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Romeo & Juliet: Act 2, Scene 2

Romeo: 

He jests at the dead that has never been a zombie...

Juliet enters on the balcony. 

But soft, what death through yonder mausoleum breaks?
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun.

Arise, fair sun, and gnaw on the brains of that envious moon.

Oh, it is my love in death.
Only if she had ripe eardrums to hear that she were.

She speaks, yet she cannot utter a word... her vocal chords are far too decayed. What of that?

The only socket that contains an eye speaks. I will answer it. - 

Oh, but I am too worked up. It is not to this man she speaks. 

Two of the shiniest stars in the sky,

Having some business, do entreat into her empty eye socket
To twinkle until they return.

What if her eyes were actually there, in the empty sockets?
The decay of her cheek would shame those stars

As daylight doth a vampire. Her rotten eye in heaven

Would through the cemetery smell so rank
That worms would feast and think it were not death.

See how she leans her cheek upon her stump

That I might touch that rotted cheek!

Juliet:
BRRRRAAAAINSSSS!!

Romeo:

(aside) She speaks!
O, speak again, grotesque angel!

Juliet:
Oh Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?
Deny thy love for the living dead, 

Or if thou wilt not, be but sworn my hunger for brains, 
That I’ll no longer be a Zombulet.

Romeo:
Shall I keep listening to this beautiful zombie or shall I speak at this confession?

Juliet:
Tis but thy race that is my source of food.
Thou art myself, though not a Montaghuman.
What is Montaghuman? It is nor temporal lobe, nor cerebellum, 

Nor amygdala, nor cerebral cortex, nor any other part

Belonging to a man. O, be some other name!

What’s in a name? That which we call a zombie
By any other name would smell as rancid.
So Romeo, shun the human life, 
And for that title which is no part thee 
Take all myself.

Romeo:

I never will be Romeo, or a human!

Juliet:

What kind of a man are you, listening to my private thoughts?


Romeo:
I could not tell you my name, fair angel, for it is the enemy of you.


Juliet:

My decayed ears have not yet heard a hundred words from your human lips,
But I know the sound. 

You are Romeo, and a Monteghuman!

Romeo:
I wouldn’t claim that I was either if it displeases you.

Juliet:
How camest hither?
The cemetery walls are high and hard for mortals to climb.
And the place death, considering what thou art,
If any of my kinsmen smell thine brains here.

Romeo:

The difficult fence didn’t keep me out, 
Much like a grave robber I cleared it easily.
And my love is strong enough to even risk my gray matter,
So your kinsmen won’t stop me.

Juliet:
If they do see thee they will eat thee’s brains.

Romeo: 
Alack, there lies more peril in thine one milky eye

Than twenty pairs of their gnashing undead teeth.
Look at me kindly fair lady because I am not afraid of their undead plague.

Juliet:

I would not for all the brains in the world they saw thee here.

Romeo:

Their eyesight is rapidly decaying, and I have your love on my side.
My life were better ended by their ravenous hunger 
Than to live without your love.

Juliet:
Who told you how to find me in the cemetery?

Romeo:

T’was my love that showed me the way to this final resting place of yours.

Juliet:

Thou knowest the mask of death is on my face,

Else would a maiden blush repaint my cheek
Because of all the things that I have uttered tonight.

O’ mortal Romeo, if thou dost love me, speak with thine living tongue.
Or if thou dost think that I am too quickly won over by your juicy brain,

I will try to play coy for as long as my undead heart will allow. 
Truth is, beautiful Monteghuman, I think you are far too tasty to let go.


Romeo:
Beautiful zombie-woman, I vow

By all of the lichen-covered tombstones.


Juliet:

Don’t swear by the tombstones, which are constantly eroding, much like myself.

Romeo:
What shall I swear to then, m’lady?

Juliet:

Don’t swear at all, 
Or if thou must swear, swear to thou juicy gray brain, 
That is the god of my idolatry, 
And I’ll believe thee.

Romeo:

If my brain’s dear love -

Juliet:

Don’t swear. While I am in love with thee, I don’t condone of this meeting.
It is too sudden, much like the life of an innocent mortal.
Goodnight, my dearest.
This mold of love, by the dank breath of rancid pools, 
May prove a plague of fungi when we next meet. 

Romeo:
O, will thou leave me so unsatisfied?

Juliet:

What sort of satisfaction can thou hast tonight?

Romeo:
Your loving word in exchange for mine.

Juliet:

I gave thee my love vows before you asked, and yet I would take it back so I had to give it again.

Romeo:

Wouldst thou withdraw your statement? Why wouldst thou do that love?

Juliet:

I would withdraw it just to give it to you again.
My bounty is as boundless as the savory brains that lay in the soft skulls of all the babies of the world.
The more I give to thee,
The more I have, for both are infinite.


Zombie Nurse calls from within.

I hear a groaning from within. 
Goodbye my dear.

Sweet Montaghuman be true.

Stay a little while, I shall be back.

Exit Juliet in the mausoleum.

Romeo:

Blessed night! 
I fear that I might be in a nightmare,

For she is too horrendous and beautiful to be real!

Juliet:

It has been a wonderful night indeed.
If you intend to make me your undead bride, send a message,

And I shall give you every inch of my animated cadaver.

Nurse:

(from within)

BRRRRAAAAINIIINS!!!

Juliet:
UNGGGGH!! - But if thou mean’st not well, I will eat your brains out of your skull.

Nurse:

(from within)

BRRRAIIIIINS!!! UNGH UNGH!!

Juliet:
UUUUUNGGGHHH!!!!
I will send the messenger to you tomorrow. Leave me to my hunger for brains.

Romeo:
So thrive my cerebral cortex.

Juliet:

A thousand times goodnight!

Exit Juliet, above.

Romeo:
I feel much like a schoolboy. 
Juliet’s undead love drives me to insanity.

Juliet:

Oh, how I wish I could call Romeo back with my mortal call.
I would scream his name until my rotting lungs caved in... Romeo!

Romeo:

Yes, my little corpse?

Juliet: 
At what hour should I send you the messenger?

Romeo: 
By the hour of midnight.

Juliet:

It shall feel like twenty thousand years to me.
I don’t remember why I called you back, my rotting brain is failing me.

Romeo:

I will stand here until thine rotted brain remembers.

Juliet:

My stagnant gray matter shall never remember, being so preoccupied with how much I love your company.

Romeo:

And I will stand here and forget any other home but this.

Juliet:

Tis almost daybreak. 
I would let thee go, but like an undead monster with a tasty brain snack,

I am hesitant to surrender you.

Romeo:
I would I were thy tasty snack.

Juliet:

Sweet, so would I.

Yet I would not just kill thee by gnawing on thine brains but smother thee with love.

Parting is such sweet sorrow.

Until tomorrow.

Exit Juliet, above.

Romeo:
Sweet sleep dwell in thine undead eyes,

And peace befall upon that heartless breast.
Now I’ll meet my ghostly friar in his favorite haunt, 
And ask him for guidance and to tell him of my wonderful luck.

