
Extract 1 
 
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, ladybird! 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 remembered 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. Susan and she – God rest all 

Christian souls! – were of an age. Well, Susan is with God; she was too 
good for me. But, marry, I remember it well. ’Tis since the earthquake 
and she was weaned – I never shall forget it – of all the days of the year, 
upon that day. For I had then laid wormwood to my dug; 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! And since that time 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! 

 
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 sucked 

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 several 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: 
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. 

  



Extract 2 
 
Juliet:      Ay me! 
 
Romeo:     She speaks: 

O, speak again, bright angel!  
 
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 called, 
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 bescreened 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 stop 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 proroguéd, 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. 
 

  



Extract 3 
 

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 through 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 compliments. 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! 

 
Enter Romeo 
 
Benvolio:  Here comes Romeo. 
 
Mercutio: Without his roe, like a dried herring: 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: Come between us, good Benvolio; my wits faint. 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. 

  



Extract 4 
 

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

As that the villain lives which slaughtered him. 
 
Juliet:   What villain madam? 
 
Lady Capulet:  That same villain, Romeo. 
 
Juliet: 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: 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 banished runagate doth live, 
Shall give him such an unaccustomed 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 – 
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 slaughtered 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. 
 



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 looked 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: 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 delivered 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? 
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. 

 
Nurse: 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:   May not one speak? 
 
Capulet:   Peace, you mumbling fool! 

Utter your gravity o’er a gossip’s bowl; 
For here we need it not. 

  



Extract 5 
 

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 talked 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:  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 slandered 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. 
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-covered 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 unstained wife to my sweet love. 

  



Extract 6 
 

Romeo:  Good morrow, father. 
 
Friar Laurence:    Benedicite! 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me? 
Young son, it argues a distempered 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 unstuffed 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 wooed 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 washed thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline! 
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 washed off yet: 
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: 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 

 


