PETER Musicians, O nusicians, 'Heart's ease, Heart's
ease:' O an you will have ne live, play 'Heart's ease.'

First Musician Wy 'Heart's ease?

PETER O nusicians, because ny heart itself plays 'MW
heart is full of woe:' O play ne sone nerry dunp,
to confort ne

First Musician Not a dunp we; 'tis no time to play now.

PETER You wi Il not, then?

First Musician No.

PETER | will then give it you soundly.

First Musician What will you give us?

PETER No noney, on ny faith, but the gl eek
I will give you the minstrel

First Musician Then | will give you the serving-creature

PETER Then will | lay the serving-creature's dagger on
your pate. | will carry no crotchets: I'll re you
"Il fa you; do you note ne?

First Musician An you re us and fa us, you note us.
Second Musi cian Pray you, put up your dagger, and put out your wit.

PETER Then have at you with my wit! | will dry-beat you
with an iron wit, and put up ny iron dagger. Answer
me |ike men:

"When griping grief the heart doth wound,

And dol eful dunps the m nd oppress,

Then nusic with her silver sound' --

why 'silver sound' ? why 'nusic with her silver
sound' ? What say you, Sinmon Catling?

Musi ci an Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet sound.
PETER Pretty! Wat say you, Hugh Rebeck?
Second Musician | say 'silver sound,' because nusicians sound for silver
PETER Pretty too! What say you, Janmes Soundpost?
Third Musician Faith, | know not what to say.
PETER O | cry you nercy; you are the singer: | wll say
for you. It is "music with her silver sound,’
because nusici ans have no gold for sounding:
" Then nusic with her silver sound

Wth speedy help doth Iend redress.’

[Exit]
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First Musician What a pestilent knave is this sane!

Second Musician Hang him Jack! Cone, we'll in here; tarry for the
nour ners, and stay dinner.
[ Exeunt ]
Act V
Scene |

Mant ua. A street.
[ Enter ROVEQ

ROVEO If | may trust the flattering truth of sleep,
My dreans presage sone joyful news at hand:
My bosom s lord sits lightly in his throne;
And all this day an unaccustom d spirit
Lifts me above the ground wi th cheerful thoughts.
| dreanmt mny lady cane and found ne dead- -
Strange dream that gives a dead man | eave
to think!--
And breathed such life with kisses in nmy |ips,
That | revived, and was an enperor.
Ah ne! how sweet is love itself possess'd,
Wien but | ove's shadows are so rich in joy!

[ Enter BALTHASAR, boot ed]

News from Verona!--How now, Balthasar!

Dost thou not bring me letters fromthe friar?
How doth ny lady? Is ny father well?

How fares my Juliet? that | ask again;

For nothing can be ill, if she be well.

BALTHASAR Then she is well, and nothing can be ill:
Her body sl eeps in Capel's nonunent,
And her inmmortal part with angels lives.
| saw her laid lowin her kindred s vault,
And presently took post to tell it you:
O pardon ne for bringing these ill news,
Since you did leave it for ny office, sir.

ROVMEO Is it even so? then | defy you, stars!
Thou know st ny | odgi ng: get ne ink and paper,
And hire post-horses; | will hence to-night.

BALTHASAR | do beseech you, sir, have patience:

Your | ooks are pale and wild, and do inport
Sonme mi sadvent ure.

ROVEO Tush, thou art decei ved:
Leave nme, and do the thing | bid thee do.
Hast thou no letters to ne fromthe friar?

BALTHASAR  No, ny good | ord.

ROVEO No matter: get thee gone,



And hire those horses; |I'll be with thee straight.
[ Exit BALTHASAR]

Vell, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night.
Let's see for nmeans: O mischief, thou art swift
To enter in the thoughts of desperate nen

| do renmenber an apot hecary, - -

And hereabouts he dwells,--which late | noted
In tatter'd weeds, w th overwhel ni ng brows,
Cull'ing of sinples; nmeagre were his |ooks,
Sharp misery had worn himto the bones:

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung,

An alligator stuff'd, and other skins

O ill-shaped fishes; and about his shelves

A beggarly account of enpty boxes,

Green earthen pots, bladders and nusty seeds,
Remmant s of packthread and ol d cakes of roses,
Were thinly scatter'd, to nmake up a show
Noting this penury, to nyself | said

"An if a man did need a poi son now,

Whose sale is present death in Mantua,

Here lives a caitiff wetch would sell it him'
O this sane thought did but forerun ny need;
And this sane needy man nust sell it ne.

As | remenber, this should be the house.
Bei ng hol i day, the beggar's shop is shut.
What, ho! apot hecary!

[ Ent er Apot hecary]
Apot hecary Wo calls so |oud?

ROVEO Come hither, man. | see that thou art poor
Hold, there is forty ducats: let nme have
A dram of poi son, such soon-speedi ng gear
As will disperse itself through all the veins
That the life-weary taker may fall dead
And that the trunk nmay be discharged of breath
As violently as hasty powder fired
Doth hurry fromthe fatal cannon's wonb.

Apot hecary Such nortal drugs | have; but Mantua's | aw
Is death to any he that utters them

ROVEO Art thou so bare and full of wretchedness,
And fear'st to die? fanine is in thy cheeks,
Need and oppression starveth in thine eyes,
Contenpt and beggary hangs upon thy back
The world is not thy friend nor the world' s |aw
The world affords no law to nmake thee rich
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.

Apot hecary My poverty, but not ny will, consents.
ROVEO | pay thy poverty, and not thy wll.
Apothecary Put this in any liquid thing you will,

And drink it off; and, if you had the strength
O twenty nmen, it would dispatch you straight.



ROVEO There is thy gold, worse poison to nmen's souls,
Doi ng nmore nmurders in this | oathsome world,
Than t hese poor conmpounds that thou rmayst not sell.
| sell thee poison; thou hast sold nme none.
Farewel | : buy food, and get thyself in flesh.
Conme, cordial and not poison, go with ne
To Juliet's grave; for there nust | use thee.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

Friar Laurence's cell.
[Enter FRI AR JOHN|

FRIAR JOHN Holy Franciscan friar! brother, ho!
[ Enter FRI AR LAURENCE]

FRI AR LAURENCE This sane should be the voice of Friar John.
Wl cone from Mantua: what says Roneo?
O, if his mind be wit, give ne his letter.

FRIAR JOHN Going to find a bare-foot brother out
One of our order, to associate ne,
Here in this city visiting the sick
And finding him the searchers of the town,
Suspecting that we both were in a house
Wiere the infectious pestilence did reign
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth;
So that nmy speed to Mantua there was stay'd.

FRI AR LAURENCE Who bare ny letter, then, to Roneo?

FRIAR JOHN | could not send it,--here it is again,--
Nor get a nessenger to bring it thee,
So fearful were they of infection.

FRI AR LAURENCE Unhappy fortune! by ny brotherhood,
The letter was not nice but full of charge
O dear inmport, and the neglecting it
May do much danger. Friar John, go hence;
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight

Unto ny cell.
FRIAR JOHN Brother, I'll go and bring it thee.
[ Exit]

FRI AR LAURENCE Now rnust | to the nonunent al one;
Wthin three hours will fair Juliet wake:
She will beshrew ne nuch that Roneo
Hat h had no notice of these accidents;
But | will wite again to Mantua,
And keep her at nmy cell till Ronmeo cone;
Poor living corse, closed in a dead nan's tonb!

[Exit]



Scene |11

A churchyard; in it a tonb belonging to the Capul ets.

[Enter PARI'S, and his Page bearing flowers and a torch]

PARIS Gve ne thy torch, boy: hence, and stand al oof:

Yet put it out, for | would not be seen.

Under yond yewtrees lay thee all along,

Hol di ng thine ear close to the holl ow ground;
So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread,
Being |1 oose, unfirm w th digging up of graves,
But thou shalt hear it: whistle then to ne,

As signal that thou hear'st sonething approach.
Gve nme those flowers. Do as | bid thee, go.

PAGE [Aside] | amalnost afraid to stand al one
Here in the churchyard; yet |I will adventure.

[ Retires]

PARIS Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed |
O woe! thy canopy is dust and stones;--
Which with sweet water nightly | will dew,
O, wanting that, with tears distill'd by npans:
The obsequies that | for thee will keep
Ni ghtly shall be to strew thy grave and weep.

[ The Page whi stl es]

The boy gi ves warni ng sonet hi ng dot h approach.
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night,
To cross ny obsequies and true love's rite?
What with a torch! nuffle me, night, awhile.

[ Retires]

[ Enter ROVEO and BALTHASAR, with a torch,
matt ock, &c]

ROVEO G ve ne that mattock and the wenching iron
Hol d, take this letter; early in the norning
See thou deliver it to my lord and father
Gve nme the light: upon thy life, | charge thee,
What e' er thou hear'st or seest, stand all al oof,
And do not interrupt ne in my course
Wiy | descend into this bed of death,

Is partly to behold ny |ady's face;

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger
A precious ring, a ring that | mnust use

In dear enployment: therefore hence, be gone:
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry

In what | further shall intend to do,

By heaven, | will tear thee joint by joint

And strew this hungry churchyard with thy |inbs:
The time and ny intents are savage-w |l d,

More fierce and nore inexorable far

Than enpty tigers or the roaring sea.

strew,



BALTHASAR | will be gone, sir, and not trouble you

ROVEO So shalt thou show nme friendship. Take thou that:
Li ve, and be prosperous: and farewell, good fell ow.

BALTHASAR [Aside] For all this sane, I'll hide nme hereabout:
His looks | fear, and his intents | doubt.

[ Retires]

ROVEO Thou detestable maw, thou wonb of deat h,
CGorged with the dearest norsel of the earth
Thus | enforce thy rotten jaws to open,

And, in despite, I'lIl cramthee with nore food!

[ Opens the tonb]

PARIS This is that banish'd haughty Montague,
That murder'd ny love's cousin, with which grief,
It is supposed, the fair creature died;
And here is cone to do sone villanous shame
To the dead bodies: | will apprehend him

[ Comes f orward]

Stop thy unhallow d toil, vile Mntague!
Can vengeance be pursued further than death?
Condemmed villain, | do apprehend thee:
Qbey, and go with nme; for thou nust die.

ROVEO | nust indeed; and therefore cane | hither
Good gentle youth, tenpt not a desperate nan
Fl'y hence, and | eave ne: think upon these gone;
Let them affright thee. | beseech thee, youth,
Put not another sin upon ny head,
By urging ne to fury: O be gone!

By heaven, | |love thee better than myself;
For | cone hither armi d agai nst nyself:
Stay not, be gone; live, and hereafter say,

A madnan's nercy bade thee run away.

PARIS | do defy thy conjurations,
And apprehend thee for a felon here.

ROVEO WIt thou provoke nme? then have at thee, boy!
[ They fight]

PAGE O Lord, they fight! I will go call the watch
[Exit]

PARI S O | amslain!
[ Fal | s]

If thou be nerciful
Open the tonmb, lay ne with Juliet

[ Di es]



ROVEO In faith, I will. Let me peruse this face.
Mercuti o's kinsman, noble County Pari s!
What said nmy man, when ny betossed sou
Did not attend himas we rode? | think
He told ne Paris should have married Juliet:
Said he not so? or did | dreamit so?
O am| mad, hearing himtalk of Juliet,
To think it was so? O give ne thy hand,
One wit with ne in sour nisfortune's book
['"1l bury thee in a triunphant grave;
A grave? O no! a lantern, slaughter'd youth,
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty nakes
This vault a feasting presence full of light.
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd.

[Laying PARIS in the tonb]

How oft when nen are at the point of death

Have they been nmerry! which their keepers cal

A lightning before death: O how nmay I

Call this a lightning? Ony |ove! ny wife!
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath,
Hat h 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.
Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bl oody sheet?
O what nore favour can | do to thee,

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain
To sunder his that was thine eneny?

Forgi ve ne, cousin! Ah, dear Juliet,

Why art thou yet so fair? shall | believe

That unsubstantial death is anorous,

And that the |ean abhorred nonster keeps

Thee here in dark to be his paranmour?

For fear of that, | still will stay with thee;
And never fromthis palace of di mnight

Depart again: here, here will | remain

Wth worns that are thy chanber-naids; O here
WIl | set up ny everlasting rest,

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars

Fromthis world-wearied flesh. Eyes, ook your [ast!
Arnms, take your |ast enbrace! and, lips, O you

The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss

A dat el ess bargain to engrossing death!

Cone, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury gui de!

Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on

The dashi ng rocks thy sea-sick weary bark

Here's to ny | ove!

[ Drinks]

O true apot hecary!
Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiss | die.

[ Di es]

[Enter, at the other end of the churchyard, FRIAR
LAURENCE, with a lantern, crow, and spade]



FRI AR LAURENCE Saint Francis be nmy speed! how oft to-night
Have ny old feet stunbled at graves! Wo's there?

BALTHASAR Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you well.

FRI AR LAURENCE Bliss be upon you! Tell me, good ny friend,
What torch is yond, that vainly lends his Iight
To grubs and eyel ess skulls? as | discern
It burneth in the Capel's nonunent.

BALTHASAR It doth so, holy sir; and there's ny master
One that you | ove.

FRI AR LAURENCE Who is it?
BALTHASAR Roneo.

FRI AR LAURENCE How | ong hath he been there?
BALTHASAR  Full half an hour.

FRI AR LAURENCE Go with ne to the vault.

BALTHASAR | dare not, sir
My master knows not but | am gone hence;
And fearfully did nmenace ne with death,
If I did stay to ook on his intents.

FRI AR LAURENCE Stay, then; |I'Il go alone. Fear cones upon ne:
O nmuch | fear sone ill unlucky thing

BALTHASAR As | did sleep under this yewtree here,
| dreanmt ny master and anot her fought,
And that ny master slew him

FRI AR LAURENCE Roneo
[ Advances]

Al ack, al ack, what blood is this, which stains
The stony entrance of this sepul chre?

What nmean these nasterless and gory swords

To lie discolour'd by this place of peace?

[Enters the tonb]

Romeo! O, pale! Wo el se? what, Paris too?
And steep'd in blood? Ah, what an unkind hour
Is guilty of this |anentable chance!

The lady stirs.

[ JULI ET wakes]
JULIET O confortable friar! where is ny l[ord?
| do renmenber well where | should be

And there | am Were is my Roneo?

[ Noi se within]



FRI AR LAURENCE | hear sone noise. Lady, conme fromthat nest
O death, contagion, and unnatural sleep:
A greater power than we can contradict
Hath thwarted our intents. Come, cone away.
Thy husband in thy bosomthere |ies dead;
And Paris too. Cone, |'Ill dispose of thee
Anong a si sterhood of holy nuns:
Stay not to question, for the watch is coning;
Come, go, good Juliet,

[ Noi se agai n]
| dare no | onger stay.
JULIET Co, get thee hence, for I will not away.
[Exit FRI AR LAURENCE]

What's here? a cup, closed in nmy true |ove's hand?
Poi son, | see, hath been his tineless end:

O churl! drunk all, and left no friendly drop

To help me after? | will Kkiss thy |ips;

Haply sone poi son yet doth hang on them

To nake die with a restorative.

[ Ki sses hinm
Thy lips are warm
First Watchman [Wthin] Lead, boy: which way?
JULI ET Yea, noise? then I'lIl be brief. O happy dagger!
[ Snat chi ng ROVEO s dagger]
This is thy sheath;
[ St abs hersel f]
there rust, and let nme die.
[Falls on ROVEO s body, and dies]
[Enter Watch, with the Page of PARI S]
PAGE This is the place; there, where the torch doth burn.
First Watchman The ground is bl oody; search about the churchyard:
Go, sone of you, whoe'er you find attach.
Pitiful sight! here lies the county slain,
And Juliet bleeding, warm and newy dead,
Who here hath lain these two days buri ed.
Go, tell the prince: run to the Capul ets:
Rai se up the Mntagues: sone others search:
W see the ground whereon these woes do lie;
But the true ground of all these piteous woes

We cannot wi thout circunstance descry.

[ Re-enter sonme of the Watch, w th BALTHASAR]



Second WAt chman Here's Ronmeo's man; we found himin the churchyard.
First Watchman Hold himin safety, till the prince come hither

[ Re-enter others of the Watch, with FRI AR LAURENCE]
Third Watchnman Here is a friar, that trenbles, sighs and weeps:

W took this mattock and this spade fromhim
As he was coming fromthis churchyard side.

First Watchman A great suspicion: stay the friar too.
[Enter the PRINCE and Attendants]

PRI NCE What mi sadventure is so early up
That calls our person fromour norning' s rest?

[ Enter CAPULET, LADY CAPULET, and ot hers]
CAPULET What should it be, that they so shriek abroad?

LADY CAPULET The people in the street cry Roneo,
Some Juliet, and sonme Paris; and all run
Wth open outcry toward our nonunent.

PRINCE What fear is this which startles in our ears?

First Watchman Sovereign, here lies the County Paris slain;
And Roneo dead; and Juliet, dead before,
Warm and new ki ll'd.

PRI NCE Search, seek, and know how this foul nurder cones.

First Watchman Here is a friar, and slaughter'd Ronmeo's nan
Wth instrunents upon them fit to open
These dead nen's tonbs.

CAPULET O heavens! O wife, ook how our daughter bl eeds!
Thi s dagger hath nmista' en--for, |lo, his house
Is enpty on the back of Mntague, --
And it mis-sheathed in ny daughter's bosom

LADY CAPULET O ne! this sight of death is as a bell
That warns ny old age to a sepul chre.

[ Enter MONTAGUE and ot her s]

PRI NCE Cone, Montague; for thou art early up
To see thy son and heir nore early down.

MONTAGUE Alas, ny liege, ny wife is dead to-night;
Gief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath:
What further woe conspires agai nst nmine age?

PRI NCE Look, and thou shalt see.

MONTAGUE O thou untaught! what manners is in this?
To press before thy father to a grave?

PRINCE Seal up the nouth of outrage for a while,



Till we can clear these anbiguities,

And know their spring, their head, their
true descent;

And then will | be general of your woes,

And | ead you even to death: neantine forbear
And | et mi schance be slave to patience.
Bring forth the parties of suspicion

FRI AR LAURENCE | amthe greatest, able to do |east,
Yet npst suspected, as the tinme and pl ace
Dot h make against ne of this direful nurder
And here | stand, both to inpeach and purge
Mysel f condemmed and nysel f excused.

PRINCE Then say at once what thou dost know in this.

FRIAR LAURENCE | will be brief, for ny short date of breath
Is not so long as is a tedious tale.
Ronmeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet;
And she, there dead, that Ronmeo's faithful wife:
I married them and their stol'n marriage-day
Was Tybalt's doons-day, whose untinely death
Bani sh' d the new nmade bridegroomfromthe city,
For whom and not for Tybalt, Juliet pined.
You, to renove that siege of grief from her
Betroth'd and woul d have nmarried her perforce
To County Paris: then cones she to ne,
And, with wild | ooks, bid nme devise sonme nean
To rid her fromthis second marri age,
O in ny cell there would she kill herself.
Then gave | her, so tutor'd by ny art,
A sl eeping potion; which so took effect
As | intended, for it wought on her
The form of death: neantime | wit to Roneo,
That he should hither cone as this dire night,
To help to take her from her borrow d grave,
Being the tine the potion's force shoul d cease.
But he which bore ny letter, Friar John
Was stay'd by accident, and yesternight
Return'd nmy letter back. Then all al one
At the prefixed hour of her waking,
Came | to take her fromher kindred' s vault;
Meaning to keep her closely at ny cell
Till 1 conveniently could send to Roneo:
But when | cane, sonme minute ere the tine
O her awaking, here untinely |ay
The noble Paris and true Roneo dead.
She wakes; and | entreated her cone forth,
And bear this work of heaven with patience:
But then a noise did scare nme fromthe tonb;
And she, too desperate, would not go with ne
But, as it seems, did violence on herself.
Al'l this | know, and to the marriage
Her nurse is privy: and, if aught in this
M scarried by my fault, let ny old life
Be sacrificed, sonme hour before his tineg,
Unto the rigour of severest |aw.

PRINCE W still have known thee for a holy nan
Wiere's Roneo's man? what can he say in this?



BALTHASAR | brought my master news of Juliet's death;
And then in post he canme from Mantua
To this sanme place, to this same nonunent.
This letter he early bid ne give his father
And threatened nme with death, going in the vault,
| departed not and left himthere.

PRINCE Gve ne the letter; | will look onit.
Where is the county's page, that raised the watch?
Sirrah, what made your master in this place?

PAGE He cane with flowers to strew his lady's grave
And bid ne stand al oof, and so | did:
Anon cones one with light to ope the tonb
And by and by ny master drew on him
And then | ran away to call the watch

PRINCE This letter doth nmake good the friar's words,
Their course of love, the tidings of her death:
And here he wites that he did buy a poison
O a poor 'pothecary, and therew tha
Cane to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.
Wiere be these enenies? Capulet! Mntague!
See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate,
That heaven finds neans to kill your joys with |ove.
And | for winking at your discords too
Have | ost a brace of kinsmen: all are punish'd.

CAPULET O brother Montague, give ne thy hand:
This is ny daughter's jointure, for no nore
Can | demand.

MONTAGUE But | can give thee nore:
For | 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

CAPULET As rich shall Ronmeo's by his lady's lie;
Poor sacrifices of our ennmity!

PRINCE A glooning peace this morning with it brings;
The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head:
Go hence, to have nore tal k of these sad things;
Some shall be pardon'd, and sone puni shed:
For never was a story of nore woe
Than this of Juliet and her Roneo.

[ Exeunt ]
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