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Act 1 

 The fight/Benvolio speaks to Romeo 

 Juliet speaks to her mother 

 Mercution and Romeo talk about dreams 

 Romeo and Juliet meet 

  
 
 
Act 2 

 Romeo and Juliet talk on the balcony 

 Romeo visits the Friar 

 The Nurse visits Romeo 

 Juliet waits for the Nurse 

 Romeo and Juliet marry 

Act 3 

 Tybalt looks for Romeo/ Mercutio dies/Tybalt dies 

 Juliet wait for Romeo/finds out that Tybalt is dead 

 The Friar consoles Romeo 

 Lord Capulet arranges the wedding 

 Romeo and Juliet spend the night together/Juliet refuses to 
marry Paris 

Act 4 

 The Friar comes up with a plan for Juliet 

 Capulet organises the wedding 

 Juliet takes the potion 

 Capulet organises the wedding 

 Juliet is found ‘dead’ 
 

Act 5 

 Romeo finds out about Juliet’s death 

 Friar Lawrence realises the letter hasn’t been sent 

 Paris visits Juliet’s tomb/Romeo arrives and kills Paris/Romeo 
dies/Juliet wakes/Friar Lawrence runs away/Romeo dies/The 
families unite 



  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Ay me! sad hours seem long. 
Not having that, which, having, makes them short. 
Out of her favour, where I am in love. 
 
Why, then, O brawling love! O loving hate! 
O any thing, of nothing first create! 
O heavy lightness! serious vanity! 
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms! 
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, 
sick health! 
 
Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs; 
Being purged, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes; 
Being vex'd a sea nourish'd with lovers' tears: 
What is it else? a madness most discreet, 
A choking gall and a preserving sweet. 
 
Not mad, but bound more than a mad-man is; 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food, 
Whipp'd and tormented 
 
 the all-seeing sun 
Ne'er saw her match since first the world begun. 
 
I have a soul of lead 
So stakes me to the ground I cannot move. 
 
Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 
 
Is love a tender thing? it is too rough, 
Too rude, too boisterous, and it pricks like thorn 
 
 

Act 1 

Romeo and Rosaline 

ROMEO 

 
Some consequence yet hanging in the stars 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night's revels and expire the term 
Of a despised life closed in my breast 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death. 
 

Act 1 

Romeo and Fate 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no; 
I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 
 
Where on a sudden one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded: both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies: 
 
By holy marriage: when and where and how 
We met, we woo'd and made exchange of vow, 
I'll tell thee as we pass; but this I pray, 
That thou consent to marry us to-day. 
 
I pray thee, chide not; she whom I love now 
Doth grace for grace and love for love allow; 
The other did not so 
 

 

 

ROMEO 

O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright! 
It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiope's ear; 
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear! 
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, 
 
Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sight! 
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. 
 
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. 
 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purged. 
 
Is she a Capulet? 
O dear account! my life is my foe's debt. 
 
But, soft! what light through yonder window 
breaks? 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. 
 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek! 
 
Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 
 
The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for 
mine. 
 
O blessed, blessed night! I am afeard. 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial 
 

Act 1 and 2 

Romeo meets Juliet 

Act 1 and 2 

Romeo and Friar Lawrence 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Switch and spurs, switch and spurs; or I'll cry a match 
 
Thou wast never with me for any thing when thou wast 
not there for the goose. 

 

 

ROMEO 

What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou dost not mark me. 
 
Bid her devise 
Some means to come to shrift this afternoon; 
And there she shall at Friar Laurence' cell 
Be shrived and married. 
 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair; 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 

Act 2 

Banter with friends 

 
Act 2 

Romeo and the Nurse 

 

Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting: villain am I none; 
Therefore farewell; I see thou know'st me not. 
 
And so, good Capulet,--which name I tender 
As dearly as my own,--be satisfied. 
 
Draw, Benvolio; beat down their weapons. 
Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage! 
 
Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman! O sweet Juliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate 
And in my temper soften'd valour's steel! 
 
 

 
This day's black fate on more days doth 
depend; 
This but begins the woe, others must end. 
 
And fire-eyed fury be my conduct now! 
 
Mercutio's soul 
Is but a little way above our heads, 
Staying for thine to keep him company: 
Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him. 
 
O, I am fortune's fool! 
 

Act 3 

Romeo kills Tybalt 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ROMEO  

 Ha, banishment! be merciful, say 'death;' 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death: do not say 'banishment.' 
 
There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 
 
And say'st thou yet that exile is not death? 
Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife, 
No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean, 
But 'banished' to kill me?--'banished'? 
 
Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom, 
It helps not, it prevails not: talk no more. 
 
Thou canst not speak of that thou dost not feel: 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 
Doting like me and like me banished, 
Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou tear thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 
 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. 

 
 

I must be gone and live, or stay and die 
 
Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death; 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I'll say yon grey is not the morning's eye, 
 
Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it so. 
 
More light and light; more dark and dark our woes! 
 
I doubt it not; and all these woes shall serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 
 

 
 

Act 3 

Romeo begs Friar 

Lawrence 

 

 

Act 3 

Romeo spends a night 

with Juliet 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ROMEO  

 

I dreamt my lady came and found me dead-- 
Strange dream, that gives a dead man leave 
to think!-- 
And breathed such life with kisses in my lips, 
That I revived, and was an emperor. 

 
 

Act 5 

Romeo and fate 

 

 
Is it even so? then I defy you, stars! 
 
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 
 
Come, cordial and not poison, go with me 
To Juliet's grave; for there must I use thee. 

 

 
 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint 
And strew this hungry churchyard with thy limbs: 
The time and my intents are savage-wild, 
 
Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth, 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 
And, in despite, I'll cram thee with more food! 
 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man; 
Fly hence, and leave me: think upon these gone; 

 
 

O my love! my wife! 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: 
Thou art not conquer'd; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there. 
 
Here's to my love! 
 
O true apothecary! 
Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiss I die. 
 

Act 5 

Romeo finds out about 

Juliet’s death 

 

 

Act 5 

Romeo kills Paris 

 

 

Act 5 

Romeo dies 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Infatuation 
Desperate 
Depressed 
Love sick 
Rash 
Loyal 
Loving 
Devoted 
Brooding 
Reckless 
Immature 
Selfish 
Revengeful 
Fickle 
Young 
Foolish 
Passionate 
Superficial 
Poetic 
Impulsive 
Idealist 
Affectionate 
Isolated 
Promiscuous 
Irrational 
Emotional 
 

Why is Romeo important? 
 

 Romeo is the son of Lord and Lady Montague, and 
therefore part of a wealthy family. 

 At the start of the play, we see him as quite a serious 
young man, whose unrequited love for Rosaline has 
made him depressed and isolated. 

 His character changes when he meets Juliet, however, he 
doesn’t seem to grow out of his immaturity as Juliet 
does. 

 He actes without thinking when he kills Tybalt in revenge 
for Mercutio’s death, but this also shows how much he 
cares for his friend. 

 On learning he has been exiled, he behaves in a dramatic 
and childish manner towards Friar Lawrence. 

 He returns to Verona when he learns that Juliet has 
‘died’, killing Paris at the tomb, before ending his own 
life. 
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ROMEO 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JULIET 

Madam, I am here. 
What is your will? 
 
It is an honour that I dream not of. 
 
I'll look to like, if looking liking move: 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

 
 

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. 

Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 

You kiss by the book. 

Go ask his name: if he be married. 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

My only love sprung from my only hate! 

Too early seen unknown, and known too late! 

 

 

 

Act 1 

Obedient Juliet 

 

Act 1 

Juliet falls for Romeo 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JULIET 

The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse; 
In half an hour she promised to return. 
 
How art thou out of breath, when thou hast breath 
To say to me that thou art out of breath? 
The excuse that thou dost make in this delay 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 
Is thy news good, or bad?  
 

 

 

O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy father and refuse thy name; 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 
 
What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
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; 
 
My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound: 
Art thou not Romeo and a Montague 
 
O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
 
I have no joy of this contract to-night: 
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden; 
 
What satisfaction canst thou have to-night? 
 
Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed. 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 
 
Good night, good night! parting is such 
sweet sorrow, 

Act 2 

Juliet on the balcony 

 

 

Act 2 

Juliet impatiently waits 

for the Nurse 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 
Towards Phoebus' lodging: such a 
wagoner 
As Phaethon would whip you to the west, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
 
 Come, civil night, 
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, 
And learn me how to lose a winning 
match, 
Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods: 
 
Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall 
die, 
Take him and cut him out in little stars, 
And he will make the face of heaven so 
fine 
That all the world will be in love with 
night 
 
As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not wear them. 
 
What devil art thou, that dost torment me 
thus? 
This torture should be roar'd in dismal 
hell. 
Hath Romeo slain himself?  
 
O God! did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's 
blood? 
 
O serpent heart, hid with a flowering 
face! 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave? 
Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical! 
Dove-feather'd raven! wolvish-ravening 
lamb! 
 

JULIET  

 

 
Was ever book containing such vile matter 
So fairly bound?  
 
Blister'd be thy tongue 
For such a wish! 
 
O, what a beast was I to chide at him! 
 
Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband? 
 
My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain; 
And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband: 
 
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo--banished;' 
That 'banished,' that one word 'banished,' 
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. 
 
'Romeo is banished,' to speak that word, 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 
All slain, all dead. 
 
He made you for a highway to my bed; 
But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 
 
O, find him! give this ring to my true knight, 
And bid him come to take his last farewell. 

Act 3 

Juliet hears of Tybalt’s 

death 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JULIET 
Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day: 
 
It is some meteor that the sun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua: 
Therefore stay yet; thou need'st not to be 
gone. 
 
Then, window, let day in, and let life out 
 
I must hear from thee every day in the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days: 
O, by this count I shall be much in years 
Ere I again behold my Romeo! 
 
O God, I have an ill-divining soul! 
Methinks I see thee, now thou art below, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb: 
Either my eyesight fails, or thou look'st pale. 
 
O fortune, fortune! all men call thee fickle: 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him. 
That is renown'd for faith? Be fickle, 
fortune; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him 
long, 
But send him back. 

O God, I have an ill-divining soul! 
Methinks I see thee, now thou art below, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb: 
Either my eyesight fails, or thou look'st pale. 
 
 

Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it; 
That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon sleep in quiet. 
 
Now, by Saint Peter's Church and Peter too, 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 
 
I will not marry yet; and, when I do, I swear, 
It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 
Rather than Paris. 
 
Not proud, you have; but thankful, that you have: 
Proud can I never be of what I hate; 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 
 
Good father, I beseech you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 
 
s there no pity sitting in the clouds, 
That sees into the bottom of my grief? 
O, sweet my mother, cast me not away! 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 

Act 3 

Juliet says goodbye. 

 

 Act 3 

Juliet refuses marriage 

 

 

Juliet and Fate 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JULIET 
 
O God!--O nurse, how shall this be prevented? 
My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven; 
 
What say'st thou? hast thou not a word of joy? 
Some comfort, nurse. 
 
Ancient damnation! O most wicked fiend! 
 
I'll to the friar, to know his remedy: 
If all else fail, myself have power to die. 

That may be, sir, when I may be a wife 
 
If I do so, it will be of more price, 
Being spoke behind your back, than to your face 
 
O shut the door! and when thou hast done so, 
Come weep with me; past hope, past cure, past 
help! 
 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 
Do thou but call my resolution wise, 
And with this knife I'll help it presently. 
God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands; 
 
Be not so long to speak; I long to die, 
If what thou speak'st speak not of remedy. 
 
O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
 
Or walk in thievish ways; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are; chain me with roaring bears; 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O'er-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling bones, 
 
Love give me strength! and strength shall help 
afford. 

Act 4 

Juliet turns to the Friar 

for help 

 

 

Act 3 

Juliet asks the Nurse for 

comfort 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JULIET 
 
Where I have learn'd me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
 
And beg your pardon: pardon, I beseech you! 
Henceforward I am ever ruled by you. 

 
 
Farewell! God knows when we shall meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes up the heat of life: 
 
Come, vial. 
What if this mixture do not work at all? 
Shall I be married then to-morrow morning? 
 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point! 
Shall I not, then, be stifled in the vault,To whose 
foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in, 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes? 
 
O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught, 
Environed with all these hideous fears? 
And madly play with my forefather's joints? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud? 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains? 
 
Romeo, I come! this do I drink to thee. 

O churl! drunk all, and left no friendly drop 
To help me after? I will kiss thy lips; 
Haply some poison yet doth hang on them, 
To make die with a restorative. 
 
Yea, noise? then I'll be brief. O happy dagger! 
This is thy sheath; 
there rust, and let me die. 

Act 4 

Juliet asks Capulet for 

forgiveness 

 

 

Act 4 

Juliet takes the drug 

 

 

Act 5 

Juliet dies 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JULIET 

Young 
Sensitive 
Resourceful 
Challenging 
Demure 
Innocent 
Independent 
Loyal 
Courage 
Fortitude 
Clever 
Innocent 
Confident 
Naïve 
Rebellious 
Idealist 
Sheltered 
Loving 
Capable 
Rational 
Rash 
Resolved 
Childish 
Impatient 
Impetuous 
Frivolous 
coddled 
 

Why is Juliet important in the play? 

 Juliet is a 13 year old girl (not yet 14) 

 She is the daughter of the Capulets. 

 She grows up at an incredible speed across the course of 

the play, particularly after she meets Romeo. 

 She has a lot to deal with when her parents abandon her 

and she feels like she has no choice but to take the Friar’s 

potion and leave them forever. 

 Although at first she seems sheltered and innocent, she 

quickly becomes brave and courageous when faced with 

the challenges that she has to deal with. 
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TYBALT 

What, art thou drawn among these heartless hinds? 

Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 

What, drawn, and talk of peace! I hate the word, 

As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee: 

 

 

This, by his voice, should be a Montague. 

Now, by the stock and honour of my kin, 

To strike him dead, I hold it not a sin 

A villain that is hither come in spite, 

To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

I'll not endure him. 

I will withdraw: but this intrusion shall 

Now seeming sweet convert to bitter gall 

Act 1 

Fighting Talk 

 

 

Act 1 

Tybalt is offended by 

Romeo’s presence 

 

 

Mercutio, thou consort'st with Romeo,-- 

Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford 
No better term than this,--thou art a villain. 

Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 

That thou hast done me; therefore turn and draw. 

Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him here, 

Shalt with him hence. 

 

Act 3 

Tybalt fights Romeo 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Macho 
Fiery 
Challenge 
Violent 
Unpredictable 
Aggressive 
Swordsman 
Angry 
Resentful 
Stubborn 
Protective 
Vengeful 
Active 
Malevolent 
Hot-headed 
Manipulative 
Antagonist 
 
 

 

Why is Tybalt important in the play? 
 

 Tybalt is Juliet’s cousin. 

 He is fiercely loyal to his family and is quick to get 
angry if he feels that his family has been affronted. 

 He believes that fighting and violence is a way of 
resolving issues. 

 He accidentally kills Mercutio, whilst attempting to 
fight Romeo which results in his own death by 
Romeo’s hand. 

 
 

 

Notes 

TYBALT 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MERCUTIO 
And, to sink in it, should you burden love; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 
 
If love be rough with you, be rough with love; 
Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down. 
 
That dreamers often lie. 
 
O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you. 
 
True, I talk of dreams, 
Which are the children of an idle brain 

 
 

 

 

Act 1 

Mercutio berates Romeo 

 

 

Nay, I'll conjure too. 
Romeo! humours! madman! passion! Lover 
 
I conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes, 
By her high forehead and her scarlet lip, 
By her fine foot, straight leg and quivering thigh 
 
Romeo, that she were, O, that she were 
An open et caetera, thou a poperin pear! 
 

Act 1 

Mercutio looks for Romeo 

 

 Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that 
Rosaline. 
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 
 
Alas poor Romeo! he is already dead; stabbed with 
a white wench's black eye; shot through the ear 
with a love-song; 
 
The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting 
fantasticoes; these new tuners of accents! 
 
The ship, sir, the slip; can you not conceive? 
 
Why, is not this better now than groaning for love? 
now art thou sociable, now art thou Romeo;  

Act 2 

Mercutio banters with Romeo 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A sail, a sail! 
 
to hide her face; for her fan's the fairer face. 
 
for the bawdy hand of the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 
 
A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! so ho! 
 
An old hare hoar, 
And an old hare hoar, 
 
Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, 

 

 

Thou! why, thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or 
a hair less, in his beard, than thou hast: 
 
And but one word with one of us? couple it with something; make 
it a word and a blow 
 
Consort! what, dost thou make us minstrels?  
 
Men's eyes were made to look, and let them gaze; I will not budge 
for no man's pleasure 
 
O calm, dishonourable, vile submission! 
 
Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nine lives; 
 
I am hurt. A plague o' both your houses! 
 
Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry, 'tis enough. 
 
 ask for me to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave man. 
 
Why the devil came you between us? I was hurt under your arm. 
 
A plague o' both your houses! 
They have made worms' meat of me: 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

MERCUTIO 

Act 2 

Mercutio is rude to 

the Nurse 

 

 

Act 3 

Banter and death 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Light-hearted 
Rage 
Violent 
Banter 
Courage 
Aggressive 
Loyal 
Devoted 
Bawdy 
Entertaining 
Funny 
Mocking 
Cynical 
Hostile 
Vulgar 
Antagonistic 
Courage 
 
 
 

 He is one of the Prince’s kinsmen and Romeo’s best 

friend. 

 Mercutio is a temperamental character, who 

switches between anger and frustration and jokes 

and laughter very quickly. 

 He can be very violent and aggressive. 

 His death pushes the play to its tragic end. 

 His attitude to love contrasts with Romeo’s. 

Notes 

MERCUTIO 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BENVOLIO 

Part, fools! 

Put up your swords; you know not what you do. 

I do but keep the peace: put up thy sword, 

Or manage it to part these men with me. 

 

See, where he comes: so please you, step aside; 

I'll know his grievance, or be much denied 

What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours? 

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

Then she hath sworn that she will still live chaste? 

Be ruled by me, forget to think of her. 

By giving liberty unto thine eyes; Examine other beauties. 

 

 

Act 1 

The Peacekeeper 

 

Act 1 

Caring for Romeo 

 

Take thou some new infection to thy eye, 

And the rank poison of the old will die. 

At this same ancient feast of Capulet's 

Sups the fair Rosaline whom thou so lovest, 

With all the admired beauties of Verona: 

Compare her face with some that I shall show, 

And I will make thee think thy swan a crow. 

Your lady's love against some other maid 

That I will show you shining at this feast, 

And she shall scant show well that now shows best. 

 

Act 1 

Persuading Romeo 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BENVOLIO 

Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he 

dares, being dared. 

Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large 

 

Act 2 

Friendly banter 

 

I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire: 

The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 

And, if we meet, we shall not scape a brawl; 

For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

We talk here in the public haunt of men: 

Either withdraw unto some private place, 

And reason coldly of your grievances, 

Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us 

O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead! 

That gallant spirit hath aspired the clouds, 

Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 

Romeo, away, be gone! 

The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain. 

Stand not amazed: the prince will doom thee death, 

If thou art taken: hence, be gone, away! 

O noble prince, I can discover all 

The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl: 

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 

That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

Act 3 

Attempting to keep 

everyone calm 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BENVOLIO 

Mild-mannered 
Well-intentioned 
Peacemaker 
Mature 
Sense 
Reason 
Mediator 
Compassionate 
Trustworthy 
Friend 
Counsellor 
Problem-solving 
Observant 
Stability 
Serious 
Faithful 
Sensitive 
Peaceful 

 

Notes 

How is Benvolio important in the play? 

 Benvolio is a member of the Montague family. 

 Benvolio is the Peacekeeper, who dislikes the violence 

and arguing between the two families. 

 He is a kind character who comforts Romeo when he is 

sad about Rosaline. 

 He is the one that always tries to explain sense and 

reason. 

 He foreshadows Mercutio’s death when he suggests 

that they shouldn’t be on the streets as it is too hot. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NURSE 

Now, by my maidenhead, at twelve year old, I bade her come.  

Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour 

Come Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen. 

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nursed: An I might live to see 

thee married once, I have my wish. 

An honour! were not I thine only nurse, I would say thou hadst suck'd 

wisdom from thy teat. 

A man, young lady! lady, such a man As all the world--why, he's a man of 

wax 

No less! nay, bigger; women grow by men. 

Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy days 

I am a-weary, give me leave awhile: Fie, how my bones ache! what a jaunt have I 

had! 

Romeo! no, not he; though his face be better than any man's, yet his leg excels 

all men's; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, though they be not to be talked 

on, yet they are past compare: he is not the flower of courtesy, 

but, I'll warrant him, as gentle as a lamb. 

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! 

His name is Romeo, and a 

Montague; 

The only son of your great 

enemy. 

 

Act 1 

Nurse as a 

mother figure 

 

Pray you, sir, a word: and as I told you, my young lady bade me inquire 

you out; what she bade me say, I will keep to myself: but first let me 

tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool's paradise, as they say, it were a 

very gross kind of behaviour, as they say: for the gentlewoman 

is young; and, therefore, if you should deal double with her, truly it 

were an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, and very weak 

dealing. Good heart, and, i' faith, I will tell her as much: 

Lord, Lord, she will be a joyful woman. 

 

Act 2 

Nurse speaks to 

Romeo 

 

Act 2 

Nurse teases 

Juliet 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ah, well-a-day! he's dead, he's dead, he's dead! We are undone, lady, we are 

undone 

God save the mark!--here on his manly breast: A piteous corse, a bloody piteous 

corse; 

O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had! O courteous Tybalt! honest gentleman! 

Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished; Romeo that kill'd him, he is banished. 

There's no trust, No faith, no honesty in men; all perjured, All forsworn, all 

naught, all dissemblers. 

 

Even so lies she, 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering. 

Stand up, stand up; stand, and you be a man: 

For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand; 

O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps; 
And now falls on her bed; and then starts up, 
And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 

 

 

Act 3 

Nurse tells 

Juliet about 

Romeo’s 

banishment 

 

Act 3 

Nurse visits 

Romeo 

 

God in heaven bless her! You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 
 
Romeo is banish'd; and all the world to nothing, That he dares ne'er come 
back to challenge you; 
 
I think it best you married with the county. O, he's a lovely gentleman! 
Romeo's a dishclout to him:  
 
I think you are happy in this second match, For it excels your first: or if it did 
not, Your first is dead; or 'twere as good he were, As living here and you no 
use of him. 

 

 

NURSE 

Act 3 

Nurse 

changes her 

mind 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NURSE 

Sexual banter 
Fickle 
Maternal 
Coarse 
Kind 
Loving 
Comic 
Bawdy 
Inappropriate 
Teasing 
Selfish 
Sentimental 
Protective 
Confidante 
 
 
 

O lamentable day! 
 
She's dead, deceased, she's dead; alack the day! 
O woe! O woful, woful, woful day! 
Most lamentable day, most woful day, 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold! 

Why is the Nurse important in the play? 
 

 She is Juliet’s mother figure as she has brought her up 
from a baby. 

 She arranges for Juliet to marry Romeo. 

 When Romeo is banished, she suggests that Juliet 
should marry Paris, which is the last straw for Juliet, 
who then feels like there is no one left to support her. 

 She is often crude and makes rude and bawdy 
comments. 
 

Act 4 

Nurse finds 

Juliet dead 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Or if not so, then here I hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

 young men's love then lies 

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Women may fall, when there's no strength in men. 

In one respect I'll thy assistant be; 

For this alliance may so happy prove, 

To turn your households' rancour to pure love. 

Wisely and slow; they stumble that run fast. 

 

FRIAR  

LAWRENCE 

Act 2 

Friar Lawrence 

agrees to the 

marriage 

 

These violent delights have violent ends 

And in their triumph die, like fire and powder, 

Which as they kiss consume: the sweetest honey 

Is loathsome in his own deliciousness 

And in the taste confounds the appetite: 

Therefore love moderately; long love doth so; 

Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

 

Act 2 

Friar Lawrence 

marries the 

couple 

 
And thou art wedded to calamity 

Hence from Verona art thou banished: 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not 

Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a word. 

 

 

 

Act 3 

Friar Lawrence 

comforts 

Romeo 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hold thy desperate hand: Art thou a man?  

Thy tears are womanish; thy wild acts denote The 

unreasonable fury of a beast: 

Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself? 

And stay thy lady too that lives in thee, 

By doing damned hate upon thyself? 

Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 

Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her: 

Either be gone before the watch be set, 

Or by the break of day disguised from hence: 

Sojourn in Mantua; 

 

 

FRIAR  

LAWRENCE 

Act 4 

Friar 

Lawrence 

consoles 

Juliet 

 

Act 3 

Friar Lawrence 

comes up with an 

idea 

 

It strains me past the compass of my wits: I hear thou must, and 

nothing may prorogue it, 

Hold, daughter: I do spy a kind of hope, 

Which craves as desperate an execution. 

As that is desperate which we would prevent. 

If, rather than to marry County Paris, 

Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself, 

To-morrow night look that thou lie alone; 

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber: 

Take thou this vial, being then in bed, 

And this distilled liquor drink thou off; 

Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift, 

And hither shall he come: and he and I 

Will watch thy waking, and that very night 

Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 

Hold; get you gone, be strong and prosperous 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FRIAR LAWRENCE 

Wise 
Deception 
Trustworthy 
Dependable 
Secretive 
Respected 
Father-like 
Paternal 
Well-meaning 
Encouraging 
Naïve 
Meddling 
Concerned 
Generous 
 
 

Stay, then; I'll go alone. Fear comes upon me: 
O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 
 
Romeo! O, pale! Who else? what, Paris too? 
And steep'd in blood? Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance! 
The lady stirs. 
 
Come, I'll dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns: 
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming; 
Come, go, good Juliet, 
 
And here I stand, both to impeach and purge 
Myself condemned and myself excused. 
 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrificed, some hour before his time, 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Why is Friar Lawrence important in the play? 
 

 A priest who is Romeo’s adviser. 

 Romeo respects and values his opinion. 

 He believes that Rome and Juluet’a marriage will bring the 
families together. 

 He comes up with both of the plkans to help Romneo and 
Juliet. 

 He abandons Juliet at the tomb at the end of the play. 

  

Act 5 

It ends in tragedy 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PARIS  

 
Of honourable reckoning are you both; 
And pity 'tis you lived at odds so long. 
But now, my lord, what say you to my suit? 
 
Younger than she are happy mothers made. 
 
 

Act 1 

Paris asks to 

marry Juliet 

 These times of woe afford no time to woo. 
Madam, good night: commend me to your daughter. 
 
My lord, I would that Thursday were to-morrow. 
 

Act 3 

Paris is given permission 

to marry Juliet 

 Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death, 
And therefore have I little talk'd of love; 
For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 
 
Happily met, my lady and my wife! 
 
That may be must be, love, on Thursday next. 
 
Do not deny to him that you love me. 
 
Poor soul, thy face is much abused with tears. 
 
Thy face is mine, and thou hast slander'd it 
 
Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse ye: 
Till then, adieu; and keep this holy kiss. 

Act 4 

Paris visits the Friar and 

bumps into Juliet 

 

Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep. 
 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague! 
Can vengeance be pursued further than death? 
 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee: 
Obey, and go with me; for thou must die. 
 
If thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. 
 

Act 4 

Paris visits Juliet’s grave 

Romeo kills him 
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PARIS 

Suffers 
Genuine 
Affection 
Well-meaning 
Blind 
Egotistical 
Basic 
Conventional 
Noble 
 
 

 

Why is Paris important in the play? 
 

 Paris wants to marry Juliet and, although denied at first, is 
later given permission to do so by Lord Capulet. 

 Paris never even gets a smile from Juliet. 

 He guards Juliet’s tomb at the end of the play and even 
dies doing so. 

 He never realises that Romeo and Juliet have a 
relationship. 

Notes 
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LORD CAPULET 

My sword, I say! Old Montague is come, 
And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Act 1 

Violent Capulet 

 
But Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike; and 'tis not hard, I think, 
For men so old as we to keep the peace. 
 
My child is yet a stranger in the world; 
She hath not seen the change of fourteen years, 
Let two more summers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 
 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 
My will to her consent is but a part; 
 

 
Welcome, gentlemen! ladies that have their toes 
Unplagued with corns will have a bout with you. 
 

Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone; 
 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him: 
It is my will, the which if thou respect, 
 
He shall be endured: 
 
You'll make a mutiny among my guests! 
 
 
Look you, she loved her kinsman Tybalt dearly, 
And so did I:--Well, we were born to die. 
 
I think she will be ruled 
In all respects by me; nay, more, I doubt it not. 
 
Will you be ready? do you like this haste? 
We'll keep no great ado,--a friend or two; 
 
 
 
 

Act 1 

Talking of Juliet’s marriage 

 

Act 1 

Party Capulet 

Act 1 

Capulet and Tybalt 

Act 3 

Capulet agrees to marriage 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

How now, wife! 
Have you deliver'd to her our decree? 
 
How! will she none? doth she not give us thanks? 
Is she not proud? doth she not count her blest, 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom? 
 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-sickness carrion! out, you baggage! 
You tallow-face! 
 
Hang thee, young baggage! disobedient wretch! 
I tell thee what: get thee to church o' Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face: 
 
My fingers itch 
 
Wife, we scarce thought us blest 
That God had lent us but this only child; 
But now I see this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curse in having her: 
 
An you be mine, I'll give you to my friend; 
And you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in 
the streets, 
For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee, 
 
 
 
 

 

 

How now, my headstrong! where have you been gadding? 
 
Send for the county; go tell him of this: 
I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 
 
this reverend holy friar, 
Our whole city is much bound to him. 
 
I'll not to bed to-night; let me alone; 
I'll play the housewife for this once. 
 

 
 

Act 3 

Angry Capulet 

Act 4 

Happy with Juliet 

LORD CAPULET 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Harsh 
Cold 
Jovial 
Sociable 
Domineering 
Commanding 
Controlling 
Patriarchal 
 

 

Death lies on her like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 
 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 
Death is my son-in-law, Death is my heir; 
My daughter he hath wedded: I will die, 
And leave him all; life, living, all is Death's. 
 
O child! O child! my soul, and not my child! 
Dead art thou! Alack! my child is dead; 
And with my child my joys are buried. 
 

 
 

LORD CAPULET 

O brother Montague, give me thy hand: 
This is my daughter's jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 
 
As rich shall Romeo's by his lady's lie; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity! 
 
 

How is Lord Capulet important in the play? 
 
 

 Juliet’s father. 

 At firsat he is prepared to let Juliet marry who she wants, but 
changes his mind later in the play. 

 He makes all the decisions within the household. 

 His moods change quickly. 

 He is grief-stricken at Juliet’s death. 

Act 4 

Juliet’s 

‘dead’ 

Act 5 

The end 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

LADY CAPULET 
This is the matter:--Nurse, give leave awhile, 
We must talk in secret:--nurse, come back again; 
I have remember'd me 
 
Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married? 
 
Well, think of marriage now; younger than you, 
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 
Are made already mothers 
 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 
 
Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love? 
 
 
 Evermore weeping for your cousin's death? 
What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears? 
 
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company: 
And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied. 
 
Find thou the means, and I'll find such a man. 
But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 
 
Well, well, thou hast a careful father, child; 
One who, to put thee from thy heaviness, 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy, 
That thou expect'st not nor I look'd not for. 
 
The County Paris, at Saint Peter's Church, 
Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 
 
Here comes your father; tell him so yourself, 
And see how he will take it at your hands. 
 
Ay, sir; but she will none, she gives you thanks. 
I would the fool were married to her grave! 
 
Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a word: 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. 

For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. 
 
He is a kinsman to the Montague; 
Affection makes him false; he speaks not true: 
 
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 
 
 

Act 1 

Talking marriage with 

Juliet 

Act 3 

Anger at Romeo 

Act 3 

Disowning Juliet 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Unsupportive 
Cold 
Fierce 
Calculating 
Vain 
Neglectful 
Detached 
Uncompassionate 
Ineffectual 
Vengeful 
Disinterested 
Unloving 

 

 

LADY CAPULET 
O me, O me! My child, my only life, 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee! 
 
Alack the day, she's dead, she's dead, she's dead! 
 
one poor and loving child, 
But one thing to rejoice and solace in, 
And cruel death hath catch'd it from my sight! 
 

 
 

How is Lady Capulet important in the play? 
 

 Much younger than her husband and a young mother 

 Spends much less time with Juliet than the Nurse 

 She follows Capulet’s orders 

 Her lack of maternal instinct can be held responsible for Juliet’s 
actions. 
 

 
 
 

Act 4 

Juliet’s 

‘death’ 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

LORD AND LADY 

MONTAGUE 

Lord M: Thou villain Capulet,--Hold me not, let me go. 
 
Lady M: Thou shalt not stir a foot to seek a foe. 

O, where is Romeo? saw you him to-day? 
Right glad I am he was not at this fray. 
 
Away from the light steals home my heavy son, 
And private in his chamber pens himself, 
Shuts up his windows, locks far daylight out 
 
Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow. 
We would as willingly give cure as know. 

Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night; 
Grief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath: 
What further woe conspires against mine age? 
 
But I can give thee more: 
For I will raise her statue in pure gold; 
That while Verona by that name is known, 
There shall no figure at such rate be set 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Act 1 

Family feud 

Act 1 

Worrying about Romeo 

Act 5 

The end 

Why are they important in the play? 
 

 They worry about Romeo wanting to be alone. 

 Lady Montague dies of grief. 

 Montague makes peace with Capulet as they realise what their feud has done. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DON’T FORGET THE 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. 


