
ACT 4
Romeo & Juliet

Revision Recap



ACT 4
WRITE DOWN 
WHAT THESE 
KEY IMAGES 
REPRESENT

5 Minute Challenge!



RECAP THE PLOT

You need to create this table again

Act 4 Scene 1 – Act 4 Scene 5

Key Plot Point Characters Themes we’ve seen



Act 4 – The PlanAO2 – Language 

Act 4 Scene 1 
• Highlight (and translate) 4 things 

the Friar instructs Juliet to do.
• How does he seem in this scene?
• What kind of tone is created by 

Shakespeare?

Act 4 Scene 3 
• What is Juliet doing a lot of (use 

the punctuation to help you!)?
• How is she feeling?
• What might be Shakespeare 

foreshadowing (hinting)?

Act 4 Scene 4
• How does Juliet’s Mother, Father 

and Nurse react to the death?
• Does any of these surprise you?
• How does Lord Capulet use natural 

imagery?

Act 4 Scene 4 continued…
• How does Shakespeare show Lord 

Capulet’s sadness?
• How does Friar Lawrence speak 

about the death?  WHY?
• What vocabulary linked to funerals 

can you find?

Questions for the extracts on the next slide



Scene 3 – Juliet has about to take the sleeping potion but 
has a few concerns.

Scene 4 – The Friar (knowing she is not really dead) discusses turning the wedding 
into a funeral with Lord Capulet.

Scene 4 – The audience sees Juliet’s 3 parental figures’ reaction to her “death”.Act 4 Scene 1 – Juliet threatens to throw herself from 
the battlements if she is forced to marry Paris. Friar 
Lawrence has a plan for her. 

FRIAR LAWRENCE Hold, then. Go home, be merry. Give 
consent
To marry Paris. Wednesday is tomorrow.
Tomorrow night look that thou lie alone.
Let not the Nurse lie with thee in thy chamber.
(shows her a vial)
Take thou this vial, being then in bed,
And this distillèd liquor drink thou off,
When presently through all thy veins shall run
A cold and drowsy humor, for no pulse
Shall keep his native progress, but surcease.
No warmth, no breath shall testify thou livest.
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade
To paly ashes, thy eyes' windows fall
Like death when he shuts up the day of life.

JULIET Farewell!—God knows when we shall meet again.
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins
That almost freezes up the heat of life.
I’ll call them back again to comfort me.—
Nurse!—What should she do here?
My dismal scene I needs must act alone.
Come, vial. (holds out the vial)
What if this mixture do not work at all?
Shall I be married then tomorrow morning?
No, no. This shall forbid it. Lie thou there.
(lays her knife down)
What if it be a poison, which the friar
Subtly hath ministered to have me dead,
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonored
Because he married me before to Romeo?
I fear it is. And yet, methinks, it should not,
For he hath still been tried a holy man.
How if, when I am laid into the tomb,
I wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me? There’s a fearful point.

Nurse She's dead, deceased, she's dead; alack the day!
LADY CAPULET Alack the day, she's dead, she's dead, she's dead!
CAPULET Ha! let me see her: out, alas! she's cold:
Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff;
Life and these lips have long been separated:
Death lies on her like an untimely frost
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.

CAPULET Despised, distressed, hated, martyr'd, kill'd!
Uncomfortable time, why camest thou now
To murder, murder our solemnity?
O child! O child! my soul, and not my child!
Dead art thou! Alack! my child is dead;
And with my child my joys are buried.
FRIAR Lawrence Peace, ho, for shame! confusion's cure lives not
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself
Had part in this fair maid; now heaven hath all,
And all the better is it for the maid:
Your part in her you could not keep from death,
But heaven keeps his part in eternal life.
The most you sought was her promotion;
For 'twas your heaven she should be advanced:
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanced
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself?
O, in this love, you love your child so ill,
That you run mad, seeing that she is well:
She's not well married that lives married long;
But she's best married that dies married young.
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary
On this fair corse; and, as the custom is,
In all her best array bear her to church:
For though fond nature bids us an lament,
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment.
CAPULET All things that we ordained festival,
Turn from their office to black funeral;
Our instruments to melancholy bells,
Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feast,
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change,
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse,
And all things change them to the contrary.


