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ACT I

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;
Whole 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.

SCENE V. A Street
Capulet

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  ROMEO
Servant 

God gi' god-den. I pray, sir, can you read?
ROMEO 

I can read.
Reads
'Signior Martino and his wife and daughters;
County Anselme and his beauteous sisters; the lady
widow of Vitravio; 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 

To supper; to my master's house.

 
ROMEO 

Whose house?
Servant 

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
SCENE V. A hall in Capulet's house.

Enter ROMEO to the Party, already in progress

ROMEO 

[To a Servingman] What lady is that, which doth
enrich the hand
Of yonder knight?

Servant 

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!
 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.
What dares the slave
Come hither, to fleer and scorn at our solemnity?

Tis he, that villain Romeo.

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 

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.

/kisses

ROMEO 

Sin from thy lips? O trespass sweetly urged!
Give me my sin again.

/kisses

JULIET 

You kiss by the book.

Nurse 

Madam, your mother craves a word with you.

Juliet adjourns to the side of the stage

ROMEO 

What is her mother?

Nurse 

Marry, bachelor,
Her mother is the lady of the house.
 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.

Exeunt all but JULIET and Nurse
JULIET 

Come hither, nurse. What is yond gentleman?

Nurse 

I know not.

JULIET 

Go ask his name: if he be married.
My grave is like to be my wedding bed.

Nurse adjourns off stage and then returns

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

Exeunt

ACT II

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! 
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!
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 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 

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 

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
Then say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo,
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully
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 

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 give it thee. 
*My love as deep and boundless as the sea
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 

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 

Romeo!
ROMEO 

My dear?
JULIET 

At what o'clock to-morrow
Shall I send to thee?
ROMEO 

At the hour of nine. 
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.
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 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:
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.
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
MERCUTIO 

*Here come the Capulets, I care not for them.

*So be it, if they wish to quarrel, I will have them

Enter TYBALT and others
TYBALT 

Gentleman, good den: a word with one of you.
MERCUTIO 

And but one word with one of me? 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 me a minstrel? 

look to hear nothing but
discords: here's my fiddlestick; here's that shall
make you dance. 'Zounds, consort!
Enter ROMEO
TYBALT 

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

But I'll be hanged, 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.
MERCUTIO 
Draws
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk?
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
MERCUTIO 

I am hurt.
A plague o' both your houses! I am sped.
Is he gone, and hath nothing?
a scratch, a scratch; marry, 'tis enough.
ROMEO 

This day's black fate on more days doth depend;
This but begins the woe, others must end.

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:
Ether 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
ROMEO 

O, I am fortune's fool!
Exit ROMEO

SCENE II. Capulet's orchard.

Enter JULIET 

Enter Nurse, with cords
Now, nurse, what news? Why dost thou wring thy hands?

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! 

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 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.

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
ACT IV. SCENE I. Friar Laurence's cell.
Enter Friar Laurence

Enter Juliet

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:  
Be not so long to speak; I long to die,
If what thou speak'st speak not of remedy.

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:
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: 
Thou shalt continue two and forty hours,
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.

JULIET 

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

Gives vial

Love give me strength! and strength shall help afford.
Farewell, dear father!

Exeunt
SCENE V. Juliet's chamber.

Enter Nurse

Nurse

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 CAPULET
CAPULET 

What noise is here?

Nurse 

O lamentable day!

CAPULET 

What is the matter?

Nurse 

She's dead, deceased, she's dead; alack the day!

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!

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.

All Exit

ACT V. SCENE III. A churchyard; in it a tomb belonging to the Capulets.

Enter ROMEO with a torch, mattock, & c
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
O my love! my wife!
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath,
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: 
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;
worms that are thy chamber-maids; 

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide! 
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?

Romeo!

Enters the tomb
Romeo! O, pale! 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;
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] 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

CHORUS 

A glooming peace this morning with it brings;
The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head:
For never was a story of more woe
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo.

Exeunt
