
Shakespeare Dialogue 
Romeo & Juliet (Female Lead) 

 
 
JULIET  
O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo? Deny thy father and refuse thy 
name; Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, And I'll no longer be a 
Capulet. 
 
 
ROMEO  
[Aside] Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this? 
 
 
JULIET  
'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 name would smell as sweet; So Romeo 
would, were he not Romeo call'd, Retain that dear perfection which he owes 
Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name, And for that name which is no part 
of thee take all myself. 



Romeo & Juliet (Male Lead) 
 
MERCUTIO  
I am hurt. A plague o' both your houses! I am sped. Is he gone, and hath 
nothing? 
 
BENVOLIO  
What, art thou hurt? 
 
MERCUTIO  
Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry, 'tis enough. Where is my page? Go, villain, 
fetch a surgeon. 
Exit Page 
 
ROMEO  
Courage, man; the hurt cannot be much. 
 
MERCUTIO  
No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a church-door; but 'tis 
enough,'twill serve: ask for me to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave man. 
I am peppered, I warrant, for this world. A plague o' both your houses! 
'Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death! a braggart, a 
rogue, a villain, that fights by the book of arithmetic! Why the devil came you 
between us? I was hurt under your arm. 
 
ROMEO  
I thought all for the best. 
 
MERCUTIO  
Help me into some house, Benvolio, Or I shall faint. A plague o' both your 
houses! They have made worms' meat of me: I have it, And soundly too: your 
houses! 
 
Exeunt MERCUTIO and BENVOLIO 



Romeo & Juliet (Female LEAD) 
 
JULIET  
Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 

Exit FRIAR LAURENCE 

What's here? a cup, closed in my true love'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; Haply some poison yet doth hang on them, To make die 
with a restorative. 

Kisses him 

Thy lips are warm. 
 
First Watchman  
 
[Within] Lead, boy: which way? 
 
JULIET  
Yea, noise? then I'll be brief. O happy dagger! 

Snatching ROMEO's dagger 

This is thy sheath; 

Stabs herself 

there rust, and let me die. 

Falls on ROMEO's body, and dies 

Enter Watch, with the Page of PARIS 

 


