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R&J

The world premiere of R&J was presented by Art Street Theatre at the 450 
Geary Studio Theatre, San Francisco, CA, during EXIT Theatre’s San Francisco 
Fringe Festival, on September 5, 1996. The production was directed by the 
author, with the following cast and staff:

JULIET Beth Wilmurt
ENSEMBLE    Gillian Brecker, Mark Jackson, Bricine Mitchell, Jake Rodriguez

Costumes Tammy Bates
Dramaturg Derek Mutch
Stage Manager Ryan Hodgkin

R&J was subsequently presented by Art Street Theatre at the 450 Geary Studio 
Theatre, San Francisco, CA, for a full-length run opening September 18, 1997. 
The production was directed by the author, with the following cast and staff:

JULIET Beth Wilmurt
ENSEMBLE    Gillian Brecker, Mark Jackson, Bricine Mitchell, Jake Rodriguez

Costumes Tammy Bates
Lights Christie Gilmore
Stage Manager Kathryn Clark

NOTE

R&J requires a five-member ensemble comprised of three women and 
two men. One actor plays Juliet, while the other four each portray several 
characters. Notice that each character’s name is preceded by an initial. 
Example, “W-JUL” for Juliet. The initial is in reference to the names 
of the original cast members of Art Street Theatre’s production. These 
initials have been retained in the script so as to distinguish which actor is 
to speak which lines.

An open stage, three chairs, a violin and a small paperback copy 
of Romeo & Juliet constituted the set and prop list for the original 
production. All other props were mimed and costumes kept simple. 
Though other productions need not take this approach, the script benefits 
from a physical, actor-centric approach.
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Dialogue indented at the speaker’s name is spoken simultaneously with 
the dialogue or action directly following until the point indicated by ***.

A single * indicates a consciousness of being Juliet’s manipulative 
subconscious, her dream machine operator. Otherwise, the character 
indicated is to be played as such. In other words, even fragments are to 
be spoken as if in context unless otherwise indicated.

Scene One – The Pearly Gates

 Music. In darkness we hear Juliet’s tear-stained voice.

W-JUL   Thy lips are warm!                                                         

A flash of lightning reveals bodies in the space, with W-JUL kneeling 
center.

W-JUL   Yea, noise?  Then I’ll be brief. O happy dagger!                         
This is thy sheath; there rest, and let me die!

Music thunders and in a circle of light we see W-JUL stabbing herself. 
The music ends and the CAST move slowly from US to DS, moving only 
when speaking:

M-CHOR   Two households,
J-PRINCE   Where be these enemies?
M-CHOR                                 both alike in dignity,
J-PRINCE                                                  Capulet, Montague,
B-JUL                                      Come,
G-JUL  Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband?
M-CHOR  In fair Verona,
B-JUL                                                 civil night,
G-JUL  Ah,
J-PRINCE  See what a scourge is laid 
G-JUL         poor my lord,
M-CHOR                             where we lay our scene,
J-PRINCE                                                  upon your hate,
B-JUL   Hood my unmann’d blood,
M-CHOR   From ancient grudge
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G-JUL   What tongue shall smooth thy name
B-JUL                                                  bating in my cheeks,
J-PRINCE   That heaven
B-JUL   With thy black mantle;
J-PRINCE                          finds means to kill
G-JUL   When I,
M-CHOR                                        break
J-PRINCE                                                            your joys with love!
B-JUL                                              till strange love,
G-JUL                 thy three-hours wife,
M-CHOR                                                    to new mutiny,
G-JUL                                                        have mangled it?
J-PRINCE   And I
B-JUL                                                                            grown bold,
M-CHOR   Where
J-PRINCE            for winking at your
M-CHOR             civil blood makes
J-PRINCE                                             discords
M-CHOR                                            civil hands
G-JUL   But wherefore, villain,
M-CHOR                                                                unclean.
G-JUL                                         didst thou
B-JUL   Think true love acted simple modesty.
G-JUL                                                            kill my cousin?
J-PRINCE                                                             too
Have lost a brace of kinsmen.
G-JUL   That villain cousin would have killed my husband.
B-JUL   Come,
G-JUL   Back,
B-JUL              gentle night,
G-JUL             foolish tears,
B-JUL                                      come,
M-CHOR   From forth the fatal loins of these two foes
J-PRINCE                                   All are punish’d.
B-JUL                                                 Romeo;
G-JUL                                      back to your native spring!
B-JUL                                                                Come thou day in night;
M-CHOR   A pair of star-cross’d lovers
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B-JUL   For
J-PRINCE   A glooming peace
M-CHOR                                                      take their life,
B-JUL         thou wilt lie upon
J-PRINCE                                  this morning with it brings.
B-JUL                                          the wings of night
G-JUL   Your tributary drops belong to woe,
M-CHOR   Whose misadventur’d piteous overthrows
J-PRINCE   The sun for sorrow
B-JUL   Whiter than new snow upon a raven’s back.
J-PRINCE                                     will not show his head.
B-JUL   Come,
M-CHOR   Doth with their death bury their
B-JUL               gentle night; come,
M-CHOR                                                             parents’ strife.
G-JUL   Which you, mistaking,
B-JUL                                                  loving,
G-JUL                                           offer up to joy.
B-JUL                                                               black-brow’d night;
Give me my Romeo; and, when I shall die,
Take him
J-PRINCE   Go hence,
M-CHOR   The fearful passage of their death-mark’d
B-JUL     and cut him out
M-CHOR                                                                                love
J-PRINCE                  and have more talk of these sad things;
M-CHOR   And the continuance
J-PRINCE   Some shall be pardon’d,
M-CHOR                                         of their parents’ rage
G-JUL   My husband lives that Tybalt would have slain;
And Tybalt’s dead that would have slain my husband.
J-PRINCE                                               and some punished;
M-CHOR   Which, but their childrens’ end,
B-JUL                                    in little stars       
And he will make the face of heaven
M-CHOR                                                          naught
B-JUL                                                     so
M-CHOR                                                                        could
B-JUL                                                          fine
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M-CHOR                                                                                  remove
G-JUL   All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then?
M-CHOR   Is now the one hours’ traffic of our stage,
The which if you with patient ears attend,
What here shall miss,
G-JUL   Some word there was, worser than Tybalt’s death,
B-JUL   That all the world will be in love
M-CHOR                       our toil
B-JUL                                                           with night
M-CHOR                                    shall strive to mend.
B-JUL   And pay no worship to
J-PRINCE   For never was a story of more woe
G-JUL   That murd’red me.
J-PRINCE   Than this of Juliet
B-JUL                                            the garish sun.
J-PRINCE                                    and her Romeo.

Scene Two – Nightmare

Crazy music erupts. Juliet hallucinates harried images from the last week 
of her life. The following speech is delivered beneath the chaos, or rather 
as an element of it.

M-CHOR   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 misadventur’d piteous overthrows
Doth with their death bury their parent’s strife.
The fearful passage of their death-mark’d love
And the continuance of their parents’ rage
Which, but their children’s end, naught could remove,
Is now the one hour’s traffic of our stage,
The which if you with patient ears attend,
What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.

The fit ends as suddenly as it began, and with W-JUL alone center stage 
and the OTHERS out at the edges.



R&J 429

Scene Three – Love at First Sight

The tinkle of softer crazy music. W-JUL’S head aches. She touches it, and 
then her stomach. No knife wound? She picks up the dagger and tries 
stabbing her stomach repeatedly. Nothing. She tries slitting her wrists. 
Nothing. She jabs at her skull. Nothing. She sets the dagger down. The 
CAST – Juliet’s memory and her subconscious – float slowly back into 
view. It is as if the blur is coming into focus. 

G-NURSE                          What, lamb!  what, ladybird!
O God forbid!  Where’s the girl?  What, Juliet!
W-JUL   (headache)  How now?  Who calls?
B-LDYCAP   Your mother.
G-NURSE   Juuuuliet!
M-CAP   My child is yet a stranger in the world.
B-LDYCAP   Younger than she are happy mothers made.
J-ROM   I dreamt a dream tonight.
W-JUL   Romeo!
M-FRIAR   On Thursday, Sir?  The time is very short.  
It is so very very late that we 
May call it early.
J-ROM   Things have fall’n out, sir.
G-LDYCAP   (aside)  Love is a smoke rais’d with the fume of sighs.
B-LDYCAP*   (aside)                                A madness most discreet.
J-ROM    Is the day so young?
G-NURSE   Juuuuliet!   
B-LDYCAP                 Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
how stands your disposition to be marri’d?
W-JUL  It i–  
G-JUL   It is an honor I dream not of.
M-CAP  Disobedient wretch!  
B-LDYCAP   The valient Paris seeks you for his love.    
J-PAR   Happily met, my lady and my wife!  
Do not deny that you love me.
G-JUL   I will confess; what must be shall be.
M-CAP   Out, you baggage!
                   Get thee to a church a Thursday 
Or never after look me in the face!
B-LDYCAP   Can you like of Paris’ love?
G-JUL   I’ll look to like, if looking liking move.
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M-CAP                               we shall come too late.
J-ROM   I fear, too early; for my mind misgives 
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 
by some vile forfeit of untimely death.

The music cuts off abruptly.

G-NURSE / B-NURSE   Juuuuuuliet?
M-CAP   Welcome, gentlemen!  Ah ha, my mistresses!  More light, you knaves!  
Come, musicians, play! Give room, give room! and foot it, girls.

Dance music is played. The CAST assume the role of revelers at the 
Capulet’s masquerade banquet. W-JUL is danced about a bit, somewhat 
by force. She is manipulated* into a position to watch the scene, and in 
doing so, the CAST have suddenly isolated B-JUL and J-ROM – Romeo 
seeing Juliet for the first time. G-JUL uncaps the Friar’s vile of poison and 
freezes.

M-ROM   O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright!
It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s ear–
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear!                       

G-JUL takes the poison.

W-JUL   Romeo!                                                                                                      
M-ROM   The measure done, I’ll watch her place of stand             
And, touching hers, make blessed my rude hand.              

G-JUL drops the vile of poison.

M-ROM   Did my heart love till now?  Forswear it, sight!                                    
For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night.

M-TYB prowls* the scene. W-JUL runs up to M-TYB assuming him to 
still be Romeo, and is confused by the change. J-ROM approaches B-JUL. 
G-JUL has moved* on and soon fades into the NURSE.



R&J 431

J-ROM   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.
B-JUL   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 palmer’s kiss.
J-ROM   Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?
M-TYB   This, by his voice, should be a Montague.
B-JUL   Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.
M-TYB                              What, dares the slave
Come hither, 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity?
J-ROM   Oh, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do!
They pray; 
G-NURSE   Why, how now, kinsman?  Wherefore storm you so?
J-ROM      grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.
M-TYB   Madam, this is a Montague, our foe;
B-JUL   Saints do not move, 
M-TYB   A villain, that is hither come in spite 
To scorn at our solemnity this night.
B-JUL                                       though grant for prayer’s sake.
J-ROM   Then move not while my prayer’s effect I take.
G-NURSE   Young Romeo is it?
J-ROM   Thus from my lips, by thine my sin is purg’d.                                    

 J-ROM kisses B-JUL.

M-TYB                                    ‘Tis he, that villain Romeo.
B-JUL   Then have my lips the sin that they have took.
J-ROM   Sin from my lips?  O trespass sweetly urg’d!
Give me my sin again.                                               

J-ROM kisses B-JUL. M-TYB grabs the hilt of his sword and G-NURSE 
stays him.

B-JUL                            You kiss by the book.                  
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 B-JUL kisses J-ROM big time. G-NURSE pulls B-JUL away.

G-NURSE   Madam, your mother craves a word with you.
J-ROM   What is her mother?
G-NURSE   (clandestinely)   Marry, bachelor
Her mother is the lady of the house.
And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous.
I nurs’d her daughter that you talk’d withal.
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her
Shall have the chinks.
J-ROM                            Is she a Capulet?
O dear account!  my life is my foe’s dept.
B-JUL   (to W-JUL)        Come, Nurse, what is yond gentleman?
Go ask his name.
W-JUL   His name is Romeo,
G-NURSE*                                      and a Montague,
The only son of your great enemy.
W-JUL   …my great enemy…
B-JUL   My only love, sprung from my only hate!
Too early seen unknown, 
M-FRI   On Thursday, sir?  
B-JUL                                  and known too late!
M-FRI                                     The time is very short.
B-JUL   Prodigious birth of love it is to me
That I must love a loathed enemy.                                             

 Things start to shift.

M-CAP   More light, you knaves!
And quench the fire, the room has grown too hot!
J-ROM   Give me a torch!
B-JUL   More light and light– more dark and dark our woes!
G-FRI   They stumble that run fast.
B-JUL                                           therefore pardon me,
And not impute this yielding to light love,
Which the dark night hath so discovered.
M-FRI   The grey-eyed morn smiles on the frowning night,
Chequ’ring the Eastern clouds with streaks of light;
G-JUL                        Although I joy in thee,
I have no joy of this contract tonight.
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It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudd’n;
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be
Ere one can say “It lightens.”
J-ROM   How oft when men are at the point of death
Have they been merry!  which their keepers call
A lightning before death.
W-JUL   Romeo!
J-ROM   But soft, what light through yonder window breaks? 

J-ROM* does a quick take to the audience in acknowledgment of having 
delivered this famous line.

J-ROM   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.
W-JUL   O! Romeo, Romeo–                                              

 G* snaps at W-JUL to shut her trap.

J-ROM   She speaks, yet she* (i.e. W-JUL) says nothing.  
M-ROM*                                                            What of that?
W-JUL                                            –Ay me!
J-ROM*   (To W, indicating  B-JUL)           She speaks.               
B-JUL                                             –Ay me!
J-ROM                                                           She speaks.
O speak again, bright angel!  for thou art
As glorious to this night, being o’er my head,
As is a winged messenger of heaven
Unto the white-upturned wond’ring eyes
Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him,
When he bestrides the lazy puffing clouds
And sails upon the bosom of the air.                         

 ALL suck in a much needed breath.

W-JUL   O Romeo–
B-JUL                      Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?
Deny thy father and refuse thy name;
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,
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And I’ll no longer be a Capulet.
‘Tis but thy name that is my enemy.
Thou art thyself, though not a Montague.
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 word would smell as sweet;
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d.
                                 Romeo, doff thy name,
And for thy name, which is no part of thee,
Take all myself.
J-ROM                I take thee at thy word.
Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptiz’d; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo.             

 W-JUL has moved into the audience to watch.

B-JUL   What man art thou that, thus bescreen’d in night,
So stumblest on my counsel?
J-ROM                                        By a name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am.
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself,
Because it is an enemy to thee.
Had I it written, I would tear the word.
B-JUL   My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words
Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know that sound.
Art thou not Romeo?
G-JUL*                        and a Montague?                                    

 W-JUL gestures for G to can it.

J-ROM   Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.
B-JUL   How camest thou hither, tell me, and wherefore?
The orchard walls are high and hard to climb,
And the place death, considering who thou art,
If any of my kinsman find thee here.
J-ROM   With love’s light wings did I o’erperch these walls;
For stony limits cannot hold love out,
And what love can do, that dares love attempt.
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.
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G-JUL*   If they do see thee, they will murder thee.                        

 W-JUL throws a crumpled program at G.

B-JUL   I would not for the world they saw thee here.
J-ROM   I have night’s cloak to hide me from their sight;
And but thou love me, let them find me here.
  J-ROM   My life were better ended by their hate
  Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.
M-PROF   (writing on chalk board) My life were better ended by their hate                  
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.                                         
***

 G soon fades into Nurse.

B-JUL   Dost thou love me?
W-JUL                                   I know he wilt say “Ay;”
J-ROM   Lady, by yonder blessed moon I vow,
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops–
G-NURSE   Juuuliet?                                                                          

W-JUL gestures “damn it!”

B-JUL                                    Dear love, adieu!
Anon, good nurse!  Sweet Montague, be true.
Stay but a little, I will come again.                                      

B-JUL moves away. W-JUL makes a 2nd balcony for her elsewhere on 
the stage.

J-ROM   O blessed, blessed night!  I am afeard,                                  
Being in night, all this is but a dream,
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.

B-JUL “appears” again on the new balcony.

B-JUL   Three words, dear Romeo,
G-JUL*                                                and then good night indeed.                       
B-JUL   If thy bent of love be honorable,
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Thy purpose marriage, send me word tomorrow,
Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite;
And all my fortunes at thy foot I’ll lay
And follow thee my love throughout the world.
G-NURSE   (off stage) Madam!  
B-JUL   I come, anon!
G-NURSE   (now where the 1st balcony was) Madam!
W-JUL   By-and-by I come!
B-JUL   Tomorrow will I send.
J-ROM                                       So thrive my soul!
B-JUL   This bud of love, by summer’s rip’ning breath,
May prove a beauteous flow’r when next we meet.
G-NURSE   O God forbid!  Where’s the girl?
B-JUL   A thousand times good night!               

W-JUL rushes B-JUL around to a 3rd balcony.

J-ROM   A thousand times the worse, to want thy light!
Love goes from love as schoolboys to their books;
W-JUL   Romeo!                               
J-ROM                My sweet?
B-JUL                                    What o’clock tomorrow
Shall I send to thee?
M-CAP   A Thursday let it be– a Thursday, tell her,
that she shall marry noble Paris.
J-ROM                    By the hour of nine.
G-CAP   ‘Tis very late;
B-JUL   I will not fail.  (pause)  ‘Tis twenty years till then.
M-CAP*   (to W)  Do you like this haste?
B-JUL   I have forgot why I did call thee back.
J-ROM   Let me stand here till thou remember it.              
B-JUL   I shall forget, to have thee still stand there,
Rememb’ring how I love thy company.
J-ROM   And I’ll stay, to have thee still forget,
Forgetting any other home but this.
B-JUL   ‘Tis almost morning.  I would have thee gone–
And yet no farther than a wanton’s bird,
That lets it hop a little from her hand,
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,
And with a silk thread plucks it back again,
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So loving-jealous of his liberty.
J-ROM   I would I were thy bird.
B-JUL                                              Sweet, so would I.
Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing.                        

 W-JUL looks to B-JUL; G and M to W-JUL. 

B-JUL   Good night, good night!  Parting is such sweet sorrow,                            
That I shall say good night till it be morrow.

 B-JUL takes J-ROM’S face in her hands and kisses him tenderly.

J-ROM   Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast!
Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest!

B-JUL and J-ROM kiss again. B-JUL leaves to be married at Friar 
Laurence’s cell.

Scene Four – The Capulet / Montague Quarrel

Suddenly, things shift and W-JUL finds herself caught amidst a brewing 
spat. During the following, B-JUL travels slowly to Friar Laurence’s cell.

M-ABR   Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
J-SAMP   I do bite my thumb, sir.
M-ABR   Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
J-SAMP   Is the law on our side if I say ay?
G-GREG   No.
J-SAMP   No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir;  
but I bite my thumb, sir.
G-GREG   Do you Quarrel, sir?
M-TYB   Quarrel, Sir?  Ay, sir.
W-JUL   No!
B-JUL   Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I’ll no longer be a Capulet.
J-SAMP   Then if you do, sir, I am for you.  I serve as good a man as you.
M-TYB   No better?
G-GREG   Say “better!”
J-SAMP   Yes, better, sir!
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W-JUL   O Lord, they fight!  Sirs, hold thy desperate hands!
M-TYB   You lie! Art thou not Romeo,  (draws sword) and a Montague?
G-FRI   Wisely, and slow.  They stumble that run fast.
M-TYB   Will you be ready?  Do you like this haste?
J-SAMP   Have at thee, coward!
B-JUL   What’s in a name?
W-JUL                                   No, no!  Will they not hear?
G-GREG   Ha!
 

Impulsively, G-GREG draws a sword and M-TYB readies himself. There 
is a startled vocal burst! In the same instant, J converts to the PRINCE 
and halts the explosion.

J-PRINCE    Where be these enemies?  Capulet, Montague,

M and G snap to attention.

J-PRINCE    That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins,
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word,
Have thrice disturb’d the quiet of our streets.
If ever you disturb our streets again,
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.
For this time all the rest depart away.
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

There is a sudden and then slow motion stabbing, G and M to J. It is ugly.

Scene Five – The Wedding

B-JUL circles the stage slowly. M-FRIAR enters his cell to perform the 
marriage rites. G-JUL and J-ROM enter Friar Laurence’s cell to be 
married. W-JUL watches from the aisle. A marriage ritual is played out, 
with singing and gesture.

Scene Six – Juliet versus Capulet

Things melt into what smells like a courtroom. B-LDYCAP is seated like 
a stenographer reading a script of Shakespeare’s play. J-PRINCE is UL 
looking very much the judge. G-JUL sits CS as the accused on the stand. 
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W-JUL is her defense lawyer at center aisle. And M-CRITIC/CAP is the 
Prosecution.

M-CRITIC   Romeo and Juliet – is justly famed for the quality of its lyric 
poetry, but is no less extraordinary for its sophisticated organizational devices, 
which enhance its vivid evocation of a world of love and death.  Shakespeare 
achieved a new success in R&J, which was immediately popular on its first 
appearance; from that day to this it has been seen constantly in the theatre, 
though not always in the precise form in which Shakespeare wrote it.  The text 
of R&J presents complicated problems that offer no easy solution.  The love–

This words sticks in M-CRITIC’S throat and he becomes Capulet.

M-CAP   –that Romeo and Juliet display is of the idealistic type that comes 
with the suddenness and the devastating effect of a stroke of lightning.  The 
force of an overwhelming love is the dominant theme of the play, and for more 
than three and a half centuries sentiments in this play have exerted a romantic 
influence upon countless readers.  The probability is that it has subtly affected 
the attitude toward love of the entire English-speaking world.
J-PRINCE   Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while,
Till we can clear these ambiguities.
B-LADYCAP   I will be brief, for my short date of breath 
is not so long as is a tedious tale.
Romeo, my lord, was husband to that Juliet;
And she, there dead, that Romeo’s faithful wife.
M-CAP   Disobedient wretch!        
B-LADYCAP    Tybalt is dead, and Romeo banished;
Romeo that kill’d him, he is banished.
J-PRINCE   Now, say at once what thou dost know of this.
M-CAP   Why, how now, Juliet?
G-JUL   (suspicious)                    Dear Sir, I am not well.
M-CAP   Evermore weeping for your cousin’s death?
                                        Tell me, daughter Juliet,
How stands your disposition to be marri’d?
G-JUL   It is an honor that I dream not of.
M-CAP   Speak briefly, can you like of Paris’ love.
G-JUL   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.
M-CAP   Well, then Wednesday is too soon.
A Thursday let it be– a Thursday, daughter,
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You shall be married to this noble Earl.
Will you be ready?  Do you like this haste?
                           Tybalt being slain so late.
W-JUL                                There’s no trust, 
No faith, no honesty in men!
M-CAP   Exaggeration, we might easily guess…  Romeo commits himself 
to the full gamut of romantic folderol as seen through the eyes of a dramatic 
fourteen-year-old, and the catastrophe is under way…  If he had had the 
rational plan of trying to work a marriage settlement in an aboveboard fashion 
to the advantage of everyone, he abandoned it.  For if romantic little Juliet 
wants secret messages, and clandestine words, and even an exciting forbidden 
marriage– then she shall have them.  
G-JUL   Thou canst not speak of that thou dost not feel.
Wert thou as young as I, Romeo thy love,
An hour but marri’d, Tybalt murdered,
Doting like me, and like him banished,
Then mightst thou speak.
M-CAP   How, how, how, how, choplogic?  What is this?
(to W) Speak not.
(to G) You fettle your fine joints ‘gainst Thursday next
To go with Paris to Saint Peter’s Church,
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither.
W-JUL   Good Prince, I do beseech you on my knees,
Hear me with patience but to speak a word.
M-CAP   Hang thee, young baggage!  disobedient wretch!
I tell thee what– get thee to a church a Thursday
Or never after look me in the face.
                             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.
W-JUL   You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so.
M-CAP                                            Hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence.  Smatter with your blather, go!
W-JUL   I speak no treason.
M-CAP                                      Peace, you mumbling fool!
G-JUL   Is there no pity sitting in the clouds
That sees into the bottom of my grief?
O sweet my mother, counsil me, I pray!
B-LDYCAP   Talk not to me, for I’ll not speak a word.
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee.
G-JUL   (to W) Good nurse, how shall this be prevented?
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 W-JUL embraces G-JUL.
     
Alack, alack, that heaven should practice strategems
Upon so small a subject as myself!
M-CAP                               I do not use to jest.
Thursday is near; lay hand on your heart, advise:
An you be mine, I’ll give you to my friend;
An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in the streets,
For, by my soul, I’ll ne’er acknowledge thee.
W-JUL                               Heaven and yourself
Had part in this fair maid!  Now heaven hath all,
And all the better it is for the maid.
The most you sought was her promotion,
For ‘twas your heaven she should be advanc’d;
Well, in that love, you love your child so ill
That you run mad.
M-CAP   Can you like of Paris’ love?
G-JUL   It shall be Romeo, whom you know I love,
Rather than Paris.
M-CAP   Shame come to Romeo!
G-JUL   (breaks from W, startling even her) Blister’d be thy tongue
For such a wish!  He was not born to shame.
Upon his brow shame is asham’d to sit;
For ‘tis a throne where honor may be crown’d
Sole monarch of the universal earth.
M-CAP   Will you speak well of him that kill’d your cousin?
G-JUL   Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband?
M-CAP   Did Romeo’s hand shed Tybalt’s blood?!          

 Sudden shift. G-JUL in her own world. W-JUL clasps G-JUL.

G-JUL   Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name 
When I, thy three-hours’ wife, have mangled it?
But wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin?
That villain cousin would have kill’d my husband.
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring!
Your tributary drops belong to woe,
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy.
My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain;
And Tybalt’s dead, that would have slain my husband. 
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All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then?
Some word there was, worser than Tybalt’s death, 
That murd’red me.                                                                                           

 G-JUL* looks at W-JUL.

Scene Seven – Tybalt & Mercutio’s Deaths

B-BEN   Come, shall we go?
J-MER                       What care have I to go?
B-BEN   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.
J-MER   Thou!  Why, thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking nuts, having 
no other reason but because thou hast hazel eyes.  Thou hast quarrell’d with a 
man for coughing in the street.  Thy head is as full of quarrels as an egg is full of 
meat; and yet thou wilt tutor me from quarreling.
G-BEN   By my head, here come the Capulets.
J-MER   By my heel, I care not.
M-TYB   Gentlemen, good den.  A word with one of you.
J-MER   And but one word with one of us?
Couple it with something; make it a word and a blow.
M-TYB   You shall find me apt enough for that, sir, an you will give me 
occasion.
J-MER   Could you not take some occasion without giving?
M-TYB   Mercutio, thou consortest with Romeo–               
J-MER   Consort?  What, dost thou make us minstrels?  An thou make 
minstrels of us, look to hear nothing but discords.  Here’s my fiddlestick; here’s 
that shall make you dance!
G-BEN   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.
J-MER   Men’s eyes were made to look, and let them gaze.
I will not budge for no man’s pleasure, I.

W-JUL steps in to stop potential violence. M-TYB relates to her as 
Romeo.
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M-TYB   Well, peace be with you, sir.  Here comes my man.
Romeo, the love I bear thee can afford
No better term than this: thou art a villain.
W-JUL   Tybalt, the reason I have to love thee
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage
To such a greeting.  Villain am I none.
Therefore farewell.  I see thou knowst me not.  
M-TYB   Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries
That thou hast done me.
W-JUL   I do protest I never injur’d thee,
But love thee better than thou canst devise,
Till thou shalt know the reason of my love;
And so, good Capulet, which name I tender
As dearly as mine own, be satisfi’d.
J-MER   O calm, dishonorable, vile submission!
Tybalt, you ratcatcher, will you walk?  
M-TYB   What wouldst thou have with me?
J-MER   Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine lives.  Make haste, 
lest my sword be about your ears ere yours’ be out.
W-JUL   Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.
J-MER   Come, Sir, I am for you.

M-TYB and J-MER have drawn swords and they begin to fight. B-JUL 
hides behind her monologue as the scene continues.

  B-JUL                                                   Come, civil night,
  Hood my unmann’d blood, bating in my cheeks,
  With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown 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-brow’d night;
  Give me my Romeo; and, when I 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
  And pay no worship to the garish sun.
W-JUL   Draw, Benvolio; beat down their weapons.
Gentlemen, for shame!  forbear this outrage!
Tybalt, Mercutio, the Prince expressly hath
Forbid this bandying in Verona streets.
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Hold, Tybalt!  Good Mercutio!

M-TYB, under W-JUL’s arm, thrusts J-MER in and looks quite surprised. 
Time seems to suspend.

J-MER                                           I am hurt.
A plague o’ both your houses!  I am sped.
G-BEN                               What, art thou hurt?
J-MER   Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch.  Marry, ‘tis enough.
***       
J-ROM   Ah, soft; what light; breaks?                                                                         
It is my lady; O, it is my love!
W-JUL   What’s here?
J-ROM   Juliet!  If my heart’s dear love–
W-JUL   Romeo?
J-MER   Ay, ay; Why the devil came you between us?  I was hurt under your 
arm.
W-JUL   I thought all for the best.
J-MER   Ask for me tomorrow and you shall find me a grave man.
O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio’s dead!  (now ROM)  Sin from my lips?    

 J-ROM dies.

W-JUL   Romeo?  Romeo?                                                         
G-NURSE*   (whispers) Romeo is banisht.
W-JUL   Now, Tybalt, take that “villain” back again
That late thou gavest me, for Romeo’s soul
Is but a little way above our heads,
Staying for thine to keep him company!
B-JUL   All slain, all dead.

 W-JUL picks up J-MER’s sword.

W-JUL   This shall determine that!

 W-JUL thrusts M-TYB through. Music explodes.
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Scene Eight – Dance of the Hourglass

M-TYB is stuck in a cycle of being stabbed and released from W-JUL’s 
blade as the CAST wind up into a frantic series of panic and time related 
movements. W-JUL finds herself caught amidst this frenzy and often 
yanked* by the CAST into the swirl. Key text is poured into W-JUL’s ears 
in whispers. Halfway through the music, M-TYB collapses for the last 
time and his life is allowed to move out of the death loop as he struggles 
to stay on his feet, pull out his own sword, and get a hold on W-JUL, 
which he finally does! M-TYB runs her through twice and she gasps, 
though strangely does not feel the pain. M-TYB staggers back a few steps, 
in a harsh whisper says

M-TYB   Romeo is banisht!

then turns, is stabbed again as before, and collapses dead for the last time 
calling

M-TYB   Juliet!

 as he hits the stage. The music climaxes …Silence.

Scene Nine – Romeo & Juliet’s last rendezvous

M-ROM and B-JUL meet in secret for the last time before Romeo is to 
flee Verona. M-ROM enters B-JUL’s chambers. Music plays. THEY slowly 
move in on one another with a mix of tenderness, longing, and passion. 
At the end of the sequence there is something that subtly acknowledges 
death, leaving B-JUL on the floor and M-ROM kneeling over her 
tenderly. The music ends. J-ROM stands, staring at W-JUL expectantly. 
W-JUL steps cautiously toward the stage.

W-JUL   What man art thou?
J-ROM   My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself,
Because it is an enemy to thee.
W-JUL   Art thou not Romeo?
J-ROM                                        And a Montague.
W-JUL   If you should deal double with me, truly it were an ill thing.
J-ROM   Dear love, what shall I swear by?
W-JUL   No, do not swear at all, for, if thou swear’st
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Thou mayest prove false.
J-ROM   I do beseach you, love, have patience.
Your looks are pale and wild.
W-JUL                                          I long to die
If what thou speak’st speak not of remedy.
Where is my Romeo?
J-ROM                         Lady, I am here.
W-JUL   If thou dost love pronounce it faithfully.
But if thou mean’st not well, I do beseach thee
To cease thy strife, and leave me to my grief.
Dost thou love me?
J-ROM                      I do with all my heart.
In truth, fair Capulet, I am too fond,
And therefore thou mayest think my behavior light,
But trust me, Juliet, I’ll prove more true
Than those that have more cunning to be strange.
Let me be taken, let me be put to death,
I am content, so thou wilt have it so.
Look thou but soft and I am proof against
All enmity.  …My heart’s dear love–

W-JUL is convinced. She rushes to J-ROM and hugs him fast. J-ROM 
eyes* the audience subtly.

W-JUL   Love give me strength and I believe thee.

W-JUL kisses J-ROM feverishly. THEY kneel together and sit on the floor 
in an embrace. G-NURSE approaches very slowly during the following.

W-JUL   Things have fall’n out so unluckily
That we have had no time to woo.
J-ROM   These times of woe afford no time to woo.
W-JUL                    I lov’d my cousin Tybalt dearly;
Is love a tender thing?  It is too rough,
Too rude, too boist’rous, and it pricks like thorn.
                      Well, we were born to die.
J-ROM   I have more care to stay than will to go.
But now it is so very very late
That we may call it early.  List, the lark.
W-JUL   Wilt thou be gone?  It is not yet near day.
It was the nightingale, and not the lark,
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That pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine ear.
J-ROM   It was the lark, the herald of the morn;
No nightingale.  Look, love, what envious streaks
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder East.
Night’s candle’s are burnt out.
I must be gone and live, or stay and die.
W-JUL   Yond light is not daylight; I know it, I.
It is some meteor that the sun exhales
To be to thee this night a torchbearer
And light thee on thy way to Mantua.
Therefore stay yet; thou needst not to be gone.
G-NURSE   (faintly)  Juuuuliet.
J-ROM   I must be gone.  More light and light it grows.
More light and light, more dark and dark our woes.

With a quick kiss, and a brief look*, J-ROM exits Juliet’s chamber.  B-JUL 
appears to still be dead, and M-ROM remains kneeling over her body, 
staring down. W-JUL is left a bit stunned by this sudden farewell. 

W-JUL   Farewell!  O Fortune, Fortune, be fickle Fortune:
For then I hope thou wilt not keep him long.                         

 W-JUL glances about at the others.

W-JUL   Or am I Fortune’s fool?  I am afeard,
Being in night, all this is but a dream.

Scene Ten – Dreams and Poison
 
G-JUL   (enters the chamber)  I dreamt a dream tonight.
W-JUL   And so did I.
G-JUL   Well, what was yours?
W-JUL   That dreamers often lie.
G-JUL   In bed asleep, while they do dream things true.
W-JUL   They are the children of an idle brain,
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy;
Which is as thin of substance as the air,
And more inconstant than the wind.
G-JUL   Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished;
Romeo that kill’d him, he is banished,
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                         and all the world to nothing
That he dares ne’er come back to challenge you;
And, since the case so stands as now it doth,
I think it best you marri’d with the County.                   

In his kneeling position, M-ROM is stabbed and freezes, not unlike how 
M-TYB was stabbed.

G-JUL   O, he’s a lovely gentleman.
Romeo’s a dishclout to him.                                       

 The sword is ripped from M-ROM’s gut; freeze again.

G-JUL                            An eagle, madam,
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye
As Paris hath.  Beshrew my very heart,
I think you are happy in this second match.
W-JUL   Speakst thou this from thy heart? 
G-JUL   And from my soul too.
M-ROM   I dreamt my lady came and found me dead
And breath’d such life with kisses in my lips
That I reviv’d and was an emperor.
Ah me!  how sweet is love itself possess’d
When but love’s shadows are so rich in joy!
W-JUL   Well, thou hast comforted me marvelous much.
Go in;                                                 

 Things start to shift. Ominous music sneaks into the air.

W-JUL      and tell my mother I am gone,        
Having displeas’d my father, to Laurence’s cell,
To make confession and to be absolv’d.
B-JUL   If all else fail, myself have pow’r to die.
J-ROM*   Romeo is banisht.
G-JUL   All slain, all dead.
M-FRI   Romeo is exil’d.
B-JUL   Romeo is banisht.                                                      

 Beat, then M-FRI gets a sharp chill and clasps head.
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J-ROM   ‘Tis torture, and not mercy.  Heaven is here,
Where Juliet lives;  Do not say “banishment.”
Thou cuttst my head off with a golden axe
And smil’st upon the stroke that murders me.
M-FRI   If thou hast strength of will to slay thyself
Then it is likely thou wilt undertake
A thing like death to chide away this shame.
G-JUL   Yea, is the worst well?

 All three JULIETS enact the poisoning in unison.

M-FRI   Take thou this vial, being when alone,
And this distilled liquor drink thou off; 
B-JUL   How if, when I am laid into the tomb,
I wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me?
G-JUL                           There’s a fearful point!
M-FRI   When presently through all thy veins shall run
A cold and drowsy humor.
No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou livest;
B-JUL   O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught,
Entomb’d with all these hideous fears?
M-FRI   In the mean time, before thou shalt awake,
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift;
And hither shall he come to bear thee hence.                
G-JUL   All this is comfort;  wherefore weep I then?

B and G look to W, and all three down the drink. The music climaxes.  
Silence.

Scene Eleven – Discomfort + Time = Life

B-JUL moves slowly, clasping her head, and G-JUL mirrors the image on 
the opposite side of the stage. Arriving in their new places, THEY stab 
their stomachs and sink down into corpses, still clutching daggers in their 
guts. Simultaneously, M and J melt down into two ancient Capulets long-
since buried. W-JUL remains standing center. Seeing the others, SHE 
realizes:

W-JUL   It is the vault, the ancient receptacle
Where for this many hundred years the bones
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Of all my buri ’d ancestors are pack ’d.
O friar Laurence!  Where is my lord?                                                 

 W-JUL searches the bodies.

W-JUL   I do remember well where I should be,
And here I am.  Where is my Romeo?

 J-ROM enters the vault but sees only B-JUL.

W-JUL   Romeo!
J-ROM   Is it e’en so? A grave? O, no, a lantern is’t,       
For here lies Juliet and her beauty makes
This vault a feasting presence full of light.
How oft when men are at the point of death
Have they been merry! which their keepers call
A lightning before death. But how may I
Call this a lightning! 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.
Can I go forward when my heart is here?
If dead, why art thou yet so fair?  O, here
Will I set up my everlasting rest
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars
From this world-wearied flesh.
W-JUL   O, no.
J-ROM   Such mortal drugs I have, of lightning speed,   
As will disperse itself through all the veins
That the life-weary taker may fall dead.
W-JUL   No;
This is too rash, to unadvis’d, too sudd’n,                                        

 M and G slowly rise* to standing.

W-JUL   Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be–
J-ROM                                          Eyes, look your last!

 W-JUL gets an idea: enact the past.



R&J 451

W-JUL   This bud of love, by summer’s rip’ning breath,
May prove a beauteous flow’r when next we meet.
J-ROM   Arms, take your last embrace!                     
W-JUL  Wilt thou be gone?  It is not yet near day.          
It was the nightingale, and not the lark,
That pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine ear.
Therefore stay yet; thou needst not to be gone!
J-ROM                  And, lips, seal with a righteous kiss
A dateless bargain to engrossing death!
And death, not Juliet, be my loving wife.
W-JUL   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 palmer’s kiss!
J-ROM   Farewell!  God knows when we shall meet again.
Here’s to my love!    
W-JUL   I do remember well where I should be,
And here I am! Where is my Romeo?

 J-ROM drinks.

W-JUL   O–!
J-ROM                    O true apothecary!
Thy drugs are quick.  Thus with a kiss I die.  

But W-JUL grabs J-ROM and takes the kiss desperately. J-ROM goes limp 
in her hands and dies.

W-JUL   No, no!  Is there no pity in the clouds?!
G-NURSE                       What, lamb!  what, ladybird!
O God forbid!  Where’s the girl?  What, Juliet!
M-CAP*   Do you like this haste?
G-NURSE*   …Juliet?
M-CAP   Why, how now, Juliet?  ;*we were born to die.
G-BEN*   Wisely, and slow.  They stumble that run fast.
M-FRI   On Thursday, sir?  The time is very short.
G-JUL                                    Although I joy in thee,
I have no joy in this contract tonight.
M-JUL*   Yea, is the worst well?  All this is comfort;
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G-JUL   It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudd’n;
M-JUL                                    wherefore weep I then?
G-JUL   Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be
Ere one can say “It lightens.”
W-JUL                               all this is but a dream.
M-ROM   Is love a tender thing?
W-JUL                               all this is but a dream.
G-JUL   I dreamt a dream tonight.
M-MER*                                       That dreamers often lie.
G-JUL   If all else fail, myself have pow’r to die!
M-CAP                                Tybalt being slain so late!
  W-JUL   All this is but a dream.

G-JUL   But wherefore villain didst thou kill my cousin?
   M-CAP   Did Romeo’s hand shed Tybalt’s blood!

W-JUL   All this is but a dream!
  ***
B-JUL   (dying) I have forgot why I did call thee back.
J-ROM   (alive, comforting her) Let me stand here till thou remember it.              
B-JUL   I shall forget, to have thee still stand there,
Rememb’ring how I love thy company.
J-ROM   And I’ll stay, to have thee still forget,
Forgetting any other home but this.
B-JUL   ‘Tis almost morning.  I would have thee gone–
And yet no farther than a wanton’s bird,
That lets it hop a little from her hand,
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,
And with a silk thread plucks it back again,
So loving-jealous of his liberty.
J-ROM   I would I were thy bird.
B-JUL                                              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.                                     

 B-JUL dies. Music.

J-ROM   Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast!
Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest!

 …We hear a moment of the music. Then…
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J-ROM   Where be these enemies?  Capulet, Montague,
See what a scourge is laid upon your hate,
That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love!
And I, for winking at your discords, too
Have lost a brace of kinsmen.  All are punish ’d

 …short pause. Music still plays…

W-JUL   Said he not so?  Or did I dream it so?
Here’s much to do with hate, but more with love.
“Wisely, and slow.  They stumble that run fast.”
M-CAP*   Do you like this haste?
W-JUL        Time is very short.
“All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then?”

We hear the music as M and G move in to flank W-JUL, who looks at 
them, then to J-ROM as he speaks. 

J-ROM   A glooming peace this morning with it brings.
The sun for sorrow will not show his head.
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things;
Some shall be pardon’d, and some punished;
For never was a story of more woe
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo.
    …Juliet and her Romeo.

J-ROM stands, lifting B-JUL to her feet. J, B, M, and G all back up slowly 
to the positions where they began at the top of the show, and W-JUL is 
left center stage, watching them. She turns around and faces the audience 
and the music cuts off abruptly. W-JUL looks straight out at Heaven in 
the silence. Blackout.

The end.


