
ACT 3
Romeo & Juliet

Revision Recap



How does this image hint at the action of Act 3 
Scene 1?

5 Minute Challenge!



RECAP THE PLOT

You need to create this table.

Act 3 Scene 1 – Act 3 Scene 5

Key Plot Point Characters Themes we’ve seen



Act 3 – The Turning PointAO2 – Language 

Top Left
•Juliet uses this soliloquy to talk 
through her worries of falling in love 
with Romeo.
•What does she say she will do to let 
them be together?
•Juliet talks of marriage here – what 
is the plan?

Bottom Left 
• How does Friar Lawrence show he is 

close to Romeo?
• How do we learn Romeo is quite 

fickle about who he is in love with?
• What is Friar Lawrence’s tone like 

with Romeo about him changing his 
mind?
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Questions for the extracts on the next slide



Juliet hears that Romeo has been banished to MantuaAct 3 Scene 1 – The big fight scene in Verona

TYBALT
Well, peace be with you, sir: here comes my man.
MERCUTIO
But I'll be hanged, sir, if he wear your livery:
Marry, go before to field, he'll be your follower;
Your worship in that sense may call him 'man.'
TYBALT
Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford
No better term than this,--thou art a villain.
ROMEO
Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage
To such a greeting: villain am I none;
Therefore farewell; I see thou know'st me not.
TYBALT
Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries
That thou hast done me; therefore turn and draw.
ROMEO
I do protest, I never injured thee,
But love thee better than thou canst devise,
Till thou shalt know the reason of my love:
And so, good Capulet,--which name I tender
As dearly as my own,--be satisfied.
MERCUTIO
O calm, dishonourable, vile submission!
Alla stoccata carries it away.
Draws
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk?
TYBALT
What wouldst thou have with me?
MERCUTIO
Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nine
lives; that I mean to make bold withal, and as you
shall use me hereafter, drybeat the rest of the
eight. Will you pluck your sword out of his pitcher
by the ears? make haste, lest mine be about your
ears ere it be out.

MERCUTIO Help me into some house, Benvolio,
Or I shall faint. A plague o' both your houses!
They have made worms' meat of me: I have it,
And soundly too: your houses!

Mercutio ends up stabbed and killed by Tybalt

Nurse O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had!
O courteous Tybalt! honest gentleman!
That ever I should live to see thee dead!
JULIET What storm is this that blows so contrary?
Is Romeo slaughter'd, and is Tybalt dead?
My dear-loved cousin, and my dearer lord?
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom!
For who is living, if those two are gone?
Nurse Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished;
Romeo that kill'd him, he is banished.
JULIET O God! did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's blood?
Nurse It did, it did; alas the day, it did!
JULIET O serpent heart, hid with a flowering face!

Juliet and Romeo consummate their marriage before he has to leave. 
Meanwhile, Lord and Lady Capulet have arranged Juliet’s marriage to 
Paris to help her get over the death of her cousin.  Juliet, being 
already married to Romeo, refuses this marriage.

CAPULET How now, how now, chop-logic! What is this?
'Proud,' and 'I thank you,' and 'I thank you not;'
And yet 'not proud,' mistress minion, you,
Thank me no thankings, nor, proud me no prouds,
But fettle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next,
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's Church,
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither.
Out, you green-sickness carrion! out, you baggage!
You tallow-face!
LADY CAPULET Fie, fie! what, are you mad?
JULIET Good father, I beseech you on my knees,
Hear me with patience but to speak a word.
CAPULET Hang thee, young baggage! disobedient wretch!
I tell thee what: get thee to church o' Thursday,
Or never after look me in the face:
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me;
My fingers itch. Wife, we scarce thought us blest
That God had lent us but this only child;
But now I see this one is one too much,
And that we have a curse in having her:
Out on her, hilding!


