ROMEO AND JULIET 1

Act |, Scene |

Prince

Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace,
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel --0
Will they not hear? What, ho! You, 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.
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ROMEO AND JULIET 2

Act 1, Scene ll
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.
And, she agreed, within her scope of choice
Lies my consent and fair according voice.
This night | hold an old-accustom’d feast,
Whereto | have invited many a guest,
Such as | 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 reckoningnone.
Come, go with me.

[To Servant, giving him a piece of paper]

Go, sirrah, trudge about.
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ROMEO AND JULIET 3

Act |, Scene V

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 | ne’er saw true beauty till this night.
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ROMEO AND JULIET 4

Act ll, Scene Il
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 puffing 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 | hear more, or shall | 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-
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