Significant Quotes

Romeo and Juliet
For each quote, tell the speaker, the page, the act, scene, and line numbers as well as the significance of the quote to the play.


1.  I do but keep the peace.  Put up thy sword,

    Or manage it to part these men with me.

2.  What, drawn and talk of peace?  I hate the word

     As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee.

     Have at thee, coward!

3.  Where shall we dine?  O me!  What fray was here?

     Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.

     Here’s much to do with hate, but more with love.

    Why then, O brawling love, O loving hate,

    Or anything of nothing first create.

4.  And too soon marred are those so early made.

     Earth hath swallowed all my hopes but she;

     She is the hopeful lady of my earth.

     But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart; 

     My will to her consent is but a part.

     And she agreed, within her scope of choice….

5.  Tut!  You saw her fair, none else being by,

    Herself poised with herself in either eye;

    But in that crystal scales let there be weighed

    Your lady’s love against some other maid

    That I will show you at this shining feast,

    And she shall scant show well that now seems best.

6.  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.

7.  Not I, believe me.  You have dancing shoes

    With nimble soles; I have a soul of lead

    So stakes me to the ground I cannot move.

8.   If love be rough with you, be rough with love; 

      Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down.

9.   True, I talk of dreams;

     Which are the children of an idle brain,

     Begot of nothing but vain fantasy;

     Which is as thin a substance as the air…

10.  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, closed in my breast, 

      By some vile forfeit of untimely death.

      But he that has the steerage of my course,

       Direct my sail!  On, lusty gentlemen!

11.  I will withdraw; but this intrusion shall,

      Now seeming sweet, convert to bitt’rest gall.

12.  If I profane with my unworthiest hand

      This holy shrine, the gentle sin is this:

      My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand

      To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.

13.  My only love, sprung from my only hate!

       Too early seen unknown and known too late.

       Prodigious birth of love it is to me

       That I must love a loathed enemy.

14. But soft!  What light through yonder window

breaks?

       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.

15.  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.  O, be some other name 

        Belonging to a man.

        What’s in a name?  That which we call a rose

        By any other name would smell as sweet.

16.   It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden;

        Too like lightening, which doth cease to be

        Ere one can say it lightens.  Sweet, good night!

17.   Within the infant rind of this weak flower

        Poison hath residence and medicine power;

        For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each   

        part; 

       Being tasted, stays all senses with the heart.

       Two such opposed kings encamp them still

       In man as well as herbs—grace and good will.

       And where the worser is predominant,

       Full soon the canker death eats up that plant.

18.   Holy Saint Francis! What change is here!

        Is Rosaline, that thou didst love so dear,

        So soon forsaken?  Young men’s love then lies 

        Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.

19.  In one respect I’ll thy assistant be;

       For this alliance may so happy prove

       To turn your households’ rancor to pure love.

1.
I pray thee, good Mercutio, let’s retire.

The day is hot, the Capels are abroad,

And, if we meet, we shall not ‘scape a brawl.

2.
Romeo, the love I bear thee can afford

No better term than this: thou art a villian.

3.
I do protest I never injured 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 satisfied.

4.
Ask for me tomorrow, and you shall find me a grave man.  I am peppered, I warrant, for this world.  A plague a’ both your houses! … Why the devil came you between us?  I was hurt under your arm.

5.
Now, Tybalt, take the “villian” back again

That late you gavest me; for Mercutio’s soul 

Is but a little way above our heads,

Staying for thine to keep him company.

Either thou or I, or both, must go with him.

6.  
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses;

Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses.

Therefore use none.  Let Romeo hence in haste,

Else, when he is found, that hour is his last.

7.
O serpent heart, hid with a flow’ring face!

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave?

Beautiful tyrant!  Fiend angelical!

Dove-feathered raven!  Wolvish-ravening lamb!

8.
There is no world without Verona walls,

But purgatory, torture, hell itself.

Hence banished is banished from the world,

And world’s exile is death.  Then “banished”

Is death mis-termed.  Calling death “banished,”

Thou cut’st my head off with a golden ax

And smilest upon the stroke that murders me.

9.
What, rouse thee, man!  Thy Juliet is alive,

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead.

There art thou happy.  Tybalt would kill thee,

But thou slewest Tybalt.  There art thou happy.

The law, that threatened death, becomes thy friend

And turns it to exile.  There art thou happy.

A pack of blessings light upon thy back.

10.
Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender

Of my child’s love.  I think she will be ruled

In all respects by me; nay more, I doubt it not.

11.
Marry, my child, early next Thursday morn

The gallant, young, and noble gentleman,

The County Paris, at Saint Peter’s Church,

Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride.

12.
Not proud you have, but thankful that you have.

Proud can I never be of what I hate,

But thankful even for hate that is meant love.

13.
And you be mine, I’ll give you to my friend;

And you not, hang, beg, starve, die in the streets,

For by my soul, I’ll ne’er acknowledge thee.

14.
I think it best you married with the county….

I think you are happy in this second match,

For it excels your first; or if it did not,

Your first is dead—or ‘twere as good he were

As living here and you no use to him.

15.
Hold, daughter, I do spy a kind of hope,

Which craves as desperate an execution

As that is desperate which we would prevent.

16.
Farewell!  God knows when we shall meet again.

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins

That almost freezes up the heat of life.

I’ll call them back again to comfort me….

What if this mixture do not work at all?

17.
Ready to go, but never to return.

O son, the night before thy wedding day

Hath Death lain with thy wife.  There she lies,

Flower as she was, deflowered by him.

Death is my son-in-law, Death is my heir.

18.
Then she is well, and nothing can be ill.

Her body sleeps in Capel’s monument,

And her immortal part with angels lives.

I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault.

19.
Put this in any liquid thing you will

And drink it off, and if you have the strength

Of twenty men, it would dispatch you straight.

20.
There is thy gold—worse poison to men’s souls,

Doing more murder in this loathsome world,

Than these poor compounds that thou mayst not sell.

I sell thee poison; thou has sold me none.

21.
Suspecting that we both were in a house

Where the infectious pestilence did reign,

Sealed up the doors, and would not let us forth,

So that my speed to Mantua was stayed.

22.
Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed I strew

(O Woe! thy canopy is dust and stones)

Which with sweet water nightly I will dew;

Or, wanting that, with tears distilled by moans.

The obsequies that I for thee will keep

Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep.

23.
Death, that hath sucked the honey of thy breath,

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty.

Thou art not conquered.  Beauty’s ensign yet

Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks,

And death’s pale flag is not advanced there.

24.
What’s here?  A cup, closed in my truelove’s hand?

Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end.

O churl!  Drunk all, and left no friendly drop

To help me after?  I will kiss thy lips.

25.
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 punished.

