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High Lights and Extracts from ROMEO AND JULIET

Prologue
gk

Twa households, both alike in dignity,

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny,
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes

A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life;
Whose misadventured piteous overthrows
Do with their death bury their parents’ strife.
The fearful passage of their death-mark’d love,
And the continuance of their parents' rage,
‘Which, but their children's end, nought could
remove,

Is now the two hours’ traffic of our stage.
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LADY What say you? can you love the gentleman?
CAPULET  This night you shall behold him at our feast;
¥+ E£ 2 L- ¥ Read oer the volume of young Paris' face,

RFEA And find delight writ there with beauty's pen;
So shall you share all that hedoth possess,
By having him, making yourself no less

NURSE No less!, nay, bigger; women grow by men.
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LADY Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love?

CAPULET

FrEalw

kFEA

JULIET I'l look to like, if looking liking move:

/2 ') T+ I But no more deep will | endart mine eye
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly.
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ROMEC  [To JULIET]
as# It | protane with my unworthiest hand

This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this:

My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.
JULIET Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,

242 ') T+ Which mannerly devotion shows in this;
For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do
touch,
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.

ROMEO Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?
ass

JULIET Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.
FalUTwh

ROMEQ Q, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do;
osA They pray, grant thou, lest faith tum to despair.
JULIET Saints do not move, though grant for prayers'

32U Ty - sake.

ROMEO Then move not, while my prayer's effect | take.
os#

Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purged.
JULIET Then have my lips the sin that they have took.
JalUzwhk
ROMEO Sin from thy lips? O trespass sweetly urged!
oszx
JULIET You kiss by the book.
FaUTwhk
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JULIET O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo?
372U T I~ Deny thy father and refuse thy name;

Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,

And Il no longer be a Capulet.

ROMEO
o=z

JULIET “Tis but thy name that is my enemy;

342 ) T b Thou art thyself, though not a Montague.
What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot,
MNor arm. nor face. nor anv ather nart
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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 call'd,
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.

ROMECQ
ass

O | take thee at thy word:
Call me but love, and I'l be new baptized;
Heneeforth | never will be Romeo
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ROMEQ With love's light wings did | o'er-perch these
o= walls;

For stony limits cannet hold love out,

And what love can do that dares love attempt;

Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.
JULIET If they do see thee, they will murder thee.
Falzwhk
ROMEC  Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye
ass

And | am proof against their enmity.
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JULIET Hist! Romeo, hist! Q, for a falconer’s voice,
372U T I To lure this tassel-gentle back again!
Bondage Is hoarse, and may not speak aloud;
Else would | tear the cave where Echo lies,
And make her airy tongue more hoarse than
mine,
With repetition of my Romeo's name.

ROMECQ
ass

Itis my soul that calls upen my name:

Like softest music to atending ears!
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[ACT NI, SC.IL. 177]

JULIET

FaUTwhk

ROMEO I would | were thy bird.
oz

JULIET Sweet, 5o would I:

372 U T bk Yet | should kill thee with much cherishing.
Good night, good night! parting is such
sweet Sormow,

That | shall say good night till it be morrow.
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JULIET

SalUTwhk
Yon light is not day-light, | know it, I:
Itis some meteor that the sun exhales,
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer,
And light thee on thy way to Mantua:

JULIET

Therefore stay yet; thou need'st not o be gone.

ROMEO
osx

Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death;

1 am content, so thou wilt have it so.

I'll say yon grey is not the moming's eye,
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads:
| have more care to stay than will to go:
Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it so.
How is't, my soul? let's talk; it is not day.

JULIET ltis, it is: hie hence, be gone, away!
372U Iy I tis the lark that sings so out of tune,
O, now be gone; more light and light it grows.

ROMEC
ass

More light and light; more dark and dark our
woes!
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CAPULET  All things that we ordained festival,

¥ 2 L Tumn from their office to black funeral;

- Qur instruments to melanchaoly bells,
Qur wedding cheer to a sad burial feast,
QOur solemn hymns o sullen dirges change,
Qur bridal flowers serve for a buried corse,
And all things change them to the contrary.

[ACT V, SCEIIL 87]
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Tybalt, iest thou there in thy bloody sheet?
O, what more favour can | do 1o thee,
Than with that hand that et thy unith in twain
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To sunder his that was thine enemy?

Forgive me, cousin! Ah, dear Juliet,

Why art thou yet so fair? shall | believe

That unsubstantial death is amaorous,

And that the lean abhorred monster keeps
Thee here in dark 1o be his paramour?

For fear of that, | still will stay with thee;

And never from this palace of dim night
Depart again: here, here will I remain

With worms that are thy chamber-maids; O, here
Will | set up my everlasting rest,

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars
From this world-wearied flesh. Eyes, look your
last!

Arms, take your last embrace! and, lips, O you
The doors of breath, seal with a rightecus kiss
A dateless bargain to engrossing death!
Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide!
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on

The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark!
Here's to my love!

Drinks:

O true apothecary!
Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiss | die.
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A glooming peace this moming with it brings;
The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head:

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things;
Some shall be pardon'd, and some punished:
For never was a story of more woe

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo.
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