Section B
Shakespeare
Romeo and Juliet

Choose ONE question. 
You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this section. 

Extract 8
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Explore the presentation of relationships in this scene and how it influences events in the play. Refer to this extract from Act 3 Scene 2 and elsewhere in the play.	[40]*

In this extract Juliet is being told of Tybalt’s death and Romeo’s banishment.

JULIET 
[bookmark: 3.2.75][bookmark: 3.2.76][bookmark: 3.2.77][bookmark: 3.2.78][bookmark: 3.2.79][bookmark: 3.2.80][bookmark: 3.2.81][bookmark: 3.2.82][bookmark: 3.2.83][bookmark: 3.2.84][bookmark: 3.2.85][bookmark: 3.2.86][bookmark: 3.2.87]O serpent heart, hid with a flowering face!
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave?
Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical!
Dove-feather'd raven! wolvish-ravening lamb!
Despised substance of divinest show!
Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st,
A damned saint, an honourable villain!
O nature, what hadst thou to do in hell,
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend
In moral paradise of such sweet flesh?
Was ever book containing such vile matter
So fairly bound? O that deceit should dwell
In such a gorgeous palace!
Nurse 
[bookmark: 3.2.88][bookmark: 3.2.89][bookmark: 3.2.90][bookmark: 3.2.91][bookmark: 3.2.92][bookmark: 3.2.93]There's no trust,
No faith, no honesty in men; all perjured,
All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.
Ah, where's my man? give me some aqua vitae:
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old.
Shame come to Romeo!
JULIET 
[bookmark: 3.2.94][bookmark: 3.2.95][bookmark: 3.2.96][bookmark: 3.2.97][bookmark: 3.2.98][bookmark: 3.2.99]Blister'd be thy tongue
For such a wish! he was not born to shame:
Upon his brow shame is ashamed to sit;
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd
Sole monarch of the universal earth.
O, what a beast was I to chide at him!
Nurse 
[bookmark: 3.2.100]Will you speak well of him that kill'd your cousin?
JULIET 
[bookmark: 3.2.101][bookmark: 3.2.102][bookmark: 3.2.103][bookmark: 3.2.104][bookmark: 3.2.105][bookmark: 3.2.106][bookmark: 3.2.107][bookmark: 3.2.108]Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband?
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name,
When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it?
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin?
That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband:
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring;
Your tributary drops belong to woe,
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy.
