
BENVOLIO/ROMEO 
 
BENVOLIO 
Good-morrow, cousin. 
ROMEO 
Is the day so young? 
BENVOLIO 
But new struck nine. 
ROMEO 
Ay me! sad hours seem long. 
Was that my father that went hence so fast? 
BENVOLIO 
It was. What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours? 
ROMEO 
Not having that, which, having, makes them short. 
BENVOLIO 
In love? 
ROMEO 
Out-- 
BENVOLIO 
Of love? 
ROMEO 
Out of her favour, where I am in love. 
BENVOLIO 
Alas, that love, so gentle in his view, 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 
ROMEO 
Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still, 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will! 
BENVOLIO 
Tell me in sadness, who is that you love. 
ROMEO 
What, shall I groan and tell thee? 
BENVOLIO 
Groan! why, no. 
But sadly tell me who. 
ROMEO 
In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 
BENVOLIO 
I aim'd so near, when I supposed you loved. 
 



ROMEO/JULIET 
 
ROMEO 
[To JULIET] If I profane 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, 
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? 
JULIET 
Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer. 
ROMEO 
O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do; 
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. 
JULIET 
Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' sake. 
ROMEO 
Then move not, while my prayer's effect I take. 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purged. 
JULIET 
Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 
ROMEO 
Sin from thy lips? O trespass sweetly urged! 
Give me my sin again. 
JULIET 
You kiss by the book. 
 
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  



MERCUTIO/BENVOLIO 
 
MERCUTIO 
Where the devil should this Romeo be? 
Came he not home to-night? 
BENVOLIO 
Not to his father's; I spoke with his man. 
MERCUTIO 
Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that Rosaline. 
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 
BENVOLIO 
Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 
Hath sent a letter to his father's house. 
MERCUTIO 
A challenge, on my life. 
BENVOLIO 
Romeo will answer it. 
MERCUTIO 
Any man that can write may answer a letter. 
BENVOLIO 
Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he 
dares, being dared. 
MERCUTIO 
Alas poor Romeo! he is already dead; stabbed with a 
white wench's black eye; the very pin of his heart cleft with the 
blind bow-boy's butt-shaft: and is he a man to 
encounter Tybalt? 
BENVOLIO 
Why, what is Tybalt? 
MERCUTIO 
More than prince of cats, I can tell you. O, he is 
the courageous captain of compliments, the very butcher of a silk 
button, a duellist, a duellist; a gentleman of the 
very first house, of the first and second cause: 
ah, the immortal passado! the punto reverso! the 
hai! 
BENVOLIO 
The what? 
MERCUTIO 
The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting 
fantasticoes; these new tuners of accents!  



JULIET/NURSE 
 
JULIET 
Now, good sweet nurse,--O Lord, why look'st thou sad? 
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily. 
Nurse 
I am a-weary, give me leave awhile: 
Fie, how my bones ache! what a jaunt have I had! 
JULIET 
I would thou hadst my bones, and I thy news: 
Nay, come, I pray thee, speak; good, good nurse, speak. 
Nurse 
Jesu, what haste? can you not stay awhile? 
Do you not see that I am out of breath? 
JULIET 
How art thou out of breath, when thou hast breath 
To say to me that thou art out of breath? 
Nurse 
Lord, how my head aches! what a head have I! 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back o' t' other side,--O, my back, my back! 
Beshrew your heart for sending me about, 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down! 
JULIET 
I' faith, I am sorry that thou art not well. 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love? 
Nurse 
Your love says, like an honest gentleman, and a 
courteous, and a kind, and a handsome, and, I 
warrant, a virtuous,--Where is your mother? 
JULIET 
Where is my mother! why, she is within; 
Where should she be? How oddly thou repliest! 
'Your love says, like an honest gentleman, 
Where is your mother?' 
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  



CAPULET/TYBALT 
 
CAPULET 
Why, how now, kinsman! wherefore storm you so? 
TYBALT 
Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe, 
A villain that is hither come in spite, 
To scorn at our solemnity this night. 
CAPULET 
Young Romeo is it? 
TYBALT 
'Tis he, that villain Romeo. 
CAPULET 
Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone; 
It is my will, the which if thou respect, 
Show a fair presence and put off these frowns, 
And ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 
TYBALT 
It fits, when such a villain is a guest: 
I'll not endure him. 
CAPULET 
He shall be endured: 
What, goodman boy! I say, he shall: go to; 
Am I the master here, or you? go to. 
You'll not endure him! God shall mend my soul! 
You'll make a mutiny among my guests! 
TYBALT 
Why, uncle, 'tis a shame. 
CAPULET 
Go to, go to; 
You are a saucy boy: is't so, indeed? 
You must contrary me! Be quiet, or  
I'll make you quiet. What, cheerly, my hearts! 
TYBALT 
I will withdraw: but this intrusion shall 
Now seeming sweet convert to bitter gall. 


