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	Student name:
	Teacher:  

	Your chosen ACT:
	
	          Your chosen SCENE:

	Chosen Character:
	

	Type of Conflict:
	Conflict with 
self
	Conflict with 
other character   
	 Conflict with 
circumstance

	Chosen gap / silence:
	




	An overview of your scene

	Plot history:
· what important events have happened in the plot leading up to the scene of your chosen conflict? 
	


	Setting description:
· where is your monologue set?
· what other characters are involved? 
· what is the tone? i.e. how is everyone feeling & why?
· in your monologue, are you talking to another character or are you talking to yourself?
	

	Conflict description:
· what is your character’s conflict? i.e. describe the problem
· what/who bought them to this point? 
	

	Character description: as the character...
· who are you? 
· do you like yourself? 
· do others like you? Why?
· what emotions do you have about the conflict? i.e. how do feel about your situation?
	

	Character personality: as the character... 
· what kind of person are you? 
-are you quiet/shy, loud/confident, happy/unhappy, funny/serious?
-are you rich/poor, well-educated/not educated?
-how do you talk –do you talk really fast/very slow, do you have an accent?
	

	Gap / silence:
· how have you filled the gap / silence that is in the text?
	

	Aesthetic / stylistic devices
· what aesthetic features do you intend to include? E.g. figurative language (simile, metaphor, personification, alliteration, assonance, onomatopoeia, etc.) Shakespearean language / quotes, etc.
· is there a symbol relevant to your character and section of the play?
	










The mourning curtains had not yet been drawn when Lady Capulet sat alone in her room, holding an unread letter in her shaking hands. The room's scent combined the fragrances of lavender with death as the absence of Tybalt remained like an unhealed scar. Romeo, she whispered, “A villain, smiling in exile.” She got up and looked at a carved wooden box tucked above her fireplaces archway. Inside the box lay a small glass vial, green and clear, no taller than your pinkie finger. It held a liquid that shimmered faintly, it was colourless, silent and deadly. It had been crafted meticulously for Romeo himself. What better punishment for a murderer who had escaped justice? A soft knock came at the chamber door. My lady said the Nurse, poking her head through the door, news from the gate. Verona is shut off from the Mantuan road, a quarantine has been declared on account of a plague. Lady Capulet’s face shifted. No messengers goes in and none come out, a thousand dead they say. Not even friars are allowed to pass through the wall. lady Capulet turned away. Her eyes glaring at the Montague estate beyond her window. The sun shines golden light across the stones of the castle but in her eyes she sees only cold. If I cannot strike Romeo then I shall slay the woman who created him. She is the source of his name, the heart of that house. While she breathes, so does their honour. It is her blood that made him and for that she shall fall. lady Capulet this is not justice, the Nurse pleaded. Killing her won’t bring Tybalt back. 
 
The next day, news spread that the noblewomen of Verona would gather at Saint Agnes’ Chapel to pray for peace. This was when Lady Capulet saw her chance. At the same time, Juliet had been watching her mother closely, noticing the way the grief of Tybalt’s death had hardened her expression and darkened her thoughts. Since Tybalt’s death, her mother had been distant, full of anger and determination. Mother, Juliet asked one afternoon, why do you keep holding that vial?” Lady Capulet answered without turning. It’s a herbal medicine. It helps me sleep. Juliet stepped closer. It doesn’t look like any medicine I’ve taken how come it looks so much like poison. Lady Capulet slowly faced her. And what of it? Juliet held her gaze. I know you want someone to pay for Tybalt’s death. But you’re choosing the wrong person. Lady Capulet’s face tightened. You dare speak to me about such adult matters. Your cousin is dead, the man who slew him still breathes and you would want me do nothing?
Later that day. 
Lady Capulet’s carriage rattled through the streets of Verona, the wheels kicking up dust in the fading light. She sat rigid, her black mourning gown stiff against her body, her fingers clenched around the vial hidden in her sleeve. The city was quiet—too quiet. Even the usual shouting of merchants and street vendors had been dulled out, as if Verona itself held its breath in anticipation of what was to come. The Nurse, seated across from her, clenched her hands. My lady, I beg you to reconsider, this is not the way. Lady Capulet’s voice cut deep like ice. Be silent, Nurse. This is not a matter for you to debate.

