere the sun ad­vance his burn­ing eye,
									

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

									I must up-fill this os­ier cage of ours
									

									With bale­ful weeds and pre­cious-juiced flowers.
									

									The earth that’s nature’s moth­er is her tomb;
									

									What is her bury­ing grave that is her womb,
									

									And from her womb chil­dren of divers kind
									

									We suck­ing on her nat­ur­al bos­om find,
									

									Many for many vir­tues ex­cel­lent,
									

									None but for some and yet all dif­fer­ent.
									

									O, mickle is the power­ful grace that lies
									

									In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qual­it­ies:
									

									For nought so vile that on the earth doth live
									

									But to the earth some spe­cial good doth give,
									

									Nor aught so good but strain’d from that fair use
									

									Re­volts from true birth, stum­bling on ab­use:
									

									Vir­tue it­self turns vice, be­ing mis­ap­plied;
									

									And vice some­times by ac­tion dig­ni­fied.
									

									With­in the in­fant rind of this small flower
									

									Pois­on hath res­id­ence and medi­cine power:
									

									For this, be­ing smelt, with that part cheers each part;
									

									Be­ing tasted, slays all senses with the heart.
									

									Two such op­posed kings en­camp them still
									

									In man as well as herbs, grace and rude will;
									

									And where the wors­er is pre­dom­in­ant,
									

									Full soon the canker death eats up that plant.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Romeo.
							
						

						
								Romeo
								Good mor­row, fath­er.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Be­ne­di­cite!
									

									What early tongue so sweet sa­luteth me?
									

									Young son, it ar­gues a dis­tem­per’d head
									

									So soon to bid good mor­row to thy bed:
									

									Care keeps his watch in every old man’s eye,
									

									And where care lodges, sleep will nev­er lie;
									

									But where un­bruised youth with un­stuff’d brain
									

									Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign:
									

									There­fore thy earli­ness doth me as­sure
									

									Thou art up-roused by some dis­tem­per­at­ure;
									

									Or if not so, then here I hit it right,
									

									Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								That last is true; the sweeter rest was mine.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								God par­don sin! wast thou with Ros­aline?
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									With Ros­aline, my ghostly fath­er? no;
									

									I have for­got that name, and that name’s woe.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								That’s my good son: but where hast thou been, then?
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I’ll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again.
									

									I have been feast­ing with mine en­emy,
									

									Where on a sud­den one hath wounded me,
									

									That’s by me wounded: both our rem­ed­ies
									

									With­in thy help and holy phys­ic lies:
									

									I bear no hatred, blessed man, for, lo,
									

									My in­ter­ces­sion like­wise steads my foe.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift;
									

									Rid­dling con­fes­sion finds but rid­dling shrift.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Then plainly know my heart’s dear love is set
									

									On the fair daugh­ter of rich Cap­u­let:
									

									As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine;
									

									And all com­bined, save what thou must com­bine
									

									By holy mar­riage: when and where and how
									

									We met, we woo’d and made ex­change of vow,
									

									I’ll tell thee as we pass; but this I pray,
									

									That thou con­sent to marry us to-day.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Holy Saint Fran­cis, what a change is here!
									

									Is Ros­aline, whom thou didst love so dear,
									

									So soon for­saken? young men’s love then lies
									

									Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.
									

									Jesu Maria, what a deal of brine
									

									Hath wash’d thy sal­low cheeks for Ros­aline!
									

									How much salt wa­ter thrown away in waste,
									

									To sea­son love, that of it doth not taste!
									

									The sun not yet thy sighs from heav­en clears,
									

									Thy old groans ring yet in my an­cient ears;
									

									Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit
									

									Of 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 changed? pro­nounce this sen­tence then,
									

									Wo­men may fall, when there’s no strength in men.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Thou chid’st me oft for lov­ing Ros­aline.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								For dot­ing, not for lov­ing, pu­pil mine.
						

						
								Romeo
								And bad’st me bury love.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Not in a grave,
									

									To lay one in, an­oth­er out to have.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I pray thee, chide not: she whom I love now
									

									Doth grace for grace and love for love al­low;
									

									The oth­er did not so.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									O, she knew well
									

									Thy love did read by rote and could not spell.
									

									But come, young waver­er, come, go with me,
									

									In one re­spect I’ll thy as­sist­ant be;
									

									For this al­li­ance may so happy prove,
									

									To turn your house­holds’ ran­cour to pure love.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								O, let us hence; I stand on sud­den haste.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Wisely and slow; they stumble that run fast. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Ben­volio and Mer­cu­tio.
							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									Where the dev­il should this Romeo be?
									

									Came he not home to-night?
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Not to his fath­er’s; I spoke with his man.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that Ros­aline,
									

									Tor­ments him so, that he will sure run mad.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Ty­balt, the kins­man of old Cap­u­let,
									

									Hath sent a let­ter to his fath­er’s house.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								A chal­lenge, on my life.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Romeo will an­swer it.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Any man that can write may an­swer a let­ter.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Nay, he will an­swer the let­ter’s mas­ter, how he dares, be­ing dared.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Alas poor Romeo! he is already dead: stabbed with a white wench’s black eye; shot thor­ough the ear with a love-song; the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind bow-boy’s butt-shaft: and is he a man to en­counter Ty­balt?
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Why, what is Ty­balt?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								More than prince of cats, I can tell you. O, he is the cour­ageous cap­tain of com­ple­ments. He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time, dis­tance, and pro­por­tion; rests me his min­im rest, one, two, and the third in your bos­om: the very butcher of a silk but­ton, a du­el­list, a du­el­list; a gen­tle­man of the very first house, of the first and second cause: ah, the im­mor­tal pas­sado! the punto re­verso! the hai!
						

						
								Ben­volio
								The what?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								The pox of such antic, lisp­ing, af­fect­ing fant­ast­icoes; these new tuners of ac­cents! “By Jesu, a very good blade! a very tall man! a very good whore!” Why, is not this a lam­ent­able thing, grand­sire, that we should be thus af­flic­ted with these strange flies, these fash­ion-mon­gers, these per­dona-mi’s, who stand so much on the new form, that they can­not sit at ease on the old bench? O, their bones, their bones!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Romeo.
							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Without his roe, like a dried her­ring: O flesh, flesh, how art thou fish­i­fied! Now is he for the num­bers that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his lady was but a kit­chen-wench; marry, she had a bet­ter love to be-rhyme her; Dido a dowdy; Cleo­patra a gipsy; Helen and Hero hild­ings and har­lots; Thisbe a grey eye or so, but not to the pur­pose. Signior Romeo, bon jour! there’s a French sa­luta­tion to your French slop. You gave us the coun­ter­feit fairly last night.
						

						
								Romeo
								Good mor­row to you both. What coun­ter­feit did I give you?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								The slip, sir, the slip; can you not con­ceive?
						

						
								Romeo
								Par­don, good Mer­cu­tio, my busi­ness was great; and in such a case as mine a man may strain cour­tesy.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								That’s as much as to say, such a case as yours con­strains a man to bow in the hams.
						

						
								Romeo
								Mean­ing, to court’sy.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Thou hast most kindly hit it.
						

						
								Romeo
								A most cour­teous ex­pos­i­tion.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Nay, I am the very pink of cour­tesy.
						

						
								Romeo
								Pink for flower.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Right.
						

						
								Romeo
								Why, then is my pump well flowered.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Well said: fol­low me this jest now till thou hast worn out thy pump, that when the single sole of it is worn, the jest may re­main after the wear­ing sole sin­gu­lar.
						

						
								Romeo
								O single-soled jest, solely sin­gu­lar for the single­ness.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Come between us, good Ben­volio; my wits faint.
						

						
								Romeo
								Switch and spurs, switch and spurs; or I’ll cry a match.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, I have done, for thou hast more of the wild-goose in one of thy wits than, I am sure, I have in my whole five: was I with you there for the goose?
						

						
								Romeo
								Thou wast nev­er with me for any­thing when thou wast not there for the goose.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								I will bite thee by the ear for that jest.
						

						
								Romeo
								Nay, good goose, bite not.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Thy wit is a very bit­ter sweet­ing; it is a most sharp sauce.
						

						
								Romeo
								And is it not well served in to a sweet goose?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								O here’s a wit of chever­il, that stretches from an inch nar­row to an ell broad!
						

						
								Romeo
								I stretch it out for that word “broad;” which ad­ded to the goose, proves thee far and wide a broad goose.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Why, is not this bet­ter now than groan­ing for love? now art thou so­ci­able, now art thou Romeo; now art thou what thou art, by art as well as by nature: for this driv­el­ling love is like a great nat­ur­al, that runs lolling up and down to hide his bauble in a hole.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Stop there, stop there.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Thou de­sirest me to stop in my tale against the hair.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								O, thou art de­ceived; I would have made it short: for I was come to the whole depth of my tale; and meant, in­deed, to oc­cupy the ar­gu­ment no longer.
						

						
								Romeo
								Here’s goodly gear!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Nurse and Peter.
							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								A sail, a sail!
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Two, two; a shirt and a smock.
						

						
								Nurse
								Peter!
						

						
								Peter
								Anon!
						

						
								Nurse
								My fan, Peter.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Good Peter, to hide her face; for her fan’s the fairer face.
						

						
								Nurse
								God ye good mor­row, gen­tle­men.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								God ye good den, fair gen­tle­wo­man.
						

						
								Nurse
								Is it good den?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								’Tis no less, I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dial is now upon the prick of noon.
						

						
								Nurse
								Out upon you! what a man are you!
						

						
								Romeo
								One, gen­tle­wo­man, that God hath made for him­self to mar.
						

						
								Nurse
								By my troth, it is well said; “for him­self to mar,” quoth a’? Gen­tle­men, can any of you tell me where I may find the young Romeo?
						

						
								Romeo
								I can tell you; but young Romeo will be older when you have found him than he was when you sought him: I am the young­est of that name, for fault of a worse.
						

						
								Nurse
								You say well.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Yea, is the worst well? very well took, i’ faith; wisely, wisely.
						

						
								Nurse
								If you be he, sir, I de­sire some con­fid­ence with you.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								She will in­dite him to some sup­per.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! So ho!
						

						
								Romeo
								What hast thou found?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								No hare, sir; un­less a hare, sir, in a Len­ten pie, that is some­thing stale and hoar ere it be spent. Sings.

								
									
										An old hare hoar,
										

										And an old hare hoar,
										

										Is very good meat in Lent:
										

										But a hare that is hoar
										

										Is too much for a score,
										

										When it hoars ere it be spent.
									

								

								Romeo, will you come to your fath­er’s? we’ll to din­ner, thith­er.

							
						

						
								Romeo
								I will fol­low you.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Farewell, an­cient lady; farewell, Singing. “lady, lady, lady.” Ex­eunt Mer­cu­tio and Ben­volio.
						

						
								Nurse
								Marry, farewell! I pray you, sir, what saucy mer­chant was this, that was so full of his ropery?
						

						
								Romeo
								A gen­tle­man, nurse, that loves to hear him­self talk, and will speak more in a minute than he will stand to in a month.
						

						
								Nurse
								An a’ speak any­thing against me, I’ll take him down, an a’ were lusti­er than he is, and twenty such Jacks; and if I can­not, I’ll find those that shall. Scurvy knave! I am none of his flirt-gills; I am none of his skains-mates. And thou must stand by too, and suf­fer every knave to use me at his pleas­ure?
						

						
								Peter
								I saw no man use you at his pleas­ure; if I had, my weapon should quickly have been out, I war­rant you: I dare draw as soon as an­oth­er man, if I see oc­ca­sion in a good quar­rel, and the law on my side.
						

						
								Nurse
								Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave! Pray you, sir, a word: and as I told you, my young lady bade me in­quire you out; what she bade me say, I will keep to my­self: but first let me tell ye, if ye should lead her in­to a fool’s para­dise, as they say, it were a very gross kind of be­ha­vi­or, as they say: for the gen­tle­wo­man is young; and, there­fore, if you should deal double with her, truly it were an ill thing to be offered to any gen­tle­wo­man, and very weak deal­ing.
						

						
								Romeo
								Nurse, com­mend me to thy lady and mis­tress. I protest un­to thee—
						

						
								Nurse
								Good heart, and, i’ faith, I will tell her as much: Lord, Lord, she will be a joy­ful wo­man.
						

						
								Romeo
								What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou dost not mark me.
						

						
								Nurse
								I will tell her, sir, that you do protest; which, as I take it, is a gen­tle­man­like of­fer.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Bid her de­vise
									

									Some means to come to shrift this af­ter­noon;
									

									And there she shall at Fri­ar Laurence’ cell
									

									Be shrived and mar­ried. Here is for thy pains.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								No, truly, sir; not a penny.
						

						
								Romeo
								Go to; I say you shall.
						

						
								Nurse
								This af­ter­noon, sir? well, she shall be there.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									And stay, good nurse, be­hind the ab­bey wall:
									

									With­in this hour my man shall be with thee
									

									And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair;
									

									Which to the high top-gal­lant of my joy
									

									Must be my con­voy in the secret night.
									

									Farewell; be trusty, and I’ll quit thy pains:
									

									Farewell; com­mend me to thy mis­tress.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								Now God in heav­en bless thee! Hark you, sir.
						

						
								Romeo
								What say’st thou, my dear nurse?
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Is your man secret? Did you ne’er hear say,
									

									Two may keep coun­sel, put­ting one away?
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								I war­rant thee, my man’s as true as steel.
						

						
								Nurse
								Well, sir; my mis­tress is the sweetest lady—Lord, Lord! when ’twas a little prat­ing thing:—O, there is a no­ble­man in town, one Par­is, that would fain lay knife aboard; but she, good soul, had as lief see a toad, a very toad, as see him. I an­ger her some­times and tell her that Par­is is the proper­er man; but, I’ll war­rant you, when I say so, she looks as pale as any clout in the versal world. Doth not rose­mary and Romeo be­gin both with a let­ter?
						

						
								Romeo
								Ay, nurse; what of that? both with an R.
						

						
								Nurse
								Ah, mock­er! that’s the dog’s name; R is for the—No; I know it be­gins with some oth­er let­ter:—and she hath the pret­ti­est sen­ten­tious of it, of you and rose­mary, that it would do you good to hear it.
						

						
								Romeo
								Com­mend me to thy lady.
						

						
								Nurse
								Ay, a thou­sand times. Exit Romeo. Peter!
						

						
								Peter
								Anon!
						

						
								Nurse
								Peter, take my fan, and go be­fore, and apace. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				Cap­u­let’s orch­ard.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Ju­liet.
							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse;
									

									In half an hour she prom­ised to re­turn.
									

									Per­chance she can­not meet him: that’s not so.
									

									O, she is lame! love’s her­alds should be thoughts,
									

									Which ten times faster glide than the sun’s beams,
									

									Driv­ing back shad­ows over lour­ing hills:
									

									There­fore do nimble-pin­ion’d doves draw love,
									

									And there­fore hath the wind-swift Cu­pid wings.
									

									Now is the sun upon the high­most hill
									

									Of this day’s jour­ney, and from nine till twelve
									

									Is three long hours, yet she is not come.
									

									Had she af­fec­tions and warm youth­ful blood,
									

									She would be as swift in mo­tion as a ball;
									

									My words would bandy her to my sweet love,
									

									And his to me:
									

									But old folks, many feign as they were dead;
									

									Un­wieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.
									

									O God, she comes!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Nurse and Peter.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									O honey nurse, what news?
									

									Hast thou met with him? Send thy man away.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								Peter, stay at the gate. Exit Peter.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Now, good sweet nurse—O Lord, why look’st thou sad?
									

									Though news be sad, yet tell them mer­rily;
									

									If good, thou shamest the mu­sic of sweet news
									

									By play­ing it to me with so sour a face.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									I am a-weary, give me leave awhile:
									

									Fie, how my bones ache! what a jaunt have I had!
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									I would thou hadst my bones, and I thy news.
									

									Nay, come, I pray thee, speak; good, good nurse, speak.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Jesu, what haste? can you not stay awhile?
									

									Do you not see that I am out of breath?
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									How art thou out of breath, when thou hast breath
									

									To say to me that thou art out of breath?
									

									The ex­cuse that thou dost make in this delay
									

									Is longer than the tale thou dost ex­cuse.
									

									Is thy news good, or bad? an­swer to that;
									

									Say either, and I’ll stay the cir­cum­stance:
									

									Let me be sat­is­fied, is’t good or bad?
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								Well, you have made a simple choice; you know not how to choose a man: Romeo! no, not he; though his face be bet­ter than any man’s, yet his leg ex­cels all men’s; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, though they be not to be talked on, yet they are past com­pare: he is not the flower of cour­tesy, but, I’ll war­rant him, as gentle as a lamb. Go thy ways, wench; serve God. What, have you dined at home?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									No, no: but all this did I know be­fore.
									

									What says he of our mar­riage? what of that?
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Lord, how my head aches! what a head have I!
									

									It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.
									

									My back o’ t’oth­er side—O, my back, my back!
									

									Be­shrew your heart for send­ing me about,
									

									To catch my death with jaunt­ing up and down!
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									I’ faith, I am sorry that thou art not well.
									

									Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love?
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								Your love says, like an hon­est gen­tle­man, and a cour­teous, and a kind, and a hand­some, and, I war­rant, a vir­tu­ous—Where is your moth­er?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Where is my moth­er! why, she is with­in;
									

									Where should she be? How oddly thou repli­est!
									

									“Your love says, like an hon­est gen­tle­man,
									

									Where is your moth­er?”
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									O God’s lady dear!
									

									Are you so hot? marry, come up, I trow;
									

									Is this the poult­ice for my aching bones?
									

									Hence­for­ward do your mes­sages your­self.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Here’s such a coil! come, what says Romeo?
						

						
								Nurse
								Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								I have.
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Then hie you hence to Fri­ar Laurence’ cell;
									

									There stays a hus­band to make you a wife:
									

									Now comes the wan­ton blood up in your cheeks,
									

									They’ll be in scar­let straight at any news.
									

									Hie you to church; I must an­oth­er way,
									

									To fetch a lad­der, by the which your love
									

									Must climb a bird’s nest soon when it is dark:
									

									I am the drudge and toil in your de­light,
									

									But you shall bear the bur­den soon at night.
									

									Go; I’ll to din­ner; hie you to the cell.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Hie to high for­tune! Hon­est nurse, farewell. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					VI
				

				Fri­ar Laurence’s cell.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fri­ar Laurence and Romeo.
							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									So smile the heav­ens upon this holy act,
									

									That after hours with sor­row chide us not!
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Amen, amen! but come what sor­row can,
									

									It can­not coun­ter­vail the ex­change of joy
									

									That one short minute gives me in her sight:
									

									Do thou but close our hands with holy words,
									

									Then love-de­vour­ing death do what he dare;
									

									It is enough I may but call her mine.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									These vi­ol­ent de­lights have vi­ol­ent ends
									

									And in their tri­umph die, like fire and powder,
									

									Which as they kiss con­sume: the sweetest honey
									

									Is loath­some in his own de­li­cious­ness
									

									And in the taste con­founds the ap­pet­ite:
									

									There­fore love mod­er­ately; long love doth so;
									

									Too swift ar­rives as tardy as too slow.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ju­liet.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Here comes the lady: O, so light a foot
									

									Will ne’er wear out the ever­last­ing flint:
									

									A lov­er may be­stride the gos­samer
									

									That idles in the wan­ton sum­mer air,
									

									And yet not fall; so light is van­ity.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Good even to my ghostly con­fess­or.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Romeo shall thank thee, daugh­ter, for us both.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								As much to him, else is his thanks too much.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Ah, Ju­liet, if the meas­ure of thy joy
									

									Be heap’d like mine and that thy skill be more
									

									To blaz­on it, then sweeten with thy breath
									

									This neigh­bour air, and let rich mu­sic’s tongue
									

									Un­fold the ima­gined hap­pi­ness that both
									

									Re­ceive in either by this dear en­counter.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Con­ceit, more rich in mat­ter than in words,
									

									Brags of his sub­stance, not of or­na­ment:
									

									They are but beg­gars that can count their worth;
									

									But my true love is grown to such ex­cess
									

									I can­not sum up sum of half my wealth.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Come, come with me, and we will make short work;
									

									For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone
									

									Till holy church in­cor­por­ate two in one. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A pub­lic place.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mer­cu­tio, Ben­volio, Page, and Ser­vants.
							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									I pray thee, good Mer­cu­tio, let’s re­tire:
									

									The day is hot, the Cap­u­lets abroad,
									

									And, if we meet, we shall not scape a brawl;
									

									For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stir­ring.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Thou art like one of those fel­lows that when he enters the con­fines of a tav­ern claps me his sword upon the table and says “God send me no need of thee!” and by the op­er­a­tion of the second cup draws it on the draw­er, when in­deed there is no need.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Am I like such a fel­low?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood as any in Italy, and as soon moved to be moody, and as soon moody to be moved.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								And what to?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Nay, an there were two such, we should have none shortly, for one would kill the oth­er. Thou! why, thou wilt quar­rel with a man that hath a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than thou hast: thou wilt quar­rel with a man for crack­ing nuts, hav­ing no oth­er reas­on but be­cause thou hast hazel eyes: what eye but such an eye would spy out such a quar­rel? Thy head is as full of quar­rels as an egg is full of meat, and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egg for quar­rel­ling: thou hast quar­relled with a man for cough­ing in the street, be­cause he hath wakened thy dog that hath lain asleep in the sun: didst thou not fall out with a tail­or for wear­ing his new doublet be­fore East­er? with an­oth­er, for ty­ing his new shoes with old rib­and? and yet thou wilt tu­tor me from quar­rel­ling!
						

						
								Ben­volio
								An I were so apt to quar­rel as thou art, any man should buy the fee-simple of my life for an hour and a quarter.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								The fee-simple! O simple!
						

						
								Ben­volio
								By my head, here come the Cap­u­lets.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								By my heel, I care not.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ty­balt and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								Fol­low me close, for I will speak to them. Gen­tle­men, good den: a word with one of you.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								And but one word with one of us? couple it with some­thing; make it a word and a blow.
						

						
								Ty­balt
								You shall find me apt enough to that, sir, an you will give me oc­ca­sion.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Could you not take some oc­ca­sion without giv­ing?
						

						
								Ty­balt
								Mer­cu­tio, thou con­sort’st with Romeo—
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Con­sort! what, dost thou make us min­strels? an thou make min­strels of us, look to hear noth­ing but dis­cords: here’s my fid­dle­stick; here’s that shall make you dance. ’Zounds, con­sort!
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									We talk here in the pub­lic haunt of men:
									

									Either with­draw un­to some private place,
									

									And reas­on coldly of your griev­ances,
									

									Or else de­part; here all eyes gaze on us.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									Men’s eyes were made to look, and let them gaze;
									

									I will not budge for no man’s pleas­ure, I.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Romeo.
							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								Well, peace be with you, sir: here comes my man.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									But I’ll be hang’d, sir, if he wear your liv­ery:
									

									Marry, go be­fore to field, he’ll be your fol­low­er;
									

									Your wor­ship in that sense may call him “man.”
								

							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								
								
									Romeo, the hate I bear thee can af­ford
									

									No bet­ter term than this—thou art a vil­lain.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Ty­balt, the reas­on that I have to love thee
									

									Doth much ex­cuse the ap­per­tain­ing rage
									

									To such a greet­ing: vil­lain am I none;
									

									There­fore farewell; I see thou know’st me not.
								

							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								
								
									Boy, this shall not ex­cuse the in­jur­ies
									

									That thou hast done me; there­fore turn and draw.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I do protest, I nev­er in­jured thee,
									

									But love thee bet­ter than thou canst de­vise,
									

									Till thou shalt know the reas­on of my love:
									

									And so, good Cap­u­let—which name I tender
									

									As dearly as my own—be sat­is­fied.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									O calm, dis­hon­our­able, vile sub­mis­sion!
									

									Alla stoc­cata car­ries it away. Draws.
									

									Ty­balt, you rat-catch­er, will you walk?
								

							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								What wouldst thou have with me?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Good king of cats, noth­ing but one of your nine lives; that I mean to make bold with­al, and, as you shall use me here­after, dry-beat the rest of the eight. Will you pluck your sword out of his pilcher by the ears? make haste, lest mine be about your ears ere it be out.
						

						
								Ty­balt
								I am for you. Draw­ing.
						

						
								Romeo
								Gentle Mer­cu­tio, put thy rapi­er up.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								Come, sir, your pas­sado. They fight.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Draw, Ben­volio; beat down their weapons.
									

									Gen­tle­men, for shame, for­bear this out­rage!
									

									Ty­balt, Mer­cu­tio, the prince ex­pressly hath
									

									For­bid­den ban­dy­ing in Ver­ona streets:
									

									Hold, Ty­balt! good Mer­cu­tio! Ty­balt un­der Romeo’s arm stabs Mer­cu­tio, and flies with his fol­low­ers.
								

							
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									I am hurt.
									

									A plague o’ both your houses! I am sped.
									

									Is he gone, and hath noth­ing?
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								What, art thou hurt?
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry, ’tis enough.
									

									Where is my page? Go, vil­lain, fetch a sur­geon. Exit Page.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Cour­age, man; the hurt can­not be much.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								No, ’tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a church-door; but ’tis enough, ’twill serve: ask for me to-mor­row, and you shall find me a grave man. I am peppered, I war­rant, for this world. A plague o’ both your houses! ’Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death! a brag­gart, a rogue, a vil­lain, that fights by the book of arith­met­ic! Why the dev­il came you between us? I was hurt un­der your arm.
						

						
								Romeo
								I thought all for the best.
						

						
								Mer­cu­tio
								
								
									Help me in­to some house, Ben­volio,
									

									Or I shall faint. A plague o’ both your houses!
									

									They have made worms’ meat of me: I have it,
									

									And soundly too: your houses! Ex­eunt Mer­cu­tio and Ben­volio.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									This gen­tle­man, the prince’s near ally,
									

									My very friend, hath got his mor­tal hurt
									

									In my be­half; my repu­ta­tion stain’d
									

									With Ty­balt’s slander—Ty­balt, that an hour
									

									Hath been my kins­man! O sweet Ju­liet,
									

									Thy beauty hath made me ef­fem­in­ate
									

									And in my tem­per soften’d valour’s steel!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ben­volio.
							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mer­cu­tio’s dead!
									

									That gal­lant spir­it hath as­pired the clouds,
									

									Which too un­timely here did scorn the earth.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									This day’s black fate on more days doth de­pend;
									

									This but be­gins the woe oth­ers must end.
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Here comes the furi­ous Ty­balt back again.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Alive, in tri­umph! and Mer­cu­tio slain!
									

									Away to heav­en, re­spect­ive len­ity,
									

									And fire-eyed fury be my con­duct now!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ty­balt.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Now, Ty­balt, take the vil­lain back again,
									

									That late thou gavest me; for Mer­cu­tio’s soul
									

									Is but a little way above our heads,
									

									Stay­ing for thine to keep him com­pany:
									

									Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him.
								

							
						

						
								Ty­balt
								
								
									Thou, wretched boy, that didst con­sort him here,
									

									Shalt with him hence.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								This shall de­term­ine that. They fight; Ty­balt falls.
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Romeo, away, be gone!
									

									The cit­izens are up, and Ty­balt slain.
									

									Stand not amazed: the prince will doom thee death,
									

									If thou art taken: hence, be gone, away!
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								O, I am for­tune’s fool!
						

						
								Ben­volio
								Why dost thou stay? Exit Romeo.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Cit­izens, etc.
							
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								
								
									Which way ran he that kill’d Mer­cu­tio?
									

									Ty­balt, that mur­der­er, which way ran he?
								

							
						

						
								Ben­volio
								There lies that Ty­balt.
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								
								
									Up, sir, go with me;
									

									I charge thee in the princes name, obey.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Prince, at­ten­ded; Montague, Cap­u­let, their Wives, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Prince
								Where are the vile be­gin­ners of this fray?
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									O noble prince, I can dis­cov­er all
									

									The un­lucky man­age of this fatal brawl:
									

									There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,
									

									That slew thy kins­man, brave Mer­cu­tio.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Ty­balt, my cous­in! O my broth­er’s child!
									

									O prince! O cous­in! hus­band! O, the blood is spilt
									

									Of my dear kins­man! Prince, as thou art true,
									

									For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague.
									

									O cous­in, cous­in!
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								Ben­volio, who began this bloody fray?
						

						
								Ben­volio
								
								
									Ty­balt, here slain, whom Romeo’s hand did slay;
									

									Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him be­think
									

									How nice the quar­rel was, and urged with­al
									

									Your high dis­pleas­ure: all this uttered
									

									With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow’d,
									

									Could not take truce with the un­ruly spleen
									

									Of Ty­balt deaf to peace, but that he tilts
									

									With 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
									

									Cold death aside, and with the oth­er sends
									

									It back to Ty­balt, whose dex­ter­ity
									

									Re­torts it: Romeo he cries aloud,
									

									“Hold, friends! friends, part!” and, swifter than his tongue,
									

									His agile arm beats down their fatal points,
									

									And ’twixt them rushes; un­der­neath whose arm
									

									An en­vi­ous thrust from Ty­balt hit the life
									

									Of stout Mer­cu­tio, and then Ty­balt fled;
									

									But by and by comes back to Romeo,
									

									Who had but newly en­ter­tain’d re­venge,
									

									And to’t they go like light­ning, for, ere I
									

									Could draw to part them, was stout Ty­balt slain,
									

									And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly.
									

									This is the truth, or let Ben­volio die.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									He is a kins­man to the Montague;
									

									Af­fec­tion makes him false; he speaks not true:
									

									Some twenty of them fought in this black strife,
									

									And all those twenty could but kill one life.
									

									I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give;
									

									Romeo slew Ty­balt, Romeo must not live.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									Romeo slew him, he slew Mer­cu­tio;
									

									Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe?
								

							
						

						
								Montague
								
								
									Not Romeo, prince, he was Mer­cu­tio’s friend;
									

									His fault con­cludes but what the law should end,
									

									The life of Ty­balt.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									And for that of­fence
									

									Im­me­di­ately we do ex­ile him hence:
									

									I have an in­terest in your hate’s pro­ceed­ing,
									

									My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-bleed­ing;
									

									But I’ll amerce you with so strong a fine
									

									That you shall all re­pent the loss of mine:
									

									I will be deaf to plead­ing and ex­cuses;
									

									Nor tears nor pray­ers shall pur­chase out ab­uses:
									

									There­fore use none: let Romeo hence in haste,
									

									Else, when he’s found, that hour is his last.
									

									Bear hence this body and at­tend our will:
									

									Mercy but murders, par­don­ing those that kill. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Cap­u­let’s orch­ard.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Ju­liet.
							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Gal­lop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,
									

									To­wards Phoe­bus’ lodging: such a wag­gon­er
									

									As Phaethon would whip you to the west,
									

									And bring in cloudy night im­me­di­ately.
									

									Spread thy close cur­tain, love-per­form­ing night,
									

									That run­aways’ eyes may wink, and Romeo
									

									Leap to these arms, un­talk’d of and un­seen.
									

									Lov­ers can see to do their amor­ous rites
									

									By their own beau­ties; or, if love be blind,
									

									It best agrees with night. Come, civil night,
									

									Thou sober-suited mat­ron, all in black,
									

									And learn me how to lose a win­ning match,
									

									Play’d for a pair of stain­less maid­en­hoods:
									

									Hood my un­mann’d blood, bat­ing in my cheeks,
									

									With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown bold,
									

									Think true love ac­ted simple mod­esty.
									

									Come, night; come, Romeo; come, thou day in night;
									

									For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night
									

									Whiter than new snow on a raven’s back.
									

									Come, gentle night, come, lov­ing, black-brow’d night,
									

									Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall die,
									

									Take him and cut him out in little stars,
									

									And he will make the face of heav­en so fine
									

									That all the world will be in love with night
									

									And pay no wor­ship to the gar­ish sun.
									

									O, I have bought the man­sion of a love,
									

									But not pos­sess’d it, and, though I am sold,
									

									Not yet en­joy’d: so te­di­ous is this day
									

									As is the night be­fore some fest­iv­al
									

									To an im­pa­tient child that hath new robes
									

									And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse,
									

									And she brings news; and every tongue that speaks
									

									But Romeo’s name speaks heav­enly elo­quence.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Nurse, with cords.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there? the cords
									

									That Romeo bid thee fetch?
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								Ay, ay, the cords. Throws them down.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Ay me! what news? why dost thou wring thy hands?
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Ah, well-a-day! he’s dead, he’s dead, he’s dead!
									

									We are un­done, lady, we are un­done!
									

									Alack the day! he’s gone, he’s kill’d, he’s dead!
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Can heav­en be so en­vi­ous?
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Romeo can,
									

									Though heav­en can­not: O Romeo, Romeo!
									

									Who ever would have thought it? Romeo!
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									What dev­il art thou, that dost tor­ment me thus?
									

									This tor­ture should be roar’d in dis­mal hell.
									

									Hath Romeo slain him­self? say thou but “I,”
									

									And that bare vow­el “I” shall pois­on more
									

									Than the death-dart­ing eye of cocka­trice:
									

									I am not I, if there be such an I;
									

									Or those eyes shut, that make thee an­swer “I.”
									

									If he be slain, say “I”; or if not, no:
									

									Brief sounds de­term­ine of my weal or woe.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes—
									

									God save the mark!—here on his manly breast:
									

									A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse;
									

									Pale, pale as ashes, all be­daub’d in blood,
									

									All in gore-blood; I swounded at the sight.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O, break, my heart! poor bank­rupt, break at once!
									

									To pris­on, eyes, ne’er look on liberty!
									

									Vile earth, to earth resign; end mo­tion here;
									

									And thou and Romeo press one heavy bier!
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									O Ty­balt, Ty­balt, the best friend I had!
									

									O cour­teous Ty­balt! hon­est gen­tle­man!
									

									That ever I should live to see thee dead!
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									What storm is this that blows so con­trary?
									

									Is Romeo slaughter’d, and is Ty­balt dead?
									

									My dear-loved cous­in, and my dear­er lord?
									

									Then, dread­ful trum­pet, sound the gen­er­al doom!
									

									For who is liv­ing, if those two are gone?
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Ty­balt is gone, and Romeo ban­ished;
									

									Romeo that kill’d him, he is ban­ished.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								O God! did Romeo’s hand shed Ty­balt’s blood?
						

						
								Nurse
								It did, it did; alas the day, it did!
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O ser­pent heart, hid with a flower­ing face!
									

									Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave?
									

									Beau­ti­ful tyr­ant! fiend an­gel­ic­al!
									

									Dove-feath­er’d raven! wolvish-raven­ing lamb!
									

									Des­pised sub­stance of di­vinest show!
									

									Just op­pos­ite to what thou justly seem’st,
									

									A damned saint, an hon­our­able vil­lain!
									

									O nature, what hadst thou to do in hell,
									

									When thou didst bower the spir­it of a fiend
									

									In mor­al para­dise of such sweet flesh?
									

									Was ever book con­tain­ing such vile mat­ter
									

									So fairly bound? O, that de­ceit should dwell
									

									In such a gor­geous palace!
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									There’s no trust,
									

									No faith, no hon­esty in men; all per­jured,
									

									All forsworn, all naught, all dis­sem­blers.
									

									Ah, where’s my man? give me some aqua vitae:
									

									These griefs, these woes, these sor­rows make me old.
									

									Shame come to Romeo!
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Blister’d be thy tongue
									

									For such a wish! he was not born to shame:
									

									Upon his brow shame is ashamed to sit;
									

									For ’tis a throne where hon­our may be crown’d
									

									Sole mon­arch of the uni­ver­sal earth.
									

									O, what a beast was I to chide at him!
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								Will you speak well of him that kill’d your cous­in?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Shall I speak ill of him that is my hus­band?
									

									Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name,
									

									When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it?
									

									But, where­fore, vil­lain, didst thou kill my cous­in?
									

									That vil­lain cous­in would have kill’d my hus­band:
									

									Back, fool­ish tears, back to your nat­ive spring;
									

									Your trib­u­tary drops be­long to woe,
									

									Which you, mis­tak­ing, of­fer up to joy.
									

									My hus­band lives, that Ty­balt would have slain;
									

									And Ty­balt’s dead, that would have slain my hus­band:
									

									All this is com­fort; where­fore weep I then?
									

									Some word there was, wors­er than Ty­balt’s death,
									

									That murder’d me: I would for­get it fain;
									

									But, O, it presses to my memory,
									

									Like damned guilty deeds to sin­ners’ minds:
									

									“Ty­balt is dead, and Romeo—ban­ished;”
									

									That “ban­ished,” that one word “ban­ished,”
									

									Hath slain ten thou­sand Ty­balts. Ty­balt’s death
									

									Was woe enough, if it had ended there:
									

									Or, if sour woe de­lights in fel­low­ship
									

									And needly will be rank’d with oth­er griefs,
									

									Why fol­low’d not, when she said “Ty­balt’s dead,”
									

									“Thy fath­er,” or “thy moth­er,” nay, or both,
									

									Which mod­ern lam­ent­a­tions might have moved?
									

									But with a rear­ward fol­low­ing Ty­balt’s death,
									

									“Romeo is ban­ished,” to speak that word,
									

									Is fath­er, moth­er, Ty­balt, Romeo, Ju­liet,
									

									All slain, all dead. “Romeo is ban­ished!”
									

									There is no end, no lim­it, meas­ure, bound,
									

									In that word’s death; no words can that woe sound.
									

									Where is my fath­er, and my moth­er, nurse?
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Weep­ing and wail­ing over Ty­balt’s corse:
									

									Will you go to them? I will bring you thith­er.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Wash they his wounds with tears: mine shall be spent,
									

									When theirs are dry, for Romeo’s ban­ish­ment.
									

									Take up those cords: poor ropes, you are be­guiled,
									

									Both you and I; for Romeo is ex­iled:
									

									He made you for a high­way to my bed;
									

									But I, a maid, die maid­en-wid­owed.
									

									Come, cords, come, nurse; I’ll to my wed­ding-bed;
									

									And death, not Romeo, take my maid­en­head!
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Hie to your cham­ber: I’ll find Romeo
									

									To com­fort you: I wot well where he is.
									

									Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night:
									

									I’ll to him; he is hid at Laurence’ cell.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O, find him! give this ring to my true knight,
									

									And bid him come to take his last farewell. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Fri­ar Laurence’s cell.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fri­ar Laurence.
							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Romeo, come forth; come forth, thou fear­ful man:
									

									Af­flic­tion is en­am­our’d of thy parts,
									

									And thou art wed­ded to calam­ity.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Romeo.
							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Fath­er, what news? what is the prince’s doom?
									

									What sor­row craves ac­quaint­ance at my hand,
									

									That I yet know not?
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Too fa­mil­i­ar
									

									Is my dear son with such sour com­pany:
									

									I bring thee tid­ings of the prince’s doom.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								What less than dooms-day is the prince’s doom?
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									A gentler judg­ment van­ish’d from his lips,
									

									Not body’s death, but body’s ban­ish­ment.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Ha, ban­ish­ment! be mer­ci­ful, say “death;”
									

									For ex­ile hath more ter­ror in his look,
									

									Much more than death: do not say “ban­ish­ment.”
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Hence from Ver­ona art thou ban­ished:
									

									Be pa­tient, for the world is broad and wide.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									There is no world without Ver­ona walls,
									

									But pur­gat­ory, tor­ture, hell it­self.
									

									Hence-ban­ished is ban­ish’d from the world,
									

									And world’s ex­ile is death: then ban­ished,
									

									Is death mis-term’d: call­ing death ban­ish­ment,
									

									Thou cutt’st my head off with a golden axe,
									

									And smilest upon the stroke that murders me.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									O deadly sin! O rude un­thank­ful­ness!
									

									Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind prince,
									

									Tak­ing thy part, hath rush’d aside the law,
									

									And turn’d that black word death to ban­ish­ment:
									

									This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									’Tis tor­ture, and not mercy: heav­en is here,
									

									Where Ju­liet lives; and every cat and dog
									

									And little mouse, every un­worthy thing,
									

									Live here in heav­en and may look on her;
									

									But Romeo may not: more valid­ity,
									

									More hon­our­able state, more court­ship lives
									

									In car­ri­on-flies than Romeo: they may seize
									

									On the white won­der of dear Ju­liet’s hand
									

									And steal im­mor­tal bless­ing from her lips,
									

									Who even in pure and vestal mod­esty,
									

									Still blush, as think­ing their own kisses sin;
									

									But Romeo may not; he is ban­ished:
									

									Flies may do this, but I from this must fly:
									

									They are free men, but I am ban­ished.
									

									And say’st thou yet that ex­ile is not death?
									

									Hadst thou no pois­on mix’d, no sharp-ground knife,
									

									No sud­den mean of death, though ne’er so mean,
									

									But “ban­ished” to kill me?—“ban­ished”?
									

									O fri­ar, the damned use that word in hell;
									

									Howl­ings at­tend it: how hast thou the heart,
									

									Be­ing a di­vine, a ghostly con­fess­or,
									

									A sin-ab­solv­er, and my friend pro­fess’d,
									

									To mangle me with that word “ban­ished”?
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a word.
						

						
								Romeo
								O, thou wilt speak again of ban­ish­ment.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									I’ll give thee ar­mour to keep off that word;
									

									Ad­versity’s sweet milk, philo­sophy,
									

									To com­fort thee, though thou art ban­ished.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Yet “ban­ished”? Hang up philo­sophy!
									

									Un­less philo­sophy can make a Ju­liet,
									

									Dis­plant a town, re­verse a prince’s doom,
									

									It helps not, it pre­vails not: talk no more.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								O, then I see that mad­men have no ears.
						

						
								Romeo
								How should they, when that wise men have no eyes?
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Let me dis­pute with thee of thy es­tate.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Thou canst not speak of that thou dost not feel:
									

									Wert thou as young as I, Ju­liet thy love,
									

									An hour but mar­ried, Ty­balt murdered,
									

									Dot­ing like me and like me ban­ished,
									

									Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou tear thy hair,
									

									And fall upon the ground, as I do now,
									

									Tak­ing the meas­ure of an un­made grave. Knock­ing with­in.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Arise; one knocks; good Romeo, hide thy­self.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Not I; un­less the breath of heart-sick groans,
									

									Mist-like, in­fold me from the search of eyes. Knock­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Hark, how they knock! Who’s there? Romeo, arise;
									

									Thou wilt be taken. Stay awhile! Stand up; Knock­ing.
									

									Run to my study. By and by! God’s will,
									

									What sim­ple­ness is this! I come, I come! Knock­ing.
									

									Who knocks so hard? whence come you? what’s your will?
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									With­in. Let me come in, and you shall know my er­rand;
									

									I come from Lady Ju­liet.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Wel­come, then.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Nurse.
							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									O holy fri­ar, O, tell me, holy fri­ar,
									

									Where is my lady’s lord, where’s Romeo?
								

							
						

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

						
								Nurse
								
								
									O, he is even in my mis­tress’ case,
									

									Just in her case! O woe­ful sym­pathy!
									

									Piteous pre­dic­a­ment! Even so lies she,
									

									Blub­ber­ing and weep­ing, weep­ing and blub­ber­ing.
									

									Stand up, stand up; stand, an you be a man:
									

									For Ju­liet’s sake, for her sake, rise and stand;
									

									Why should you fall in­to so deep an O?
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Nurse!
						

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

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Spakest thou of Ju­liet? how is it with her?
									

									Doth she not think me an old mur­der­er,
									

									Now I have stain’d the child­hood of our joy
									

									With blood re­moved but little from her own?
									

									Where is she? and how doth she? and what says
									

									My con­ceal’d lady to our can­cell’d love?
								

							
						

						
								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 Romeo cries,
									

									And then down falls again.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									As if that name,
									

									Shot from the deadly level of a gun,
									

									Did murder her; as that name’s cursed hand
									

									Murder’d her kins­man. O, tell me, fri­ar, tell me,
									

									In what vile part of this ana­tomy
									

									Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may sack
									

									The hate­ful man­sion. Draw­ing his sword.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Hold thy des­per­ate hand:
									

									Art thou a man? thy form cries out thou art:
									

									Thy tears are wo­man­ish; thy wild acts de­note
									

									The un­reas­on­able fury of a beast:
									

									Un­seemly wo­man in a seem­ing man!
									

									Or ill-be­seem­ing beast in seem­ing both!
									

									Thou hast amazed me: by my holy or­der,
									

									I thought thy dis­pos­i­tion bet­ter tem­per’d.
									

									Hast thou slain Ty­balt? wilt thou slay thy­self?
									

									And slay thy lady too that lives in thee,
									

									By do­ing damned hate upon thy­self?
									

									Why rail’st 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 wouldst lose.
									

									Fie, fie, thou shamest thy shape, thy love, thy wit;
									

									Which, like a usurer, abound’st in all,
									

									And usest none in that true use in­deed
									

									Which should be­deck thy shape, thy love, thy wit:
									

									Thy noble shape is but a form of wax,
									

									Di­gress­ing from the valour of a man;
									

									Thy dear love sworn but hol­low per­jury,
									

									Killing that love which thou hast vow’d to cher­ish;
									

									Thy wit, that or­na­ment to shape and love,
									

									Mis-shapen in the con­duct of them both,
									

									Like powder in a skil­less sol­dier’s flask,
									

									Is set a-fire by thine own ig­nor­ance,
									

									And thou dis­mem­ber’d with thine own de­fence.
									

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

									For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead;
									

									There art thou happy: Ty­balt would kill thee,
									

									But thou slew’st Ty­balt; there are thou happy too:
									

									The law that threaten’d death be­comes thy friend
									

									And turns it to ex­ile; there art thou happy:
									

									A pack of bless­ings lights up upon thy back;
									

									Hap­pi­ness courts thee in her best ar­ray;
									

									But, like a mis­be­haved and sul­len wench,
									

									Thou pout’st upon thy for­tune and thy love:
									

									Take heed, take heed, for such die miser­able.
									

									Go, get thee to thy love, as was de­creed,
									

									As­cend her cham­ber, hence and com­fort her:
									

									But look 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 time
									

									To blaze your mar­riage, re­con­cile your friends,
									

									Beg par­don of the prince, and call thee back
									

									With twenty hun­dred thou­sand times more joy
									

									Than thou went’st forth in lam­ent­a­tion.
									

									Go be­fore, nurse: com­mend me to thy lady;
									

									And bid her hasten all the house to bed,
									

									Which heavy sor­row makes them apt un­to:
									

									Romeo is com­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									O Lord, I could have stay’d here all the night
									

									To hear good coun­sel: O, what learn­ing is!
									

									My lord, I’ll tell my lady you will come.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Do so, and bid my sweet pre­pare to chide.
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir:
									

									Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								How well my com­fort is re­vived by this!
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Go hence; good night; and here stands all your state:
									

									Either be gone be­fore the watch be set,
									

									Or by the break of day dis­guised from hence:
									

									So­journ in Man­tua; I’ll find out your man,
									

									And he shall sig­ni­fy from time to time
									

									Every good hap to you that chances here:
									

									Give me thy hand; ’tis late: farewell; good night.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									But that a joy past joy calls out on me,
									

									It were a grief, so brief to part with thee:
									

									Farewell. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A room in Cap­u­let’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Cap­u­let, Lady Cap­u­let, and Par­is.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Things have fall’n out, sir, so un­luck­ily,
									

									That we have had no time to move our daugh­ter:
									

									Look you, she loved her kins­man Ty­balt dearly,
									

									And so did I:—Well, we were born to die.
									

									’Tis very late, she’ll not come down to-night:
									

									I prom­ise you, but for your com­pany,
									

									I would have been a-bed an hour ago.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									These times of woe af­ford no time to woo.
									

									Madam, good night: com­mend me to your daugh­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									I will, and know her mind early to-mor­row;
									

									To-night she is mew’d up to her heav­i­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Sir Par­is, I will make a des­per­ate tender
									

									Of my child’s love: I think she will be ruled
									

									In all re­spects by me; nay, more, I doubt it not.
									

									Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed;
									

									Ac­quaint her here of my son Par­is’ love;
									

									And bid her, mark you me, on Wed­nes­day next—
									

									But, soft! what day is this?
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								Monday, my lord,
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Monday! ha, ha! Well, Wed­nes­day is too soon,
									

									O’ Thursday let it be: o’ Thursday, tell her,
									

									She shall be mar­ried to this noble earl.
									

									Will you be ready? do you like this haste?
									

									We’ll keep no great ado—a friend or two;
									

									For, hark you, Ty­balt be­ing slain so late,
									

									It may be thought we held him care­lessly,
									

									Be­ing our kins­man, if we rev­el much:
									

									There­fore we’ll have some half a dozen friends,
									

									And there an end. But what say you to Thursday?
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								My lord, I would that Thursday were to-mor­row.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Well, get you gone: o’ Thursday be it, then.
									

									Go you to Ju­liet ere you go to bed,
									

									Pre­pare her, wife, against this wed­ding-day.
									

									Farewell, my lord. Light to my cham­ber, ho!
									

									Afore me! it is so very very late,
									

									That we may call it early by and by.
									

									Good night. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				Cap­u­let’s orch­ard.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Romeo and Ju­liet above, at the win­dow.
							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day:
									

									It was the night­in­gale, and not the lark,
									

									That pierced the fear­ful hol­low of thine ear;
									

									Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate-tree:
									

									Be­lieve me, love, it was the night­in­gale.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									It was the lark, the her­ald of the morn,
									

									No night­in­gale: look, love, what en­vi­ous streaks
									

									Do lace the sever­ing clouds in yon­der east:
									

									Night’s candles are burnt out, and joc­und day
									

									Stands tip­toe on the misty moun­tain tops.
									

									I must be gone and live, or stay and die.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I:
									

									It is some met­eor that the sun ex­hales,
									

									To be to thee this night a torch-bear­er,
									

									And light thee on thy way to Man­tua:
									

									There­fore stay yet; thou need’st not to be gone.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Let me be ta’en, let me be put to death;
									

									I am con­tent, so thou wilt have it so.
									

									I’ll say yon grey is not the morn­ing’s eye,
									

									’Tis but the pale re­flex of Cyn­thia’s brow;
									

									Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat
									

									The vaulty heav­en so high above our heads:
									

									I have more care to stay than will to go:
									

									Come, death, and wel­come! Ju­liet wills it so.
									

									How is’t, my soul? let’s talk; it is not day.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									It is, it is: hie hence, be gone, away!
									

									It is the lark that sings so out of tune,
									

									Strain­ing harsh dis­cords and un­pleas­ing sharps.
									

									Some say the lark makes sweet di­vi­sion;
									

									This doth not so, for she di­vide­th us:
									

									Some say the lark and loathed toad change eyes;
									

									O, now I would they had changed voices too!
									

									Since arm from arm that voice doth us af­fray,
									

									Hunt­ing thee hence with hunt’s-up to the day.
									

									O, now be gone; more light and light it grows.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								More light and light; more dark and dark our woes!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Nurse, to the cham­ber.
							
						

						
								Nurse
								Madam!
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Nurse?
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Your lady moth­er is com­ing to your cham­ber:
									

									The day is broke; be wary, look about. Exit.
								

							
						

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

						
								Romeo
								Farewell, farewell! one kiss, and I’ll des­cend. He goeth down.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Art thou gone so? love, lord, ay, hus­band, friend!
									

									I must hear from thee every day in the hour,
									

									For in a minute there are many days:
									

									O, by this count I shall be much in years
									

									Ere I again be­hold my Romeo!
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Farewell!
									

									I will omit no op­por­tun­ity
									

									That may con­vey my greet­ings, love, to thee.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								O think’st thou we shall ever meet again?
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I doubt it not; and all these woes shall serve
									

									For sweet dis­courses in our time to come.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O God, I have an ill-divin­ing soul!
									

									Me­thinks I see thee, now thou art be­low,
									

									As one dead in the bot­tom of a tomb:
									

									Either my eye­sight fails, or thou look’st pale.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									And trust me, love, in my eye so do you:
									

									Dry sor­row drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu! Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O for­tune, for­tune! all men call thee fickle:
									

									If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him
									

									That is renown’d for faith? Be fickle, for­tune;
									

									For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long,
									

									But send him back.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								With­in. Ho, daugh­ter! are you up?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Who is’t that calls? is it my lady moth­er?
									

									Is she not down so late, or up so early?
									

									What un­ac­cus­tom’d cause pro­cures her hith­er?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lady Cap­u­let.
							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								Why, how now, Ju­liet!
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Madam, I am not well.
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Ever­more weep­ing for your cous­in’s death?
									

									What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears?
									

									An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him live;
									

									There­fore, have done: some grief shows much of love;
									

									But much of grief shows still some want of wit.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Yet let me weep for such a feel­ing loss.
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									So shall you feel the loss, but not the friend
									

									Which you weep for.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Feel­ing so the loss,
									

									I can­not choose but ever weep the friend.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Well, girl, thou weep’st not so much for his death,
									

									As that the vil­lain lives which slaughter’d him.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								What vil­lain, madam?
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								That same vil­lain, Romeo.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Aside. Vil­lain and he be many miles asun­der.—
									

									God Par­don him! I do, with all my heart;
									

									And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								That is, be­cause the trait­or mur­der­er lives.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Ay, madam, from the reach of these my hands:
									

									Would none but I might venge my cous­in’s death!
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									We will have ven­geance for it, fear thou not:
									

									Then weep no more. I’ll send to one in Man­tua,
									

									Where that same ban­ish’d run­agate doth live,
									

									Shall give him such an un­ac­cus­tom’d dram,
									

									That he shall soon keep Ty­balt com­pany:
									

									And then, I hope, thou wilt be sat­is­fied.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									In­deed, I nev­er shall be sat­is­fied
									

									With Romeo, till I be­hold him—dead—
									

									Is my poor heart so for a kins­man vex’d:
									

									Madam, if you could find out but a man
									

									To bear a pois­on, I would tem­per it;
									

									That Romeo should, upon re­ceipt there­of,
									

									Soon sleep in quiet. O, how my heart ab­hors
									

									To hear him named, and can­not come to him,
									

									To wreak the love I bore my cous­in
									

									Upon his body that hath slaughter’d him!
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Find thou the means, and I’ll find such a man.
									

									But now I’ll tell thee joy­ful tid­ings, girl.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									And joy comes well in such a needy time:
									

									What are they, I be­seech your lady­ship?
								

							
						

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

									One who, to put thee from thy heav­i­ness,
									

									Hath sor­ted out a sud­den day of joy,
									

									That thou ex­pect’st not nor I look’d not for.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Madam, in happy time, what day is that?
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Marry, my child, early next Thursday morn,
									

									The gal­lant, young and noble gen­tle­man,
									

									The County Par­is, at Saint Peter’s Church,
									

									Shall hap­pily make thee there a joy­ful bride.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Now, by Saint Peter’s Church and Peter too,
									

									He shall not make me there a joy­ful bride.
									

									I won­der at this haste; that I must wed
									

									Ere he, that should be hus­band, comes to woo.
									

									I pray you, tell my lord and fath­er, madam,
									

									I will not marry yet; and, when I do, I swear,
									

									It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate,
									

									Rather than Par­is. These are news in­deed!
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Here comes your fath­er; tell him so your­self,
									

									And see how he will take it at your hands.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Cap­u­let and Nurse.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									When 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?
									

									Ever­more shower­ing? In one little body
									

									Thou coun­ter­feit’st a bark, a sea, a wind;
									

									For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea,
									

									Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy body is,
									

									Sail­ing in this salt flood; the winds, thy sighs;
									

									Who, ra­ging with thy tears, and they with them,
									

									Without a sud­den calm, will over­set
									

									Thy tem­pest-tossed body. How now, wife!
									

									Have you de­liv­er’d to her our de­cree?
								

							
						

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

									I would the fool were mar­ried to her grave!
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Soft! take me with you, take me with you, wife.
									

									How! will she none? doth she not give us thanks?
									

									Is she not proud? doth she not count her blest,
									

									Un­worthy as she is, that we have wrought
									

									So worthy a gen­tle­man to be her bride­groom?
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Not proud, you have; but thank­ful, that you have:
									

									Proud can I nev­er be of what I hate;
									

									But thank­ful even for hate, that is meant love.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									How now, how now, chop-lo­gic! What is this?
									

									“Proud,” and “I thank you,” and “I thank you not;”
									

									And yet “not proud:” mis­tress min­ion, you,
									

									Thank me no thank­ings, nor proud me no prouds,
									

									But fettle your fine joints ’gainst Thursday next,
									

									To go with Par­is to Saint Peter’s Church,
									

									Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thith­er.
									

									Out, you green-sick­ness car­ri­on! out, you bag­gage!
									

									You tal­low-face!
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								Fie, fie! what, are you mad?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Good fath­er, I be­seech you on my knees,
									

									Hear me with pa­tience but to speak a word.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Hang thee, young bag­gage! dis­obedi­ent wretch!
									

									I tell thee what: get thee to church o’ Thursday,
									

									Or nev­er after look me in the face:
									

									Speak not, reply not, do not an­swer me;
									

									My fin­gers itch. Wife, we scarce thought us blest
									

									That God had lent us but this only child;
									

									But now I see this one is one too much,
									

									And that we have a curse in hav­ing her:
									

									Out on her, hild­ing!
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									God in heav­en bless her!
									

									You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									And why, my lady wis­dom? hold your tongue,
									

									Good prudence; smat­ter with your gos­sips, go.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								I speak no treas­on.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								O, God ye god-den.
						

						
								Nurse
								May not one speak?
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Peace, you mum­bling fool!
									

									Ut­ter your grav­ity o’er a gos­sip’s bowl;
									

									For here we need it not.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								You are too hot.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									God’s bread! it makes me mad:
									

									Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play,
									

									Alone, in com­pany, still my care hath been
									

									To have her match’d: and hav­ing now provided
									

									A gen­tle­man of noble par­ent­age,
									

									Of fair demesnes, youth­ful, and nobly train’d,
									

									Stuff’d, as they say, with hon­our­able parts,
									

									Pro­por­tion’d as one’s thought would wish a man;
									

									And then to have a wretched pul­ing fool,
									

									A whin­ing mam­met, in her for­tune’s tender,
									

									To an­swer “I’ll not wed; I can­not love,
									

									I am too young; I pray you, par­don me.”
									

									But, an you will not wed, I’ll par­don you:
									

									Graze where you will, you shall not house with me:
									

									Look to’t, think on’t, I do not use to jest.
									

									Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, ad­vise:
									

									An you be mine, I’ll give you to my friend;
									

									An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in the streets,
									

									For, by my soul, I’ll ne’er ac­know­ledge thee,
									

									Nor what is mine shall nev­er do thee good:
									

									Trust to’t, be­think you; I’ll not be forsworn. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Is there no pity sit­ting in the clouds,
									

									That sees in­to the bot­tom of my grief?
									

									O, sweet my moth­er, cast me not away!
									

									Delay this mar­riage for a month, a week;
									

									Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed
									

									In that dim monu­ment where Ty­balt lies.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Talk not to me, for I’ll not speak a word:
									

									Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O God!—O nurse, how shall this be pre­ven­ted?
									

									My hus­band is on earth, my faith in heav­en;
									

									How shall that faith re­turn again to earth,
									

									Un­less that hus­band send it me from heav­en
									

									By leav­ing earth? com­fort me, coun­sel me.
									

									Alack, alack, that heav­en should prac­tise stratagems
									

									Upon so soft a sub­ject as my­self!
									

									What say’st thou? hast thou not a word of joy?
									

									Some com­fort, nurse.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Faith, here it is.
									

									Romeo is ban­ish’d; and all the world to noth­ing,
									

									That he dares ne’er come back to chal­lenge you;
									

									Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth.
									

									Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,
									

									I think it best you mar­ried with the county.
									

									O, he’s a lovely gen­tle­man!
									

									Romeo’s a dish­clout to him: an eagle, madam,
									

									Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye
									

									As Par­is hath. Be­shrew my very heart,
									

									I 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.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Speak­est thou from thy heart?
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									And from my soul too;
									

									Or else be­shrew them both.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Amen!
						

						
								Nurse
								What?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Well, thou hast com­for­ted me mar­vel­lous much.
									

									Go in; and tell my lady I am gone,
									

									Hav­ing dis­pleased my fath­er, to Laurence’ cell,
									

									To make con­fes­sion and to be ab­solved.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								Marry, I will; and this is wisely done. Exit.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									An­cient dam­na­tion! O most wicked fiend!
									

									Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn,
									

									Or to dis­praise my lord with that same tongue
									

									Which she hath praised him with above com­pare
									

									So many thou­sand times? Go, coun­sel­lor;
									

									Thou and my bos­om hence­forth shall be twain.
									

									I’ll to the fri­ar, to know his rem­edy:
									

									If all else fail, my­self have power to die. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Fri­ar Laurence’s cell.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fri­ar Laurence and Par­is.
							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								On Thursday, sir? the time is very short.
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									My fath­er Cap­u­let will have it so;
									

									And I am noth­ing slow to slack his haste.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									You say you do not know the lady’s mind:
									

									Un­even is the course, I like it not.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									Im­mod­er­ately she weeps for Ty­balt’s death,
									

									And there­fore have I little talk’d of love;
									

									For Venus smiles not in a house of tears.
									

									Now, sir, her fath­er counts it dan­ger­ous
									

									That she doth give her sor­row so much sway,
									

									And in his wis­dom hastes our mar­riage,
									

									To stop the in­und­a­tion of her tears;
									

									Which, too much minded by her­self alone,
									

									May be put from her by so­ci­ety:
									

									Now do you know the reas­on of this haste.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Aside. I would I knew not why it should be slow’d.
									

									Look, sir, here comes the lady to­wards my cell.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ju­liet.
							
						

						
								Par­is
								Hap­pily met, my lady and my wife!
						

						
								Ju­liet
								That may be, sir, when I may be a wife.
						

						
								Par­is
								That may be must be, love, on Thursday next.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								What must be shall be.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								That’s a cer­tain text.
						

						
								Par­is
								Come you to make con­fes­sion to this fath­er?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								To an­swer that, I should con­fess to you.
						

						
								Par­is
								Do not deny to him that you love me.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								I will con­fess to you that I love him.
						

						
								Par­is
								So will ye, I am sure, that you love me.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									If I do so, it will be of more price,
									

									Be­ing spoke be­hind your back, than to your face.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								Poor soul, thy face is much ab­used with tears.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									The tears have got small vic­tory by that;
									

									For it was bad enough be­fore their spite.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								Thou wrong’st it, more than tears, with that re­port.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									That is no slander, sir, which is a truth;
									

									And what I spake, I spake it to my face.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								Thy face is mine, and thou hast slander’d it.
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									It may be so, for it is not mine own.
									

									Are you at leis­ure, holy fath­er, now;
									

									Or shall I come to you at even­ing mass?
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									My leis­ure serves me, pens­ive daugh­ter, now.
									

									My lord, we must en­treat the time alone.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									God shield I should dis­turb de­vo­tion!
									

									Ju­liet, on Thursday early will I rouse ye:
									

									Till then, adieu; and keep this holy kiss. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O shut the door! and when thou hast done so,
									

									Come weep with me; past hope, past cure, past help!
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Ah, Ju­liet, I already know thy grief;
									

									It strains me past the com­pass of my wits:
									

									I hear thou must, and noth­ing may pro­rogue it,
									

									On Thursday next be mar­ried to this county.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Tell me not, fri­ar, that thou hear’st of this,
									

									Un­less thou tell me how I may pre­vent it:
									

									If, in thy wis­dom, thou canst give no help,
									

									Do thou but call my res­ol­u­tion wise,
									

									And with this knife I’ll help it presently.
									

									God join’d my heart and Romeo’s, thou our hands;
									

									And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal’d,
									

									Shall be the la­bel to an­oth­er deed,
									

									Or my true heart with treach­er­ous re­volt
									

									Turn to an­oth­er, this shall slay them both:
									

									There­fore, out of thy long-ex­per­i­enced time,
									

									Give me some present coun­sel, or, be­hold,
									

									’Twixt my ex­tremes and me this bloody knife
									

									Shall play the um­pire, ar­bit­rat­ing that
									

									Which the com­mis­sion of thy years and art
									

									Could to no is­sue of true hon­our bring.
									

									Be not so long to speak; I long to die,
									

									If what thou speak’st speak not of rem­edy.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Hold, daugh­ter: I do spy a kind of hope,
									

									Which craves as des­per­ate an ex­e­cu­tion
									

									As that is des­per­ate which we would pre­vent.
									

									If, rather than to marry County Par­is,
									

									Thou hast the strength of will to slay thy­self,
									

									Then is it likely thou wilt un­der­take
									

									A thing like death to chide away this shame,
									

									That copest with death him­self to scape from it;
									

									And, if thou darest, I’ll give thee rem­edy.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O, bid me leap, rather than marry Par­is,
									

									From off the bat­tle­ments of yon­der tower;
									

									Or walk in thiev­ish ways; or bid me lurk
									

									Where ser­pents are; chain me with roar­ing bears;
									

									Or shut me nightly in a char­nel-house,
									

									O’er-cov­er’d quite with dead men’s rat­tling bones,
									

									With reeky shanks and yel­low chap­less skulls;
									

									Or bid me go in­to a new-made grave
									

									And hide me with a dead man in his shroud;
									

									Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble;
									

									And I will do it without fear or doubt,
									

									To live an un­stain’d wife to my sweet love.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Hold, then; go home, be merry, give con­sent
									

									To marry Par­is: Wed­nes­day is to-mor­row:
									

									To-mor­row night look that thou lie alone;
									

									Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy cham­ber:
									

									Take thou this vi­al, be­ing then in bed,
									

									And this dis­tilled li­quor drink thou off;
									

									When presently through all thy veins shall run
									

									A cold and drowsy hu­mour, for no pulse
									

									Shall keep his nat­ive pro­gress, but sur­cease:
									

									No warmth, no breath, shall testi­fy thou livest;
									

									The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade
									

									To paly ashes, thy eyes’ win­dows fall,
									

									Like death, when he shuts up the day of life;
									

									Each part, de­prived of supple gov­ern­ment,
									

									Shall, stiff and stark and cold, ap­pear like death:
									

									And in this bor­row’d like­ness of shrunk death
									

									Thou shalt con­tin­ue two and forty hours,
									

									And then awake as from a pleas­ant sleep.
									

									Now, when the bride­groom in the morn­ing comes
									

									To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead:
									

									Then, as the man­ner of our coun­try is,
									

									In thy best robes un­cov­er’d on the bier
									

									Thou shalt be borne to that same an­cient vault
									

									Where all the kindred of the Cap­u­lets lie.
									

									In the mean­time, against thou shalt awake,
									

									Shall Romeo by my let­ters know our drift,
									

									And hith­er shall he come: and he and I
									

									Will watch thy wak­ing, and that very night
									

									Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Man­tua.
									

									And this shall free thee from this present shame;
									

									If no in­con­stant toy, nor wo­man­ish fear,
									

									Abate thy valour in the act­ing it.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								Give me, give me! O, tell not me of fear!
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Hold; get you gone, be strong and pros­per­ous
									

									In this re­solve: I’ll send a fri­ar with speed
									

									To Man­tua, with my let­ters to thy lord.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Love give me strength! and strength shall help af­ford.
									

									Farewell, dear fath­er! Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Hall in Cap­u­let’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Cap­u­let, Lady Cap­u­let, Nurse, and two Serving­men.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									So many guests in­vite as here are writ. Exit First Serving­man.
									

									Sir­rah, go hire me twenty cun­ning cooks.
								

							
						

						
								Second Serving­man
								You shall have none ill, sir; for I’ll try if they can lick their fin­gers.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								How canst thou try them so?
						

						
								Second Serving­man
								Marry, sir, ’tis an ill cook that can­not lick his own fin­gers: there­fore he that can­not lick his fin­gers goes not with me.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Go, be gone. Exit Second Serving­man.
									

									We shall be much un­fur­nish’d for this time.
									

									What, is my daugh­ter gone to Fri­ar Laurence?
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								Ay, for­sooth.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Well, he may chance to do some good on her:
									

									A peev­ish self-will’d har­lotry it is.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								See where she comes from shrift with merry look.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ju­liet.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								How now, my head­strong! where have you been gad­ding?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Where I have learn’d me to re­pent the sin
									

									Of dis­obedi­ent op­pos­i­tion
									

									To you and your be­hests, and am en­join’d
									

									By holy Laurence to fall pros­trate here,
									

									And beg your par­don: par­don, I be­seech you!
									

									Hence­for­ward I am ever ruled by you.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Send for the county; go tell him of this:
									

									I’ll have this knot knit up to-mor­row morn­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									I met the youth­ful lord at Laurence’ cell;
									

									And gave him what be­comed love I might
									

									Not step­ping o’er the bounds of mod­esty.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Why, I am glad on’t; this is well: stand up:
									

									This is as’t should be. Let me see the county;
									

									Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hith­er.
									

									Now, afore God! this rev­er­end holy fri­ar,
									

									All our whole city is much bound to him.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Nurse, will you go with me in­to my closet,
									

									To help me sort such need­ful or­na­ments
									

									As you think fit to fur­nish me to-mor­row?
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								No, not till Thursday; there is time enough.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								Go, nurse, go with her: we’ll to church to-mor­row. Ex­eunt Ju­liet and Nurse.
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									We shall be short in our pro­vi­sion:
									

									’Tis now near night.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Tush, I will stir about,
									

									And all things shall be well, I war­rant thee, wife:
									

									Go thou to Ju­liet, help to deck up her;
									

									I’ll not to bed to-night; let me alone;
									

									I’ll play the house­wife for this once. What, ho!
									

									They are all forth. Well, I will walk my­self
									

									To County Par­is, to pre­pare him up
									

									Against to-mor­row: my heart is won­drous light,
									

									Since this same way­ward girl is so re­claim’d. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Ju­liet’s cham­ber.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Ju­liet and Nurse.
							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Ay, those at­tires are best: but, gentle nurse,
									

									I pray thee, leave me to my­self to-night;
									

									For I have need of many oris­ons
									

									To move the heav­ens to smile upon my state,
									

									Which, well thou know’st, is cross and full of sin.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lady Cap­u­let.
							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								What, are you busy, ho? need you my help?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									No, madam; we have cull’d such ne­ces­sar­ies
									

									As are be­hove­ful for our state to-mor­row:
									

									So please you, let me now be left alone,
									

									And let the nurse this night sit up with you;
									

									For, I am sure, you have your hands full all,
									

									In this so sud­den busi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Good night:
									

									Get thee to bed, and rest; for thou hast need. Ex­eunt Lady Cap­u­let and Nurse.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Farewell! God knows when we shall meet again.
									

									I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins,
									

									That al­most freezes up the heat of life:
									

									I’ll call them back again to com­fort me:
									

									Nurse! What should she do here?
									

									My dis­mal scene I needs must act alone.
									

									Come, vi­al.
									

									What if this mix­ture do not work at all?
									

									Shall I be mar­ried then to-mor­row morn­ing?
									

									No, no: this shall for­bid it: lie thou there. Lay­ing down her dag­ger.
									

									What if it be a pois­on, which the fri­ar
									

									Subtly hath min­is­ter’d to have me dead,
									

									Lest in this mar­riage he should be dis­hon­our’d,
									

									Be­cause he mar­ried me be­fore to Romeo?
									

									I fear it is: and yet, me­thinks, it should not,
									

									For he hath still been tried a holy man.
									

									How if, when I am laid in­to the tomb,
									

									I wake be­fore the time that Romeo
									

									Come to re­deem me? there’s a fear­ful point!
									

									Shall I not, then, be stifled in the vault,
									

									To whose foul mouth no health­some air breathes in,
									

									And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes?
									

									Or, 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 these many hun­dred years, the bones
									

									Of all my bur­ied an­cest­ors are pack’d:
									

									Where bloody Ty­balt, yet but green in earth,
									

									Lies fes­ter­ing in his shroud; where, as they say,
									

									At some hours in the night spir­its re­sort;—
									

									Alack, alack, is it not like that I,
									

									So early wak­ing, what with loath­some smells,
									

									And shrieks like man­drakes’ torn out of the earth,
									

									That liv­ing mor­tals, hear­ing them, run mad:—
									

									O, if I wake, shall I not be dis­traught,
									

									En­vironed with all these hideous fears?
									

									And madly play with my fore­fath­er’s joints?
									

									And pluck the mangled Ty­balt from his shroud?
									

									And, in this rage, with some great kins­man’s bone,
									

									As with a club, dash out my des­per­ate brains?
									

									O, look! me­thinks I see my cous­in’s ghost
									

									Seek­ing out Romeo, that did spit his body
									

									Upon a rapi­er’s point: stay, Ty­balt, stay!
									

									Romeo, I come! this do I drink to thee. She falls upon her bed, with­in the cur­tains.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Hall in Cap­u­let’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Lady Cap­u­let and Nurse.
							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								Hold, take these keys, and fetch more spices, nurse.
						

						
								Nurse
								They call for dates and quinces in the pastry.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Cap­u­let.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Come, stir, stir, stir! the second cock hath crow’d,
									

									The curfew-bell hath rung, ’tis three o’clock:
									

									Look to the baked meats, good An­gel­ica:
									

									Spare not for cost.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Go, you cot-quean, go,
									

									Get you to bed; faith, You’ll be sick to-mor­row
									

									For this night’s watch­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									No, not a whit: what! I have watch’d ere now
									

									All night for less­er cause, and ne’er been sick.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in your time;
									

									But I will watch you from such watch­ing now. Ex­eunt Lady Cap­u­let and Nurse.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								A jeal­ous-hood, a jeal­ous hood!
						

						
								
								
								Enter three or four Serving­men, with spits, logs, and bas­kets.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Now, fel­low,
									

									What’s there?
								

							
						

						
								First Serving­man
								Things for the cook, sir; but I know not what.
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Make haste, make haste.Exit First Serving­man. Sir­rah, fetch drier logs:
									

									Call Peter, he will show thee where they are.
								

							
						

						
								Second Serving­man
								
								
									I have a head, sir, that will find out logs,
									

									And nev­er trouble Peter for the mat­ter. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Mass, and well said; a merry whoreson, ha!
									

									Thou shalt be log­ger-head. Good faith, ’tis day:
									

									The county will be here with mu­sic straight,
									

									For so he said he would: I hear him near. Mu­sic with­in.
									

									Nurse! Wife! What, ho! What, nurse, I say!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Nurse.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Go waken Ju­liet, go and trim her up;
									

									I’ll go and chat with Par­is: hie, make haste,
									

									Make haste; the bride­groom he is come already:
									

									Make haste, I say. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				Ju­liet’s cham­ber.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Nurse.
							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Mis­tress! what, mis­tress! Ju­liet! fast, I war­rant her, she:
									

									Why, lamb! why, lady! fie, you slug-a-bed!
									

									Why, love, I say! madam! sweet-heart! why, bride!
									

									What, not a word? you take your penny­worths now;
									

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

									The County Par­is hath set up his rest,
									

									That you shall rest but little. God for­give me,
									

									Marry, and amen, how sound is she asleep!
									

									I must needs wake her. Madam, madam, madam!
									

									Ay, let the county take you in your bed;
									

									He’ll fright you up, i’ faith. Will it not be? Un­draws the cur­tains.
									

									What, dress’d! and in your clothes! and down again!
									

									I must needs wake you: Lady! lady! lady!
									

									Alas, alas! Help, help! my lady’s dead!
									

									O, well-a-day, that ever I was born!
									

									Some aqua vitae, ho! My lord! my lady!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lady Cap­u­let.
							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								What noise is here?
						

						
								Nurse
								O lam­ent­able day!
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								What is the mat­ter?
						

						
								Nurse
								Look, look! O heavy day!
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									O me, O me! My child, my only life,
									

									Re­vive, look up, or I will die with thee!
									

									Help, help! Call help.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Cap­u­let.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								For shame, bring Ju­liet forth; her lord is come.
						

						
								Nurse
								She’s dead, de­ceased, she’s dead; alack the day!
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								Alack the day, she’s dead, she’s dead, she’s dead!
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Ha! let me see her: out, alas! she’s cold;
									

									Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff;
									

									Life and these lips have long been sep­ar­ated:
									

									Death lies on her like an un­timely frost
									

									Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								O lam­ent­able day!
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								O woe­ful time!
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Death, that hath ta’en her hence to make me wail,
									

									Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fri­ar Laurence and Par­is, with Mu­si­cians.
							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Come, is the bride ready to go to church?
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Ready to go, but nev­er to re­turn.
									

									O son! the night be­fore thy wed­ding-day
									

									Hath Death lain with thy wife. There she lies,
									

									Flower as she was, de­flowered by him.
									

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

									My daugh­ter he hath wed­ded: I will die,
									

									And leave him all; life, liv­ing, all is Death’s.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									Have I thought long to see this morn­ing’s face,
									

									And doth it give me such a sight as this?
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									Ac­cursed, un­happy, wretched, hate­ful day!
									

									Most miser­able hour that e’er time saw
									

									In last­ing la­bour of his pil­grim­age!
									

									But one, poor one, one poor and lov­ing child,
									

									But one thing to re­joice and solace in,
									

									And cruel death hath catch’d it from my sight!
								

							
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									O woe! O woe­ful, woe­ful, woe­ful day!
									

									Most lam­ent­able day, most woe­ful day,
									

									That ever, ever, I did yet be­hold!
									

									O day! O day! O day! O hate­ful day!
									

									Nev­er was seen so black a day as this:
									

									O woe­ful day, O woe­ful day!
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									Be­guiled, di­vorced, wronged, spited, slain!
									

									Most de­test­able death, by thee be­guiled,
									

									By cruel cruel thee quite over­thrown!
									

									O love! O life! not life, but love in death!
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									Des­pised, dis­tressed, hated, mar­tyr’d, kill’d!
									

									Un­com­fort­able time, why camest thou now
									

									To murder, murder our solem­nity?
									

									O child! O child! my soul, and not my child!
									

									Dead art thou! Alack! my child is dead;
									

									And with my child my joys are bur­ied.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Peace, ho, for shame! con­fu­sion’s cure lives not
									

									In these con­fu­sions. Heav­en and your­self
									

									Had part in this fair maid; now heav­en hath all,
									

									And all the bet­ter is it for the maid:
									

									Your part in her you could not keep from death,
									

									But heav­en keeps his part in etern­al life.
									

									The most you sought was her pro­mo­tion;
									

									For ’twas your heav­en she should be ad­vanced:
									

									And weep ye now, see­ing she is ad­vanced
									

									Above the clouds, as high as heav­en it­self?
									

									O, in this love, you love your child so ill,
									

									That you run mad, see­ing that she is well:
									

									She’s not well mar­ried that lives mar­ried long;
									

									But she’s best mar­ried that dies mar­ried young.
									

									Dry up your tears, and stick your rose­mary
									

									On this fair corse; and, as the cus­tom is,
									

									In all her best ar­ray bear her to church:
									

									For though fond nature bids us all lament,
									

									Yet nature’s tears are reas­on’s mer­ri­ment.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									All things that we or­dained fest­iv­al,
									

									Turn from their of­fice to black fu­ner­al;
									

									Our in­stru­ments to mel­an­choly bells,
									

									Our wed­ding cheer to a sad buri­al feast,
									

									Our sol­emn hymns to sul­len dirges change,
									

									Our bridal flowers serve for a bur­ied corse,
									

									And all things change them to the con­trary.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Sir, go you in; and, madam, go with him;
									

									And go, Sir Par­is; every­one pre­pare
									

									To fol­low this fair corse un­to her grave:
									

									The heav­ens do lour upon you for some ill;
									

									Move them no more by cross­ing their high will. Ex­eunt Cap­u­let, Lady Cap­u­let, Par­is, and Fri­ar Laurence.
								

							
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be gone.
						

						
								Nurse
								
								
									Hon­est good fel­lows, ah, put up, put up;
									

									For, well you know, this is a pi­ti­ful case. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Peter.
							
						

						
								Peter
								Mu­si­cians, O, mu­si­cians, “Heart’s ease, Heart’s ease:” O, an you will have me live, play “Heart’s ease.”
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								Why “Heart’s ease”?
						

						
								Peter
								O, mu­si­cians, be­cause my heart it­self plays “My heart is full of woe:” O, play me some merry dump, to com­fort me.
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								Not a dump we; ’tis no time to play now.
						

						
								Peter
								You will not, then?
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								No.
						

						
								Peter
								I will then give it you soundly.
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								What will you give us?
						

						
								Peter
								No money, on my faith, but the gleek; I will give you the min­strel.
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								Then I will give you the serving-creature.
						

						
								Peter
								Then will I lay the serving-creature’s dag­ger on your pate. I will carry no crotchets: I’ll re you, I’ll fa you; do you note me?
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								An you re us and fa us, you note us.
						

						
								Second Mu­si­cian
								Pray you, put up your dag­ger, and put out your wit.
						

						
								Peter
								
								Then have at you with my wit! I will dry-beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dag­ger. An­swer me like men:

								
									
										“When grip­ing grief the heart doth wound,
										

										And dole­ful dumps the mind op­press,
										

										Then mu­sic with her sil­ver sound”—
									

								

								why “sil­ver sound”? why “mu­sic with her sil­ver sound”? What say you, Si­mon Cat­ling?

							
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								Marry, sir, be­cause sil­ver hath a sweet sound.
						

						
								Peter
								Pretty! What say you, Hugh Re­beck?
						

						
								Second Mu­si­cian
								I say “sil­ver sound,” be­cause mu­si­cians sound for sil­ver.
						

						
								Peter
								Pretty too! What say you, James Sound­post?
						

						
								Third Mu­si­cian
								Faith, I know not what to say.
						

						
								Peter
								
								O, I cry you mercy; you are the sing­er: I will say for you. It is “mu­sic with her sil­ver sound,” be­cause mu­si­cians have no gold for sound­ing:

								
									
										“Then mu­sic with her sil­ver sound
										

										With speedy help doth lend re­dress.”
									

								

								
									Exit.
								

							
						

						
								First Mu­si­cian
								What a pes­ti­lent knave is this same!
						

						
								Second Mu­si­cian
								Hang him, Jack! Come, we’ll in here; tarry for the mourn­ers, and stay din­ner. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Man­tua. A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Romeo.
							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									If I may trust the flat­ter­ing truth of sleep,
									

									My dreams pres­age some joy­ful news at hand:
									

									My bos­om’s lord sits lightly in his throne;
									

									And all this day an un­ac­cus­tom’d spir­it
									

									Lifts me above the ground with cheer­ful thoughts.
									

									I dreamt my lady came and found me dead—
									

									Strange dream, that gives a dead man leave to think!—
									

									And breathed such life with kisses in my lips,
									

									That I re­vived, and was an em­per­or.
									

									Ah me! how sweet is love it­self pos­sess’d,
									

									When but love’s shad­ows are so rich in joy!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Balthas­ar, booted.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									News from Ver­ona!—How now, Balthas­ar!
									

									Dost thou not bring me let­ters from the fri­ar?
									

									How doth my lady? Is my fath­er well?
									

									How fares my Ju­liet? that I ask again;
									

									For noth­ing can be ill, if she be well.
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									Then she is well, and noth­ing can be ill:
									

									Her body sleeps in Capel’s monu­ment,
									

									And her im­mor­tal part with an­gels lives.
									

									I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault,
									

									And presently took post to tell it you:
									

									O, par­don me for bring­ing these ill news,
									

									Since you did leave it for my of­fice, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Is it even so? then I defy you, stars!
									

									Thou know’st my lodging: get me ink and pa­per,
									

									And hire post-horses; I will hence to-night.
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									I do be­seech you, sir, have pa­tience:
									

									Your looks are pale and wild, and do im­port
									

									Some mis­ad­ven­ture.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Tush, thou art de­ceived:
									

									Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do.
									

									Hast thou no let­ters to me from the fri­ar?
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								No, my good lord.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									No mat­ter: get thee gone,
									

									And hire those horses; I’ll be with thee straight. Exit Balthas­ar.
									

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

									Let’s see for means: O mis­chief, thou art swift
									

									To enter in the thoughts of des­per­ate men!
									

									I do re­mem­ber an apo­thecary—
									

									And here­abouts he dwells—which late I noted
									

									In tat­ter’d weeds, with over­whelm­ing brows,
									

									Cull­ing of simples; mea­gre were his looks,
									

									Sharp misery had worn him to the bones:
									

									And in his needy shop a tor­toise hung,
									

									An al­ligator stuff’d, and oth­er skins
									

									Of ill-shaped fishes; and about his shelves
									

									A beg­garly ac­count of empty boxes,
									

									Green earthen pots, blad­ders and musty seeds,
									

									Rem­nants of pack­thread and old cakes of roses,
									

									Were thinly scat­ter’d, to make up a show.
									

									Not­ing this pen­ury, to my­self I said
									

									“An if a man did need a pois­on now,
									

									Whose sale is present death in Man­tua,
									

									Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him.”
									

									O, this same thought did but fore­run my need;
									

									And this same needy man must sell it me.
									

									As I re­mem­ber, this should be the house.
									

									Be­ing hol­i­day, the beg­gar’s shop is shut.
									

									What, ho! apo­thecary!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Apo­thecary.
							
						

						
								Apo­thecary
								Who calls so loud?
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Come hith­er, man. I see that thou art poor:
									

									Hold, there is forty ducats: let me have
									

									A dram of pois­on, such soon-speed­ing gear
									

									As will dis­perse it­self through all the veins
									

									That the life-weary taker may fall dead
									

									And that the trunk may be dis­charged of breath
									

									As vi­ol­ently as hasty powder fired
									

									Doth hurry from the fatal can­non’s womb.
								

							
						

						
								Apo­thecary
								
								
									Such mor­tal drugs I have; but Man­tua’s law
									

									Is death to any he that ut­ters them.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Art thou so bare and full of wretched­ness,
									

									And fear’st to die? fam­ine is in thy cheeks,
									

									Need and op­pres­sion star­veth in thine eyes,
									

									Con­tempt and beg­gary hangs upon thy back;
									

									The world is not thy friend nor the world’s law;
									

									The world af­fords no law to make thee rich;
									

									Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.
								

							
						

						
								Apo­thecary
								My poverty, but not my will, con­sents.
						

						
								Romeo
								I pay thy poverty, and not thy will.
						

						
								Apo­thecary
								
								
									Put this in any li­quid thing you will,
									

									And drink it off; and, if you had the strength
									

									Of twenty men, it would dis­patch you straight.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									There is thy gold, worse pois­on to men’s souls,
									

									Do­ing more murders in this loath­some world,
									

									Than these poor com­pounds that thou mayst not sell.
									

									I sell thee pois­on; thou hast sold me none.
									

									Farewell: buy food, and get thy­self in flesh.
									

									Come, cor­di­al and not pois­on, go with me
									

									To Ju­liet’s grave; for there must I use thee. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Fri­ar Laurence’s cell.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fri­ar John.
							
						

						
								Fri­ar John
								Holy Fran­cis­can fri­ar! broth­er, ho!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fri­ar Laurence.
							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									This same should be the voice of Fri­ar John.
									

									Wel­come from Man­tua: what says Romeo?
									

									Or, if his mind be writ, give me his let­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar John
								
								
									Go­ing to find a bare-foot broth­er out
									

									One of our or­der, to as­so­ci­ate me,
									

									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 my speed to Man­tua there was stay’d.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Who bare my let­ter, then, to Romeo?
						

						
								Fri­ar John
								
								
									I could not send it—here it is again—
									

									Nor get a mes­sen­ger to bring it thee,
									

									So fear­ful were they of in­fec­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Un­happy for­tune! by my broth­er­hood,
									

									The let­ter was not nice but full of charge
									

									Of dear im­port, and the neg­lect­ing it
									

									May do much danger. Fri­ar John, go hence;
									

									Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight
									

									Un­to my cell.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar John
								Broth­er, I’ll go and bring it thee. Exit.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Now must I to the monu­ment alone;
									

									With­in three hours will fair Ju­liet wake:
									

									She will be­shrew me much that Romeo
									

									Hath had no no­tice of these ac­ci­dents;
									

									But I will write again to Man­tua,
									

									And keep her at my cell till Romeo come;
									

									Poor liv­ing corse, closed in a dead man’s tomb! Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A church­yard; in it a tomb be­long­ing to the Cap­u­lets.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Par­is, and his Page bear­ing flowers and a torch.
							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									Give me thy torch, boy: hence, and stand aloof:
									

									Yet put it out, for I would not be seen.
									

									Un­der yond yew-trees lay thee all along,
									

									Hold­ing thine ear close to the hol­low ground;
									

									So shall no foot upon the church­yard tread,
									

									Be­ing loose, un­firm, with dig­ging up of graves,
									

									But thou shalt hear it: whistle then to me,
									

									As sig­nal that thou hear’st some­thing ap­proach.
									

									Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.
								

							
						

						
								Page
								
								
									Aside. I am al­most afraid to stand alone
									

									Here in the church­yard; yet I will ad­ven­ture. Re­tires.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed I strew—
									

									O woe! thy can­opy is dust and stones;—
									

									Which with sweet wa­ter nightly I will dew,
									

									Or, want­ing that, with tears dis­till’d by moans:
									

									The ob­sequies that I for thee will keep
									

									Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep. The Page whistles.
									

									The boy gives warn­ing some­thing doth ap­proach.
									

									What cursed foot wanders this way to-night,
									

									To cross my ob­sequies and true love’s rite?
									

									What, with a torch! muffle me, night, awhile. Re­tires.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Romeo and Balthas­ar, with a torch, mat­tock, etc.
							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Give me that mat­tock and the wrench­ing iron.
									

									Hold, take this let­ter; early in the morn­ing
									

									See thou de­liv­er it to my lord and fath­er.
									

									Give me the light: upon thy life, I charge thee,
									

									Whate’er thou hear’st or seest, stand all aloof,
									

									And do not in­ter­rupt me in my course.
									

									Why I des­cend in­to this bed of death,
									

									Is partly to be­hold my lady’s face;
									

									But chiefly to take thence from her dead fin­ger
									

									A pre­cious ring, a ring that I must use
									

									In dear em­ploy­ment: there­fore hence, be gone:
									

									But if thou, jeal­ous, dost re­turn to pry
									

									In what I fur­ther shall in­tend to do,
									

									By heav­en, I will tear thee joint by joint
									

									And strew this hungry church­yard with thy limbs:
									

									The time and my in­tents are sav­age-wild,
									

									More fierce and more in­ex­or­able far
									

									Than empty ti­gers or the roar­ing sea.
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you.
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									So shalt thou show me friend­ship. Take thou that:
									

									Live, and be pros­per­ous: and farewell, good fel­low.
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									Aside. For all this same, I’ll hide me here­about:
									

									His looks I fear, and his in­tents I doubt. Re­tires.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									Thou de­test­able maw, thou womb of death,
									

									Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth,
									

									Thus I en­force thy rot­ten jaws to open,
									

									And, in des­pite, I’ll cram thee with more food! Opens the tomb.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									This is that ban­ish’d haughty Montague,
									

									That murder’d my love’s cous­in, with which grief,
									

									It is sup­posed, the fair creature died;
									

									And here is come to do some vil­lain­ous shame
									

									To the dead bod­ies: I will ap­pre­hend him. Comes for­ward.
									

									Stop thy un­hal­low’d toil, vile Montague!
									

									Can ven­geance be pur­sued fur­ther than death?
									

									Con­demned vil­lain, I do ap­pre­hend thee:
									

									Obey, and go with me; for thou must die.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								
								
									I must in­deed; and there­fore came I hith­er.
									

									Good gentle youth, tempt not a des­per­ate man;
									

									Fly hence, and leave me: think upon these gone;
									

									Let them af­fright thee. I be­seech thee, youth,
									

									Put not an­oth­er sin upon my head,
									

									By ur­ging me to fury: O, be gone!
									

									By heav­en, I love thee bet­ter than my­self;
									

									For I come hith­er arm’d against my­self:
									

									Stay not, be gone; live, and here­after say,
									

									A mad­man’s mercy bade thee run away.
								

							
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									I do defy thy con­jur­a­tions,
									

									And ap­pre­hend thee for a felon here.
								

							
						

						
								Romeo
								Wilt thou pro­voke me? then have at thee, boy! They fight.
						

						
								Page
								O Lord, they fight! I will go call the watch. Exit.
						

						
								Par­is
								
								
									O, I am slain! Falls. If thou be mer­ci­ful,
									

									Open the tomb, lay me with Ju­liet. Dies.
								

							
						

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

									Mer­cu­tio’s kins­man, noble County Par­is!
									

									What said my man, when my betossed soul
									

									Did not at­tend him as we rode? I think
									

									He told me Par­is should have mar­ried Ju­liet:
									

									Said he not so? or did I dream it so?
									

									Or am I mad, hear­ing him talk of Ju­liet,
									

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

									One writ with me in sour mis­for­tune’s book!
									

									I’ll bury thee in a tri­umphant grave;
									

									A grave? O no! a lan­tern, slaughter’d youth,
									

									For here lies Ju­liet, and her beauty makes
									

									This vault a feast­ing pres­ence full of light.
									

									Death, lie thou there, by a dead man in­terr’d. Lay­ing Par­is in the tomb.
									

									How oft when men are at the point of death
									

									Have they been merry! which their keep­ers call
									

									A light­ning be­fore death: O, how may I
									

									Call this a light­ning? O my love! my wife!
									

									Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy breath,
									

									Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty:
									

									Thou art not con­quer’d; beauty’s en­sign yet
									

									Is crim­son in thy lips and in thy cheeks,
									

									And death’s pale flag is not ad­vanced there.
									

									Ty­balt, li­est thou there in thy bloody sheet?
									

									O, what more fa­vour can I do to thee,
									

									Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain
									

									To sun­der his that was thine en­emy?
									

									For­give me, cous­in! Ah, dear Ju­liet,
									

									Why art thou yet so fair? shall I be­lieve
									

									That un­sub­stan­tial death is amor­ous,
									

									And that the lean ab­horred mon­ster keeps
									

									Thee here in dark to be his para­mour?
									

									For fear of that, I still will stay with thee;
									

									And nev­er from this palace of dim night
									

									De­part again: here, here will I re­main
									

									With worms that are thy cham­ber-maids; O, here
									

									Will I set up my ever­last­ing rest,
									

									And shake the yoke of in­aus­pi­cious stars
									

									From this world-wear­ied flesh. Eyes, look your last!
									

									Arms, take your last em­brace! and, lips, O you
									

									The doors of breath, seal with a right­eous kiss
									

									A date­less bar­gain to en­gross­ing death!
									

									Come, bit­ter con­duct, come, un­sa­voury guide!
									

									Thou des­per­ate pi­lot, now at once run on
									

									The dash­ing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark!
									

									Here’s to my love! Drinks. O true apo­thecary!
									

									Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiss I die. Dies.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter, at the oth­er end of the church­yard, Fri­ar Laurence, with a lan­tern, crow, and spade.
							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Saint Fran­cis be my speed! how oft to-night
									

									Have my old feet stumbled at graves! Who’s there?
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								Here’s one, a friend, and one that knows you well.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Bliss be upon you! Tell me, good my friend,
									

									What torch is yond, that vainly lends his light
									

									To grubs and eye­less skulls? as I dis­cern,
									

									It bur­neth in the Capel’s monu­ment.
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									It doth so, holy sir; and there’s my mas­ter,
									

									One that you love.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Who is it?
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								Romeo.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								How long hath he been there?
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								Full half an hour.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								Go with me to the vault.
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									I dare not, sir:
									

									My mas­ter knows not but I am gone hence;
									

									And fear­fully did men­ace me with death,
									

									If I did stay to look on his in­tents.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Stay, then; I’ll go alone. Fear comes upon me:
									

									O, much I fear some ill un­lucky thing.
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									As I did sleep un­der this yew-tree here,
									

									I dreamt my mas­ter and an­oth­er fought,
									

									And that my mas­ter slew him.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									Romeo! Ad­vances.
									

									Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains
									

									The stony en­trance of this sep­ulchre?
									

									What mean these mas­ter­less and gory swords
									

									To lie dis­col­our’d by this place of peace? Enters the tomb.
									

									Romeo! O, pale! Who else? what, Par­is too?
									

									And steep’d in blood? Ah, what an un­kind hour
									

									Is guilty of this lam­ent­able chance!
									

									The lady stirs. Ju­liet wakes.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									O com­fort­able fri­ar! where is my lord?
									

									I do re­mem­ber well where I should be,
									

									And there I am. Where is my Romeo? Noise with­in.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									I hear some noise. Lady, come from that nest
									

									Of death, con­ta­gion, and un­nat­ur­al sleep:
									

									A great­er power than we can con­tra­dict
									

									Hath thwarted our in­tents. Come, come away.
									

									Thy hus­band in thy bos­om there lies dead;
									

									And Par­is too. Come, I’ll dis­pose of thee
									

									Among a sis­ter­hood of holy nuns:
									

									Stay not to ques­tion, for the watch is com­ing;
									

									Come, go, good Ju­liet noise again, I dare no longer stay.
								

							
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. Exit Fri­ar Laurence.
									

									What’s here? a cup, closed in my true love’s hand?
									

									Pois­on, I see, hath been his time­less end:
									

									O churl! drunk all, and left no friendly drop
									

									To help me after? I will kiss thy lips;
									

									Haply some pois­on yet doth hang on them,
									

									To make die with a res­tor­at­ive. Kisses him.
									

									Thy lips are warm.
								

							
						

						
								First Watch­man
								With­in. Lead, boy: which way?
						

						
								Ju­liet
								
								
									Yea, noise? then I’ll be brief. O happy dag­ger! Snatch­ing Romeo’s dag­ger.
									

									This is thy sheath Stabs her­self; there rust, and let me die. Falls on Romeo’s body, and dies.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Watch, with the Page of Par­is.
							
						

						
								Page
								This is the place; there, where the torch doth burn.
						

						
								First Watch­man
								
								
									The ground is bloody; search about the church­yard:
									

									Go, some of you, whoe’er you find at­tach.
									

									Pi­ti­ful sight! here lies the county slain;
									

									And Ju­liet bleed­ing, warm, and newly dead,
									

									Who here hath lain these two days bur­ied.
									

									Go, tell the prince: run to the Cap­u­lets:
									

									Raise up the Montagues: some oth­ers search:
									

									We see the ground where­on these woes do lie;
									

									But the true ground of all these piteous woes
									

									We can­not without cir­cum­stance descry.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter some of the Watch, with Balthas­ar.
							
						

						
								Second Watch­man
								Here’s Romeo’s man; we found him in the church­yard.
						

						
								First Watch­man
								Hold him in safety, till the prince come hith­er.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter oth­ers of the Watch, with Fri­ar Laurence.
							
						

						
								Third Watch­man
								
								
									Here is a fri­ar, that trembles, sighs, and weeps:
									

									We took this mat­tock and this spade from him,
									

									As he was com­ing from this church­yard side.
								

							
						

						
								First Watch­man
								A great sus­pi­cion: stay the fri­ar too.
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Prince and At­tend­ants.
							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									What mis­ad­ven­ture is so early up,
									

									That calls our per­son from our morn­ing’s rest?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Cap­u­let, Lady Cap­u­let, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								What should it be, that they so shriek abroad?
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									The people in the street cry Romeo,
									

									Some Ju­liet, and some Par­is; and all run,
									

									With open out­cry, to­ward our monu­ment.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								What fear is this which startles in our ears?
						

						
								First Watch­man
								
								
									Sov­er­eign, here lies the County Par­is slain;
									

									And Romeo dead; and Ju­liet, dead be­fore,
									

									Warm and new kill’d.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								Search, seek, and know how this foul murder comes.
						

						
								First Watch­man
								
								
									Here is a fri­ar, and slaughter’d Romeo’s man;
									

									With in­stru­ments upon them, fit to open
									

									These dead men’s tombs.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									O heav­ens! O wife, look how our daugh­ter bleeds!
									

									This dag­ger hath mista’en—for, lo, his house
									

									Is empty on the back of Montague—
									

									And it mis-sheathed in my daugh­ter’s bos­om!
								

							
						

						
								Lady Cap­u­let
								
								
									O me! this sight of death is as a bell,
									

									That warns my old age to a sep­ulchre.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Montague and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									Come, Montague; for thou art early up,
									

									To see thy son and heir more early down.
								

							
						

						
								Montague
								
								
									Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night;
									

									Grief of my son’s ex­ile hath stopp’d her breath:
									

									What fur­ther woe con­spires against mine age?
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								Look, and thou shalt see.
						

						
								Montague
								
								
									O thou un­taught! what man­ners is in this,
									

									To press be­fore thy fath­er to a grave?
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									Seal up the mouth of out­rage for a while,
									

									Till we can clear these am­bi­gu­ities,
									

									And know their spring, their head, their true des­cent;
									

									And then will I be gen­er­al of your woes,
									

									And lead you even to death: mean­time for­bear,
									

									And let mis­chance be slave to pa­tience.
									

									Bring forth the parties of sus­pi­cion.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									I am the greatest, able to do least,
									

									Yet most sus­pec­ted, as the time and place
									

									Doth make against me, of this dire­ful murder;
									

									And here I stand, both to im­peach and purge
									

									My­self con­demned and my­self ex­cused.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								Then say at once what thou dost know in this.
						

						
								Fri­ar Laurence
								
								
									I will be brief, for my short date of breath
									

									Is not so long as is a te­di­ous tale.
									

									Romeo, there dead, was hus­band to that Ju­liet;
									

									And she, there dead, that Romeo’s faith­ful wife:
									

									I mar­ried them; and their stol’n mar­riage-day
									

									Was Ty­balt’s dooms-day, whose un­timely death
									

									Ban­ish’d the new-made bride­groom from this city,
									

									For whom, and not for Ty­balt, Ju­liet pined.
									

									You, to re­move that siege of grief from her,
									

									Be­troth’d and would have mar­ried her per­force
									

									To County Par­is: then comes she to me,
									

									And, with wild looks, bid me de­vise some mean
									

									To rid her from this second mar­riage,
									

									Or in my cell there would she kill her­self.
									

									Then gave I her, so tu­tor’d by my art,
									

									A sleep­ing po­tion; which so took ef­fect
									

									As I in­ten­ded, for it wrought on her
									

									The form of death: mean­time I writ to Romeo,
									

									That he should hith­er come as this dire night,
									

									To help to take her from her bor­row’d grave,
									

									Be­ing the time the po­tion’s force should cease.
									

									But he which bore my let­ter, Fri­ar John,
									

									Was stay’d by ac­ci­dent, and yes­ternight
									

									Re­turn’d my let­ter back. Then all alone
									

									At the pre­fixed hour of her wak­ing,
									

									Came I to take her from her kindred’s vault;
									

									Mean­ing to keep her closely at my cell,
									

									Till I con­veni­ently could send to Romeo:
									

									But when I came, some minute ere the time
									

									Of her awak­ing, here un­timely lay
									

									The noble Par­is and true Romeo dead.
									

									She wakes; and I en­treated her come forth,
									

									And bear this work of heav­en with pa­tience:
									

									But then a noise did scare me from the tomb;
									

									And she, too des­per­ate, would not go with me,
									

									But, as it seems, did vi­ol­ence on her­self.
									

									All this I know; and to the mar­riage
									

									Her nurse is privy: and, if aught in this
									

									Mis­car­ried by my fault, let my old life
									

									Be sac­ri­ficed, some hour be­fore his time,
									

									Un­to the rigour of severest law.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									We still have known thee for a holy man.
									

									Where’s Romeo’s man? what can he say in this?
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									I brought my mas­ter news of Ju­liet’s death;
									

									And then in post he came from Man­tua
									

									To this same place, to this same monu­ment.
									

									This let­ter he early bid me give his fath­er,
									

									And threaten’d me with death, go­ing in the vault,
									

									If I de­par­ted not and left him there.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									Give me the let­ter; I will look on it.
									

									Where is the county’s page, that raised the watch?
									

									Sir­rah, what made your mas­ter in this place?
								

							
						

						
								Page
								
								
									He came with flowers to strew his lady’s grave;
									

									And bid me stand aloof, and so I did:
									

									Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb;
									

									And by and by my mas­ter drew on him;
									

									And then I ran away to call the watch.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									This let­ter doth make good the fri­ar’s words,
									

									Their course of love, the tid­ings of her death:
									

									And here he writes that he did buy a pois­on
									

									Of a poor ’pothecary, and there­with­al
									

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

									Where be these en­emies? Cap­u­let! Montague!
									

									See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate,
									

									That heav­en finds means to kill your joys with love.
									

									And I for wink­ing at your dis­cords too
									

									Have lost a brace of kins­men: all are pun­ish’d.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									O broth­er Montague, give me thy hand:
									

									This is my daugh­ter’s join­ture, for no more
									

									Can I de­mand.
								

							
						

						
								Montague
								
								
									But I can give thee more:
									

									For I will raise her statue in pure gold;
									

									That while Ver­ona by that name is known,
									

									There shall no fig­ure at such rate be set
									

									As that of true and faith­ful Ju­liet.
								

							
						

						
								Cap­u­let
								
								
									As rich shall Romeo’s by his lady’s lie;
									

									Poor sac­ri­fices of our enmity!
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									A gloom­ing peace this morn­ing with it brings;
									

									The sun, for sor­row, will not show his head:
									

									Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things;
									

									Some shall be par­don’d, and some pun­ished:
									

									For nev­er was a story of more woe
									

									Than this of Ju­liet and her Romeo. Ex­eunt.
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