Romeo & Juliet - The Ball Scene - Act 1 Scene 5.

What is Romeo saying?
Look at the speech below.

Read the script to your neighbor.

This is what Romeo says to himself when he first sees Juliet!

(This is called a soliloquy.  This is when an actor is THINKING.  Shakespeare wants us TO KNOW THE CHARACTER’S THOUGHTS.

No one else in the play knows what Romeo is thinking - BUT THE AUDIENCE DOES)

A SURPRISE for the first person to find another soliloquy in this play.

Decide EXACTLY what Romeo means.

Now rewrite this soliloquy in the language you would use if you wanted to give Juliet the same message today.

	O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright!

It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night

As a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear --

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 blessed my rude hand.

Did my heart love till now? Forswear it, sight;

For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night.




or
	HOMEWORK DUE MONDAY
LEARN BY HEART one of these soliloquies.

I will test you the on Monday/Wednesday.
You must be able to sound as if you mean what you are saying!


1.

	O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright!

It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night

As a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear --

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 blessed my rude hand.

Did my heart love till now? Forswear it, sight;

For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night.



2.


or







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.


�


'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.











