
 

Nurse (3.2) 
There’s no trust, 
No faith, no honesty in men. All perjured, 
All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. 

Capulet (3.4) 
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. 

Juliet (3.5) 
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! 

Juliet (3.2) 
Come, night. Come, Romeo. Come, thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow upon a raven’s back. 
Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-browed night, 
Give me my Romeo. 
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