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SCENE |. Verona. A public place.

Enter SAMPSON and GREGORY, of the house of Copulet, armed with swords and
bucklers

SAMPSON

Gregory, o' my word, we'll not carry coals.
GREGORY

Mo, for then Wi should be colliers.
SAMPSON

I mean, an W be in choler, §Ell draw.
GREGORY

Ay, while you lhve, draw your neck out o' the collar.
SAMPSON

I strike quickly, being moved.
GREGORY

But thou art not quickly moved to strike.
SAMPSON

A dog of the house of Montague moves me.
GREGORY

To move is to stir; and to be valiant is to stand: therefore, if thou art
moved, thou runn'st away.

SAMPSON

A dog of that house shall move me to stand:Pwill take the wall of any
man or maid of Montague's.

GREGORY



That shows thee a weak slave; Tor the weakes] goes 1o the wall.
SAMPESON
True; and therefore women, being the weaker vessels, are ever thrust ta
the wall: therefore | will push Montsgue's men from the wall, and thrust his
maids o the wall,
GREZDEY
The quansl is betveen our masiers and s their men.

Tis all ore, | will show mysslf a tyant: when | have lought with the
fmen, | will be crusl with the maids, and cut off Iheir heads.

GREGDEY
The heads al the maids?
SAMPESON

Ay, the heads ol the maids, or their maidenheads; ke il in whal sense
thou will.

GREGDEY
They must lake it in sense that fes il
SAMPLRDON

W& iey shall fesl whils | am able o stand: and tis known | am a
preity piece of flesh.

GREGDRY

Tis well thou art not fish; i thou hadst, thou hadst been poor John.
Draws thy lool! hers comes two of the house of the Monkagues.

My naked weapon i out: quarrsl, | wil back nee.



Thal shows thee a wealk skave; for the weakes| goes (o the wall.
SAMPSDN
True; and therefore women, being the weaker vessels, are ever thrust o
the wall: therefars | will push Monbsgue's men from the wall, and thrust his
maids o the wall.
GREEDEY
The quanmsl is betasen our masiers and ws thesr men.

Tis all one, | will show myself a tyrant: when | have fought with the
fmen, | will be crusl with the maids, and cut off lheir heads,

GREFDRY
The heads afl the maids7
SAMPSON

My, the heads ol the maids, or ibeir maidenheads; @& it n whal sense
thow will.

GREEDEY
They musd lake it in sense thal feel il
SAMPSDN

K& ihey shall fe=l while | am able to skand: and 1 known | am a
prefty piecs of lesh.

GREEDEY

Tis well thou art nat fish; if thou hads, thou hadsl been poor John.
Draw thy tool! here comes twa of the house of the Monkagues.

My k] weapon s out: quarrel, | il b e



Mo.
SARIPSON

Mo, =ir, | de ned bite my thurb al you, =i, but | bibe my thumk, sic
GREEDRY

Do you guasmsl, sir?
ABRAHAM

Cuarred sirl no, sir,
SARIPSON

IT you do, sir, | am fiar you: | seree a5 good & man as you.
ABRAHAM

Mo belier.

Well, =ir.
GREGDRY

Say beiter’ here comes one of my masier's kinsmen.
SAMPSON

Yes, betler, sir.
ABRAHAM

ou lie.

Drasw, if you be men. Gregary, remember thy swashing blow. They fight
Enter BENWILID



Part, fools!
Put up your swords; you know not what you do.
Beots down thek swords
Enter TYBALT
TYBALT

What, art thou drawn among thess heartiess hinds? Tum thee,
Benwlio, lock upon thy death.

1do but keep the paace: put up thy sword, Or manage it lo
part these men with me.

TYBALT
What, drawn, and talk of peace! | hate the word, As | hate hell, 8

Montagues, and thee:
Have al thee, coward!

They fight
Enter, several of both houses, who join the froy; then enter Qitizens, with cubs

First Citizen

Clubs, bills, and partisans! strike! beal them down!

Down with the Capulets! down with the Montagues!

Enter CAPULET in his gown, and LADY CAPULET
CAPULET

What noise is this? Give me my long sword, ho!
LADY CAPULET

A crutch, a crutch! why call you for a sword?
CAPULET

My sword, | say! Old Montague is come, And flourishes his

blade in spite of me.

Enter MONTAGUE ond LADY MONTAGUE

MONTAGUE



Thou shalt not stir a foot to seek a foe.
Enter PRINCE, with Attendants

PRINCE

Rebellicus subjects, enemies to peace,

Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel,— Will they not hear? What,
ha! you men, you beasts, That quench the fire of your pemicious rage
With purple fountains issuing from your veins,

On pain of torture, from those bloody hands

Throw yaur mistemper'd weapons to the ground, And hear the sentence
of your moved prince.

Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word,

By thee, old Capulet. and Montague,

Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our streets,

And made Verona's ancient citizens

Cast by their grave beseaming omaments,

To wield old partisans, in hands as old,

Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate: if ever you disturb
our streets again,

Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.

For this time, all the rest depart away:

You Capulet; shall go along with me:

And, Montague, come you this aftemoon,

To kmow our further pleasure in this case, To old Free-town, our
comman judgment-place.

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

Exeunt all but MONTAGUE, LADY MONTAGUE, and

BENVOLIO

MONTAGUE

Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach?

BENVOLIO



The fiery Tyball, with his sward prepared,

Jitc s he breathed defiance i my ears, He swung about
SIS v o rothing hurt withal Riss'd him
in sooem:

Came more and more
and fought on part and par, Till the prince came, who paned either
part.

LADY MONTAGUE

0, whers is Romea? SIS Fight glad | am S
s nat al his fray.

Madam, an hour before the worshipp'd sun

Peer'd forth the golden window of he sast,

A troubled mind drave me bo walk abroad;

Where, undernsath the grave af sycamare That westward
moaleth fram the cily's side, So eardy walking did | see your
son: Towards him | made, oU SIS SIS

inio the covert of the wood:

1, measuring his affecSons by my oan,

That masl are busied when they'ne mast alone, Purswed my
humour not pursuing his, And gladly sbunn'd who gladly Ned
fram me.

Many a marning hath he there been seen, With bears
augmenting the fresh maming dew.

Adding o douds mane clouds with his deep sighs;

But all 5o =oon s the al-cheering sun

Should in the furthest east begin to draw

The shady curtains from Aurora’s bed,

Away from the Eght steals home my heavy son,

#And private in his chamber pers himsell, Shuls up his windows,
Iocks far daylight out And makes hiresell an arifical nighl:
Black and poremous musl this humour prove, Unless good
oounse! may the cause remoe.

My noble uncle, do you know the cause?
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LW W AL

Hawve you importuned him by any means?
MONTAGUE

Both by myself and many other friends: But he, his own
affections’ counsellor,

Is to himself— will not say how true—

But to himself so secret and so close,

So far from sounding and discovery,

Az is the bud bit with an envious worm, Ere he can spread his
sweet l[eaves to the air, Or dedicate his beauty to the sun.
Could we but learn from whence his somows grow.

We would as willingly give cure as know.

Enter ROMED

BENVOLIO

See, where he comes: so please you, step aside; I'l know his
grievanca, or be much denied.

MOMNTAGLUE
| would thou wert 50 happy by thy stay, To hear true shrift.
Come, madam, let's away.
Exeunt MONTAGUE and LADY MONTAGUE
BENVOLIO
Good-marmow, cousin.
ROMED
Is the day so young?

BENVOLIO

But new struck nine.
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ROMED
Mot having that, which, having, makes them short.
BENVOLIO
I lowve?
ROMED
Out— BENVOLIO
Of love?
ROMED
Out of her favour, where | am in love.
BENVOLIO

Alas, that love, so gentle in his view, Should be s0
tyrannous and rough in proof!

ROMED

Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still,
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will!
Where shall we dine? O me! What fray was hera?
Yet tell me not, for | have heard it all.

Here's much to do with hate, but mone with love.
Why, then, O brawling love! O loving hate!

O any thing, of nothing first create!

O heavy lightness! serious vanity!

Miz-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms! Feather of lead,

bright smoke, cold fire, sick health!

BENVOLIO

Soft! | will go along;
An if you leave me so, you do me wrong.

ROMEQ

Tut, I have lost myself; | am not here; This is not Romeo,
he's some other where.

BENVOLIO

Tell me in sadness, who is that you love.

ROMED

What, shall | groan and tell thee?

13
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Bid a sick man in sadness make his will:
Ah, word ill urged to one that is so illl
In sadness, cousin, | do love a woman.

BENVOLIO
I'aim'd so near, when | supposed you loved.
ROMED
A right good mark-man! And she's fair | love.
BENVOLIO
A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit.
ROMED
Well, in that hit you miss: she'll not be hit
‘With Cupid's arrow; she hath Dian's wit;
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd, From love's weak childish
bow she lives unharm’d.
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, Mor bide the

encounter of assailing eyes, Nor ope her lap to saint-
seducing gold:

0, she is rich in beauty, only poor,
That when she dies with beauty dies her store.
BENVOLIO
Then she hath sworn that she will still ive chaste?
ROMED
For beauty

starved with her severity Cuts beauty off from all posterity. She is
too fair, too wise, wisely too fair, To merit bliss by making me

14



