Romeo and Juliet: staging space
[bookmark: speech9]SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.10][bookmark: 1.1.11]A dog of that house shall move me to stand: I will
take the wall of any man or maid of Montague's.
[bookmark: speech10]GREGORY
[bookmark: 1.1.12][bookmark: 1.1.13]That shows thee a weak slave; for the weakest goes
to the wall.
[bookmark: speech11]SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.14][bookmark: 1.1.15][bookmark: 1.1.16][bookmark: 1.1.17]True; and therefore women, being the weaker vessels,
are ever thrust to the wall: therefore I will push
Montague's men from the wall, and thrust his maids
to the wall.
[bookmark: speech12]GREGORY
[bookmark: 1.1.18]The quarrel is between our masters and us their men.
[bookmark: speech13]SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.19][bookmark: 1.1.20][bookmark: 1.1.21]'Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant: when I
have fought with the men, I will be cruel with the
maids, and cut off their heads.
[bookmark: speech14]GREGORY
[bookmark: 1.1.22]The heads of the maids?
[bookmark: speech15]SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.23][bookmark: 1.1.24]Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maidenheads;
take it in what sense thou wilt.
[bookmark: speech16]GREGORY
[bookmark: 1.1.25]They must take it in sense that feel it.
[bookmark: speech17]SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.26][bookmark: 1.1.27]Me they shall feel while I am able to stand: and
'tis known I am a pretty piece of flesh.
SPACE OF CONFRONTATION 
SCENE I. A lane by the wall of Capulet's orchard.
Enter ROMEO
[bookmark: speech1]ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.1.1][bookmark: 2.1.2]Can I go forward when my heart is here?
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out.
He climbs the wall, and leaps down within it
Enter BENVOLIO and MERCUTIO
JULIET appears above at a window
[bookmark: 2.2.2][bookmark: 2.2.3][bookmark: 2.2.4][bookmark: 2.2.5]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
…. 
[bookmark: speech2]JULIET
[bookmark: 2.2.26]Ay me!
[bookmark: speech3]ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.2.27][bookmark: 2.2.28][bookmark: 2.2.29][bookmark: 2.2.30][bookmark: 2.2.31][bookmark: 2.2.32][bookmark: 2.2.33][bookmark: 2.2.34]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 wondering eyes
Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds
And sails upon the bosom of the air.
[bookmark: speech4]JULIET
[bookmark: 2.2.35][bookmark: 2.2.36][bookmark: 2.2.37][bookmark: 2.2.38]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.
[bookmark: speech5]ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.2.39][Aside] Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?
[bookmark: speech6]JULIET
[bookmark: 2.2.40][bookmark: 2.2.41][bookmark: 2.2.42][bookmark: 2.2.43][bookmark: 2.2.44][bookmark: 2.2.45][bookmark: 2.2.46][bookmark: 2.2.47][bookmark: 2.2.48][bookmark: 2.2.49][bookmark: 2.2.50][bookmark: 2.2.51]'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.
[bookmark: speech7]ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.2.52][bookmark: 2.2.53][bookmark: 2.2.54]I take thee at thy word:
Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized;
Henceforth I never will be Romeo.
[bookmark: speech8]JULIET
[bookmark: 2.2.55][bookmark: 2.2.56]What man art thou that thus bescreen'd in night
So stumblest on my counsel?
ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.2.57][bookmark: 2.2.58][bookmark: 2.2.59][bookmark: 2.2.60][bookmark: 2.2.61]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.
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.2.62][bookmark: 2.2.63][bookmark: 2.2.64]My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound:
Art thou not Romeo and a Montague?
ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.2.65]Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.2.66][bookmark: 2.2.67][bookmark: 2.2.68][bookmark: 2.2.69]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 kinsmen find thee here.
ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.2.70][bookmark: 2.2.71][bookmark: 2.2.72][bookmark: 2.2.73]With love's light wings did I o'er-perch 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.
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.2.74]If they do see thee, they will murder thee.
ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.2.75][bookmark: 2.2.76][bookmark: 2.2.77]Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye
Than twenty of their swords: look thou but sweet,
And I am proof against their enmity.
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.2.78]I would not for the world they saw thee here.
ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.2.79][bookmark: 2.2.80][bookmark: 2.2.81][bookmark: 2.2.82]I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight;
And but thou love me, let them find me here:
My life were better ended by their hate,
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.
[bookmark: speech18]JULIET
[bookmark: 2.2.83]By whose direction found'st thou out this place?
[bookmark: speech19]ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.2.84][bookmark: 2.2.85][bookmark: 2.2.86][bookmark: 2.2.87][bookmark: 2.2.88]By love, who first did prompt me to inquire;
He lent me counsel and I lent him eyes.
I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far
As that vast shore wash'd with the farthest sea,
I would adventure for such merchandise
SPACE OF MEETING

SCENE III. Friar Laurence's cell.
Enter FRIAR LAURENCE, with a basket
… 
FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 2.3.90][bookmark: 2.3.91][bookmark: 2.3.92][bookmark: 2.3.93][bookmark: 2.3.94][bookmark: 2.3.95]O, she knew well
Thy love did read by rote and could not spell.
But come, young waverer, come, go with me,
In one respect I'll thy assistant be;
For this alliance may so happy prove,
To turn your households' rancour to pure love.
ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.3.96]O, let us hence; I stand on sudden haste.
FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 2.3.97]Wisely and slow; they stumble that run fast.
SPACE OF POSSIBILITY 
[bookmark: speech77]ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.4.170][bookmark: 2.4.171][bookmark: 2.4.172][bookmark: 2.4.173]Bid her devise
Some means to come to shrift this afternoon;
And there she shall at Friar Laurence' cell
Be shrived and married. Here is for thy pains.
[bookmark: speech78]Nurse
[bookmark: 2.4.174]No truly sir; not a penny.
[bookmark: speech79]ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.4.175]Go to; I say you shall.
[bookmark: speech80]Nurse
[bookmark: 2.4.176]This afternoon, sir? well, she shall be there.
[bookmark: speech81]ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.4.177][bookmark: 2.4.178][bookmark: 2.4.179][bookmark: 2.4.180][bookmark: 2.4.181][bookmark: 2.4.182][bookmark: 2.4.183]And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey wall:
Within this hour my man shall be with thee
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair;
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy
Must be my convoy in the secret night.
Farewell; be trusty, and I'll quit thy pains:
Farewell; commend me to thy mistress.
SPACE OF FUTURE
SCENE V. Capulet's orchard.
Enter JULIET
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.5.1][bookmark: 2.5.2][bookmark: 2.5.3][bookmark: 2.5.4][bookmark: 2.5.5][bookmark: 2.5.6][bookmark: 2.5.7][bookmark: 2.5.8][bookmark: 2.5.9][bookmark: 2.5.10][bookmark: 2.5.11][bookmark: 2.5.12][bookmark: 2.5.13][bookmark: 2.5.14][bookmark: 2.5.15][bookmark: 2.5.16][bookmark: 2.5.17][bookmark: 2.5.18]The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse;
In half an hour she promised to return.
Perchance she cannot meet him: that's not so.
O, she is lame! love's heralds should be thoughts,
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams,
Driving back shadows over louring hills:
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love,
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill
Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve
Is three long hours, yet she is not come.
Had she affections and warm youthful blood,
She would be as swift in motion as a ball;
My words would bandy her to my sweet love,
And his to me:
But old folks, many feign as they were dead;
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.
O God, she comes!
Enter Nurse and PETER
[bookmark: 2.5.19][bookmark: 2.5.20]O honey nurse, what news?
Hast thou met with him? Send thy man away.
Nurse
[bookmark: 2.5.21]Peter, stay at the gate.
…. 
Nurse
[bookmark: 2.5.70][bookmark: 2.5.71][bookmark: 2.5.72][bookmark: 2.5.73][bookmark: 2.5.74][bookmark: 2.5.75][bookmark: 2.5.76][bookmark: 2.5.77][bookmark: 2.5.78][bookmark: 2.5.79]Then hie you hence to Friar Laurence' cell;
There stays a husband to make you a wife:
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks,
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news.
Hie you to church; I must another way,
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love
Must climb a bird's nest soon when it is dark:
I am the drudge and toil in your delight,
But you shall bear the burden soon at night.
Go; I'll to dinner: hie you to the cell.
FOCUS ON SPACE OF POSSIBILITY 
SCENE VI. Friar Laurence's cell.
Enter FRIAR LAURENCE and ROMEO
FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 2.6.1][bookmark: 2.6.2]So smile the heavens upon this holy act,
That after hours with sorrow chide us not!
ROMEO
[bookmark: 2.6.3][bookmark: 2.6.4][bookmark: 2.6.5][bookmark: 2.6.6][bookmark: 2.6.7][bookmark: 2.6.8]Amen, amen! but come what sorrow can,
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy
That one short minute gives me in her sight:
Do thou but close our hands with holy words,
Then love-devouring death do what he dare;
It is enough I may but call her mine.
PRIVATE POSSIBILITIES 
ACT III
SCENE I. A public place.
Enter MERCUTIO, BENVOLIO, Page, and Servants
BENVOLIO
[bookmark: 3.1.1][bookmark: 3.1.2][bookmark: 3.1.3][bookmark: 3.1.4]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.
SPACE OF CONFRONTATION 

[bookmark: _GoBack]SCENE II. Capulet's orchard.
Enter JULIET
JULIET
[bookmark: 3.2.1][bookmark: 3.2.2][bookmark: 3.2.3][bookmark: 3.2.4][bookmark: 3.2.5][bookmark: 3.2.6][bookmark: 3.2.7][bookmark: 3.2.8][bookmark: 3.2.9][bookmark: 3.2.10][bookmark: 3.2.11][bookmark: 3.2.12][bookmark: 3.2.13][bookmark: 3.2.14][bookmark: 3.2.15][bookmark: 3.2.16][bookmark: 3.2.17][bookmark: 3.2.18][bookmark: 3.2.19][bookmark: 3.2.20][bookmark: 3.2.21][bookmark: 3.2.22][bookmark: 3.2.23][bookmark: 3.2.24][bookmark: 3.2.25][bookmark: 3.2.26][bookmark: 3.2.27][bookmark: 3.2.28][bookmark: 3.2.29][bookmark: 3.2.30][bookmark: 3.2.31]Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,
Towards Phoebus' lodging: such a wagoner
As Phaethon would whip you to the west,
And bring in cloudy night immediately.
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night,
That runaway's eyes may wink and Romeo
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of and unseen.
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites
By their own beauties; or, if love be blind,
It best agrees with night. Come, civil night,
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black,
And learn me how to lose a winning match,
Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods:
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 on a raven's back.
Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow'd night,
Give me my Romeo; and, when he 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.
O, I have bought the mansion of a love,
But not possess'd it, and, though I am sold,
Not yet enjoy'd: so tedious is this day
As is the night before some festival
To an impatient child that hath new robes
And may not wear them.
BACK IN ORCHARD 
SCENE III. Friar Laurence's cell.
Enter FRIAR LAURENCE
FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 3.3.1][bookmark: 3.3.2][bookmark: 3.3.3]Romeo, come forth; come forth, thou fearful man:
Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts,
And thou art wedded to calamity.
Enter ROMEO
ROMEO
[bookmark: 3.3.4][bookmark: 3.3.5][bookmark: 3.3.6]Father, what news? what is the prince's doom?
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand,
That I yet know not?
…. 
FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 3.3.16][bookmark: 3.3.17]Hence from Verona art thou banished:
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide.
ROMEO
[bookmark: 3.3.18][bookmark: 3.3.19][bookmark: 3.3.20][bookmark: 3.3.21][bookmark: 3.3.22][bookmark: 3.3.23][bookmark: 3.3.24]There is no world without Verona walls,
But purgatory, torture, hell itself.
Hence-banished is banish'd from the world,
And world's exile is death: then banished,
Is death mis-term'd: calling death banishment,
Thou cutt'st my head off with a golden axe,
And smilest upon the stroke that murders me.

BANISHMENT – SWITCH – LOST POSSIBILITY
SCENE V. Capulet's orchard.
Enter ROMEO and JULIET above, at the window
NIGHTINGALE AND LARK 
CELL AND CONFESSION
BEDROOM AND ‘DEATH’
APOCATHARY SHOP
SCENE II. Friar Laurence's cell.
Try to rescue 
SCENE III. A churchyard; in it a tomb belonging to the Capulets.
Death of Paris /death of Romeo /arrival of Laurence/ awakening and death of Juliet 
[bookmark: speech24]FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 5.3.136]Go with me to the vault.
[bookmark: speech25]BALTHASAR
[bookmark: 5.3.137][bookmark: 5.3.138][bookmark: 5.3.139][bookmark: 5.3.140]I dare not, sir
My master knows not but I am gone hence;
And fearfully did menace me with death,
If I did stay to look on his intents.
[bookmark: speech26]FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 5.3.141][bookmark: 5.3.142]Stay, then; I'll go alone. Fear comes upon me:
O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing.
[bookmark: speech27]BALTHASAR
[bookmark: 5.3.143][bookmark: 5.3.144][bookmark: 5.3.145]As I did sleep under this yew-tree here,
I dreamt my master and another fought,
And that my master slew him.
[bookmark: speech28]FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 5.3.146]Romeo!
Advances
[bookmark: 5.3.147][bookmark: 5.3.148][bookmark: 5.3.149][bookmark: 5.3.150]Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains
The stony entrance of this sepulchre?
What mean these masterless and gory swords
To lie discolour'd by this place of peace?
Enters the tomb
[bookmark: 5.3.151][bookmark: 5.3.152][bookmark: 5.3.153][bookmark: 5.3.154]Romeo! O, pale! Who else? what, Paris too?
And steep'd in blood? Ah, what an unkind hour
Is guilty of this lamentable chance!
The lady stirs.
JULIET wakes
[bookmark: speech29]JULIET
[bookmark: 5.3.155][bookmark: 5.3.156][bookmark: 5.3.157]O comfortable friar! where is my lord?
I do remember well where I should be,
And there I am. Where is my Romeo?
Noise within
[bookmark: speech30]FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 5.3.158][bookmark: 5.3.159][bookmark: 5.3.160][bookmark: 5.3.161][bookmark: 5.3.162][bookmark: 5.3.163][bookmark: 5.3.164][bookmark: 5.3.165][bookmark: 5.3.166]I hear some noise. Lady, come from that nest
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep:
A greater power than we can contradict
Hath thwarted our intents. Come, come away.
Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead;
And Paris too. Come, I'll dispose of thee
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns:
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming;
Come, go, good Juliet,
Noise again
[bookmark: 5.3.167]I dare no longer stay.
[bookmark: speech31]JULIET
[bookmark: 5.3.168]Go, get thee hence, for I will not away.
Exit FRIAR LAURENCE
[bookmark: 5.3.169][bookmark: 5.3.170][bookmark: 5.3.171][bookmark: 5.3.172][bookmark: 5.3.173][bookmark: 5.3.174]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
[bookmark: 5.3.175]Thy lips are warm.
[bookmark: speech32]First Watchman
[bookmark: 5.3.176][Within] Lead, boy: which way?
[bookmark: speech33]JULIET
[bookmark: 5.3.177]Yea, noise? then I'll be brief. O happy dagger!
Snatching ROMEO's dagger
[bookmark: 5.3.178]This is thy sheath;
Stabs herself
[bookmark: 5.3.179]there rust, and let me die.
Falls on ROMEO's body, and dies
SPACE OF DEATH- LOST POSSIBILITIES

[bookmark: speech63]
MONTAGUE
[bookmark: 5.3.309][bookmark: 5.3.310][bookmark: 5.3.311][bookmark: 5.3.312][bookmark: 5.3.313]But I can give thee more:
For I 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.
[bookmark: speech64]CAPULET
[bookmark: 5.3.314][bookmark: 5.3.315]As rich shall Romeo's by his lady's lie;
Poor sacrifices of our enmity!
REFIGURING THE SPACE OF THE STREET 

