FROM ROMEO AND JULIET 
Act I, Scene V.

[bookmark: 93][bookmark: 94][bookmark: 95][bookmark: 96]ROMEO [To JULIET.] 
 93   If I profane with my unworthiest hand 
 94   This holy shrine, the gentle sin is this: 
 95   My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand 
 96   To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.
[bookmark: 97][bookmark: 98][bookmark: 99][bookmark: 100]      JULIET 
 97   Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
 98   Which mannerly devotion shows in this; 
 99   For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch, 
100   And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.
[bookmark: 101]      ROMEO 
101   Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?
[bookmark: 102]      JULIET 
102   Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.
[bookmark: 103][bookmark: 104]      ROMEO 
103   O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do; 
104   They pray — grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.
[bookmark: 105]      JULIET 
105   Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' sake.
[bookmark: 106][bookmark: sd107]      ROMEO 
106   Then move not, while my prayer's effect I take.           [Kisses her.]
[bookmark: 107]107   Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purged.
[bookmark: 108]      JULIET 
108   Then have my lips the sin that they have took.
[bookmark: 109]      ROMEO 
109   Sin from thy lips? O trespass sweetly urged! 
110   Give me my sin again.
[bookmark: 110]      JULIET 
110                                      You kiss by th' book.

Act II, Scene II
[bookmark: 1][bookmark: sd2] ROMEO 
  1   He jests at scars that never felt a wound.            [JULIET appears above at a window.]
[bookmark: 2][bookmark: 3][bookmark: 4][bookmark: 5][bookmark: 6][bookmark: 7][bookmark: 8][bookmark: 9][bookmark: 10][bookmark: 11][bookmark: 12][bookmark: 13][bookmark: 14][bookmark: 15][bookmark: 16][bookmark: 17][bookmark: 18][bookmark: 19][bookmark: 20][bookmark: 21][bookmark: 22][bookmark: 23][bookmark: 24]  2   But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks? 
  3   It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. 
  4   Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
  5   Who is already sick and pale with grief, 
  6   That thou, her maid, art far more fair than she. 
  7   Be not her maid, since she is envious; 
  8   Her vestal livery is but sick and green 
  9   And none but fools do wear it; cast it off. 
 10   It is my lady, O, it is my love! 
 11   O, that she knew she were! 
 12   She speaks yet she says nothing; what of that? 
 13   Her eye discourses; I will answer it. 
 14   I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks. 
 15   Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 
 16   Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
 17   To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
 18   What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 
 19   The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 
 20   As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven 
 21   Would through the airy region stream so bright 
 22   That birds would sing and think it were not night. 
 23   See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 
 24   O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
 25   That I might touch that cheek!
      JULIET 
 25                                                 Ay me!
[bookmark: 25][bookmark: 26][bookmark: 27][bookmark: 28][bookmark: 29][bookmark: 30][bookmark: 31][bookmark: 32]      ROMEO 
 25                                                                   She speaks! 
 26   O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art 
 27   As glorious to this night, being o'er my head 
 28   As is a winged messenger of heaven 
 29   Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes 
 30   Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him 
 31   When he bestrides the lazy puffing clouds 
 32   And sails upon the bosom of the air.
[bookmark: 33][bookmark: 34][bookmark: 35][bookmark: 36]      JULIET 
 33   O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo? 
 34   Deny thy father and refuse thy name; 
 35   Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
 36   And I'll no longer be a Capulet.
[bookmark: 37]      ROMEO [Aside.] 
 37   Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?
[bookmark: 38][bookmark: 39][bookmark: 40][bookmark: 41][bookmark: 42][bookmark: 43][bookmark: 44][bookmark: 45][bookmark: 46][bookmark: 47][bookmark: 48]      JULIET 
 38   'Tis but thy name that is my enemy; 
 39   Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. 
 40   What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot, 
 41   Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
 42   Belonging to a man. O, be some other name! 
 43   What's in a name? That which we call a rose 
 44   By any other name would smell as sweet; 
 45   So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
 46   Retain that dear perfection which he owes 
 47   Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name, 
 48   And for that name which is no part of thee 
 49   Take all myself.
[bookmark: 49][bookmark: 50][bookmark: 51]      ROMEO 
 49                             I take thee at thy word. 
 50   Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized; 
 51   Henceforth I never will be Romeo.
[bookmark: 52]      JULIET 
 52   What man art thou that thus bescreen'd in night 
 53   So stumblest on my counsel?
[bookmark: 53][bookmark: 54][bookmark: 55][bookmark: 56][bookmark: 57]      ROMEO 
 53                                                By a name 
 54   I know not how to tell thee who I am: 
 55   My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
 56   Because it is an enemy to thee; 
 57   Had I it written, I would tear the word.
[bookmark: 58][bookmark: 59][bookmark: 60]      JULIET 
 58   My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
 59   Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound: 
 60   Art thou not Romeo and a Montague?
[bookmark: 61]      ROMEO 
 61   Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.
[bookmark: 62][bookmark: 63][bookmark: 64][bookmark: 65]      JULIET 
 62   How camest thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
 63   The orchard walls are high and hard to climb, 
 64   And the place death, considering who thou art, 
 65   If any of my kinsmen find thee here.
[bookmark: 66][bookmark: 67][bookmark: 68][bookmark: 69]      ROMEO 
 66   With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these walls; 
 67   For stony limits cannot hold love out, 
 68   And what love can do, that dares love attempt; 
 69   Therefore thy kinsmen are no stop to me.
[bookmark: 70]      JULIET 
 70   If they do see thee, they will murder thee.
[bookmark: 71][bookmark: 72][bookmark: 73]      ROMEO 
 71   Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye 
 72   Than twenty of their swords! Look thou but sweet, 
 73   And I am proof against their enmity.
[bookmark: 74]      JULIET 
 74   I would not for the world they saw thee here.
[bookmark: 75][bookmark: 76][bookmark: 77][bookmark: 78]      ROMEO 
 75   I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight; 
 76   And but thou love me, let them find me here: 
 77   My life were better ended by their hate, 
 78   Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.
[bookmark: 79]      JULIET 
 79   By whose direction found'st thou out this place?
[bookmark: 80][bookmark: 81][bookmark: 82][bookmark: 83][bookmark: 84]      ROMEO 
 80   By love, who first did prompt me to inquire; 
 81   He lent me counsel and I lent him eyes. 
 82   I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far 
 83   As that vast shore wash'd with the farthest sea, 
 84   I would adventure for such merchandise.
[bookmark: 85][bookmark: 86][bookmark: 87][bookmark: 88][bookmark: 89][bookmark: 90][bookmark: 91][bookmark: 92]      JULIET 
 85   Thou know'st the mask of night is on my face, 
 86   Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek 
 87   For that which thou hast heard me speak tonight. 
 88   Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
 89   What I have spoke, but farewell compliment! 
 90   Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say "Ay," 
 91   And I will take thy word; yet if thou swear'st, 
 92   Thou mayst prove false; at lovers' perjuries 
 93   They say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 
 94   If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully; 
 95   Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
 96   I'll frown and be perverse, and say thee nay, 
 97   So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world. 
 98   In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 
 99   And therefore thou mayst think my behavior light, 
100   But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 
101   Than those that have more coying to be strange. 
102   I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
103   But that thou overheard'st, ere I was ware, 
104   My true love's passion: therefore pardon me, 
105   And not impute this yielding to light love, 
106   Which the dark night hath so discovered.
      ROMEO 
107   Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear 
108   That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops—
[bookmark: 111]      JULIET 
109   O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, 
110   That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
111   Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.
[bookmark: 112]      ROMEO 
112   What shall I swear by?
[bookmark: 112a][bookmark: 113][bookmark: 114][bookmark: 115]      JULIET 
112                                      Do not swear at all; 
113   Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
114   Which is the god of my idolatry, 
115   And I'll believe thee.
[bookmark: 115a]      ROMEO 
115                                     If my heart's dear love—
[bookmark: 116][bookmark: 117][bookmark: 118][bookmark: 119][bookmark: 120][bookmark: 121][bookmark: 122][bookmark: 123][bookmark: 124]      JULIET 
116   Well, do not swear. Although I joy in thee, 
117   I have no joy of this contract tonight: 
118   It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden; 
119   Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 
120   Ere one can say "It lightens." Sweet, good night! 
121   This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath, 
122   May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 
123   Good night, good night! as sweet repose and rest 
124   Come to thy heart as that within my breast!
[bookmark: 125]      ROMEO 
125   O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied?
[bookmark: 126]      JULIET 
126   What satisfaction canst thou have tonight?
[bookmark: 127]      ROMEO 
127   The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine.
[bookmark: 128][bookmark: 129]      JULIET 
128   I gave thee mine before thou didst request it: 
129   And yet I would it were to give again.
[bookmark: 130]      ROMEO 
130   Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what purpose, love?
[bookmark: 131][bookmark: 132][bookmark: 133][bookmark: 134][bookmark: 135][bookmark: sd136]      JULIET 
131   But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
132   And yet I wish but for the thing I have. 
133   My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
134   My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
135   The more I have, for both are infinite.            [Nurse calls within.]
[bookmark: 136][bookmark: 137][bookmark: 138][bookmark: sd139]136   I hear some noise within; dear love, adieu! 
137   Anon, good nurse! Sweet Montague, be true. 
138   Stay but a little, I will come again.            [Exit, above.]
[bookmark: 139][bookmark: 140][bookmark: 141][bookmark: sd142]      ROMEO 
139   O blessed, blessed night! I am afeard. 
140   Being in night, all this is but a dream, 
141   Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.            [Re-enter JULIET, above.]
[bookmark: 142][bookmark: 143][bookmark: 144][bookmark: 145][bookmark: 146][bookmark: 147][bookmark: 148][bookmark: 149]      JULIET 
142   Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed. 
143   If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
144   Thy purpose marriage, send me word tomorrow, 
145   By one that I'll procure to come to thee, 
146   Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite; 
147   And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay 
148   And follow thee my lord throughout the world.       Nurse [Within.] 
149   Madam!
[bookmark: 150]      JULIET 
150   I come, anon.—But if thou mean'st not well, 
151   I do beseech thee—
      Nurse [Within] 
151                               Madam!
[bookmark: 151][bookmark: 152][bookmark: 153]      JULIET 
151                                               By and by, I come:— 
152   To cease thy strife, and leave me to my grief: 
153   Tomorrow will I send.
  Act iii, scene ii
JULIET 
  1   Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 
  2   Towards Phoebus' lodging: such a wagoner 
  3   As Phaëthon would whip you to the west, 
  4   And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
  5   Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night, 
  6   That runaways' eyes may wink and Romeo 
  7   Leap to these arms, untalk'd of and unseen. 
  8   Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
  9   By their own beauties; or, if love be blind, 
 10   It best agrees with night. Come, civil night, 
 11   Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, 
 12   And learn me how to lose a winning match, 
 13   Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods. 
 14   Hood my unmann'd blood, bating in my cheeks, 
 15   With thy black mantle, till strange love grow bold, 
 16   Think true love acted simple modesty. 
 17   Come, night, come, Romeo, come, thou day in night; 
 18   For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
 19   Whiter than new snow on a raven's back. 
 20   Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow'd night, 
 21   Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall die, 
 22   Take him and cut him out in little stars, 
 23   And he will make the face of heaven so fine 
 24   That all the world will be in love with night 
 25   And pay no worship to the garish sun. 
 26   O, I have bought the mansion of a love, 
 27   But not possess'd it, and, though I am sold, 
 28   Not yet enjoy'd: so tedious is this day 
 29   As is the night before some festival 
 30   To an impatient child that hath new robes 
 31   And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse, 
 32   And she brings news; and every tongue that speaks 
 33   But Romeo's name speaks heavenly eloquence.
(…)
JULIET 
 97   Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband? 
 98   Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name, 
 99   When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it? 
100   But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin? 
101   That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband. 
102   Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring; 
103   Your tributary drops belong to woe, 
104   Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 
105   My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain; 
106   And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband: 
107   All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then? 
108   Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death, 
109   That murder'd me: I would forget it fain; 
110   But, O, it presses to my memory, 
111   Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds: 
112   "Tybalt is dead, and Romeo—banished." 
113   That "banished," that one word "banished," 
114   Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's death 
115   Was woe enough, if it had ended there; 
116   Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship 
117   And needly will be rank'd with other griefs, 
118   Why follow'd not, when she said "Tybalt's dead," 
119   Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both, 
120   Which modern lamentations might have moved, 
121   But with a rearward following Tybalt's death, 
122   "Romeo is banished"? To speak that word, 
123   Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 
124   All slain, all dead. "Romeo is banished!" 
125   There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 
126   In that word's death; no words can that woe sound. 
127   Where is my father, and my mother, nurse?
      Nurse 
128   Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse. 
129   Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.
      JULIET 
130   Wash they his wounds with tears: mine shall be spent, 
131   When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment. 
132   Take up those cords: poor ropes, you are beguiled, 
133   Both you and I; for Romeo is exiled: 
134   He made you for a highway to my bed; 
135   But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 
136   Come, cords, come, nurse; I'll to my wedding-bed; 
137   And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead!
      Nurse 
138   Hie to your chamber: I'll find Romeo 
139   To comfort you: I wot well where he is. 
140   Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night. 
141   I'll to him; he is hid at Laurence' cell.
[bookmark: sd0]      JULIET 
142   O, find him! give this ring to my true knight, 
143   And bid him come to take his last farewell.            Exeunt.
Act iii, scene iii
ROMEO 
 17   There is no world without Verona walls, 
 18   But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 
 19   Hence "banished" is banish'd from the world, 
 20   And world's exile is death: then "banished" 
 21   Is death mis-term'd: calling death "banished," 
 22   Thou cutt'st my head off with a golden axe, 
 23   And smilest upon the stroke that murders me.
      FRIAR LAURENCE 
 24   O deadly sin! O rude unthankfulness! 
 25   Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind prince, 
 26   Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law, 
 27   And turn'd that black word "death" to "banishment." 
 28   This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not.
      ROMEO 
 29   'Tis torture, and not mercy: heaven is here, 
 30   Where Juliet lives; and every cat and dog 
 31   And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 
 32   Live here in heaven and may look on her; 
 33   But Romeo may not. More validity, 
 34   More honourable state, more courtship lives 
 35   In carrion-flies than Romeo: they may seize 
 36   On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand 
 37   And steal immortal blessing from her lips, 
 38   Who even in pure and vestal modesty, 
 39   Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin; 
 40   But Romeo may not; he is banished: 
 41   Flies may do this, but I from this must fly: 
 42   They are free men, but I am banished. 
 43   And say'st thou yet that exile is not death? 
 44   Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife, 
 45   No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean, 
 46   But "banished" to kill me? "Banished"? 
 47   O friar, the damned use that word in hell; 
 48   Howlings attend it: how hast thou the heart, 
 49   Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 
 50   A sin-absolver, and my friend profess'd, 
 51   To mangle me with that word "banished"?
(…)
Act iv, scene iii
JULIET 
 14   Farewell! God knows when we shall meet again. 
 15   I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
 16   That almost freezes up the heat of life. 
 17   I'll call them back again to comfort me: 
 18   Nurse! What should she do here? 
 19   My dismal scene I needs must act alone. 
 20   Come, vial.
 21   What if this mixture do not work at all? 
 22   Shall I be married then tomorrow morning? 
 23   No, no, this shall forbid it. Lie thou there.
 24   What if it be a poison, which the friar 
 25   Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead, 
 26   Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd, 
 27   Because he married me before to Romeo? 
 28   I fear it is: and yet, methinks, it should not, 
 29   For he hath still been tried a holy man. 
 30   How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
 31   I wake before the time that Romeo 
 32   Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point! 
 33   Shall I not, then, be stifled in the vault, 
 34   To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in, 
 35   And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes? 
 36   Or, if I live, is it not very like, 
 37   The horrible conceit of death and night, 
 38   Together with the terror of the place— 
 39   As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
 40   Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
 41   Of all my buried ancestors are packed: 
 42   Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 
 43   Lies festering in his shroud; where, as they say, 
 44   At some hours in the night spirits resort;— 
 45   Alack, alack, is it not like that I, 
 46   So early waking, what with loathsome smells, 
 47   And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the earth, 
 48   That living mortals, hearing them, run mad— 
 49   O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught, 
 50   Environed with all these hideous fears? 
 51   And madly play with my forefather's joints? 
 52   And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud? 
 53   And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 
 54   As with a club, dash out my desperate brains? 
 55   O, look! methinks I see my cousin's ghost 
 56   Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 
 57   Upon a rapier's point. Stay, Tybalt, stay! 
 58   Romeo, Romeo, Romeo! Here's drink—I drink to thee. 
Act v, scene iii
ROMEO 

 88   How oft when men are at the point of death 
 89   Have they been merry! which their keepers call 
 90   A lightning before death: O, how may I 
 91   Call this a lightning? O my love! my wife! 
 92   Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 
 93   Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: 
 94   Thou art not conquer'd; beauty's ensign yet 
 95   Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 
 96   And death's pale flag is not advanced there. 
 97   Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet? 
 98   O, what more favor can I do to thee, 
 99   Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain 
100   To sunder his that was thine enemy? 
101   Forgive me, cousin! Ah, dear Juliet, 
102   Why art thou yet so fair? shall I believe 
103   That unsubstantial death is amorous, 
104   And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
105   Thee here in dark to be his paramour? 
106   For fear of that, I still will stay with thee; 
107   And never from this palace of dim night 
108   Depart again. Here, here will I remain 
109   With worms that are thy chamber-maids; O, here 
110   Will I set up my everlasting rest, 
111   And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
112   From this world-wearied flesh. Eyes, look your last! 
113   Arms, take your last embrace! and, lips, O you 
114   The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
115   A dateless bargain to engrossing death!
116   Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide! 
117   Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
118   The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark! 
119   Here's to my love!
[bookmark: sd121]119                                           O true apothecary! 
120   Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiss I die.            [Dies.]
(...)
[bookmark: sd167] JULIET 
160   Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 
161   What's here? a cup, closed in my true love's hand? 
162   Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end: 
163   O churl! drunk all, and left no friendly drop 
164   To help me after? I will kiss thy lips; 
165   Haply some poison yet doth hang on them, 
166   To make me die with a restorative.            [Kisses him.]
167   Thy lips are warm. (…)
      
169   Yea, noise? Then I'll be brief. O happy dagger!
[bookmark: sd171]170   This is thy sheath; [Stabs herself.] there rust, and let me die.      [Falls on Romeo's body, and dies.]

(...) 
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