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PREDMLUVA

vivs : vivs

omeo a Julie je vedle Hamleta snad nejslavnéj$i a nejzndméjsi

Rdivadelni hrou viech dob. Pt{béh dvou veronskych milenct se uz

pies Ctyfi sta let hraje soudasné ve stovkich divadel po celém

svété, byl mnohokrét zfilmovin, stal se ndmétem baletl, oper, symfon-
ickych basni i muzikdlu West Side Story.

Shakespeare ov§em piibéh sdim nevymyslel. Jako u fady jinych svych
her (a jako mnozi jeho kolegové v té dobé) vychdzel pii psani tohoto
dramatu z adaptace starsi, osvédcéené litky. Mnoho motivi obsaZzenych
ve hte bylo zndmo jiz z antickych zpracovdni, existuje i velice podobny
piibéh italsky z konce 15. stoleti. Poprvé ale tragicky ptibéh Romea
z rodu Montekd a Giulietty z rodu Capulett z Verony jako novelu nap-
sal v roce 1530 italsky autor Luigi da Porto. Ve Spanélsku se stejna latka
vyskytuje v Upravé Lope de Vegy, existuji také verze némecké, fran-
couzské 1 jiné.

Do Anglie pfibéh dorazil ve francouzské adaptaci italské novely
Mattea Bandella (z roku 1554), a ta se pak stala zdkladem epické basné
Arthura Brooka Tragickd historie Romea a Julie (The Tragical History of
Romeus and Juliet) z roku 1562, kterou Shakespeare dozajista znal a jiz
se dal ptimo inspirovat. Bandelluv piibéh, ktery v ptekladu Williama
Paintera vychdzi v Anglii ve sbirce Paldc potéchy (The Palace of Pleasure)
jen o par let pozdéji, uz k dramatikovu pojeti nic podstatného nepfidal.
Stranou literdrni geneze hry zustdva i fakt, Ze pravé v dobé, kdy Shake-
speare pie svou verzi této latky, italsky historik Girolamo de la Corte
popisuje ptibéh jako historickou skute¢nost a zasazuje ho do roku 1303.
Prospél tak piedevsim turistickému ruchu ve Veroné, kam z celého své-
ta prijizdéji lidé, aby si prohlédli Juliin balkon i hrobku a mésto
milenct, jejichZ tragicky osud v Shakespearové podéni o tolik pferostl
redlnou historku z veronské ,éerné kroniky“.

Bylo by moznd zajimavé porovnat Brookovu bésen jako hlavni pra-
men se Shakespearovym zpracovidnim a v$imat si, jakymi prostfedky
dokdzal Shakespeare vytvofit z konvenéniho dobového piibéhu dilo,
které prekondva véky. Upozornéme alespoil na nékteré hlavni rozdily.

Rozhodujicim posunem je uz Shakespeartiv renesanéné svobodo-
myslny pohled na svét, tak protikladny stfedovékym idedlum askeze,
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poslusnosti a ptisné pojimané viry. Zatimco Brooke svou bdsni varuje
pfed mladickou nerozvdznosti a na osudu milenct ukazuje, jak trudné
konce muze mit ukvapenost a nerespektovani danych potddkt, Shake-
speare proti vSem fddim a pravidlim strani velkému lidskému citu.
Nechdvéd své hrdiny, aby se ve jménu ldsky dopoustéli leckterych
zapovézenych skutkd, at uz je to tajny snatek proti vali rodi¢d, pro-
tizdkonnd koupé jedu, ¢i dokonce sebevrazda, a naopak ukazuje, jak
fatdlni dusledky muze mit lpéni na zdsadach rodové cti povy$enych nad
zékon.

Shakespeare zahajuje hru banélni rvackou, soustfeduje ptibéh odehra-
vajici se puvodné v nékolika mésicich do obdobi ¢tyt az péti dnu
a milenctim ptitom dopidvd jedinou spole¢nou noc, ¢imz dociluje mno-
hem dramati¢téjsitho spiddu déje a podtrhuje horoucnost mladé lasky.
Akcentuje nendvist obou rodin, nechdvd své hrdiny prozivat stavy
tzkosti a neblahého tuseni, vndsi tak do hry napéti a pfipravuje pudu
pro tragické vyvrcholeni. V jediné scéné na plese spojuje pfislib $fastné
budoucnosti dvou zamilovanych s hrozbou kruté pomsty od nendvist-
ného Tybalta.

Vyrazné prokresluje jednotlivé postavy. Z Mercuzia, jenz se bdsni
Arthura Brooka sotva mihne, vytvofil Shakespeare charakterni postavu,
kterou, jak tdajné sdm fekl, ,musel zabit, aby mu Mercuzio nezabil
hru“, tak silné totiZ na sebe tento vtipilek, pozér a Sarmér poutd
pozornost a odvddi divdka od hlavniho pdsma déje. Chlivu vybavil
zemitosti, humorem, ale 1 pozoruhodnou amorélnosti, z pani Capule-
tové udélal chladnou, odtazitou ddmu a z otce Capuleta niladového
cholerika, takze Julii, kterou oproti bdsni u¢inil o dva roky mladsi, zba-
vil opory rodinného zdzemi a postavil ji, v jejich ¢trnacti letech, tvaf
v tvaf nefesitelnému dilematu samotnou a bezbrannou.

Kontrastovdnim prvka tragickych i komickych, vznesenych i nizkych,
jak v kompozi¢ni vystavbé hry, tak v charakteristikich jednotlivych
postav, a povy$enim paradoxu a kruté ironie na princip lidského osudu
pak docilil nebyvalé hloubky a vieplatnosti tohoto dila, jehoz dvojjed-
inym tématem je nendvist a ldska v nejriznéj$ich podobach. Staéi drob-
né hastefen{ sluhd, aby se zvedla stavidla nahromadéné z4sti a zapocal
neodvratny proces zkdzy. Na poli ldsky zas Shakespeare rozehréva vsech-
ny jeji myslitelné valéry. Jinak nahliZi ldsku bodfe obhroubld chuva se
svym utilitdrnim pfistupem, jinak Mercuzio, lascivni cynik a mizogyn,
jinak Romeo, ktery od platonického vzyvini zprvu jedné a hned druhé
krasky dospéje az v dusledku tragickych okolnosti k hluboce prozivané-
mu citu, a jinak Julie, kterd v ldsce bez vahdn{ nachdzi samu sebe, svou

dospélost, své odhodldni, sviij osud. Dokonce i otce Lorenza motivuje
laska - laska kfestanskd, v jejimZz jménu by rdd usmifil zneptitelené
rody. A jakoZe u Shakespeara nenf Zidnd postava jednoznaénd, ani ten-
to moudry a laskavy mnich neni vzorem vSech ctnosti, ale je to ¢lovék
s lidskymi slabostmi a chybami. Zivotnost Shakespearovych postav je
ddna pravé tim, Ze autor ve svych hrich neinterpretuje skute¢nost podle
néjakého etického, filozofického ¢&i jiného apriorniho nédzoru, ale jako
by ji pfimo vytvéfel, a to tak plastickou a vrstevnatou, Ze kazdd doba
a kazdy ¢lovék v ni nachédzi svij obraz. K tomu mu jako nastroj slouz{
jeho bohaty a tvarny jazyk, ktery zejména v této hie dosahuje nebyvalé
pestrosti.

Shakespeare napsal ver§ované drama, jehoZ obé slozky, poetickd i dra-
matickd, jsou v rovnovaze. A jak se v ostrych stfizich stf{daji postavy,
nalady a zékruty déje, tak se vedle sebe ocitaji — vZdy v souladu se svou
dramatickou funkci - polohy vysostné lyrické poezie i obhroublé prézy,
slova vzne$end i vulgarismy, mista bombasticky ornamentalni, lascivn{
popévky, slovni hfi¢ky, omleta kli$é i origindlni metafory.

Romeo a Julie, dilo pfiblizné z roku 1596, jimZ autor vstupuje do
sttedniho obdobi své tvorby, je tragédii lasky, kterou zahubi prostied{
poznamenané zakotenénou z4sti. Ustfedni dramaticky konflikt, ktery se
na rtiznych rovindch projevuje rovnéz jako stiet mladych a starych, citu
a rozumu, neodvratného osudu a svobodné volby, vrcholi pozndnim
o lidské nepoutitelnosti, jiz se v nerovném boji muZe vzepfit pouze
milostny cit dvou mladych lidi jako hodnota ze vSech nejvyssi.

JIRI JOSEK
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

ESCALUS, Prince of Verona

MERCUTIO, kinsman to the Prince and friend to Romeo

PARIS, a young nobleman, kinsman to the Prince

MONTAGUE, head of a Veronese family at feud with the Capulets
LADY MONTAGUE

ROMEQO, son of Montague

BENVOLIO, nephew of Montague and friend to Romeo
ABRAHAM, servant to Montague

BAILTHASAR, servant to Romeo

CAPULET, head of a Veronese family at feud with the Montagues
LADY CAPULET

TYBALT, nephew to Lady Capulet

COUSIN CAPULET, an old man

JULIET, daughter to Capulet

NURSE

PETER, servant to Juliet’s nurse

SAMSON
GREGORY
ANTHONY
POTPAN
FRIAR LAURENCE, a Franciscan
FRIAR JOHN, a Franciscan

AN APOTHECARY

THREE MUSICIANS

PAGE to Paris

CHORUS

Citizens of Verona, maskers, torchbearers, guards, pages, attendants.

servants to Capulet

Scene: Verona, Mantua.
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OSOBY

ESCALUS, veronsky vévoda

MERCUZIO, mlady $lechtic, ptibuzny vévody a ptitel Romea
PARIS, mlady $lechtic, pfibuzny vévody

MONTEK, hlava veronské rodiny znepiitelené s rodinou Capulett
PANTf MONTEKOVA

ROMEO, Montekav syn

BENVOLIO, Montektv synovec a pfitel Romea

ABRAHAM, Montekuav sluha

BALTAZAR, Romeuv sluha

CAPULET, hlava veronské rodiny znepfatelené s rodinou Montek
PANT CAPULETOVA

TYBALT, synovec pani Capuletové

BRATRANEC CAPULET, stary pin

JULIE, Capuletova dcera

CHUVA

PETR, sluha Juliiny chavy

SAMSON
GREGORY
ANTON
KASTROL
OTEC LORENZO, frantiskdnsky mnich
BRATR JAN, frantiskdnsky mnich
LEKARNIK

TRI HUDEBNICI

PAZE hrabéte Parise

CHOR

Veronsti mé$tané, masky, svétlonosi, strdze, pdzata, slouzici.

slouzici z domu Capuleti

Mista déje: Verona, Mantova.
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CHORUS

PROLOGUE

Enter Chorus.

Two households, both alike in dignity

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny,

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.

From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 5
A pair of star-crossed lovers take their life,

Whose misadventured piteous overthrows

Doth with their death bury their parents’ strife.

The fearful passage of their death-marked love

And the continuance of their parents’ rage - 10
Which but their children’s end, naught could remove -
Is now the two-hours’ traffic of our stage;

The which if you with patient ears attend,

What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.

Exit.
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CHOR

PROLOG

Vystoupi Chor.

Dva rody, oba stejné vznesené,

jez proti sobé léta vedou boj,

zas vyvolaly v krdsné Veroné

ze staré z4$ti novy nepokoj.

Z prokletych beder obou nepfitel
zrodil se ne$fastny par milenca

a pouze jejich kruty osud mél
kone¢né pohibit zlobu rodicu.

Ten ptibéh lasky, kterd kondi smrti,
1 nendvisti otcd, jez by snad
neskondila, nebyt smrti téch déti,
vam budeme dnes dvé hodiny hrét.
A pokud se vim vlidné hledét zlibi,

svou snahou nahradime, co hte chybi.

Odejde.
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SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY

ACT TI.

SCENE 1.
VERONA. A PUBLIC PLACE.

Enter Samson and Gregory, of the house of Capulet,
with swords and bucklers.

Gregory, on my word, we’ll not carry coals.

No, for then we should be colliers.

I mean and we be in choler, we’ll draw.

Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of collar.

[ strike quickly, being moved. 5
But thou art not quickly moved to strike.

A dog of the house of Montague moves me.

To move is to stir, and to be valiant
is to stand, therefore if thou art moved,
thou runn’st away. 10

A dog of that house shall move me to stand. I will
take the wall of any man or maid of Montague’s.

That shows thee a weak slave, for the weakest goes
to the wall.

"Tis true, and therefore women, being the weaker vessels,
are ever thrust to the wall; therefore I will push Mon-
tague’s men from the wall, and thrust his maids to the wall.

The quarrel is between our masters and
us their men.

Tis all one. I will show myself a tyrant: when I have 20
fought with the men I will be civil with the maids -
I will cut off their heads.

The heads of the maids?

Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maidenheads,
take it in what sense thou wilt. 25

They must take it in sense that feel it.
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SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY

JEDNANT I.

SCENA 1.
VERONA. NA NAMESTI.

Vystoupi Samson a Gregory, slouZici z domu Capuleti,
vyzbrojeni medi a $tity.

Hele, Gregory, tohle si libit nenechdme.

Ne, spif si to nechdme polibit.

Jak fikdm, jestli nds na$tvou, jdem na né.
Aby se nenastvali, Ze to fik4s$ a nejdes.

J& kdyZ se roz¢ilim, jsem tvrdej chlap.

Nastésti natvrdlej, takZe té hned tak néco nerozdili.

Mezek od Monteka mé roz¢ili vzdycky.

Roz¢ilit znamend nastvat, a koho $tvou,

ten prchd, takze ty, kdyz se roz¢ilis, prasknes
rovnou do bot.

Prasknu do toho, kdo mé rozdili, at je jich

od Monteku celd hromada, muzsky nebo Zensky.
Zensky chce$ spraskat, hrdino? To si troufas

na slabsi pohlavi?

To mé3 pravdu. Chlapy spraskdm,

a zensky, protoze jsou slabsi pohlavi,

aspoti zbouchnu.

Pani se pohadali, kmani se perou, Zensky

do toho neplet.

Pro¢ ne? Pockej, jak j4 budu zlej. AZ si to vyfidim
s muzskyma, vyfidim vSecky panny. Co se do nich
vejde.

Co se do nich vejde?

Co se do nich nevejde, to se do nich nacpe,

a rozuméj tomu, jak umis.

Ony tomu porozumi, az to pociti.
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I/1

I/1

SAMSON

GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON

ABRAHAM
SAMSON
ABRAHAM
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON

GREGORY
ABRAHAM
SAMSON

ABRAHAM
SAMSON

GREGORY
SAMSON
ABRAHAM
SAMSON

Me they shall feel while I am able to stand, and ’tis
known I am a pretty piece of flesh.

*Tis well thou art not fish. If thou hadst, thou hadst
been poor-john. 30

Enter Abrabam and another servingman of the Montagues.
Draw thy tool. Here comes of the house of Montagues.

My naked weapon is out. Quarrel, I will
back thee.

How - turn thy back and run?

Fear me not. 35
No, marry - I fear thee!

Let us take the law of our side. Let them begin.

[ will frown as I pass by, and let them take it as they list.

Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at them,
which is disgrace to them if they bear it. 40

Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

I do bite my thumb, sir.

Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

(To Gregory) Is the law of our side if I say ‘Ay’?

No. 45

(To Abrabam) No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you,
sir, but I bite my thumb, sir.

(To Abraham) Do you quarrel, sir?
Quarrel, sir? No, sir.

But if you do, sir, I am for you. I serve as good 50
a man as you.

No better?

Well, sir —

Enter Benvolio.

Say ‘better’. Here comes one of my master’s kinsmen.
(To Abrabam) Yes, better, sir. 55
You lie.

Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember thy washing
blow.

They draw and fight.
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GREGORY

SAMSON

GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON

ABRAHAM
SAMSON
ABRAHAM
SAMSON
GREGORY
SAMSON

GREGORY
ABRAHAM
SAMSON

ABRAHAM
SAMSON

GREGORY
SAMSON
ABRAHAM
SAMSON

Vsak ony mé pociti, aZ se jim postavim. Jsem
vyhldSenej samec.

Skoda Ze nejsi sumec. Ml&el bys jako ryba
a nezvanil jako pitomec. 30

Vystoupi Abrabam a jiny slouzici z domu Monteki.

Vylov svou zbran. Jdou sem dva od Monteka.

Zbrani je obnaZena, z pochvy vytaZzena. Do nich.

Kreju ti z4da.

Co? Chce$ mi ukazat zida?

Neboj se! 35
Tebe? To se nebo;.

V pravu je vzdycky ten, kdo si neza¢ne. At si za¢nou oni.
Pijdu tam a zamradim se. At se ukdZou.

Kdy? to dokdzou. J4 si pfed nima odplivnu,

a jestli se neozvou, jsou to skety. 40
To jste si odpliv pfed ndma, pane?

Odpliv jsem si.

Odplivl jste si pfed ndma, pane?

(Ke Gregorymu) Budem v pravu, kdyz feknu, Ze jo?
Nebudem. 45

(K Abrabamovi) Ne, pane. Neodplivl jsem si pfed vidma,
pane, nybrz odplivl jsem si, pane.

(K Abrabamovi) Chcete vyvolat hddku?

Hadku? Ne.

Ale jestli chcete, tak zaénéte. My pdn je stejné 50
dobrej jako vis.

Ne lepsi?

Lepsi?

Wstoupi Benvolio.

Rekni, Ze je lepsi. Jde sem jeden z rodiny naseho péna.
(K Abrabamovi) Jo, je lepsi. 55
To je lez!

Jestli jste co k ¢emu, taste! Gregory, ukaz jim, Ze mds
péru!

Tasi a biji se.
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I/1

BENVOLIO

TYBALT

BENVOLIO

TYBALT

CITIZENS

CAPULET
L. CAPULET

CAPULET

MONTAGUE

L. MONTAGUE

PRINCE

(Drawing) Part, fools.

Put up your swords. You know not what you do.
Enter Tybalt.

(Drawing)

What, art thou drawn among these heartless hinds?
Turn thee, Benvolio. Look upon thy death.

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

Or manage it to part these men with me.

What, drawn and talk of peace? I hate the word
As T hate hell, all Montagues, and thee.
Have at thee, coward.

They fight.
Enter three or four Citizens with clubs or partisans.
Clubs, bills and partisans! Strike! Beat them down!

Down with the Capulets. Down with the Montagues.

Enter Capulet in his gown, and Lady Capulet, his Wife.
What noise is this? Give me my long sword, ho!
A crutch, a crutch - why call you for a sword?

Enter Montague (with bis sword drawn)
and Lady Montague, his Wife.

My sword, I say. Old Montague is come,
And flourishes his blade in spite of me.

Thou villain Capulet!
(To his Wife)

Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek a foe.

Hold me not, let me go.

Enter Prince Escalus with his train.

Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace,

Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel -

Will they not hear? What ho, you men, you beasts,
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage
With purple fountains issuing from your veins:
On pain of torture, from those bloody hands
Throw your mistempered weapons to the ground,
And hear the sentence of your moved Prince.
Three civil brawls bred of an airy word

By thee, old Capulet, and Montague,

Have thrice disturbed the quiet of our streets
And made Verona’s ancient citizens

Cast by their grave-beseeming ornaments

To wield old partisans in hands as old,
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I/1

BENVOLIO

TYBALT

BENVOLIO

TYBALT

MESTANE

CAPULET
CAPULETOVA

CAPULET
MONTEK

MONTEKOVA

VEVODA

(Tasi) Od sebe, hlupéci!

Ty zbrané pry¢! Zbléznili jste se? Dost!
Vystoupi Tybalt.

(Tasi)

Troufas si tasit na zbabélé sluhy?
Stteh, Benvolio, za zddy m4a$ smrt.

Chci jenom zjednat mir. Zastr¢ ten kord.
Anebo mi je pomoz rozrazit.

S kordem jdes$ hlasat mir? Nendvidim

to slovo jako peklo, Monteky,

i tebe. Bij se, zbabélce!

Bojuji.

Vystoupi nékolik méstanii s holemi a halapartnami.

Klacky, a fezte do nich! Bijte je!

Pry¢ s Capulety! Hanba Montekiim!
Vystoupi Capulet v Zupanu a pani Capuletovd.
Co se to déje? Pfineste mi me¢!

Tobé spis berlu. Na¢ ti bude me¢?

Vystoupi Montek (s tasenym mecem)
a pani Montekovd.

Rekl jsem me¢. Tamhle je stary Montek
a mévé na mé vytasenou $avli.
Ty zmije, Capulete!
(Ke své Zené)

Nehnes se na krok, to ti poviddm.

Pust mé na néj!

Wystoupi vévoda Escalus s doprovodem.

Vy rebelové! Rozvrace¢i miru!

Své zbrané prznite krvi svych bliznich?
Copak mé neslysi? Tak dost uz, lotfi!
Potoky z vlastnich tepen chcete hasit
ni¢ivy pozar nesmyslné z4sti?
Odhodte ihned na zem zbrklé mece

z krvavych dlani, nebo vas ddm mudit,
a slyste ortel svého vévody:

Trikrét uz rozvratil va$ véény rozbroj,
zbtthdarma, Capulete, tebou pocaty,

1 tebou, Monteku, klid a mir mésta

a donutil ctihodné Verotiany
ponechat stranou véznost svého stavu
a zbranémi, jeZ starobou a mirem
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I/1

I/1

MONTAGUE

BENVOLIO

L. MONTAGUE

BENVOLIO

MONTAGUE

Cankered with peace, to part your cankered hate. 90
If ever you disturb our streets again

Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.

For this time all the rest depart away.

You, Capulet, shall go along with me;

And Montague, come you this afternoon 95
To know our farther pleasure in this case

To old Freetown, our common judgement-place.

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

Exeunt all but Montague, bis Wife, and Benvolio.

Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach?
Speak, nephew: were you by when it began? 100

Here were the servants of your adversary

And yours, close fighting ere I did approach.

I drew to part them. In the instant came

The fiery Tybalt with his sword prepared,

Which, as he breathed defiance to my ears, 105
He swung about his head and cut the winds

Who, nothing hurt withal, hissed him in scorn.

While we were interchanging thrusts and blows,

Came more and more, and fought on part and part

Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 110

O where is Romeo - saw you him today?
Right glad T am he was not at this fray.

Madam, an hour before the worship’d sun

Peered forth the golden window of the east,

A troubled mind drive me to walk abroad, 115
Where, underneath the grove of sycamore

That westward rooteth from this city side,

So early walking did I see your son.

Towards him I made, but he was ware of me,

And stole into the covert of the wood. 120
I, measuring his affections by my own -

Which then most sought where most might not be found,
Being one too many by my weary self -

Pursued my humour not pursuing his,

And gladly shunned who gladly fled from me. 125

Many a morning hath he there been seen,

With tears augmenting the fresh morning’s dew,
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs.

But all so soon as the all-cheering sun

Should in the farthest east begin to draw 130
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zvetely, krotit vd§ zvetsely spor. 90
Jedinkrét jesté porusite klid,

a splatite to oba Zivotem.

Protentokrat se vichni rozejdéte.

Ty, Capulete, pujde$ se mnou hned,

ty, Monteku, pfijd’ dneska odpoledne 95
na Stary hrad, kde konaji se soudy,

tam dozvi$ se mé dal$i rozhodnuti.

A ted, pod trestem smrti, v§ichni pry¢!

Odejdon vsichni az na Monteka, pani Montekovou a Benvolia.

Kdo zase rozpoutal ten stary spor?

Synovée, povéz, jak to zalalo? 100
Uz byli v sobé, jesté nez jsem pfisel.

Slouzici z vasi strany i ti druzi.

Chtél jsem je rozehnat, kdyZ vtom se zjevil

zufivy Tybalt s pfichystanym kordem,

a jen co do ucha mi syknul vyzvu, 105
uz sekal do vétru, a vitr, nezmar,

pfi kazdé riné posmésné si hvizdnul.

Chvili jsme se tam spolu potykali,

pak pfidali se dalsf, k ndm i k nim,

az vévoda to celé zarazil. 110
Co Romeo? Nevidéls mého chlapce?

Jsem rada, Ze se vyhnul dnes$ni rvacce.

Hodinu pfedtim, nezli boZi slunko

vyhlédlo ze zlatého okna vychodu,

mé tisent v dusi vypudila z domu 115
a v platanovém hdji, ktery se

za méstem tdhne na zdpadni stranu,

jsem na vaseho syna narazil.

Vidél mé, jak jdu k nému, ale hned

se ototil a zmizel mezi stromy, 120
a j4, Ze jsem byl stejné naladén

a nejvic touzil nejmiti lidi potkat,

kdyz i sdm sobé byl jsem na obtiz,

svému i jeho pfin{ $el jsem vstiic

tim, Ze jsem mu el z cesty, jak on mné. 125

Vidali ho tam v tuto dobu ¢asto

slzami skrdpét Cerstvou ranni rosu,

vzdychat, az parou od ust houstla mra¢na,

vSak sotva usmévavé sluni¢ko

odhrne zlehka na vychodni strané 130
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The shady curtains from Aurora’s bed,

Away from light steals home my heavy son,
And private in his chamber pens himself,
Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out,
And makes himself an artificial night.

Black and portentous must this humour prove,
Unless good counsel may the cause remove.

My noble uncle, do you know the cause?
I neither know it nor can learn of him.
Have you importuned him by any means?

Both by myself and many other friends,

But he, his own affection’s counsellor,

Is to himself - I will not say how true,

But to himself so secret and so close,

So far from sounding and discovery,

As is the bud bit with an envious worm

Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun.

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow
We would as willingly give cure as know.

Enter Romeo.

See where he comes. So please you step aside,
I’ll know his grievance or be much denied.

I would thou wert so happy by thy stay
To hear true shrift. Come, madam, let’s away.

Exeunt Montague and his Wife.
Good morrow, cousin.

Is the day so young?
But new-struck nine.

Ay me, sad hours seem long.
Was that my father that went hence so fast?

It was. What sadness lengthens Romeo’s hours?
Not having that which, having, makes them short.
In love.
Out.
Of love?
Out of her favour where I am in love.

Alas that love, so gentle in his view,
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof.
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baldachyn, za nimz spdv4 Jitfenka,

jak no¢ni ptak muj syn hned let{ domu,
zamkne se o samoté v pokoji,

zatemn{ okna, svétlo vyhosti

a udéld si ze dne Cernou noc.

Dokud mu nepomuzem z toho stavu,
bude mit temnych dést plnou hlavu.

A vite, stry¢ku, co je pii¢inou?
Sdm nevim nic, a od néj je$té min.
Snazili jste se vytdhnout to z né¢ho?

Zkouseli jsme to vsichni, ale on,
tajemstvi svého nitra tajemnik,
se svéfuje sdm sobé, sobé radi -
jak dobfe, nevim. Je tak uzavfeny,
Ze nepoznds, zda v dusi nehlod4
mu jako v poupéti néjaky Cerv,
co ni¢f kvitky, nez se rozvinou
a daji svétu na odiv svou krasu.
Kdybych jen védél, co se to v ném déje,
vylééil bych ho z jeho beznadéje.
Vystoupi Romeo.
Zjistim vim pfi¢inu téch nesndzi,
viak jdéte stranou, prévé pfichdzi.
Ké7 by tak méla uspéch tvoje snaha
a dozvédél ses pravdu! Pojdme, draha.
Odejdou Montek a pani Montekovd.
Dobrytro, bratrance.

Je teprv rdno?
Odbilo devét.

Smutnym se ¢as vlece.
Nebyl to otec, kdo tak rychle zmizel?

Byl. Jaky smutek ¢as ti natahuje?
Ze nemam nic, co by ho ukrétilo.
Jsi zamilovany?
Ne, jsem -
Ze nejsi?
Jsem. Do té, kterd nemiluje mne.

Ze by byl sam libezny Amorek
takovy ras a nebyl na to 1ék?
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Alas that love, whose view 1s muftled still,

Should without eyes see pathways to his will. 165
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,

O anything of nothing first create; 170
O heavy lightness, serious vanity,

Misshapen chaos of well-seeming forms,

Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health,
Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is!

This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 175
Dost thou not laugh?

No, coz, I rather weep.
Good heart, at what?
At thy good heart’s oppression.

Why, such is love’s transgression.

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast,

Which thou wilt propagate to have it pressed 180
With more of thine. This love that thou hast shown
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.

Love is a smoke made with the fume of sighs,

Being purged, a fire sparkling in lovers’ eyes,

Being vexed, a sea nourished with lovers’ tears. 185
What is it else? A madness most discreet,

A choking gall and a preserving sweet.

Farewell, my coz.

Soft, I will go along;
And if you leave me so, you do me wrong.

Tut, I have lost myself. I am not here. 190
This is not Romeo; he’s some other where.

Tell me in sadness, who is that you love?
What, shall I groan and tell thee?
Groan? Why no; but sadly tell me who.

Bid a sick man in sadness make his will, 195
A word ill urged to one that is so ill.
In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman.

I aimed so near when I supposed you loved.
A right good markman; and she’s fair I love.
A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit. 200
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Pasku mé na o¢ich, aby se netrefil,
a stejné najde poslepu svij cil.
Pijdem se najist? Promin. Ty ses bil?
Ne, nemluv o tom. J4 vim, o co $lo.
Ta za$t mé péli. Laska jesté vic.
To horké milovani, sladkd nendvist.
Z niceho néco, co vznikne jak nic.
Obtizn4 lehkost, vdZna nerozvdznost.
Pivabné tvary v zhovadilé zméti:
z olova pirko, jasny dym, studeny Zdr,
nemocné zdravi, spanek pii bdéni,
tak milence neldska proméni.
Sméjes se mi?

Ne, radéji bych plakal.
Propana proc¢?

Pro pina Romea.

Co za zmatky ta ldska nadéla!
Mné samotnému bolest srdce svird,
jenze vic boli, kdyz se jiny tyrd
tim, Ze j4 trpim. Trpim nadvakrit,
kdyZ prokazuje$ mi, Ze mé m4s rad.
Léska je mra¢no nadychanych vzdechu,
milostné blesky v milencové oku,
a kdyz je necas, prutrz vroucich slz.
Co jiného? Silenstvi z moudrych véd.
Smrtelny 1ék i spasitelny jed.
Bratrance, sbohem.

Pajdu s tebou. Stuy!
A uzZ se, prosim té, nevykrucuj.
Jé4 nejsem ja. Panbuh vi, kdo ja jsem,
to se ti zd4, Ze mluvi§ s Romeem.
Opravdu, vazné, koho milujes?
Opravdu je to vdZné, az bych brecel.
Pro¢ brecel? Zkratka fekni, kdo to je.

Nemocny pied smrti, ten musi psati
svou vuli zkrdtka, Zivot se mu kriti.
Tak zkrdtka feknu ti, Ze je to Zena.

Hm. Podital jsem, Ze to bude ona.
Potitals dobfe, je pfimo madona.
Jdes na ni zpfima, brzy se ti podda.
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Well, in that hit you miss. She’ll not be hit
With Cupid’s arrow; she hath Dian’s wit,
And, in strong proof of chastity well armed,

From love’s weak childish bow she lives unharmed.

She will not stay the siege of loving terms,
Nor bide th’ encounter of assailing eyes,

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold.

O, she is rich in beauty, only poor

That when she dies, with beauty dies her store.

Then she hath sworn that she will still live chaste?

She hath, and in that sparing makes huge waste;
For beauty starved with her severity
Cuts beauty off from all posterity.
She is too fair, too wise, wisely too fair,
To merit bliss by making me despair.
She hath forsworn to love, and in that vow
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now.
Be rul’d by me, forget to think of her.
O, teach me how I should forget to think!
By giving liberty unto thine eyes.
Examine other beauties.

"Tis the way
To call hers, exquisite, in question more.
These happy masks that kiss fair ladies’ brows,
Being black, puts us in mind they hide the fair.
He that is strucken blind cannot forget
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost.
Show me a mistress that is passing fair,
What doth her beauty serve but as a note
Where I may read who passed that passing fair?
Farewell, thou canst not teach me to forget.

I’ll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt.

Exeunt.
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To by ses pfepocital, samd voda.
Téhle se Amortv $ip nedotkne.
jediné slovo, které znd, zni: ,Ne!
Ze chrini se brnénim cudnosti,
lasku si k télu nikdy nepusti,

a dobyvat ji pohledy ¢i slovy

¢ svadnym zlatem, nic ji nevyhovi.
Krésou je bohatd, v$ak jakd bida,

Ze kromé smrti v§em ji zapovid4.

«

Neftikej, Ze chce zemfit jako panna.
Ano. Je poctivosti zaprodana!

Své dary ddvd marnotratné v plen

a sobecky utind rodokmen.

Je krasna, moudrd, s jednou vadou snad,
Ze na nebe ji pomuze muy pad.
Jeptiskou chce se stit. Tou pifsahou
mé udinila Zivou mrtvolou.

Dobte ti radim, pfestatt na ni myslet.
Rad$i mi porad, jak mdm nemyslet.
Tak, Ze svym o¢im volnost dopfejes
divat se po jinych.

Abych se zas
presvédcil, ze mé poutd jedind?
Pod ¢ernou $kraboskou na tvéfi Zen
z4t k ndm jejich krdsa pfislibem.

I ten, kdo oslepl, ma v ocich dél
pfekrdsné vzpominky na zasly zrak.
Ukaz mi divku jako obrdzek

a pro mé bude chabou kopii

té, kterd je vSem Zendm modelem.
Sbohem, na zapomnéni neni lék.

Af umfu, neplati-li, co jsem fek!
Odejdou.
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SCENE 2.
A STREET.

Enter Capulet, Paris, and Peter, a servingman.

But Montague is bound as well as I,
In penalty alike, and ’tis not hard, I think,
For men so old as we to keep the peace.

Of honourable reckoning are you both,
And pity ’tis you lived at odds so long.
But now, my lord: what say you to my suit?

But saying o’er what I have said before.

My child is yet a stranger in the world;

She hath not seen the change of fourteen years.
Let two more summers wither in their pride
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.

Younger than she are happy mothers made.

And too soon marred are those so early made.
Earth hath swallowed all my hopes but she;
She’s 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
Lies my consent and fair-according voice.
This night I hold an old-accustomed feast
Whereto [ have invited many a guest

Such as I love, and you among the store,

One more most welcome, makes my number more.

At my poor house look to behold this night
Earth-treading stars that make dark heaven light.
Such comfort as do lusty young men feel

When well-apparell’d April on the heel

Of limping winter treads - even such delight
Among fresh female buds shall you this night
Inherit at my house; hear all, all see,

And like her most whose merit most shall be,
Which on more view of many, mine, being one,

May stand in number, though in reck’ning none.

Come, go with me.

(Giving Peter a paper) Go, sirrah, trudge about;
Through fair Verona find those persons out
Whose names are written there, and to them say
My house and welcome on their pleasure stay.
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SCENA 2.
Na uULICIL.

Wystoupi Capulet, Paris a Capuletiiv sluba Petr.

CAPULET A na Monteka pad by stejny trest.

Jenze j& doufdm, uZ jsme staf{ dost,

abychom kone¢né si fekli: ,Mir.”
PARIS Jste oba stejné vazeni a $koda,

Ze se va$ svar uz vlece takhle dlouho.

Viak, prosim, pane, co mi odpovite?

CAPULET Doslova totéz, co jsem ti uz fekl.

Holka je na svété teprve krétce.
Nenf ji je$té ani ¢trnéct let.

Az za dva roky dozraji ndm kldsky,
i ona bude zrald vdit se z ldsky.

PARIS 1z mladsich uz se staly $tastné matky.

CAPULET Kdo pospicha, ten mivé Zivot kratky.

Viechny mé nadéje pozfela zem.

Pro mé i po mné zbyvd tu jen ona.
Sdm snaz se jeji srdce vybojovat,
§lechetny Parisi, ja budu orodovat
jen za toho, koho si sama zvoli.
Svou vul{ prosadit chci jeji vuli.

Dnes potdddme kazdoro¢n{ bél

a nenfi pfitele, jehoz bych nepozval.
Bude tu roztomild spole¢nost,

a ty v ni, chlapce, znejmilejsi host.
Muyj ponury dum veler rozzati
puvaby Zen a jako v predjafi,

kdy bujny maj se zimé v patich Zene,
az rozko$ jima chlapce roztouzené,
budu zde néznych div¢ich poupat mit,
jenom si vybrat. Zkus se rozmyslit,
az uvidis je v8echny najednou,

kterd z nich zaslouZ{ si stit se tvou.
Tak zmdmeny bude$ tim pohledem,
Ze moje pujde prvni z kola ven.
Zajdeme k ndm.

(Ddvd list Petrovi) Ptiteli, pojd’ sem bliz.
Obéhne§ Veronu a vytidis

v§em, co jsou psini na tom seznamu,
Ze je dnes vecer k ndm srde¢né zvu.
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Exeunt Capulet and Paris.

Find them out whose names are written here? It is
written that the shoemaker should meddle with his yard
and the tailor with his last, the fisher with his pencil and
the painter with his nets; but [ am sent to find those
persons whose names are here writ, and can never find
what names the writing person hath here. In good time.

Enter Romeo and Benvolio.

Tut, man, one fire burns out another’s burning,
One pain is lessened by another’s anguish. 45
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning.
One desperate grief cures with another’s languish.
Take thou some new infection to thy eye,
And the rank poison of the old will die.
Your plantain leaf is excellent for that. 50
For what, I pray thee?
For your broken shin.
Why, Romeo, art thou mad?
Not mad, but bound more than a madman is;
Shut up in prison, kept without my food, 55
Whipped and tormented and -
(1o Peter) Good €’en, good fellow.
God gi’ good e’en. [ pray, sir, can you read?
Ay, mine own fortune in my misery.
Perhaps you have learned it without book. But I pray,
can you read anything you see? 60
Ay, if T know the letters and the language.
Ye say honestly. Rest you merry.
Stay, fellow, I can read.
(He reads the letter)
‘Signor Martino and his wife and daughters,
County Anselme and his beauteous sisters, 65
The lady widow of Vitruvio,
Signor Placentio and his lovely nieces,
Mercutio and his brother Valentine,
Mine uncle Capulet, his wife and daughters,
My fair niece Rosaline and Livia, 70
Signor Valentio and his cousin Tybalt,
Lucio and the lively Helena.’
A fair assembly. Whither should they come?
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Odejdou Capulet a Paris.
,Vyiidi§ v§em, co jsou psdni na tom seznamu!“
A je snad psdno, aby si Svec hledél lokte, krej¢i
kopyta, rybdf Stétce a malif podbérdku? Zato
j& mdm hledat ty, co jsou psdni na tom seznamu,
kterejzto pohled je mi nanic, kdyZ to nepfectu.
Chce to vzdélance. - A, jako na zavolanou.
Vystoupi Benwolio a Romeo.
Co nejvic pali, nejlip spéli§ ohném.
Bolest zaZenes jinou bolesti.
Hlava se mota? To¢ se proti! Honem!
Zal potla¢i az dalsi nestésti.
Dopfej svym odim nové zanicen,
a stary zanét je pry¢ v okamzeni.
Na tohle je nejlep$i jitrocel.
Prosim té, na co?

Na odfenou patu.
Ty ses ndm zbldznil, Romeo!

Nezblédznil, zato trpim vic nez bldzen
zavfeny v kobce, mucen, o hladu,

bi¢ovén a -

(K Petrovi)  Dobry den, dobry muzi.

Dobrej den, pane, ri¢ej umét &ist?

Svtj chmurny osud ze svych mizérii.

To zvlddnete i po paméti. Ale umite ¢&ist taky
néco z listu?

Jen kdyZ zndm pismena a fe¢, v které to je.
Aspon jste upfimne;j, tak spAnembohem.
Dej to sem. Umim ¢ist.

(Cte z listn)

wSiflor Martino se Zenou a dcerami.
Hrabé Anselmo, jeho sli¢né sestry.
Vdova po panu Vitruviovi.

Pan Placenzio s netefinkami.
Mercuzio a jeho bratr Valentin.
Stryc Capulet s Zenou a dcerami.
Spanild netef Rosalina s Livii.
Siflor Valenzio, jeho bratranec Tybalt.
Luzio a ¢ipernd Helenka.“

Vybrand se$lost. Kamze majf pfijit?
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Up.

Whither? 75
To supper; to our house.

Whose house?

My master’s.

Indeed, I should have asked thee that before.

Now I’ll tell you without asking. My master is the great rich
Capulet, and if you be not of the house of Montagues,
[ pray come and crush a cup of wine. Rest you merry.

Exit.

At this same ancient feast of Capulet’s

Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so loves,

With all the admired beauties of Verona. 85
Go thither, and with unattainted eye

Compare her face with some that I shall show,

And I will make thee think thy swan a crow.

When the devout religion of mine eye

Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to fires; 90
And these who, often drowned, could never die,
Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars.

One fairer than my love! The all-seeing sun

Ne’er saw her match since first the world begun.

Tut, you saw her fair, none else being by, 95
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 shining at this feast,

And she shall scant show well that now seems best.

I’ll go along, no such sight to be shown,
But to rejoice in splendour of mine own.

Exeunt.
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K ndm.

Kampak? 75
Pak taky k ndm. Na vecefi.

Kam k vdm?

K ndm domu: piece.

No oviem! Kdo se zeptd, ten se dozvi.

Co byste se ptali? Povim vdm to rovnou. Muj pén je 80
ten bohd¢ Capulet, a jestli nejste zrovna od Monteka,
pfijdte taky dét si do trumpety. Maucta, pdnové.

Odejde.

Slysels? Na plese u Capulett

bude i tvoje ldska Rosalina

a s ni snad vSechny krésky z Verony. 85
Jdi tam, a aZ ti z o&f spadnou slupky,

za pravdu d43 mi, Ze ta tvoje panna

vedle nich neni labut, ale vrina.

Kdyby se muj zrak nékdy stodil stranou

od svaté viry, at mé slzy vzplanou 90
a odl, které vé¢né tonou v motfi,

co o¢ividn{ kacifi at shofi.

I vievédouci slunce dosvéde,

Ze na svété je ona nejhezd.

Ze se ti libi? Vzdyt je jeding, 95
kterou zvazuje$ svyma odima.

Jen co ti do o¢icka jind padne,

svou vahou kii$tilové vihy zvihne

a svymi puvaby té oslni.

Ta, co ted z4ti, zhasne vedle ni. 100
Pijdu tam. Ne se divat na jiné,

ale kochat se krdsou bohyné.

Odejdon.
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SCENE 3.
CAPULET’S HOUSE.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse.
Nurse, where’s my daughter? Call her forth to me.

Now, by my maidenhead at twelve year old,
I bade her come. What, lamb, what, ladybird -
God forbid - where is this girl? What, Juliet!

Enter Juliet.
How now, who calls?

Your mother.
Madam, I am here. What is your will?

This is the matter. - Nurse, give leave a while.
We must talk in secret. — Nurse, come back again.
I have remembered me, thou’s hear our counsel.
Thou knowest my daughter’s of a pretty age.

Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour.
She’s not fourteen.

I’ll lay fourteen of my teeth —
and yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four -
she’s not fourteen. How long is it now to
Lammastide?

A fortnight and odd days.

Even or odd, of all days in the year

Come Lammas Eve at night shall she be fourteen.
Susan and she — God rest all Christian souls! -
Were of an age. Well, Susan is with God;

She was too good for me. But, as I said,

On Lammas Eve at night shall she be fourteen,
That shall she, marry, I remember it well.

"Tis since the earthquake now eleven years,
And she was weaned - I never shall forget it -
Of all the days of the year upon that day,

For I had then laid wormwood to my dug,
Sitting in the sun under the dovehouse wall.
My lord and you were then at Mantua.

Nay, I do bear a brain! But, as I said,

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple
Of my dug and felt it bitter, pretty fool,

To see it tetchy and fall out wi’ th’ dug!
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SCENA 3.
V DOME CAPULETU.

Vystoupi pani Capuletovd a Chiva.
Chuvo, kde je mé dcera? Zavolej mi ji!
Pfi moji nevinnosti ve dvandcti,
copak ji nevoldm? Berusko! Kde se rajd4s?
— Chratl pdmbu, co to fikdm? - Julinko!
Vystoupi Julie.
Co je? Hledd mé nékdo?
Tvoje matka.

Miti, tady jsem. Pfejete si?
Chci s tebou mluvit. — Chuvo, nech nés tady
na chvili o samoté. Nebo pockej.
Vlastné bys mohla slyset, o co jde.
Jak vi§, mé dcera je uz dospéld.
Nachlup vdm povim, kolik j{ ted’ je.
Bude ji ¢trnict.

Vsadim ¢trnéct zubt -
i kdyZ mi pro zubatou zbyvaj ¢tyry -
¢trndct ji neni. Za kolik dni bude
svatého Igndce?

Za ¢trndct, myslim.
Myslete si, co chcete, na Igndce
v noci ji bude rovnych ¢tréct let.
Vzdyt se Zuzkou - pdmbu chrai jeji dusi -
se narodily stejné. Chuddk Zuzka.
Buah mi ji vzal, Ze si ji nezaslouzim.
Jak poviddm, na Igndce m4 ¢trnact.
No vidite, dobfe si pamatuju.
Jedenict let uz je to, po tom zemétfasu,
co jsem ji odstavila. Panecku,
na ten den nikdy nezapomenu.
Hieju se na sluni¢ku pod holubnikem,
na prsou pelynék. Vy a na$ pan
jste byli zrovna v Mantové. Muj boze,
pamét mi teda slouzi. Poviddm,
holka si lizla trochu z bradavky,
a Ze to bylo hotké, blazinek,
zacla se $klebit, prskat na ten prs.
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‘Shake’, quoth the dove-house! *Twas no need, I trow,
To bid me trudge;

And since that time it is eleven years, 35
For then she could stand high-lone. Nay, by th’ rood,
She could have run and waddled all about,

For even the day before, she broke her brow,

And then my husband - God be with his soul,

A was a merry man! - took up the child. 40
“Yea,” quoth he, ‘dost thou fall upon thy face?

Thou wilt fall backward when thou hast more wit,

Wilt thou not, Jule?” And, by my holidam,

The pretty wretch left crying and said ‘Ay’.

To see now how a jest shall come about! 45
I warrant an I should live a thousand years

I never should forget it. “Wilt thou not, Jule?’ quoth he,
And, pretty fool, it stinted and said ‘Ay’.

Enough of this. I pray thee hold thy peace.

Yes, madam. Yet I cannot choose but laugh 50
To think it should leave crying and say ‘Ay’.

And yet, I warrant, it had upon it brow

A bump as big as a young cock’rel’s stone.

A perilous knock, and it cried bitterly.

“Yea,” quoth my husband, ‘fall’st upon thy face? 55
Thou wilt fall backward when thou com’st to age,

Wilt thou not, Jule?’ It stinted and said ‘Ay’.

And stint thou too, I pray thee, Nurse, say L

Peace, I have done. God mark thee to his grace,

Thou wast the prettiest babe that €’er I nursed. 60
An T might live to see thee married once,

I have my wish.

Marry, that ‘marry’ is the very theme
I came to talk of. Tell me, daughter Juliet,
How stands your dispositions to be married?

It is an honour that I dream not of. 65

‘An honour’! Were not I thine only nurse,
I would say thou hadst sucked wisdom from thy teat.

Well, think of marriage now. Younger than you

Here in Verona, ladies of esteem,

Are made already mothers. By my count 70
I was your mother much upon these years

That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief:

The valiant Paris seeks you for his love.
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Vtom fach! zatfds se holubnik a ja
pry¢ peldsila hlava nehlava.

U7 je to bezmdla jedenict let.

Tehdy uZ sama stéla, co to fikdm,
béhat uméla, byl ji plny dum.

Zrovna den pfedtim natloukla si ¢elo.
A neboztik mj manzel - muj ty boze -
takovy Ctverdk, ze zemé ji zved

a povida: ,Upadlas na Celo?

A7 budes chytfejsi, lehnes si naznak.
Co {ikés, Julinko?“ A na mou véru,

to piskle polklo pla¢ a feklo: ,Jo.”
Vida, jak doslo na ten hloupy Zert.

Do smrti na to nezapomenu.

»Co 1ikds, Julinko?“ povidd manzel.

A ona, rozumbrada, fekla: ,Jo.“
Prosim té, chuvo, bud’ uz chvili zticha.

Musim se smét, kdyZ na to vzpomenu.
Pestala brecet a povida: ,Jo.”

A na Cele ji naskodila boule

jak varle kohoutka. Rdna jak z déla.
Hned zacala vim tak zoufale plakat.
JenZe on fek: ,Upadlas na Celo?

A7 budes chytfejsi, lehnes si naznak.
Vid, Julinko?“ Zmlkla a tekla: ,Jo.”
Zmlkni i ty! Prosim té, chtivo, ml¢!
Vzdyt uz jsem zticha. Pozehnej ti pdmbu.
Bylas mé nejkrasnéjsi kojendtko.

Jestli si mazu jesté néco prit,

tak doZit se tvé svatby.

Pravé! Svatba,
svatba je zrovna to, o ¢em chci mluvit.
Povéz, Julie, mysli§ na vdévéni?

O této cti jsem dosud nesnila.
O této cti! - J4 nebyt tvoje chuva,

tekla bych, zes uz s mlékem séla moudrost.

Mi§ nacase! I mladsi, nez jsi ty,
zde ve Veroné uz jsou maminky,
a jak jsou vizené. Vzpomindm si,
mné bylo jako tobé, kdyZ ses mi
narodila. Zkritka a dobfte, dcero,
pan hrabé Paris té chce za Zenu.
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A man, young lady, lady, such a man CHUVA
As all the world — why, he’s a man of wax. 75

Verona’s summer hath not such a flower. CAPULETOVA
Nay, he’s a flower, in faith, a very flower. CHUVA
What say you? Can you love the gentleman? CAPULETOVA

This night you shall behold him at our feast.

Read o’er the volume of young Paris’ face, 80
And find delight writ there with beauty’s pen.

Examine every married lineament,

And see how one another lends content;

And what obscured in this fair volume lies

Find written in the margin of his eyes. 85
This precious book of love, this unbound lover,

To beautify him only lacks a cover.

The fish lives in the sea, and ’tis much pride

For fair without the fair within to hide.

That book in many’s eyes doth share the glory 90
That in gold clasps locks in the golden story.

So shall you share all that he doth possess

By having him, making yourself no less.

CHUVA
CAPULETOVA
JULIE

No less, nay, bigger. Women grow by men.

Speak briefly: can you like of Paris’ love? 95
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.

Enter Peter.

Madam, the guests are come, supper served up, you PETR
called, my young lady asked for, the Nurse cursed in
the pantry, and everything in extremity. I must hence

to wait. I beseech you follow straight.
We follow thee.
Exit Peter.

CAPULETOVA

Juliet, the County stays.

Go, girl; seek happy nights to happy days. CHUVA

Exeunt.
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Ach, sle¢no, to je muzskej, to je chlap!
Na svété snad - no prosté, jako z cukru.

Nejhezéi kvét v rozkvetlé Veroné.
V3ak baze, kvitko, kvitecek to je.

Co tikas, mohla bys ho milovat?
Dnes veder uvidi§ ho na plese.

Cti z obli¢eje Parise jak z knihy,

do které krdsa puvab vepsala.

Hled, jak se fddka k fddce ladné vize
v souladny f4d té dokonalé tvéfe.

A kdyzZ snad obsah jesté zfejmy nenf,
pod ¢érou obodi viz vysvétleni.

Jak patii se, tu nevizanou lasku
zuslechti desky manzelského svazku.
Jediné v pocestném manzelském lozi
se manzel citi jako rybka v mofi.

A nejvzacnéjdi knihou byvd ta,

kterd je zlatou sponou sepjata.

Kdyz o vSechno se s muzem podélis,
manzela najdes, sebe neztratis.

Neztrati? S muzskym? Ziskd! Velké bficho!
Tak zkritka, dok4ze$ ho milovat?

Kdyz k lasce postadi se podivat,

j4 budu hledét zamilovat se,

jestlize maminka to tolik chce.

Vystoupi Petr.

Pani, hosti jsou tu, velefe tatam, vy tadydle, sle¢na
tamdle, chiva bthvikde, kdyZ m4 bejt v kuchyni,

a viecko je vzhliru nohama, Ze dokonce i j4 musim
servirovat. Tak uz, prosim vis, pojdte.

Jdem za tebou.
Odejde Petr.

Julie, hrabé ¢ekd.
Béz, dévenko. Af je ti postel mékka.
Odejdou.
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