
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: 
And since that time it is eleven years; 
For then 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: 'Wilt thou not, Jule?' quoth he; 
And, pretty fool, it stinted and said 'Ay.' 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



LADY CAPULET 
Tell me, daughter Juliet, How stands your 
disposition to be married? 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. 
Verona's summer hath not such a flower. 
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; 
This precious book of love, this unbound 
lover, To beautify him, only lacks a cover: 
So shall you share all that he doth possess,  
By having him, making yourself no less. 
Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



MERCUTIO 
O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairies' midwife, and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep; 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut  
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love; 
O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight, 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees, 
O'er ladies ' lips, who straight on kisses dream, Which oft the angry 
Mab with blisters plagues, Because their breaths with sweetmeats 
tainted are: 
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
And being thus frighted swears a prayer or two 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab 
This is she— 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



ROMEO 
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! 
She speaks, yet she says nothing. What of that? 
Her eye discourses; I will answer it. 
I am too bold; ’tis not to me she speaks. 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars 
As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright 
That birds would sing and think it were not night. 
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 
Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 
Towards Phoebus’ lodging! Such a wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the west 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night, 
That runaway’s eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalked of and unseen.— 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties; or, if love be blind, 
It best agrees with night.—Come, civil night, 
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, 
And learn me how to lose a winning match, 
Play’d for a pair of stainless maidenhoods. 
Come, gentle night; come, loving, black-brow’d night; 
Give me my Romeo; and, when I shall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little stars, 
And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 
That all the world will be in love with night, 
And pay no worship to the garish sun.— 
O, I have bought the mansion of a love, 
But not possess’d it; and, though I am sold, 
Not yet enjoy’d. So tedious is this day 
As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient child that hath new robes, 
And may not wear them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TYBALT 
Gentlemen, good den: a word with one of you. 
And if you would like to make it a word and a blow 
You shall find me apt enough to that,  
an you will give me occasion. 
Mercutio, thou consort'st with Romeo,— 
Romeo enters 
Well, peace be with you, sir: here comes my man. 
Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford  
No better term than this,—thou art a villain. 
And Boy, none of the “love you have for me”  
shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me; therefore turn and draw. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FRIAR LAURENCE 
Hold thy desperate hand: 
Art thou a man? thy form cries out thou art:  
Thy tears are womanish; thy wild acts denote  
The unreasonable fury of a beast: 
Thou hast amazed me: by my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition better temper'd. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself?  
And stay thy lady too that lives in thee, 
By doing damned hate upon thyself? 
What, rouse thee, man! thy Juliet is alive, 
For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead;  
There art thou happy: Tybalt would kill thee,  
But thou slew'st Tybalt; there are thou happy too:  
The law that threaten'd death becomes thy friend  
And turns it to exile; there art thou happy: 
A pack of blessings lights up upon thy back; 
Happiness courts thee in her best array;  
But, like a misbehaved and sullen wench,  
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love: 
Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable.  
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed,  
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her:  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



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.  
God's bread! it makes me mad: 
Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play, 
Alone, in company, still my care hath been 
To have her match'd: and having now provided 
A gentleman of noble parentage, 
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd, 
To answer 'I'll not wed; I cannot love,  
I am too young; I pray you, pardon me.' 
But, as you will not wed, I'll pardon you: 
Graze where you will you shall not house with me: 
Look to't, think on't, I do not use to jest. 
Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise: 
An you be mine, I'll give you to my friend;  
And you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in the streets, 
For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee, 
 Nor what is mine shall never do thee good: 
Trust to't, bethink you; I'll not be forsworn.  
 


