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B2 470

[ Enter] Chorus.
CHORUS
Two households, both alike in dignity,

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene.



B3 6 T)

Enter Sampson and Gregory, with swords and bucklers ,
of the house of Capulet .

SAMPSON I mean, an we be in choler, we’ll draw.
GREGORY Ay, while you live, draw your neck out

of collar.



B 4 (0L 28 11D

SERVANT
It is written that the shoemaker should meddle with
his yard and the tailor with his last, the fisher

with his pencil and the painter with his nets.



B s (36 30)

CAPULET’'S WIFE

Thou knowest my daughter’s of a pretty age,
NURSE

Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour.



B 6 (I 44 T1)

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or

six other Maskers; Torchbearers.
ROMEO
Give me a torch. I am not for this ambling.

Being but heavy, I will bear the light.



B 7 (W60 71)

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.



B 8 (I 64 11)

JULIET
My only love, sprung from my only hate!

Too early seen unknow, and known too late!
NURSE
What's tis? what’s tis?



B9 (I 66—68 7)

BENVOLIO
He ran this way and leapt this orchard wall.
MERCUTIO Nay, I'll conure too.

Romeo! humors! madman! passion! lover!



B 10 (A 88 1)
FRIAR LAURENCE

Care keeps his watch in every old man’s eye,

And where care lodges, sleep will never lie.



B 11 () 100 51)

Enter Nurse and her Man [ Peter ].

NURSE God ye good morrow, gentlemen.
MERCUTIO It is good-den?



B 12 (W 110 50

JULIET
Now, good sweet nurse—O Lord, why lookest thou sad?
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily;
If good, thou shamest the music of sweet news
By playing it to me with so sour a face.
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13 (I, 116 51)
FRIAR LAURENCE
Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us both.



