Romeo and Juliet : Act 1 scene 1
You are a reporter at the Verona Daily Planet and you have to write and article decsribing the fight between the Capulets and the Montegues. 
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SAMSON
Gregory. on my word, we'll not carry coals.
GREGORY
No, for then we should be collers.
SAMSON
I'mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw. | strike quickly, being moved
GREGORY
But thou arts quickly moved to strike
SAMSON
A dog of the house of Montague moves me.
GERGORY
Draw thy tool. Here comes of the house of Montagues.
Enter Abraham and another.
SAMSON
1wl back thee.
GREGORY
How, turn thy back and run?
SAMSON
Fear me not
GREGORY
No, marry. | fear theel
SAMSON
Let us take the law of our sides. Let them begin
GREGORY
Lwillfrown as | pass by, and let them take it as they list
SAMSON
Nay, as they dare. | will bite my thumb at them, which s a disgrace to them if
they bear it
ABRAHAM
Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
SAMSON
1do bite my thumb, sir
ABRAHAM
Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
SAMSON
No, si, | do not bite my thumb at you, sir, but | bite my thumb, sir
GREGORY
Do you quarel, sir?
ABRAHAM
Quarrel, sir? No, sir
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samson
Butif you do, s, | am for you. | serve as good a man as you

ABRAHAM
You'ie
They fight
Enter Benvoiio and Tybalt separatsly
BENVOLIO
Par, fools!
Pt p your sworcs. You know not what you do.
TYBALT
What, art thou drawn among thes heartiess hinds?
“Tum fnee, Benvolio, look upon thy ceah.
BENVOLIO
160 but keep the peace. Put up thy sword,
Or manage itto part these men with me.
TYBALT
What, orawn and tak of peace? | hate the word
s ITiate hell all Montagues, and thee.
Have at thee, coward!
They fight

Enter Prince Escalus.
PRINCE

Rebelious subjects, enemiss o peace,

Profaners o this neighbor-stained steel-

Wil they not hear? WWhat, ho! You men, you beasts,
‘That guench the fie of your pemicious rage

With purple fountains ssuing from your velns,

On pain oftoture, from those bloody hands

“Throw your mistempered weapons to the ground
‘And hear the sentence of your moved prince.

Three civi brawis, bred of an airy word,

Bythee, 0id Capuet, and Montague,

Have thice disturbed the quiet o our streets

‘And made Verona's ancient cizens

Cast by their grave-beseeming omaments

To wield old partisans, in hands as old

Cankered with peace, o part your cankered hate.

I ever you disturb our stres again

You ives shall pay the forfet of the peace.
Exit





