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ROMEO (to a Servingman)
What lady’s that which doth enrich the hand
Of yonder knight ?
SERVINGMAN I know not, sir.
ROMEQ
0, she doth teach the torches to burn bright!
It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night
As a rich jewel in an Ethiope’s ear— 45
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear.
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows
As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows.
The measure done, I’ll watch her place of stand,
And, touching hers, make blesséd my rude hand. 50
Did my heart love till now ? Forswear it, sight,
For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night.

TYBALT
This, by his voice, should be a Montague.
Fetch me my rapier, boy. [Exit pagel
What, dares the slave
Come hither, covered with an antic face, 55

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ?
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin,
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.
CAPULET [standing
Why, how now, kinsman ? Wherefore storm you so?
TYBALT
Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe, 60
A villain that is hither come in spite
To scorn at our solemnity this night.
CAPULET
Young Romeo, is it?
TYBALT *Tis he, that villain Romeo.
CAPULET
Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone.
A bears him like a portly gentleman, 65
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him
To be a virtuous and well-governed youth.
I would not for the wealth of all this town
Here in my house do him disparagement.
Therefore be patient, take no note of him. 70
It is my will, the which if thou respect,
Show a fair presence and put off these frowns,
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast.
TYBALT
1t fits when such a villain is a guest. |
I’ll not endure him.
CAPULET He shall be endured. 75
What, goodman boy, I say he shall. Go to,
Am [ the master here or you? Go to—
You’ll not endure him! God shall mend my soul.
You’ll make a mutiny among my guests,
You will set cock-a-hoop! You’ll be the man! 80
TYBALT
Why, uncle, ’tis a shame.
CAPULET Go to, go to,
You are a saucy boy. Is’t so, indeed ?
This trick may chance to scathe you. [ know what,
You must contrary me. Marry, ’tis time—

A dance ends. Juliet retires to her place of stand,
where Romeo awaits her)
(To the guests) Well said, my hearts! (To Tybalt) You are
a princox, go. 85
Be quiet, or— (to Servingmen) more light, more light!—
(to Tybalt) for shame,
I’ll make you quiet. (To the guests) What, cheerly, my
hearts!
[The music plays again, and the guests dancel
TYBALT
Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting.
I will withdraw, but this intrusion shall, 90
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitt’rest gall. Exit
ROMEO (to Juliet, touching her hand)
If I profane with my unworthiest hand
This holy shrine, the gentler sin is this:
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. 95
JULIET :
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 palmers’ kiss.
ROMEO
Have not saints lips, and holy palmers, too? 100
JULIET
Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.
ROMEO
O then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do:
They pray; grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.
JULIET
Saints do not move, though grant for prayers’ sake.
ROMEO
Then move not while my prayer’s effect I take. 105
He kisses her
Thus from my lips, by thine my sin is purged.
JULIET
Then have my lips the sin that they have took.
ROMEO
Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly urged!
Give me my sin again.
He kisses her
JULIET You kiss by th’ book.

William Shakespeare, Romeo and Fuliet (1597), I-v



As sl e val ol Uve wood va U morth side, Une keep-
er's cotiage, a rather Cark, beovn stowe cottage, with gables
and a hardaame chimmney, Innked nrinhshited, = wac ca
dlent sind alome B a thread o smake reae o he chime
s s Uhe 10 ruiled-in garden i e lrond ol e howse
waes dug and kepl very tidy. The dooc was shul.

Now she was kere she felt a littls sy of the man. with hus
ciiriems far-coeding, cyrea. She Al nen Wke hringing him o
dars, and faln 1 ke paing away again. She knocked softly, no
v gy She hnocked again but s Gl not loadly, There was
2o answer. She peeped thrcugh the window, and saw the
dark hetle roam, wit™ s 2lmoss & niseT privacy, ot wanh
Inz o b Invaded.

She swod amd listened, and it seemel W ber dhe beurcd
sounus lrom the ok of Ui collape, Eavinog Laled toomehe
herself azard, her metthe wis roused, she would wot Be de-
feamad

S0 she wert raund the side of the house. At the beck of
the oty the Rnc roce steeply, so the back varc was mrk
en. and enclossd by a low stame wall, She turned ths covner
of 1hz howse and stoppec. In the Litle vard two paces be-
yond her, the man was wishing himcelf arterly onsuan
Ee was naked wo the hipg hic velvzrzan Srecches dlipping
down over his slender Joing And Eis whine dim buck was
surved over a big bowl of scapy water, in which be duckec
hus head, shakiung his head with & quess guick Lithe maotion,
lifring his d'order whie arms, ard precaing the soapy wenee
frar his exrs, quick, asbtle a 2 weazel plaving vith water,
wnd utterly alune. Connie bucked away round the coener
the house, and hurcod away 1o the wood. I spate of herszlf,
she had had asholk, Adter all, merely & nan wash.ng ham-
self, eommanniaae cneoph, Feaver Ynows!

Yeu in come curious way it was a visionary experience: it
hod hit e in the middle o the body. She sae the clum sy
breeches shippng down over the purs. delicate, white ouas,
the hanes skowing @ Wittle, and “he sonse of a'arensss, of
£ erearurs purcde alers, awerwhelmed her Peedeer, whin,
solitery nudizy of a creaturs that live: alors and inwandly
clone Anc beyond that. a certair seauty al o pare aeuture,
Nt the studf of beauty, not evaa the body of beauty. bot &
lzrnberncy, the warm, white fame of a < ngle ik, ievealing
il o comaues thar eme might a2l a hadw!

Canriy hud recdved the shodk of visior in her wamk,
wnd she knew i it lay inside e But with hes mind che was

inclived o sdicule, A man washing hinsell i a leck yad!
No daubt with cvil-smeling yellow soap! She was rather
annoveds wihy should she be made to stumbls on these vul-
gar privacies?

D. H. Lawrence, Lady Chatterley’s Lover (1928)



