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*** 
 

(a street carnival in Verona; the masks 
are running around forming a serpent-

shape line; Rosalind’s chase with 
Romeo, he catches her) 

(music) 
 

Romeo: Rosalind, my love, don’t be 
running away from me. 

Rosalind: (stops, she plays with her 
fan) 

Romeo: Don’t pretend not to 
understand my heart. 

Rosalind: (turning her head, shaking 
her shoulders) 

Romeo: Just one kiss. 
Rosalind: (the “no” gesture) 
Romeo: Just one kiss, my love. 
Rosalind: (the “no” gesture again) 
Romeo: Don’t make me beg forever. 
Rosalind: (kisses him, starts to laugh 

and runs away) 
Romeo: Rosalind, please, listen to me. 

(leaves) 
Mercutio: Romeo, you fool! 
Romeo: Mercutio, I’m in a hurry! 
Mercutio: This must be love, I think. 
Romeo: (coming back) She’s gone. 
Mercutio: Who? 
Romeo: Rosalind. 

Mercutio: Rosalind, your new love 
story? 

Romeo: She doesn’t love me. 
Mercutio: That’s love. Tender and 

cruel at the same time. This is my 
advice: Stop thinking about her. 

Romeo: To stop thinking about her 
means to stop thinking altogether. 

Rosalind: (appears in the crowd of the 
masks) 

 
(music) 

 
Romeo: It’s Rosalind. Oh my God, 

stand by me. (running away) 
Mercutio: Poor blind Romeo. Love 

has taken his senses away. (leaves) 
Paris: (coming, meets Benvolio, biting 

his thumb at him) 
Benvolio: Are you making fun of me? 

I mean your thumb. 
Paris: Don’t be funny. I’m just 

playing with my fingers. You don’t 
like it, do you? 

Benvolio: No. Not at all. 
Paris:  (the same gesture again) Is it 

better now? 
Benvolio: Stop doing that, sir, or... 
Paris: Or what? You Montague 

bastard. 
Benvolio: This is my answer. (hits 

him in the face with his glove) You 
Capulet bastard. (pulls out his 
rapier) 

Capulet: Are you insulting the 
Capulets? Where is my rapier? 

Lady Capulet: My lord, please, no 
violence. 

Capulet: The rapier speaks louder than 
words. Look. The old Montague is 
coming and making fun of me. 

Montague: Capulet, you bastard. 
(wants to pull out his rapier) 

Lady Montague: No, stop it. Don’t do 
that. 

Montague: Leave me alone. 
Lady Montague: You aren’t going to 

fight him. 
 

(the crowd is divided into two parties; 
a fight) 
(music) 

 
Princess: (entering) Stop! 
All: (laying down the swords and 

rapiers) 
Princess: You are like wild animals. 

So much anger and hostility. I am 
really shocked by you, Montague, 
and even by you, Capulet. The two 
famous families of Verona… and 
you can’t live in peace. This time it 
has been without any punishment. 
Can you hear me well? I’m warning 
you: Next time you will pay with 
your own lives. (leaves) 

Montague: Who started the fight? 
Lady Montague: A good thing is that 

our son Romeo wasn’t involved. 
Montague: He is just a dreamer – 

looking at stars and the moon. 
Lady Montague: You shouldn’t be 

surprised. He is in love. 

Montague: My son… being in love? 
With whom? Who is the lady? 

Lady Montague: I don’t know. He 
doesn’t tell me. But he suffers a lot 
because of her. 

Montague: There is a medicine for 
every suffering. For love there is a 
marriage. (both leave) 

 
(music) 

 
Capulet and Lady Capulet: (enter) 
Capulet: We will never make peace 

with the Montagues. It’s impossible. 
Lady Capulet: We must live in peace 

or we will pay with our own lives. 
Think of our daughter Juliet. She is 
so young. We must keep peace 
because of her. 

Capulet: Paris is coming. Welcome, 
dear friend. (to Lady Capulet) This 
is Earl Paris, my dear. (to Paris) 
This is my wife, Lady Capulet. 

Paris: Nice to meet you, madam. 
Lady Capulet: Welcome to our house. 

What brings you here? 
Paris: Your daughter, Juliet. I want to 

marry her. 
Lady Capulet: But Juliet is still too 

young. She’s a child, she’s only 
fourteen. Just wait for a year or two. 

Paris: I know younger women and 
they are happy mothers. 

Capulet: I know what: Come tonight 
and attend our festival. You can 
meet Juliet and if she wants you as 
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her husband, you will have my 
“yes”. Of course. 

Paris: Thanks a lot for the invitation, 
I’m sure to come. (leaves) 

Capulet: Back to work, everybody, 
back to work. Our festival must be 
the best tonight. Everyone should 
know the Capulets. We are the best. 

 
(a drama study of the festival – 

preparation; both the Capulets are 
bossing about) (music) 

 
Mercutio: Romeo, Romeo, let’s go to 

the festival. 
Romeo: What festival? 
Mercutio: The Capulets’ festival. 

Tonight. 
Romeo: The Capulets? You must be 

ill and crazy. The Montagues never 
visit the Capulets. 

Mercutio: I know. We will wear 
masks. No one will recognize our 
faces. 

Romeo: Why do you want to go to the 
festival? 

Mercutio: Because your love, 
Rosalind, is coming too.  

Romeo: What? Rosalind? You’re 
right, we must go. 

 
Lady Capulet: Nurse, nurse! Where’s 

my daughter? Nurse, ask her to 
come here. 

Nurse: Juliet, my love, Juliet, my 
angel... 

Juliet: What’s going on? I am here. Is 
there anything you want, my dear 
mother? 

Lady Capulet: My dear child… oh my 
God, you’ve grown up into a young 
lady. 

Nurse: Well, well, well, she’s fourteen 
already. And such a little birdie she 
used to be. Do you remember the 
day she hurt her nose? Oh, she was 
crying and crying… My husband 
put her on his lap and asked her, 
Why did you fall on your nose? 
Imagine that, Why did you fall on 
your nose? And she said, Next time I 
will fall on my hands. She was 
pretty clever. Weren’t you, Juliet? 

Lady Capulet: Just sit and be quiet, 
for God’s sake. 

Nurse: Yes, yes, my dear lady, I am 
quiet. As silent as the grave. 

Lady Capulet: How about getting 
married, Juliet? What do you say? 

Juliet: Isn’t it too early, mother? 
Lady Capulet: I know even younger 

ladies and they are happy mothers 
already. Paris would like to marry 
you. 

Nurse: Oh, Paris. Paris is a real man, 
young lady. The best in Verona. Oh, 
you are lucky. 

Lady Capulet: Paris is coming to the 
carnival tonight. You will meet him 
and talk to him. Then you can think 
about your marriage. 

Nurse: Why thinking about her 
marriage? (to Juliet) When you see 

him, you will just jump into his 
arms. 

Juliet: Mother. (curtsying) 
Capulet: My lady, the guests are here. 

We are waiting for you and Juliet. 
Let’s go, ladies. (all leave) 

 
(the carnival, the guests are coming in 

and sitting down at the table, Juliet 
puts her mask away for a short time 

and her eyes meet Romeo’s, the 
guests are dancing, Romeo is dancing 

with Juliet) 
(music) 

 
Romeo: It would be a sin to touch you 

with my hands. 
Juliet: Well, don’t touch me, you 

sinner. 
Romeo: I’m going to touch you with 

my lips. (kisses her hand) 
Juliet: Is it allowed? 
Romeo: Kissing the saint’s hand is 

allowed. 
Juliet: Am I a saint? 
Romeo: More than that: You are 

divine, a beautiful goddess, a 
heavenly angel. 

Nurse: Excuse me, young lady, your 
mother is calling you. 

Juliet: (curtsying and leaving) 
Romeo: Her mother is here? 
Nurse: Of course, her mother is the 

lady of this house. A beautiful lady, 
nice and rich. I have brought up her 
daughter. The man who marries her 
is a lucky one. 

Romeo: She is a Capulet? Oh, bad 
luck! Oh, my friend! (sits down with 
Mercutio drinking and talking about 
the matter) 

Tybalt: (coming to Capulet) 
Capulet: What’s the matter, Tybalt? 
Tybalt: A Montague is here, Uncle. 

Romeo Montague, our enemy. 
Capulet: Really? Romeo?  
Tybalt: Yes, that bastard. 
Capulet: Calm down, young man. Just 

ignore him. I don’t want any scandal 
here. 

Tybalt: Your guest is a bad man, 
uncle. I hate him! 

Capulet: Who is the lord of this house: 
you or me? (to himself) Oh my God, 
he hates him so much. (to Tybalt) 
Do you want to fight here? Behave 
yourself, Tybalt. 

Tybalt: It’s a shame, uncle! 
Capulet: Behave yourself. Control 

yourself. (to others) Bravo, young 
people. (to Tybalt) Be quiet… or…! 

Mercutio: Let’s leave this place. It’s 
getting too hot here. 

Capulet: You aren’t going home, 
gentlemen, are you? Something to 
drink... to eat...? Nothing, really? 
Thanks a lot for coming here and 
good night. 

Both: Thank you very much, good 
night. 

 
(music) 

 
(Nurse is combing Juliet’s hair) 
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Juliet: Dear nurse, do you know the 
man who was dancing with me 
tonight? When you disturbed us, 
you know. 

Nurse: A Montague. Romeo. The only 
son of our enemies. 

Juliet: Montague? Oh my God. I love 
whom I hate. Enough, nurse, you 
can leave now. Good night. 

Nurse: Good night, young lady. 
(leaves) 

Juliet: (going onto the balcony to get 
some fresh air) 

Romeo: (coming) It’s sunrise and 
Juliet is the sun. She doesn’t know 
that she is my love too, and my life, 
and my fate. 

Juliet: Oh my God.  
Romeo: My angel. 
Juliet: Oh Romeo, why are you 

Romeo? Deny your father, refuse 
your name, or if you don’t want to I 
will no longer be a Capulet.  

Romeo: Shall I speak? Or shall I 
listen? 

Juliet: You aren’t a Montague – my 
enemy. You are you, and your name 
is just a name. Refuse your name 
and take me instead. 

Romeo: I take you at your word. From 
now on I never will be Romeo. 

Juliet: Who are you? Why are you 
hiding in the dark? Who are you 
then? 

Romeo: I have no name. My name is 
your enemy.  

Juliet: Aren’t you Romeo? Aren’t you 
a Montague? 

Romeo: I am not if you wish so. 
Juliet: What are you doing here? The 

wall is high. If they find you here, 
they will kill you. 

Romeo: My love towards you kills me 
if you don’t love me.  

Juliet: I love you, Romeo. Since the 
first time I saw you. (kiss each 
other, then climb down from the 
balcony into the garden and dance) 

 
(music) 

 
Nurse: Miss, Miss Juliet! 
Juliet: Yes, I am there in a minute. 

(Romeo is helping her get onto the 
balcony) (to Romeo) Don’t leave 
yet, I’ll return. 

Romeo: Oh, this magic night, I’m 
afraid this is only a dream, and I’ll 
wake up. 

Juliet: Romeo... 
Romeo: Juliet... 
Juliet: If you really love me and you 

want to marry me, just let me know 
tomorrow morning where and when 
our wedding takes place. 

Romeo: Just send your nurse to my 
place at 9 in the morning. 

Juliet: Good night. Oh, this painful 
good-bye… I’d like to stay with you 
till morning. 

Nurse: Miss! 

Juliet: Yes, nurse. If you don’t want to 
marry me, I’ll stay lonely, only with 
my unhappiness. 

Romeo: Shhh. You can’t speak like 
that. Believe me, my Juliet. 

Juliet: I do believe you. Good night 
thousand times, my love. 

Nurse: Well, Miss! 
Juliet: Don’t worry, nurse, I’m with 

you in a second. 
 

(music) 
 

Friar Laurence: This tiny flower is 
medicine as well as poison. Good 
morning, Romeo. 

Romeo: Good morning, Father 
Laurence. 

Friar Laurence: You are so early 
today. 

Romeo: Probably too late, I think. I 
haven’t gone to bed yet. 

Friar Laurence: You were with 
Rosalind? 

Romeo: Oh, Rosalind, it’s finished, 
I’m not going to think of her any 
more. 

Friar Laurence: That’s good news. 
What has happened? 

Romeo: I have fallen in love. 
Friar Laurence: Again? 
Romeo: Finally, yes! Before meeting 

Juliet, I didn’t know anything about 
love. 

Friar Laurence: Oh my God, he has 
another lady. Good heavens, what 
happened to Rosalind? This is 

love?! He leaves Rosalind and is 
crazy about Juliet. 

Romeo: No, no, I wanna marry Juliet. 
Friar Laurence: When? 
Romeo: Today. 
Friar Laurence: Oh, such a tempo. 
Romeo: Father Laurence, will you 

marry us, please? 
Friar Laurence: Secretly? 
Romeo: Yes, secretly. 
Friar Laurence: Well, come with me, 

Romeo. (they leave) 
 

(music) 
 
Mercutio: Where the hell is Romeo? 

He didn’t sleep at home, I know it. 
Good morning, my friend. What did 
you do yesterday? 

Romeo: Good morning, Mercutio. 
What did I do? 

Mercutio: This is what I am asking 
you. What did you do yesterday? 

Romeo: Nothing. 
Mercutio: Nothing? That’s why you 

left me outside the Capulets’ 
House? Nothing? That’s why you 
didn’t sleep in your bed? Are you 
making fun of me? 

Romeo: So, don’t be funny. 
Mercutio: Look who is coming here? 

That woman is after us. 
Nurse: Good morning, gentlemen. 
Mercutio: I should say “good 

evening” to you. 
Nurse: Evening? Pardon? 
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Mercutio: (looking at her face) Your 
good mornings are gone, old lady. 

Nurse: You rat! Romeo, sir, I’m going 
to see you. 

Mercutio: Be careful, Romeo. She is a 
manager of prostitutes. 

Romeo: Get lost, Mercutio. 
Mercutio: I am warning you. (leaves) 
Nurse: Oh my God, such a bum. He is 

lucky to have escaped. Oh, such a 
rat, I would have beaten him. 

Romeo: Nurse, how is Juliet? 
Nurse: Juliet? Well, so so. She didn’t 

want to eat her breakfast in the 
morning. She said, Go to Romeo 
and bring me back an important 
message. What’s more important in 
the morning than a good breakfast, 
right?  

Romeo: Well, tell Juliet to come to 
the church in the afternoon. Friar 
Laurence will marry us. Here you 
are, and you may leave. 

Nurse: Thanks a lot, sir. 
Romeo: Please, go, hurry up to tell 

Juliet. 
Nurse: Well, the wedding will be this 

afternoon. I’ll tell her, you can be 
sure of that. Good-bye, sir. 

 
(music) 

 
Juliet: It’s 10 o’clock already and the 

nurse is nowhere to be found. If I 
could meet Romeo, I would stretch 
my wings and fly like a bird. But the 
nurse? She is as slow as a snail. It’s 

10 o’clock already. Oh, at last! 
Well, my dear, did you see Romeo? 
What did he say? 

Nurse: Ugh, such a long trip, my legs 
hurt, ugh. 

Juliet: Speak, please, speak. 
Nurse: Wait a minute. I can’t gather 

my breath. 
Juliet: Alright, you don’t have to 

speak. Just nod your head. Is the 
message good? Or bad? Good or 
bad? 

Nurse: Just a moment. Have you had 
your lunch, yet? 

Juliet: No, I haven’t. 
Nurse: That’s a good thing. Because 

after lunch you will have your 
wedding. 

Juliet: My wedding? 
Nurse: Yours… and Romeo’s. 
Juliet: Oh my God, oh my nurse, my 

beloved nurse, you are such a dear. 
 

(a drama study of the wedding: the 
ceremony, a collage of scenes of 

what’s going on at the Capulets’ and 
the Montagues’) 

(music) 
 

(Benvolio and Mercutio coming in) 
Benvolio: Capulets! Let’s leave the 

place. 
Tybalt: (meets Mercutio) Where are 

you going, sir. Stop for a while… 
just a word or two. 

Mercutio: Well, speak, you rat! 
Tybalt: You and Romeo are rats. 

Mercutio: Be careful. Rats can bite. 
Benvolio: Stop it, someone can see 

you. 
Mercutio: Let them see us. That’s why 

they have their eyes. 
Tybalt: (sees Romeo) That’s enough. I 

wanna speak to this gentleman. (to 
Romeo) I hate you, Romeo. 

Romeo: Tybalt, I do have a reason for 
liking you. Take care. 

Tybalt: Romeo, stop! You Montague 
bastard! 

Romeo: Even you are a little bit of 
Montague, Tybalt. 

Mercutio: You must have gone mad, 
Romeo?! Tybalt, you rat, may I? 

Tybalt: Do not interrupt us, Mercutio. 
Mercutio: Now, my rapier and I are 

speaking. 
Romeo: Mercutio, stop it. Hide your 

rapier! 
Mercutio: When I have started this 

concert, I don’t wanna stop it after a 
few lines. 

Tybalt: And now, my solo, gentlemen. 
Romeo: Stop, Tybalt. Listen, 

Mercutio. 
(as Romeo is trying to separate them 
Tybalt stabs – under Romeo’s arm – 

Mercutio and then he runs away) 
Mercutio: Oh my God! 
Romeo: What’s going on? 
Mercutio: I think my concert is going 

to its end. 
Romeo: Get up, it can’t be that 

serious. 

Mercutio: Come tomorrow. I’ll be 
dead serious. Why the hell did you 
get involved? 

Romeo: I meant it well. We will help 
you get out of here. 

Mercutio: I’ll die because of the 
Montagues and the Capulets. Shitty 
life! (collapses) 

Romeo: Mercutio, my friend. 
Benvolio: He is dead. 
Romeo: A bad fate, it’s too late. But 

you are just on time, Tybalt, you 
murderer! Mercutio is waiting for 
you on his journey to heaven. 

Tybalt: I’ll be glad to send you there 
too. Just like him. 

Romeo: We’ll see which of us goes 
there. (kills Tybalt) 

Benvolio: Get lost, Romeo. Get away. 
Romeo: What have I done? 
Benvolio: What are you waiting for? 

Go! 
Romeo: (running away) 

(a crowd with the Princess come) 
Princess: We are looking for 

Mercutio’s killer. Where is Tybalt? 
Benvolio: He lies over there. He is 

dead. 
Lady Capulet: Tybalt, our Tybalt! Oh 

my lord, Princess, this bloody act 
calls for punishment. Montague’s 
blood for Capulet’s blood. Our 
Tybalt, my Tybalt! 

Princess: Who started the fight? Who 
is the killer? Speak, Benvolio! 

Benvolio: Tybalt. 
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Lady Capulet: It’s a lie! Tybalt would 
never have broken the Princess’s 
order. Never! 

Princess: Who killed Tybalt? 
Benvolio: (remains silent) 
Princess: Speak or you are going to 

lose your life too. 
Benvolio: Romeo. 
Montague: Romeo was Mercutio’s 

friend. He had to repay. Take mercy 
on us. 

Lady Montague: Mercy, please. 
Princess: Romeo must leave Verona 

today. He’ll become an exile 
forever. Only this way we can 
guarantee peace here. 

Lady Montague: Have mercy on our 
son, please. 

Princess: Everyone has to keep the 
law. Even your son. 

 
(music) 

 
Nurse: (running towards Juliet) Miss, 

miss Juliet, he is dead. Good 
heavens, what shall we do? He got 
killed. 

Juliet: Romeo is dead? 
Nurse: That chest wound… so much 

blood, oh my God. I almost got sick. 
Juliet: Oh, black night, there won’t be 

sunshine anymore. 
Nurse: Oh, Tybalt, such a nice young 

man and he is dead now. Oh God, 
why didn’t you take me instead of 
him? 

Juliet: Tybalt is dead? And so is 
Romeo? 

Nurse: Romeo is alive; he killed 
Tybalt. 

Juliet: What are you saying? 
Nurse: (takes a sip) I may die of 

sorrow. Oh, that Romeo, that 
scoundrel. 

Juliet: Stop talking like that; he is my 
husband. 

Nurse: So what? He has killed your 
cousin. 

Juliet: They were fighting and God 
took Tybalt. Thank God. 

Nurse: But Romeo must leave Verona 
forever. 

Juliet: I hope he will come tonight to 
say good-bye to me. 

 
Paris: I am really sorry for Tybalt’s 

death. 
Capulet: Dear friend, we are 

completely down because of this 
matter.  

Lady Capulet: Poor Juliet, she is 
crying and crying. She loved Tybalt. 

Paris: Crying? When she marries me, 
she will be happy again. 

Capulet: You are right. My daughter 
will marry you. My lady, go and tell 
Juliet that Paris loves her. Can you 
hear me? 

Lady Capulet: A house of sorrow is 
not a good place for wedding. 

Capulet: Nonsense. What day is 
today? 

Paris: Monday. 

Capulet: Alright, on Wednesday… no, 
no, no, it’s too soon. On Thursday. 
Well, on Thursday Juliet will get 
married to you. Does it suit you? 

Paris: Certainly, of course. 
Capulet: Not a big wedding, just a few 

friends, no big fuss. You know, 
Tybalt’s death has complicated the 
situation a bit. Well, agreed, dear 
friend. I’ll see you on Thursday. 

 
(a movement drama study: the nurse 
is making the wedding bed, Romeo 

and Juliet) 
(music) 

 
Juliet: Don’t go yet. It’s still a night. It 

wasn’t the lark. It was the 
nightingale, believe me. It sings in 
the garden every night. 

Romeo: No, my love, it was the lark. 
The dawn is coming. The sky is 
getting brighter. If I am not to die, I 
have to go. 

Juliet: It’s not the sun, it’s the moon. 
Stay for a while, please. 

Romeo: Alright, let them find me 
here. I want to stay with you until 
my death comes to me. Say 
something, dear Juliet. The day 
hasn’t started yet. 

Juliet: It has, it already has. It’s the 
lark and the sound of its voice… it’s 
horrible. Go, Romeo, go; the sun is 
rising and it’s your time to leave. 

Romeo: It’s daylight outside, but 
darkness inside. 

Nurse: My lady, your mother is 
coming here. Come on, come on. 

Romeo: Our last good-bye. 
Juliet: I’m afraid of losing you. 
Romeo: Good-bye, my Juliet. (runs 

away) 
Juliet: Oh, good fortune, how unstable 

you are. 
Lady Capulet: How are you, Juliet? 
Juliet: Not feeling well, I’m afraid. 
Lady Capulet: Don’t cry, you cannot 

bring Tybalt back anyway. 
Juliet: I can’t help crying. 
Lady Capulet: I know what bothers 

you: the fact that Tybalt’s killer is 
alive. That Montague rat. 

Juliet: Romeo? 
Lady Capulet: Don’t worry, we will 

revenge Tybalt’s death. Anyway, 
I’ve got good news for you. On 
Thursday morning Earl Paris will 
marry you. 

Juliet: No, I don’t want to get married 
yet, least of all to Paris. 

Lady Capulet: Father is coming. Just 
say your answer and you will see his 
reaction. 

Capulet: Tears and crying… again? 
Tybalt is dead, but we are alive. 
Enough is enough; we are going to 
have a good time now. Thursday is 
our happy day. 

Juliet: Thank you very much for your 
care and attention, but I am not 
going to marry Paris: neither on 
Thursday nor any other day. 
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Capulet: Be quiet, you spoilt brat. 
Either you are going to get married 
on Thursday or I am going to kick 
you out of my house. 

Lady Capulet: Oh my God, Capulet, 
you’d better control yourself. 
Please! 

Juliet: Father, please, may I speak? 
Capulet: I don’t want to hear 

anything. Shut up! We’ve got just 
one child, but it’s more than enough. 
You aren’t God’s blessing at all; 
you are God’s curse. 

Nurse: You should be ashamed, sir… 
Oops. 

Capulet: Stop talking like that, you 
smart mouth. We are not interested 
in your stupid talk. Go! 

Nurse: (steps aside) 
Lady Capulet: You are so impulsive. 
Capulet: Oh my God! The groom is 

young and rich. He is an earl, but 
she doesn’t want him. She doesn’t 
love him. 

Juliet: Father, please... 
Capulet: Be quiet! The wedding will 

be on Thursday. That’s my last 
word. (leaves) 

Juliet: Mercy on me, mother, at least 
you should hear me. 

Lady Capulet: Stop talking. Do 
whatever you want to. 

Juliet: Oh, nurse, what shall I do? 
Nurse: Well, let’s face the situation: 

Romeo is away and he cannot come 
back to Verona. So, marry Paris. No 
one will know you are already 

secretly married. This is a 
reasonable plan, don’t you think? 

Juliet: Paris? Never. My husband is 
Romeo. Just tell my mother I have 
gone to church. I need to talk to 
Father Laurence. 

Nurse: As you wish, my lady. (both 
leave) 

 
(music) 

 
(Friar Laurence and Paris are coming) 
Friar Laurence: The wedding is on 

Thursday? Isn’t it too soon? 
Paris: It’s Mr. Capulet’s wish. 
Friar Laurence: And have you asked 

Miss Juliet? 
Paris: No, I haven’t. 
Friar Laurence: I don’t think it’s the 

right thing to do now. 
Paris: Juliet is still crying because of 

the dead Tybalt. The wedding will 
make her happier. 

Friar Laurence: I don’t think so. Ah, 
the young lady is coming. 

Paris: My lady... 
Juliet: I am not your lady yet. Not yet. 
Paris: Not yet… but as soon as on 

Thursday. 
Juliet: Who knows?! 
Paris: How sad you are, dear Juliet. 

However, you will be happy on 
Thursday. 

Juliet: Do you think so? 
Paris: I am sure. Have a nice day, 

miss. (leaves) 

Juliet: Oh, dear Laurence, nobody can 
help me. 

Friar Laurence: Juliet, I’ll go crazy. 
You are married to Romeo; I can’t 
marry you to Paris. 

Juliet: I love Romeo. Father Laurence, 
help me, please. 

Friar Laurence: Alright. I have a 
desperate plan for a desperate 
situation. But it’s dangerous. 

Juliet: I’ll rather die than live without 
my dear Romeo. 

Friar Laurence: I’ll give you this 
bottle. Just drink it before bed. Then 
you will look like a dead person. 
Your body will be cold, the eyes 
closed, the heart will stop beating. 
This will last for almost two days. 
Then you will wake up in the crypt 
and Romeo will take you away from 
Verona. 

Juliet: Dear Father Laurence, you are 
ingenious. Thank you for the bottle. 

Friar Laurence: God bless you, my 
child. Don’t worry; I will take care 
of everything. 

Juliet: Thanks a lot, Father Laurence. 
 

(a movement drama study of Lady 
Capulet, Nurse, Juliet: wedding 

preparations) 
(music) 

 
Lady Capulet: You look very 

beautiful, Juliet. Go to bed early and 
take a rest. Tomorrow is your great 
and happy day. Good night. 

Juliet: Yes, yes, just go and leave me 
alone, nurse. Good night. 

Nurse: Good night, my lady, and have 
nice dreams. 

Juliet: Such a little bottle. What if 
there is some poison in it? No, no, I 
believe Father Laurence is a good 
man. What if I wake up in the crypt 
and Romeo is not there? Oh my 
God... I mustn’t fear. I must do it. 
To you, Romeo, here’s to you. 
(drinks from the bottle) 

 
(a movement drama study: dark 

shadows, dead Juliet, funeral 
procession) 

(music) 
 

Juliet: (lying in the crypt) 
Paris: (coming) Oh, your bed is so 

hard, my bride. I am bringing the 
wedding flowers for you, Juliet. I’ll 
come every night so that you are not 
alone here.  

Benvolio: Stop Romeo, Juliet is dead. 
Romeo: Leave me alone, I must see 

her. 
Romeo: (entering the crypt) 
Paris: Romeo, you killer, you exile. I 

will punish you! 
Romeo: Paris, leave this place. And 

leave me alone. Your life is more 
precious to me than mine. Listen to 
me and go away. 

Paris: I’ll revenge Tybalt now. The 
time for revenge has come. 
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Romeo: So you aren’t going to stop? 
(kills Paris) Oh my God, why have 
you forsaken me? My love, my 
wife. You are still beautiful even 
when dead. I don’t want to keep you 
waiting any more. I am coming, 
Juliet! (drinks the poison, kisses 
Juliet) 

Juliet: (wakes up) No, Romeo! Oh no! 
What do you have in your hand, 
Romeo? A bottle with poison. 
(wants to drink from it) You’ve 
drunk all of it. Not a single drop has 
been left for me. Fortunately you 
have this. (kisses Romeo, takes the 
dagger) You belong here. (stabs 
herself) 

 
(a movement drama study: Friar 
Laurence, the Montagues and 

Capulets, reconciliation, death masks) 
(music) 

 
The End 
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