
— 1 — 
 

Texts for Class 1 

Prologue to Act I 

PROLOGUE 

Two 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; 

The which if you with patient ears attend, 

What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend. 

From Act I, scene 5 

ROMEO 

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. 
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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. 

Act II, scene 2 (balcony scene), opening 

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! 
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Act II, scene 2 (balcony scene), ending 
 

Exit JULIET, above 

ROMEO 

O blessed, blessed night! I am afeard. 

Being in night, all this is but a dream, 

Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter JULIET, above 

JULIET 

Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed. 

If that thy bent of love be honourable, 

Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 

By one that I'll procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite; 

And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay 

And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 

NURSE 

[Within] Madam! 

JULIET 

I come, anon.—But if thou mean'st not well, 

I do beseech thee— 

NURSE 

[Within] Madam! 

JULIET 

By and by, I come:— 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 

To-morrow will I send. 

ROMEO 

So thrive my soul— 

JULIET 

A thousand times good night! 

Exit, above 

ROMEO 

A thousand times the worse, to want thy light. 

Love goes toward love, as schoolboys from their books, 

But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 
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Re-enter JULIET, above 

JULIET 

Hist! Romeo, hist! O, for a falconer's voice, 

To lure this tassel-gentle back again! 

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud; 

Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies, 

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine, 

With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

ROMEO 

It is my soul that calls upon my name: 

How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night, 

Like softest music to attending ears! 

JULIET 

Romeo! 

ROMEO 

My dear? 

JULIET 

At what o'clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee? 

ROMEO 

At the hour of nine. 

JULIET 

I will not fail: 'tis twenty years till then. 

I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

ROMEO 

Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

JULIET 

I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 

Remembering how I love thy company. 

ROMEO 

And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget, 

Forgetting any other home but this. 

JULIET 

'Tis almost morning; I would have thee gone: 

And yet no further than a wanton's bird; 

Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
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Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 

And with a silk thread plucks it back again, 

So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

ROMEO 

I would I were thy bird. 

JULIET 

Sweet, so would I: 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 

Good night, good night! parting is such sweet sorrow, 

That I shall say good night till it be morrow. 

Exit JULIET above 

ROMEO 

Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast! 

Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest! 

Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell, 

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. 

Act III, scene 2, opening 

JULIET 

Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 

Towards Phoebus’ lodging. Such a wagoner 

As Phaëton would whip you to the west 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. 

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night, 

That runaways’ 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 

Played for a pair of stainless maidenhoods. 

Hood my unmanned blood, bating in my cheeks, 

With thy black mantle till strange love grow bold, 

Think true love acted simple modesty. 

Come, night. Come, Romeo. Come, thou day in night, 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 

Whiter than new snow upon a raven’s back. 

Come, gentle night; come, loving black-browed night, 

Give me my Romeo, and when I shall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars, 
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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 possessed it, and, though I am sold, 

Not yet enjoyed. 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. 

 


