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Dramarsis Perionz.

Scalus, Priuce of Verona,

_Paris, a young Nobleman {n Love with Juliet, and
Kinfman to the Priuce.

Mountague, " Tws Lords of oucient families, enemics to each
Capulet, § other.

Romeo, Soz fo Mountague.

Mercutio, Kinfiman to the Prince, and Friend to Romeo.
Benvolio, Kiufnan aud Friend to Romeo.

Tibale, Kinfmauto Capulet.

Friar Lawrence,

Frigr John,

Balthafar, Scrvanr to Romeo.

Page to Paris. ;
Sampfon,
Gregory,
Abram, Servaut to Montague.
Apotisecary.

}Saf'wnw L0 Capu]et.'.

Lady Mountague, Wife to Mountague.

Lady Capulet, Wife to Capulet,

Juliet, Daughter to Capulet, iz Love with Romeo,
Nurfe to Juliet.

“ Citizensof Verona, [everal Men and Women Relations to
Capulet, Maskers, Guards, and other Arsendants.

“The SCENE, i the beginning of the
bifth Aty 15 in Niaptua y during all the reft
of the Play, in and npear Verona.
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ACT L SCENZE L
SCE N E, the Streer 1n Verona.

Entcr Sampfon snd Gregory, with Swords and Backlers.

S AMPS ON.

S\ AL S Regory a'my word we'll not carry coals.

' Grég. No, for thenwe thould be colliers.

Sam. I mean, if we be 1n choler, we’ll
draw.

R Grer. Ay, W’Elilc you live, draw your
) neck out o'th’ collar.

Sam. I ftrike quickly, being mov'd.

Greg. Bat thou art not quickly mov'd to ftrike.
Sam. A dog of the houfe of Mounragne moves me.
Greg. To move, is to ftir ; and to be valiant, 1sto

{tand :

Therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runr’lt away.
Sam. A dog of that houfe {ball move me to {tand ¢

T will take the wall of any man or maid of Mesntague’s,

A 2 Greg.




4 Romeo an/ _Tn]it“l’.

Greg. ‘That fhews thee weak, flave, for the weakelt
gocs to the wall.
~ 8am. True, and therefore women, being the weak-
eft Vetiels, are ever thr .t to the wall ; thevefore I
will puth Mountagu.’s men from the wall, and throft
his maids te the wall,

Gr.g. The quarrel is between our mafters, and us
the'r men.

, Sam. *Tis ali one, I will (hew my felf a tyrant:
vue X ¢ when I have fought with the men, I will be civil wich
¢he maids, and cut off their heads. A

Greg. The heads of the maids?

Sam. Ay, the heads of the majds, ortheir maiden-
‘Take it 1n what fenfe thou wilc, | heads,

Greg. They mufl cake it in fenfe that feel ic.

Sam. Me they thall feel while T am able to ftand :
And ’tis known T'am a precty piece of fleth.

Greg. ' Tis well thou art noc nith : if thou hadft, thou
hadit been Poor Jobn. Draw thy tool, here comes of
the houfe of the Meuutagues.

Enter Abram snd Balthafar.

Sam, My naked weapon is out; quarrel, I will back

Greg. How : turn thy back and run? [thee.
Sam. Fear me not.
Grez. No, marry : 1 fear thee. [begin.

Sam. Let us take the law of our fides: let them

Greg. I will frown as I pafs by, and let them take
it as they Jift.

Sym. Nay, asthey dare. T will bite my thumb at
them, which is a difgrace to them, if they bear it.

Abr, 1o you bite your thumb at us, fir ?

Sam. 1 do bite my thumb, fir,

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, fir ?

Sam. Js the law on our fide, fI fay ay ?

Greg. No,

Sem. No, fir, T do not bite my thumb at you, fir:
but I bite my thumb, fir.

Greg. Do you quarrel fir ?

Aor. Quarrel, fir ? no fir.

Sam.
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Sam 1f youdo, fir, Tam for you ; I ferve as good
a man as you.

A No better ?
sam. Well, flr.
Enter Benvolio.

Grer. Say better : here comes one of my mafter’s

Sam. Yes, better. [kinfinen.

Abr. You lie,

Sain. Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember thy
wathing blow. [Tiy fighe.

Ren. Part, fools, put up your {words, you karw
not what you do.

Enter TY balt.

Tyb. What, art thou drawn among thefe heartlefs
Turn thee, Benvolio, ook upon thy death. {hind, ?
Ben. 1 do burt keep the peaze 5 put ap thy fword,

Or mana e it to pare thefe men with me. |
Tyvh. What diaw, and ralk of peace ? 1 hate the
As Thate hell, all Mountazues and thee fword
Have at thee, coward. [Fighe.
Enter three or four Citizens with Clybs.
Ofic. glubs, bills, and partifans! ftrike ! beat them
owin,
Down with the Capulets, down with the Mounzagues,
Enter old Capulet in his gown, audlady Capulet.
Cap. What noife is this ? give m>my long fword, ho?
L. Cap, A cru:ch.a crutch: why call you for a fword?
Cap. A {word, I fay: old Mountague 1s come,
And flourifhes his blade in {pightnf me.
Enter old Mountague and f2dy Mountague.
Moun. Thou villain, Capuler---liold me not,let me go.
La. Moyn.Thou thalt not ftir 4 foot to {eek a foe
Enter prince with atsendants.
Prin, Rebellious fubjelts, en€mies to peace,
Prophaners of this neighbour-ftained {teel---
Will they not hear ? what ho, you men, you beafts,
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage,
With purple fountains iflaing from your veins :
On pain of torture, from thefe bloody hands
Throw your miftemper'd weapans to the ground,
And hear the fentence of your moved pringe.

A 3 - Three



6 Romeo and Jualict.

Three civil broils, bred of an airy word,
By thee, old Capuler, and Mountague,
Have thrice difturb’d the quiet of our fireets,
And made Verona's antient Cltizens *
e, Caft by their grave befeeming ornaments,
To wield old partizans, in hands as old,
Cankred with peace, to part your cankred-hate ;
~——= If ever you difturb our fireets again,
- Your lives fhall pay the forfeit of the peace.
. For this time all the reft depart away :
You, Capulet, fhall go along with me;
And, Mountsgue, come you this afternoon.
'T'o know our further pleafure in this cafe,
To old free-town, our common judgment-place :
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.
[Excunt Frince aud Capulet, e,
La. Moun. Who fet this ancient quarrel new abroach ?
Speak, neplew, were you by when it begau ?
Ben. Heie were the {ervan:s of your aaverfary,
And yours, clofe fighting, ere I did approaci ;
1 drew to part them : in the inftant came
The fiery Tibalr, vwith his {word prepar’d,
Which as he breath’d defiance to my ears,
He fwong about his head, and cur the winds,
Who nothing hurt withal, kifs'd him in fcorn ;-
Vihile we were interchanging thrufts and blows,
Came more and more, and fought on part and part,
*TiHl the prince came, who parted either pait.
Ls Mon. O whereis Romeo, {aw you him to day ? .
ficht g'ad am I he was not at this fray.
B:n. Madam, an hour before the worfhipp’d fun
Peer’d forth the golden window of the ealt,
A troubled mind drave me towalk abroad,
W here underneath the grove of Sycamour,
That weftward rooteth from this city fide,
So early walking did I fee your fon;
Towards him I made, but he was ware of me,
And ftole into the covert of the wood;
I meafuring his affe&jons by my own. 7
Which then moft fought, where moft might not be
found, :

e '7'/%[/( fﬂj[ i End bé“!'f.f!tg /;//({fﬁ {/&;“ﬂﬁf{%
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Being one too many by my weary felf, [

Purfﬁed by humom{ n};t purfuinfzr his,

And gladly thunn’d; who gladly fled from me.
Moyn. Many a morning hath he there been feen

With tears augmenting the frefh morning dew,

~ Adding to clouds, more clouds, with his deep fighs:
- But all fo {oon as the all-cheering fun,

~ Should, in the fartheft eaft, begin to draw

- The fhady curtains from Aurors’s bed,

Away from light fteals home my heavy {on,
And private in his chamber pens himfelf,
Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light out,
And makes himfelf an artificial night. |
Black and portentous muft this humour prove,
Unlefs good counfel may the caufe remove.
Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the caufe ?
Moun. I neither know it, nor can learn it of fiim,
Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means ?
Moun. Both by my felf, and many other friends;
But he, his own affetions counfellor.
Is to himfelf (I will not {fay how true)
But to himfelf fo fecret and fo clofe,
So far from founding and difcovery,
As is the bud bit with anenvious worm,
Ere he can fpread his {weet leaves to the air,
Or dedicate his beauty to the {ame,
Cruld we but learn from whence his {forrows grow,
We would as willingly givecure, as know.
Ezter Romeo.
B See where he comes ¢ {o pleafe you ftepafide,
Il know his grievance, or be muchdeny'd.
Moz, T would thou wertfo happy by thy ftay,
Tad hear true thrifc. Come, madam, let's away. [Ex.
Ben. Good morrow, coufin. '
Rom. Is the day fo young?
Ben. But new {truck nine.
Rom. Ahme. {ad hours {eem long,
Was that my father that went hence fo fafl ?
Bin. It was: whar fadnefs lengthens Romeo’s hours ?

Rom. Not haying that, which haying, makes them
fhort; '

A 4_ Bfﬂi'
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Ben. In love ?
Romn, Qute--
Ben. Of love ?

Rom, Qur of her favour, where I am 1n love,

Len. Alas! that love fo gentle 1n his view,
Shrald be fo tyrannous and rough in proof.

Rom. Alas! that love, whofe view 15 muffled fhll,
Should without eyes, fee path-ways to his will :
Where thail we dine ?--O me!--what fray was-here 7=
Yer tell me not, for I have heard it all
He e's much to do with hate, but more with love :
Why then, O brawling love! O loving hate !

() any thing of nothing firlt create :

O heavy lightnefs, ferious vanity,

Mifhapen chaos of well-feeming forms,

Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold fire, fick health,
Srill-waking fleep, that is not what 1t 1s:

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Doft thou not laugh 7

Ben. No coz, I rather weep.

Rom, Good heart, at what ?

Ben. At thy gnod heart’s oppreffion.

Rom., Why fuch is love’s tranfgreffion.

Griefs of mine own lie hcavy in my breaft ;
V/h'ch thon wilr propagate to have icpreft
With move of thine, this love that thou haft thewn
Dinth add more grief to too much of mine 0. n.
Love is a {moke made of the fume of fighs,
Being purg'd, a fire fi.arkling in lovers eyes,
Being vext, a fea nourifh’d with loving tears ;
Whart is it elfe ? a madnefs moft difcreet,
A choaking gall, and a preferving fweet: -
Pa 1'cw-‘-‘:ll, my ¢oz. [GWﬂg
B Soft, [ will gn along,
And if you leave me {~, you do me wrong.
Rem. But I have loft my felf, I am not here,
This is not Romeo, he’s fome other where.
Ben. Tell me in fadnefs, who is that you love *
Rom. Whar. fha!l [ groanand tell thee ?

Ben. Groan ? why no ; but fadly tell me, who.
Rom,
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Rors, A fick man in good fadnefs makes-his will---
O word, ill urg’d to one that is fo 1ll---

" In fadnefs, coufin, I do love a woman,

Ben. I aim'd {5 near, when I {uppos’d you lov'd.
Rom. A right goed marks-man, an fhe’s fair I love.
Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz_ is fooneft hit. . .
Rom. Wellin that hit you mifs, the'llnot be hit

. With Cupid's arrow ; the hath Dian’s wit : |

And in ftrong proof of chaftity well arm’d ;

- From love’s weak childifh bow, the lives uncharm’d.

She will not ftay the fiege of loving terms,

- Nor bide th' encounter of aflailing eyes,

For beauty ftarv’d with her feverity,

Nor ope her lap to faint-feducing ;old :
O the is richin beauaty, only poor,

* That when the dies, with beauty dies her ftore.

Ben. Then the hath fworn,that the will ftill live chafte?

Rom. She hath, and in that f{pa.ing makes hu.e
_ [walle.

Cuts beauty off from all pofter:ty.
She is too fair, too wife ; wifely too fair,

- Lo merit blifs by making me deflpair ;

She hath for{fworn to love, and in that vow
Do I live dead , that live to tell it now.
Bin. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her.
Rom. O teach me how I thould forget to think.
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ;
Examine other beauties. [more,
Rom. "Tis the way to call hers (exquifite) in queftion
Thofe happy masks that kifs fuir ladies brows,
Being black. pat us in mund rhey hide the fair ;
He that is ftrucken blind. cannor forget
The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft,
Shew me a miftrefs that is pafling fair ;
What doth her beauty ferve but as a note,
Where I may read who paft that pafling fair,
Farewel, thou canft not teach me to forger.
Ben. I'1l pay that doltrine, or elfe dic in debt, [&xe.
Enter Capulet, Paris and Scyvant.
Cap. Mountague 1s bound as well as I,
In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think,
As For
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For men {o old as we to keep the peace.
Par. Of honourable reck’ning are you both,
And pity "tis you liv’d at odds fo long :
But now, my lord, what fay you t+ my fuit ?
~ Gop. But {aying o’er whar I have faid before
My child is yet a {tranger in the world,
She hath not feen the change of fourteen years,
Let twn more fummers wither in their pride,
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.
Par. Younger than the are happy mothersmade.
Czp. And tyo foon marr’d are thofe {o early made
Earth up hath fwallowed all my hopes but fhe,
She is the hopefal lady of my earth: &
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart,
My will to her confent is but a part,
If fhe agree, within her {cope of choice
Lies my confent, and fair according voice ¢
This mght, I hold an old accuftom’d feaft,
Whereto I have invited many a gueft,
Such as I love, and you among the ftore,
Once more, moft welcome makes my number more ¢
At my poor houfe, look to behold this night,
arth-trading ftars thas make dark heaven light,
Such comfort as do lufty young men feel,
When well-apparell’d 4pril on the heel
f imping winter treads, even fuch delight
Amoeng frefh female buds thall you this might
Inherit at my houfe ; hear all, all fee,
Ang like her moft, whofe merit moft thall be :
Which one more view, of many, mine being one,
Aay ffand in number, thoughin reck’ning none.
{nme go with me. Go, firrah, trudge about,
Thro1gh fair Peraa, find thofe perfons out,
Wihofe names are w.itten there, and to them fuy,
- My houfe and welcome on their pleafure ftay.
[Ex't Cap. Par.
Ser. Find them out wnofe names are written here ?
Ftis written, thatthe Thooe-maker thould meddle with
Eievard. and the tailor with hislaft, the fifher with
his pencil, and the painter with his nets. But T am
Tene toand thofe peifons whofe names are writ, and
Cail
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' ean never find -hat names the writing Perfon hath
-~ here writ, (I muftto the learned) in good time.
f Euter Benvolio and Romeo.

Ben. Tut man, one fire burns out another’s burn-
. One pain is lefien'd by another’s anguifh ; (ing,
Turn giddy and be holp by backward tarning,
. One defperate grief cures with another’s languifh
" Take thou fome new inteltion to the eye,
- And the rank poifon of the old will die.

Roin. Your plantan leaf is excellent for that,

Bea. For what, T pray thee ?

Rom. For your broken shin.

Ben. Why, Romﬂﬂ, art thou mad ?

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a mad manis:
-.Shut up in prifon, kept without my food,

Whipt and tormented ; and---good e’en, good fellow,
Ser. God gi'good-c'en : 1 pray, fir, can you read ?
Rom. Ay, mine own fortane in my mifery.

Ser. Perhaps yoa have learn'd it without book =

But, I pray, can you read any thing you fee?

Rom. Ay, if Tknow the letters and the language,
Ser. Ye fay honeftly, relt youmerry.
Rom. Stay fellow, I canread.

He reads the Letter.

Ignior Marxtino, and bis wife and daughter: Count "Ans
{elm and his beanteous [ifters ; the lady Widow of Vitru~
vio, fiznior Placentino, and bis lovely ncices; Mercutio
and Lis brotker Valentine 5 mine wucle Capalet, bis wife
aud dﬂ:{gbmv 2 Y fﬂz':-' nlece Rofaline, Livio; ﬁgm‘ar Va-
lentio, aud bis coufin Tibalt 5 Lucio, and the lovely Hen
lena. |
A fair aflembly 5 whither fhould they come 2
Scr. UP
~Roin. Whither ¥ to fupper 2
Sc#. To our houfe.
Rom, Whofe houfe ?
Ser. My malier's.
Rom. Indeed Tikoald have askt you that before.
S, Now 'l tell you withourasking., My malter is
the great rich Gopufet,and 15 you be nog of the houfe of
Mountagics,
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Moy-tognes, I pray come and cruth a cap of wine Refl
you merry. [Exit.
" Ben. Ar this fame ancient feaft of Capulets,

S 1ps the fair Rofaline, whom thou fo loveft ;

W ith all the admired beauties of Verona :

(o thither, and with unatta nted eye,

Compare her face with fome thar I fhall thew,

And I will make thee think thy {fwan a crow.

Rom. When the devout religion of mine ey2
Maintains fuch falthood, then tarn tears to fire ;
And thefe who often drown’d could never die,
Tranfparent hereticks be burnt for I'ars,

One fairer than my love! the all-feeing fun

Ne'er faw her match, fince firft the world begun.
Ben. Tut, tut, you {aw her fair, none elie being by,
‘Her felf pois’d with her felf in either eye:

But in thofe chryftal fcales, let there be weigh'd,

You ladies Iove againft fome other maid,

That T w'll fhaw you, fhining at this feaft,

And{te will fhew fcant well, that now fhews beft.

" Rom. T'll go along, no fuch fight to be thewn,

Bat to rejoice in {piendnr of mine own.

SCENE II. Capulet’s Houfe.

Enter lady Capulet, and nurfe.

La. Cap. Nurle, where’s my daughter ? call her
forth to me.

Nusfe. Now by mymaiden-head, attwelve years old, °
I bad her come ; what Jamb, what lady-bird, Gad
forbid--W here’s this girl ? what, ulier ?

o Enter Jualiet.

F4l. " ow now, who calls?

Nurfe, Your mother. |

Jul. Madam, I am here, what 1s your will ?

La.Cap. This is the matter--Nurfe, give me leave a -
while, we muft talk in fecrer, nurfe come backagain, I
hh ve remembred me, thouf” hear my counfel: thou
knowelt my daughrer’s of a pretty age.

Nurfe. Faith I-can tel her age unto an hour.

s, Cap. She’s not fourteen.

Nurfe,
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Narfe. T11 lay fourteen of my teeth,
And yet to my teeth be it fpoken,

I have but four, {he's not foarteen ;-
How long is it now to Lammas-tide

La.Gap. A fortnight and odd days.

Nurfe. Even or odd, of all daysin the year, come
Lz nnas-eve at night {ball the be fourteen. Sufan and
fhe, God reft all chriftian fouls, were of one age. Well,
Sufon is with God, fhe was toa good for me. Buat as [
{aid, on Lammas-eve at night fhall the be fourteen, that
thall the, marry, I remember it well. 'Tis fince the
earthquake now eleven years, and the was wean'd, I
never thall farget it of all the daysin the year, upon
thae day; for I had then laid worm-wood to my dug,
fitring ia the {un under the dove-houfe wall, my lord
and you were then at Mantya---nay, I do bear a brain.
But, as [ faid, when itdid tafte the worm-wood on the
nipple of my.dug, and felt it bitter, precty fool, to
fee it teachy, and fall out with the dug. Shake,
quoth the doyve-houle-~-'twas no need I trow to bid
me trudge ; and fince that time it is eleven years, for
then fhe could ftand alone, nay, by th’rood the could
have run, and wadled all abnar; for even the day
before fhe broke her brow, and then my husband,
God be with his foul, was a merry man, took up the
child, yea, qaoth he, doft thou fall upon thy face?
thou wilt fall backward when thou haft more wit,
wilt thou not, Fslier ? And bv my holy-dam, the pret.
ty wretchleft crying, and faid, ay; to fee now how a
jeft thall come about. I warrant, and I fhould live
a thoufand years, I never fthould forgerit: Wilt thou

not, Fuliet, quoth he ? and pretty fool, it flinted, and

faid, ay.
Lz Cap. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace.
Nurfe. Yes, madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh,
to think it thould leave crying and fay, ay; and yet I
warrant it had upon its brow a bump as big as.a
young cockrel’s flone: a perilous knock, aad it cried
bitterly. Yea, quoth my husband, fall'ft upon thy
face ? thou wilt fall backward when thou comeft to
age; wilt thou not, Fulier ? It flinted, and faid, ay.
: Fitls

.-M
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Ful. And ftint the too, I pray thee, nurfe, fay 1.

Nurfe. Peace, I have done: God mark thee to his
grace, thou waft the pretrieft babe that e’er I nurft,
and I mightﬂli__ye/ to fee thee married once, 1 have my
wilh,  (fiac TAL) Sah MoK G g

Lz, Cap. Marry, that marryfis'f’ the very theam
I came to talk of; tell me,.daugheer Julier,

... How itands your difpofition to be married ¢
{a ot j‘ﬂi.ﬂis anfhoar that I dream not of.

Nurfe. An hour, were not Ithine onlynurfe, I would
{ay thou hadft fuck’d wifdom from thy teat.

Lz. Cap, Well) think of marriage now; younger
Heve in Verma, ladies of efteem, (than you
Are made already mothers. By my count,

I was your mother much upon thefe years,
That you are now a maid ; thus then in brief,
The valiant Paris {eeks you for his love.

Nyrfe. A man, young lady, lady, fuch a man, as all
the world----why he’s a man of wax,

La. Cap. Verona's fummer hath not {uch a flower,

Nurfe. Nay he's a flower, in faith a very flower.

La. Gap. What fay you, canyou love the gentleman ?
This night you fhall behold him at our feaft,

Read o'er the volume of young Par’s’s face,
And find delight writ there with beauty’s pen;
Examine every {everal lineament,
And fee how one, another lends content ;
And what obfcur’d in this fair volume lyes,
Find written in the margent of his eyes.
This precious book of love, this unbound lover
To beautify him, only lacks a cover,
The fith lives in the {ea, and 'tis much pride
ior fair without, the fair within to hide:
That book in manies eyes doth fhare the glory,
That in gold clafps locks in ths golden ftory;
So thall you fhare all that he doth poflefs,
By having him, making yourfelf no lefs.
o Nuzfe. Wolefs! pnay bigger; women grow by men,
La. Cap. Speak briefl., can you like of Paris Jove ?
Ful. T'll look to like, if looking hiking move, _
But no more deep will I endart ming eye, z}p)%f ‘
130
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Than your confent gives firength to make it fly,
 Euter aServant.

Scr. Madam, the guefts are come, fupper ferv'd up,
you call’d, my young lady ask'd for, the nurfe curftin
. the pantry, and every thingin extiemity, I muft heice
~ to wait, 1 beieech you fmlowg&raight. | Exit,
e uliez, the county ftays,”

tLﬂ' Cap. We follow thee.

1
f
F

Nurfe. Go girl, {feek happy nights to happy days.
* [ Exennt.
Eater Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or fix other
Muskers. Topch-bearcys.
Rom. What, fhall this fpeech be ipoke to our excufe ?
Or thall we on without apology ?
Ben, The date 1s out of {uch prolixity,
We’ll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a fcarf,
Bearing a tartar’s painted bow of lath,
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper.
But let them meafure us by what they will,
We'll meafure them a meature and be gone.
Rom, Give me a torch, I am not for this ambling.-
[:Bﬁin;_: but heavy, I will bear the light.
Mcr. Nay, gentle Romco, we muft have you dance.
Rom. Not I, believe me, you have dancing fhioes
With nimble foles, I have a fole of lead, |
So ftakes me to the ground I cannot move,
¢ Mer. You are a lover, borrow Gupid’s wins,
And foar with them above a common bound.
Rora. I am too fore impierced with his fhafr,
'To foar with his light feathers, and to bound :
I cannot bound a picch above dull woe ;
Underlove’s heavy burden do I fink.
Mer. And to fink 1n it, thould you burden love,
Too great oppr-flion for a tender thing.
Rom. Is love a tender thing ? 1t is too rough,
Too rude, too boifterous, it pricks like thorn.
Mer. It love be rough with you, be rough with love,
_Prick Jove for pricking, and you loye beat down:
Gtve mea cafe to pur my vifage in,

A vilor for a vifor ; what care I

What carious eye doth quote deformities,
Here are the beetle-brows fhall blufh for me.

Ben,
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Ben. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in,

But every man betake him to his legs.
Rom. A torch for me, let wantons, light of heart
Tickle the fenfelefs rufhes with their heels ; ’
, , YorIam proverb'd with a grand-fire phrafe ;
773w I'll be a candletlighter, and look on,
— ‘The game was ne’er {o fuir, and I am done.
Mer. Tut, dun’s the moufe, the conflable’s own
f word ;
. Jfthouart dun, we'll draw thee from the mire ;
//fﬂ.,i Or, fave your reverence, love, wherein thou ftickef}

Up to the ears: Come, we burn day-light, ho.
Rom. Nay, that’s not {o.
Mer. I mean, S, we delay,
We walte our lights in vain, Jights, lights, by day;
Take our good mean'ng, for our judgment fits
Five things in that, ere once in our fine wits.
Rom. And we mean well in going to this mask;
But ’tis no wit to _o.

L Mer, Why, mayhone ask ?

Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night.

Moy, Aﬂd fO dld I.

Rom. Weil ; what was yOuISs.

Mer. That dreamers oft n lje.

Rom. In bed afleep ; while they do dream things

true.

Mer. O thenl fee queen Mab hath been with you :
She is the Fairies midwife, and fhe comes in fhape no
bigger than an agat-ftone on the fore-finger ¢f an al-
derman, drawn with a teem of little atomies, over
mens nofes as they lye alleep: Her waggon fpokes
made of long fpinners legs; the cover, of the wings
of grathoppers ; hertrace of the fmalleft fpider’sweb,
her collars of the moonfhine’s watry beams; her whip
of cricket’s bone; the lath of film; her waggoner a
{mall gray-coated gnat, not half {o big asa round lit-
tle worm, prickt from the lazy finger of a woman.
Her chariot 1s an empty hazel-nut, made by the joy-
ner {quirrel or old grub, time out of mind, the fairies
coach-makers: And in this ftate fhe gallrps night by

night, through loyers brains; and then they drea 1111 of
ove
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love. On countries knees, that dream on cu fies
ftrait : O’er lawyers fingers. who ftrait dream on
fees : O'er ladies lips, who firait on kifles dream,
which oft the angry Mab with bhifters plagues, be-
caufe their breaths with {weet-meats tainted -are.
Somecimes fhe gallops o'er dfourtier’s nofe, and then<244
dreams he of f{melling out a f{uit: And fome: 7
times comes fhe with a tith-pig's tail, tickling' a
parfon’s nofe as he lies afleep ; then he dreams of ano-

ther benefice. Sometimes fhe driveth o'er a {oldier’s

neck, and then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,

of breaches, ambufcadoes, Spanifb blades ; of healths

five fathom deep; and then anon dramsin his ears, *
at which he {tarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, |
fwears a prayer or two, and f{leeps again. This is |
that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the .
night, and¥bakes the elf-locks in foul flactiih hairs, éuh,;‘

which onceyintangled, much misfortunes bodes. Iloe
This is the hag when maids lye on their backs, 4
That prefles them, and learns them firft to bear, *
Making them women of gond cairiage: |
This 1s the-w--- ; i

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ; |
Thou talk’ft of nnthing. '

Mer. True, I talk of dreams;
Which are the children of anidle brain,
Begot of nothing, but vain phantafy,
Which is as thin of {ubilance as the air,
Aund more unconftant than the wizd; who wooes
Even now the frozen bofom of the north,
And being anger'd, puffs away from thence,
Turning his fide to the dew-dropping fouth.

Ben. This wind you talk of, blows us from ourfelves
Supper is done, and v e fhall come too late.

Rom. 1 fear too early ; for my mind mifgives,
Ssme confequence ftill hanging in the ftars,
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date
With this night’s revels, and expire the term
Of a defpifed life clos’d in my breaft,
By fome vile forfeit of untimelydeath :
Bat he that hath the fteerage of my courfe,

| Dire
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Dire& my fuit : on, lufty gentlemen.
Ben. Strike, drum,

They march about the flage, ond fervonts come forth with theis
Naplins.

1 Ser, Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take a
way ? He fhift a trencher ! He {crape a trencher!

2 Ser, When good manners fhall lye in one or two
mens hands, and they«unwaih'd too, ’tis a foul thing.

1 Ser. Away with the joint-ftools, remove the
court-cupboard, look to the plate: Good thou, fave
me a piece of march-pane; and as thou loveft me,

let the porter let in Sufan Grindfione, and Nell, Authony,
and Porpmn,

2 Ser. Ay, Boy, ready.
1 Ser. You are look’d for, call’d for, ask'd for, and
fought for, in the great chamber.
2 Ser. We cannot be here and there too; chearly
boys; be brisk awhile, and the longer liver take all.
[ Exennt,
Enter all the guefts and ladies to the maskers,
1 Cap, Welcome, gentlemen
Ladies that have their toes g0
Unplagu’d with corns, will walk about with you.
Al me, my miftrefles, which of you all
Will now deny to dance ? She that makes dainty,
She, T'll fwear hath corns; am I come near ye now:
Welcome Gentlemen, I have feen the day
That I have worn a vifor, and could tell
A whifpering tale ina fair lady’s ear, o
Such as would pleafe : *Tis gone; "tis gone ; "tis gone:
You are ail welcome, gentlemen; come muficians,
- play. [ Mufick plays, and they dance.
A hall, hall; give room, and foot 1t oirls :
More iight ye knaves, and tarn the rables up;
And quench the fire, the room 1s grown too hot.
Ah, firrah, this unlook'd for {port comes well :
Nay, fir, nay, fit, good couhn Capulet,
For you and I are paft our dancing days
How long is't now fince laft yourfelf and L
Were in a mask?
2 Cap.
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3 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years. '
1 Cap. What, Man! "us not fo much, 'tis not fo
much ;
*Tis fince the nuptial of Lucentio,
Come pentecoft, as quickly as it will, i
Some five and twenty years, and then we mask’d.
2 Cap. "Tis more, hi. fon is elder, fire
His fon 1s thuty.
1 Cap. Will you tell me that?
His fon was but a ward two years ago.

Rom. What ladyis that which doth enrich the hand
Of yonder Knight? |
Ser. I know not, Sir.
Rom. O fhe doth teach the torches to burn bright ;
Her beauty hangs upon ths cheek of night,
Like a rich jewel in an £zbiop’s ear:
Beauty too rich for uf'e, for earth too dear!
So the \s a fnowy dove trooping with crows,
As yonder lady o’er her fellows thows
The meafure done, ['ll wazch hey place of {tand,
And touching hers, make blefled my rude hand.
Did my heart love 'till now ? forfwear it fight ;
For I ne’er faw true bea.ity 'till this nizht.
7th. This by his voice thould be a Mountague.
Fetch me my rapier, boy: What dares the flave
Come hither cover’d with an antick face,
To fleer and {corn at our folemnity ?
Now by the ftock and honour of my kin,
To {trike him dead, I hold 1t not a fin.
Cap. Why, how now, kin{man,
Wherefore {torm you {o?
Tib, Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ;
A villain that is hither come in fpight,
‘To fcorn at our folemnity this night,
Cap. Young Roemco, 18 1L 2
Ti6. "Tis he, that villain Romeo,
Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone,
He bears him like a portly gentleman .
And to iay trath, Firons brags of him,
To be a virtuous and well govern'd youth.
! would not for the wealth of all the town,

Here
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Here in my houfe do him difparagement :
Therefore be patient, take no nore of him,

It is my will, the which if thou relpeét,

Skew a fair prefence, and put off thee frowns,
And ill befeeming femblance of a feaft,

70, It fits, when fuch a villain is a gueft.
I'll not endure him.

Cap. He fhall be endur’d.
7 What goodman-boy----I fay he fhall. Go to.---
Am I the mafter heve, or yoil 7 (GO t0----
You'll ijat endure him! God fhall mend my foul,
You’ll make a muziny among the guefts :
You will fet cock-a-hoop? You'll be the man ?
7ib, Why, uncle, ’tis a fhame,
Cap. Go to, gn to,
You arc a faucy boy---"tis fo indeed---
This trick may chance to fcathe you ; I know what,
You muft contrary me? --- marry 'tis time.
— Well faid, my hearts; you are a princos, go,
Be quiet, or more light, for fhame ;
[l make you quiet.  What, cheerly, my hearts,
Tib. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting,
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting.
I will withdraw ; bat this intrufion fhall,
Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall.
Rem. 1f 1 prophane with my unworthieft hand,
{76 Juliet,
This holy {hrine, the gentle fin is this,
My lips two bluthing pilgrims ready ftand.
‘T'o {mooth that rough rouch with a tender kifs.
Ful. Good pilgrim.
You do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion fhews in this,
For faints have hands----the pilgrim’s hands do touch,
And palm to palm, is holy palmers kifs,
Rem. Have not faints lips, and holy palmers too ?
Ful. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they muft ufe in prayer.
Rom, O then, dear faint, Jet lips do what hands do,
They pray (grant thou) left faich turn to defpair.

Fal,
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740, Saints do not move, 1 “

Though grant for prayers fake.

Ro#. Then move not while my prayers effet do
take :

Thus from my lips, by thine my finis purg'd. [ Kiffing ber.
4], Then have my lips the fin thar they have took.
Rom. Sin frigm my lips! O trefpals {weetly urg'd:

Give me my fin again.

ful. Youykifs by th' book. - —--”'J
Nyr. Madam, your mother craves a word with you,
Rem. What is her mother ?
Ner. Masry, batchelor,
Her mother 1s the lady of the houfe,
And a gnod lady, and a wife and virtuous.
I nurs'd her daughter that you talk withal;
I tell you, he that canlay hold of her,
Shall have the chink.
Rom. Is the 4 Capulet ?
O dear account! My life 1s my foe’s debt.
Ben. Away, be gone, the {port is at the befl.
Rom. Ay, fo I fear, the more is my unrcft. .
Cap. Nay, Gentlemen, prepare not to be gone,
We have a trifling foolith banquet towards.
Isit e’en fo? why then, I thank you all.
I thank youa, honeft gentlemen, good night :
More torches here---come on, then let’s to bed,
Ah, firrah, by my fay it waxes late.
I'll to my reft. [ Exennt.
41, Come hither, nurfe.
What is yond’ gentleman?
Nur. The {on and heir of old Tyberio.
94l. What's he that now is going out of door ?
Nur. Marry, that I think to be young Perruchio.
ful. What's he that follows liere, that would not
dance ? -
Nyr, 1 know not,
Jul. Go ask his name. If he be married,
My grave is like to be my wedding bed.
Nur, Hisname is Romeo, and a Mountague,
The only {en of our great enemy.
F4/ My only love {prung from my only hate !
"Too early feen, unknown, and known too late ;
Prodigious
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Prodigious birth of love it is to me,

That I muft love a Joathed enemy.
Nyr. What's this ? what's this ?
Ful. A rhime I learn’d even now

Of one I danc’d withal, [One calls within, Juliet,
Nyr. Anon, anon:

Come, let’s away, the firangers all are gone, [Excunt.

TG ol ol e et o e e e o2 T e o e e e e e o e o et
ACTI. SCENE L

Chorus.

O W old defire doth in his death-bed lye,
And young affeftion gapes to be his heir :
That fair, for which love groan’d fore, and would die,
With tender F#/iez match’'d 1s now not fair.

Now Romeo 15 belov'd, and loves again,

Alike bewitched by the charm of locks:

But to his foe {uppos’d he muft complain.

And fbe fteal love’s {weet bait from fearful hooks.
Being held a foe, he may not have accefs

To breath {uch vows as lovers ufe to {wear;

And {he as much in love, her means much lefs,
To meet her new beloved any where :

But paflion lends them power, time means to meet,
Tempting extremities with extream {weet,

SCENE II. TheStreet.

Enter Romeo glone.

- Rom, Can I'go forward when my heart is here ?
Turn back, dull earth, and find my center out. [Exir.
Enter Benvolio with Mercurto.
Ben. Romeo, my coufin Remeo, Romes.
Mer. He 15 wife,
And on my life hath ftoln him home to bed.
Ben. He ran his way, and leap’d this orchard wall.

Call, good Mercutio.
Mer.
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Mer, Nay, I'll conjure too. 4. -
Romeo, Huniours,ﬁmadam, pallion, lover, f*’/f*aDMm
Appear thou in the likenefs of a figh, ‘

Sgeak but one time, and I am fatisfied. RL o wm

Cry me Lut ay me ! couple but love and day, Qm
Speak to my gofiip Penus one fair word, :
One nick-name for her parblind fon and her, A s
Young Abrabam Cupid, he that thot {o true,
When king Cophetus lov'd the beggar-maid.
He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not,
The ape is dead, and I muft conjure him.
I conjure thee by Rofaline’s bright cyes,
By her high forehead, and her fcarlet lip,
By her fine foot, fireight leg, and quivering thigh,
And the demefns that there adjacent lye,
That in thy likenefs thou appear to us.
Ben. And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.
Mer. This cannot anger him, ’twould anger him
To ralfe a fpiricin his miftrefs's circle,
Of fome {trange nature, letting it there {tand
*Till the had laid it, and conjur’d it down;
That were {ome Ipight.

My invocation is fair and honeft, and in his miftrefs’s
name '

I conjure only but to raife up him.

Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelf among thefe trees,
To be conlorted with the humorous night:
Bliad is his love, and beft befits the dark.

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark.
Now will he fit under a medlar-tree,
And wifh his miftrefs were that kind of fruit,
Which maids call medlars when they laugh alone :
O, Romeo, that fhe were, O that fhe were
An open----or thou a poprin pear;
Roweo, good night, I'll to my truckle-bed,
This field-bed is too cold for me to fleep:
Come, ihall we go?

Ben. Go tlien, for "tis in vain to {eek him here,
That means not to be found.

[Exennt,

SCENE
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2o S*CENE I AGarden.

-
-
*

Euter Romeo.

Rom: He jelts at {cars that never felt 2 wound.-e-
But foft, what light thro’ yonder window breaks?
It is the eaft, and Fuliet is the fun:

[ Juliet appears above at s window.
Arife, fair fun, and kill the envious moon,
Who is already fick and pale with grief,
That thou, her maid, art far more fair than fhe,
Be not her maid fince the is envious.
Her veital livery 1s but fick and green,
And none but fools do wear it, caft it off:
It is my lady, O it i1s my love---O that fhe knew fhe
were !

She fpeaks, yet the fays nothing ; what of that?
Her eye difcouries, I will anfwer 1t----
I am too bold, ’tis not to me the fpeaks :
Two of the faireft ftars of all the heaven,
Having fome bufinefs, do intreat her eyes
To twinkle in their fpheres ’till they return,
What if her eyes were there, they in her head.
The brightnefs of her cheek would thame thofe ftars,
As day-light doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven,
Would through the airy region ftream {o bright,
That birds would fing, and think it were not night :
See how {he leans her cheek upon her hand !
O that T were a glove upon that hand,
That I might touch that cheek.

Ful. Ah me!

Rom. She {peaks.
Oh fpeak again, bright angel, for thou art
As glorious to this Night, being o’er my head,
As is a winged meflenger from heav'n,
Unto the white upturned wondering eyes,
Of mortals, that fall back fo gaze on him, -.
When he beftrides the lazy pufting clouds,¥ /m;,{;g
And fails upon the bofom of the air.

Ful. O Remeo, Romeo---wherefore art thou Romeo?

Deny thy father, and refufe thy name: 0
y
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Or if thou wilt not, be but fworn my Love,
And I'llno longer be a Capulet.
Rom. Shalll hear more, or fhall T fpeakat this? [ Afid:.
Fal. *Tis but thy Name that ismy Enemy:
Thou art thy [elf, though not a Meuntague, 1
What's Mountague ? it 1srot Hand, nor boot,
Nor Arm, nor Face—O be lome other Name
Belonging to a Man, |
What’s ina Name ? that which we call a Rofe,
By any other Word would fmell as fiveet.
S0 Rumeo would, were he not Remeeo call'd,
Retain that dear perfe&ion whicl lie owes,
Without that Title ;3 Romes, doff thy Name,
And for that Name, whick is no part of thee,
Yake all my {elf,
Rem, 1 take theeat thy Word
("all me but Love, and 'll be new baptiz'd,
Hencetorth I never will be Rowzeo,
fel, What Man art thou, that thus bzfereen’d in Night.
So ftumbleft on my Counte! ? *
Romz, By a Name,
¥ know not how to tell thee who 1 am :
My Name, dear Saint, ishateful to my felf,
Becaufe it isan Enemy o thee.,
Had Tt writeen, | would tear the Word,
Ful. My Ears have yet not drunk a hundred Words
Ot thy Tonzue's uttering, yet I know the fuund,
Art thounot Romeo, and a AMountapue ? : *
Rom. Neither, faintMaid, 1f either thec‘ldiﬂikejfwﬁmﬂ/%
. b How cam'ft thou hither, -
“Tell me, and wherefore ?
The Orchard Walls are bigh, and hard to elimb,
And the place Death, confidering who thiou avt,
If any of my Kinlmen find tiice here. -
Rem. With Love’s light Wings did I o’er-perch tleie
Walls,
Foritony Limits cannot hola Love out,
And what Love can do, thatdares Love attempt
Therefore thy Kinfmen are no ftop to me.
Ful. 1f they do fee thee, they will murder thee,
Ronz.  Alackthere lies more paiiiin thine Eye,

b Than -
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Thantwenty of their Swords, look thou but [wveet,
And 1 am proof againlt their Enmity.
Ful. I would not for the World they faw thee here
Rom. 1 have night’s cloak to hide me from their Eyes,
And but thou love me, let them find me here 3
My Lite were better ended by their hate,
Than Death prorogued, wanting of thy Laove.
7wl. By whole direcion found’ft thou out this place?
Rem. By Love, that firlt did prompt me to enquire,
He lent me Counfel, and [ lent him Eyes:
I am no Pilot, yetwert thou as far
Asthat vaft Shore, wath with’d the fartheft Sea,
I thould adventure for fuch Merchandife.
Ful, Thou knowefl the mask of Night ison my face,
Elle would a Maiden bluth bepaint my Chegek,
For that which thou haft heard me {peak to Night.
Fain would t dwellon form, fain, fain deny
What I have {poke Lut farewel Complements s
Doft thoulove? O, Iknow thou wilt {ay, Ay,
And I will take thy Word yet if thou {wear'{t,
Thoumay'ft prove falle; at laver’s Perjuries
They fay F.ve laughs 5 oh gentle Romer,
}f thou doft love, pronounce it faithtully :
Or if thouthink'®t am too quickly won,
T'll frown and be perverie, and fay thee nay;
So thou wilt wooe: butelie not for the world.
dp nuth, fair Montague, 1am too fund
‘And therefore thou may’ft think my’Haviour light ;
But truft me, Gentleman, I'll prove more true, .
T han thofe that have more¥Coining to be ftrange ¢ JLHMU
I {hould have been more {trange, 1 muft confels,
Butthat thou overheard’{t ere I was ware,
My true Love’s Paffion therefore pardon me,
And not impute this yielding to light Love,
W hich the dark Night hath {o dilcovered. ﬁ / )
b aY T RdE

Rom:. Lady, by yondef Moon I vow,

1

That tips with Silver all thicle Fruit-tree tops s
Fal. O {wear rot by the Moon, th unconttant Mocn,
That monthly changesin her circled Orb,
Lcft that chy love prove likewife variable,
Rome What fhall { fwear by?

?{J 8
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Ful. Do not {wvearatall;
Or ifthou wilt, {wear by thy gracious felf,
Which is the God of my Idolatry,
And I’l] believe thee.
Res. Ifmy Heart's dear 10VE e
Ful, V\el] do not iwear~———although I joy in thee,
I have nojoy “of this Contrad to Night?
It is too rafh, too unadvis'd, tooiudden,
Toao like the lightning which doth ceale to be,
Ere ong can fay, it lightens.  Sweet, good Night,
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath,
May prove a beauteous Flower when next we meet :
Good Night, good Night asiweec Repofe and Reft,
Come to thy Heart, as that within my Brea,
Rom, O W1lt theu leave me fo unfatishied ?
Ful. What f(atisfa&tion canft thou have to nght?
Rom, Th'exchange of thy Love’sfaithful Vow of mine.
Ful, 1 gave thee mine betore thou did’(t requeft it:
And yet I would it were to give again,
Romz. Wouldft thou withdraw it?
For what purpole, Love?
Ful, But to be frank, and give it thee again,
And yet 1 wifh but for the thing I have :
My Bounty isas boundlels as the Sea,
My Loveasdeep; the more I give to thee,
The more I have, forboth are infinite.
I hearfome Noile within § dear Love adieu.
[I\?E’{:j‘f,' cally witpin,
Anon, good Nurle Swee..LMozmtczgue be true :
Stay but a little, I willcome agalr? - | Exits
Rom O blefled, blefled Night, I am afraid,
Being in Night, all this is but 2 Dream,
Too ﬂatt ring {weet to be lubftantial,
Re-enter Julict above.

N\

.

L]
*'155
i

Jul. Threc Words, dear Rcmea,, e

And good Nightindeed :

1f that thy bent of Love be honauiable,

Thy purpofe Marriage, fend me Word to Morrow,
By one that I'll pracure to come to thee,

Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite,

.And all my Fortunes at thy foot ']l lay

B2 - And
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And follow thee, my Lord, throughout the World.
[ Within : Madam.
I come, anon~=but if thou meaneft not well,
I dobeleech thee— [ 77:tbin : Madam,
By and by, 1 comem— ,
Toceafethy Strife, and leave me to my Grief,
To Morrow will {fend.,
R, So thrive my Soul.
Ful. Athoufand times good iight, [ Exit.
R, A thoufand tims the worle to want thy light,
I.ove goes toward Love, as School-Boys trom their Books,
Zut Love {rom Love, towards School with heavy Looks,
Enter luliet again,
Yol Hilt * Rosmeo, hift! O for a Falkner's Voice,
Yolure this Taflel gentle back again—
Bondage is hoarfe and may not {peak aloud,
Elle would 1 tear the Cave where Lccho lyes,
And make her airy Tongue more hoarfe==Then with
The Repetition of my Romzeo
Resr. 1t is my Soul that calls upon my Name.
How filver-fweet found Lovers Tongues by Night,
Like foftett Mufick to attending Ears,
Ful. Romeo.
Rom., My Swect.
Jul, What a Clock to Morrow
Shall I {fend to thee?
Rom By the hour of Nine.
Ful, Twill not fail, “tis twenty Years 'till then,
I have forgot why Idid call thee back,
Rem. Let me ftand here “till thou remembey it,
Ful. T fhallforget to have thee {till ftand there,
Remembring how I love thy Company. H.
Rem. And Il ftil] ftay to have thee itill forget, ey
Forgetting any other™Name buc this, Chome | ”
Julo ? Fisalmoft Morning, I would have thee gone,
And yet no further than a wanton’s Bird,
J'hat lets it hop a little from his Hand,
}.ikea poor Prifoser in histwilted Gy ves,
And with a filken thread plucksit again,
Yo loying jealousof hisLiberty.

Rf} P22 >
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Rozr. 1 would I were thy Bird.,
Jul. Sweet, 1o would I,
Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing :
Good Night, good Night.
Rom. Parting isfuch {weet Sotrow,
That I fhould {ay good Night ’till it be Morrow,
Ful, Sleep dwell uponthine Eyes, Peace in thy Breait,
Would [ were {leep in Feace, fo {weet to red. [ Exif.
Rom. The grey-ey’d Morn{miies on the trowning Night,
Check'ring the eaftern Clouds with freaks of Lizht,
And Darknels fleckell’d like a Drunkard reels,
From forth-days path-way, made by Titen's Wleels.
Herce willIto my ghoftly Friar'sclofe Cell,
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell, [ Fxits

SCENE 1V. A Mnafiry.

Frz, Now ere the Sunadvance his burning Eye,
The Day to chear, and Night's dank Dew to drv,
- I muft up-fill this Ofier Cage of ours
With baleful Weeds, and precious juiced Flowers,
The Earth that’s Nature’s Mother, is her Tomb,
What is her burying Grave, thatis her Womb ;
And from her Womb Children of divers kind
We {ucking on her natural Pofom find :
Many for many Virtues excellent,
None but for fome, and yet all different.
O mickle is the powerful Grace that lies
I Plants, Herbs, Stones, and their true Qualities :
For noughe {o.vile, that on the Earth doth live,
But to the Earth lomepecial good doth give.
Nor ought io good but ftrain’d from that fair ule,
Revolts from true Faith, ftumbling on abufe 5
Virtue icfelf turns vice, being milapplied,
And Vice fometime by A&ion dignified.

' Eunter Romeo.
Within the infant Rind of this weak Flower,
Poifon hath rendence, and Medicine Power:
For this being (melt, with that Part chears each Part
Being tafted, lays ail Senfes, with the Heart.
B 3 Twa
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T'wo fuch oppoled Kinds encamp them @il

In Man, as well as Herbs, Grace and rude Will e

And where the worfer is predominant,

Yullfoon the Canker Death eats up that plant.

Rerne Good morrow, Father,
Fra, Benedicite,

What early Tongue fo fweet falutes mine Ear

Young Son, it arguesa diftemper'd Head,

20 foon to bid good-morrow to thy Bed :

“Care keeps his Watch inevery nld Man's eye,

And where Care lodgeth, fleep will never lye 2

ut where unbruiied youth, with unftuft Brain,

Doth eouch his Limbs, there golden fleep doth reigh ;

Therefore thy earlinefs doth me affure,

Thouart up-rous’d with fome Diftemperature 3

Or if not {o, thenhere Lhit it right,

Qur Remeo hath not been in bed to night.

Remz. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was mine,
fr7. God pardon Sin; waft thou with Rofaline ?
Remr With Refaline, my Ghoftly Fatker? No.

! have forgot that Name, and that Name’s Woe,
Frz,That’s my goodSon: But where haft thou beenthen ?
Rom. L1} tell thee ere thou ask it me again ;

1 have beenfzalting with mine Enemy,

V¥ here on a fudden one hath wounded me,

That's by me wounded ; bothour Remedies

W ithin thy help and holy Phyfick lies;

1 bear no hatred, blefled Man, for lo

My interceflion likewile fteads my Foe.

Frz, Be plain, good Son, reflt homely in thy drift,

Ridling Confeffion finds but ridling Shrift.

Rom. Then plainly know my Heart’sdear Love is {et

On the fair Daughter of rich Capulet ;

As mine on hers, fo hersis {et on mines

And all compin’d, {ave what thou muft combine

By holy Marriage : whenand where, and how,

We met, wewoo'd, and made Exchange of Vow,

Il tell thee as we pals, but this I pray,

That thou coplent to marry us to Day.

Fri. Holy Saint Framcis, what a Change is here ?

Is Rofaline, that thoy didlt love {o dear, q
G
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So'foon forfaken ? young Mens Love then lyes

Not truly in their Hearts, but in their Eyes.

Fefu Maria, what a deal of Brine -

Hath watht thy fallow Cheeks for R-fulinz ?

How much falt Water thrown away in waite,

To fealon Love, that of it doth not tafte?

The Sunnot yetthy dghs from Heaven clears,

Thy old Groansyet ring in my ancient Ears;

I.o here upon thy Cheek the Stain deth fit,

(f anold Tear that is not wafht off vet.

Jf ere thou watlt thy felf, and thelz woes thine,

Thou and thele Woes were all tor Refaline.

And art thou chang’d? Pronounce this Sentence then,

Women may fall, when there’sro Strength in Men,
Rem, Thou chidd ft me oft forloving Refaline,
Fri, For doating, not for loving, Pupil mine,
Rosms. And bad’{t me bury Love,

Frz, Notina Grave,

To lay one in, another out to have,

Rom. 1 pray thee chide me not, here I love now
Doth Grace for Grace, and Love for Love allow :
The other did not fo.

Frz. Ohfhe knew well,

Thy Love did read by rote, that cou'd not {pefl :

But come young Waverer, come go with me,

In one Refpe@ | Il thy afliftant be :

For this Alliance may fo happy prove,

J o turn your Houthold-rancour to pure Love,
Roma O let us hence, I ftand on fudden haite,
Fri, Wilely and flow, they ftumble that run fait.

[ Exeuns.

SCENE V. The Street,

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.
Mer. Where the Devil thould this Romeo be? came he
not home to Night ? .
Ben. Not to his Father’s, I ipoke with his Man.
Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted Wench that Re-
faline, torments him {o that he will {ure run mad.
Ben. Tybalt, the Kinfman to old Capulet, hath fent a
Letter to his Father’s Houte.
B 4 Mev
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Mer. A Challenge on my Life,
Ben. Rewweo will anlwer it. '

Mer. Any Man that can write, may anfwer a Letter,

Ben. Nay he will anfwer the,Letter,s Maltershow he
dares, being dared. ¢ t/ A fo @2 2507/

Mer. Alas poor Resto, be 1s already dead, ftabb’'d with
a white Wencly’s black Eye, rur through the Ear with a
Love-Song, the very Pin of hisHeart cleft with the blind
Bow-Boy’s but-fhaft ; and is he a Man to encounter Iy-
balit ?

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt ¢

Ner. More than Princeof Cats.  Ohhe’s the Couragl-
ous Captain of Compiements ; he fights as you iing prick-
fangs, keeps time, diftance, and proportion; refts his mi
num, one, two, and the third in your Bofomj the very
Butcher of a filk Button, a Duellift, a Duellift; a Gentle-
man of the very firlt Houle of the firtt and {econd Caule;
Ah the immortal Paffado, the Punto reverfo, the Hayw

Ben.. The what? ,

Her. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affe&ting Phanta-
fies, thefe new tufners of Accent—Jefu, a very good blade,
—avery tall Man—a very good W hore,~—W hy 15 net this
a lamentable thing, Granfire, that we fhould be thus
affliGed with thefe {trange Flics, thele Falhion-mongers,
thefe pardon-me’s, who ftand fo much on the new Form
that they cannot fit at eale on the old Benck. O their
Eones, their Bones,

Euter lomeo.

Fen, Here comes Remeod here comes Remeog

Aier. Without his Roe, like a dried Hersing, O Flefl,
TFleth. Low art thou flhified ? Now s he for the Numbers
that Fetrarch flowedin: Laura toisisl.ady wasakitcuen-
wench 3 marry the had abetter Love to barime her: Dido
a $Yowdy, Clzopatra a Gipfic, Helen and Hero Hildings and
Harlots: Thisky a gray Eye or fu, but not o the Purpoic.
Signior Romeo Bonj ary there’s a French dalutation to your
French lop ;[ you gave us the Counterfeit fuirly lalt Night.

Rem. Good Norrow to you both, what Counterfeit
did I give yeu?

#er. The lip Sir, the lip: can you not conceive ¢

Rom. Pardon Mercutio, my Bufinels was great, and in
fuch a Cale as mine, a Man may firain Curthe, N

er s
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Mer. That's as: much as to fay, fuch a cale as yourS
conltrains a Man to bow in the Harus,

Rom, Meaning to Curtfie.

Mer. Thou hatt moft kindly hit it, -y

Rom. A moft courteous Expofition.

Mer. Nay, I am the very Pink of Courtefie.

Rom. Pink for Flower.

Mer, Right.

Rom. Why then is my Pump well flower'd.

Mer. Sure Wit—iollow me this Jeft, now tell thou
haft worn out thy Pump, thatwhenthe finglefole of it1s
worn, the Jeft may remain after the wearing, fole fingu-
lar, -
Rom. O fingle-fol'd Jeft,

Solely fingular, for the flinglenefs.

Mer. Come between usgood Benvolio, my Wit faints,

Rosm. Swits and Spurs. |
Swits and Spurs, or ['ll cry a Match.

Mer. Nay, ifour Witsrun the Wild-goofe Chale, Tam
done : For thou haft more of the Wijd-goofe in one of thy
Wits, than [am fure I have in my whole fives, Was{
with you there for the Goole ¢

Rom. Thou walt never with me for any Thing, when
thou waft not there for the Goole.

Mer: T will bite thee by the Ear for that Jeft.

Rom. Nay, good Goofe bite not.

Mer. Thy Wit isa very hitter fiveeting,

It is a moft fharp Sauce.

Rom. Andisit notwellferv’d into a {weet Goofe ?

Mer. Ohere’sa Witof Cheverel, that ftretchesfrom an
Inch parrow, to an Ell broad, :

Rom. I ftretchit out for that Word broad, which added
to the Goofe, proves thee far and wide, broad Goole.

- Mer. Why is not this better, thangroaning fot Love ?
Now thou art fociable ; now art thow Romeo; now art thou
what thou art, by Art, as well as by Nacure; for this
driveling Love is like a great Natural, that tuns lolling up
and down to hide his Bayble in a Hole.

Ben. Stopthere, ftop there, o

Mer. Tl}l_})u defireft me to to ftop in my Tale againlt the

air, +

Ben, Thow wouvldf el have miade thy Tale large,

0 5 flr.iéfa
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Mer. O thou art deceiv’d, 1 would have madeit thore:
For [ was come to the whole depth of my Tale, and meant
indeed to occupy the Argument no longer. |

Enter Nurfe and bher Man,

Rom. Here's goodly gear: )
And fayle, a fayle.

Mer. Two, two, aShirtand a Smock,

Nur. Pet:y, |

Pet. Anon.

Nur, My Fan, Peter,

Mer. Cood Peter, to hide her F ace 3
For her Fan’s the fairer Face.

Nur. God yegood-morrow, Gentlemen,

Aier. God ye good-den, fair Gentlewoman,

Nar, Isit good-den ? |

Mer. *Tis no lefs, I tell you, for the bawdy Hand of'
tne Dyal isnow upon the Prick of Noon.

Nur, Out upon yous what a Manare you ?

Rowm. One, Gentlewoman,

That God hathmade, himfelf to mar.

Naur.By my troth it is {aid : for himlelf to mar, quotha ?
Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may find the
voung Romzeo. ,

Rom. 1 can tell you: But young Romeo will be olde:
when you havetound him, than he was when you fought
him: [ am the youngeft of that Name, for fault of a
worle,

Nur, You {ay well.

Mer. Yea, is the worft well ?

Very well took, I'faith, wilely, wilely.

Nur. If you be he, Sir,

Y defire {ome Confidence with you.

Bes. She willinvite him to fome Supper.

Mer. A Baud, a Baud, a Baud. So ho. I

Roms What haft thou found ?

Mer, No Hare, Sir, unlefs a Hare Sir, ina Lenten Poe:s
that isfomething Stale and Hoar ere it be {pent.

Anold Hare hoar, and an old Hare hear, is very good
| Meat in Lent. _
Fut a Hare that is hoar, istoo much for a Score, when & |

hoars ere it be fpent. 7

e
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Romeo, will you come to your Father's; We'll to Dinner ;'
thither. '- L
Rom. 1 will follow you. Vo,
Mer. Farewel, ancient Lady : >

:

Nur. Ipray you, Sir, what faucy Merchant was this
that was fo full of his Roguery ¢ ,

Roz. A Gentleman, Nurfe, that loves te hear himfelf
talk, and will {peak more in a Minute, than he willftand
to ina Month, "

Nur. And a fpeak any thing againft me, I'll take him
down, and a were luftier than he is, and twenty {uch
Jacks: AndifIcannot, I'll find thofethat fhall.- Scurvy
Knave, I am none of his Flirt-gils; I am none of his B
Skainfmates. And thou muft ftand by too, and fuffer
every Knaveto ufe me at his Pleafure. (1o ber Man 3

Pet. 1 faw no Man ufe you at his Pleafure : If I bad, my
Weapon fhould quickly have been out, [ warrant you. ] ‘
dare draw as foon as another Man, if I fee occafionin a ?f
good Quarrel, and the Law on my fide, ]

Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vest, that every Part a- |
bout me quivers—Scurvy Knave ! Pray you, Sir,a Word s -
And as I told you, my young Lady bid me enquire you
out ; what fhe bid me fay, I will keep to my lelf: But
firft let me tell ye, if ye thould lead her into Fool's Pa- |
radile, asthey fay, it were a very grofs kind of Behaviour, It
as they fay, for the Gentlewoman is young ; and therefore |
it you fhould deal double with her, truly it werean il
thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman, and very weak 1}
dealing, co

Rom., Commend me tothy Lady and Miftrefs, I pro- -
teft unto thee -

Nur. Good Heart, and I’faith I will tell her asmuch ¢
Lord, Lord, fhe willbea Joyful Woman,

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, Nurfe? Thou doft not

FarewelLady, Lady, Lady. [ Ex. Mercutio, Benvolio. \

mark me? | P
Nur. willtell ber, Sir, that vou do protelt; whichyas  +
I take it, isa Gentleman-iike offer. :
Rom. Bid her devile fome Means to come to Shrift, thit Z
And there fhe fhall at Friar Zawrenee's Cell, [afternoon: |

Be fhriv’d and marrieds Here istor thy Pans. L }
Nur -
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Nuirv No, traly Sir, not a Penny,

Rowm, Goto, I fay you fhall,

Nzur, This Afternoon, Sir? Well, fthe fhall be there.

Resn, And ftay thou,good Nurie, behind the Abby-wall,
Within this Hour my Man fhall be with thee,

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled ftair,

Which to the high top-gallant of my Joy,

Muft be my Convoy inthe fecret Night,

Farewel, be trufty, and 1I'll quit thy Pains:

Farewel, commend me tothy Miftrels. |
Nur, Now God inHeav’nblelsthee : Hark you, Sir,
Row, What{ay'ft thou, my dear Nurfe?

Nur, Is your Man fecvet ? Did you ne’er hear {ay,
Two may keep Counfel, putting one away ?
~ Rozm. T warrant thee my Man's as true as Steel.

Nur. Well, Sir, my Miftrefsis the {weeteft Lady ; Lord,
Lord, when’twas a little prating thing—=Q, there is a
Noble Man in Town, one Parss, that would fain lay
Knife aboard 3 but fhe, good Soul, had as lieve fee a
Toad, a very Toad, as fee him; I anger her fometimes,
and tell her that Parzs is the properer Man 5 but I'll wara
rant you, when I {ay {o, fie looks as pale as any Clout in
the verlal World, doth not Rofemary and Remeo begin
both with a Letter ?

Rom, Ay Nurfe, whatof that? both withanR.

Nur. Ah mocker ! that's the Dog’sname. R, is for the
'~ vo, I know it hegins with no other Letter, and fhe hath
ehe prettielt fententious of it, of you and Rofemary, thac
it wonld do you gond to hear it.

Rom. Commend me tothy Lady,== [ Exit Romeo.

Nzr. A thoufand times, Pefer ¢

Pet, Anon.

Nui. Betore, and apace. [ Exennt.

SCENE Vi Capulet’s Houfe,

Enter Juliet,
.1, The Clock ftruck Nine,whenldid fend the Nurfe
In half an Hour fhe promis'd to return.
Perchance fhe cannet meet him——That’s not fo=—
©h the is Lame, Love’s Heralds fhould be though{:} -
¢
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Which ten times fafter glide than the Sun-beams, -
Driving back Shadowsover lowring Hillss
Therefore do nimble pinion'd Doves draw Love,
And therefore hath the Wind-fwilt Cupid Wings,
Now isthe Sun upon the highmoft Hill ..
Of this day’s journey, and from nine ’till twelve —mm——
Ay three long Hours—and yet he is not come;

Had fhe Affe&ions and warm youthful Blood,

She’d be as {wift in motion as a Ball,

My Words would bandy her to my {weet Love,

And histome;

But old Folks, many feignas they were Dead,
Unweildly, flow, heavy and pale as Lead.

{ ~ Enter Nurle.

( O God, fhecomes. O honey Nurfe, what News?]

{ ~ Haft thou met with him? fend thy Man away.,

Nur. Peter, ftay atthe Gate,

Jul. Now good fweet Nurle
O Lord, why look’{t thou fad ?

-Tho’ News be {ad, yet tell them merrily,
If goad, thou tham’ft the Mulfick of {weet News,
By playing itto m2 with {o fower a Face,

Nur. 1 ama weary, give meleave a2 while;
Fy, how my Bones ake, what a jaunt have I had ?

F«l. I would thou had{t my Bones, and I thy News"
Nay, come, [pray thee {peak~—good Nurfe fpeak,

Nuzr. Jelu! what hafte? can you not ftay a while? -
Do you not {ee how I am out of Breath?

Jul. How art thou out of Breath, when thou haft Breath
To fay to me that thou artout of Breath ?

The Excufe that thou doth make inthis delay,
Is longer than the Tale thou doft excufe,

jsthy News good or bad ? Anfwer to that,
Say either, and I’ll ftay the Circumftance s
Let me be {atisfied, is it good or bad ?

Nur. Well, you have made 2 ﬁmp[e Choice; you know
not how to choole a Man: Romeo! no not he, though his
Face be better than any Man’s, yet his Legs excelall Mens,
and for a Hand and 2 Foot, and a Baw-dy, tho’ they be not
to be talk’d on, yet they are paft compare. He 1s not
ta¢ Flower of Courtelie, but ) warrant him as gentle a

o Lamb==
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Lamb==Go thy ways Wench, ferve God : What, have
you dined at home ?

Sul. No, no~—But all this did T know before
What fays he of our Marriagep What of that ?
Nur. Lord how my Head akes! What a Head have I ?
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.
My Backa t’other fide==Q my Back, my Back
Befhrew your Heart for fending me about,
To catch my Death with jaunting up and down,
Jul, Yfaith Pm {orry that thou art foill,
Sweet, fweet, fiveet Nurfe, tell me what fays my Love?
Nur, Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman,
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handlom
And [ warrant a virtuous—=where is your Mother?
Ful, Where is my Motber ? Why fheis within,
Wherethould fhe be ? How odly thou reply’f£! |
Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman:s
Whereis my Mother ?
Nar. O God’s Lady dear,
Are you {o hot ? marry come up I'trow,
Is this the Poultis for my aking Bones ?
Hence-forward, do your Meflages your felf;
Jul. Here’s {ucha coil; come, what {ays Romes ?
Nur. Have you get leave to go to fhrift to Day ?
Sul, 1 have, '
Nur. Thenhie you hence to Frier Zawrence’s Cell,

' ‘There ftays a Husband to make you a Wife,

Now comes the wanton Blood up in your Cheeks,
They’1l bein Scarlet ftraight at any News:
Hie you to Church, I muit anothier way,
To fetch a Ladder, by the which ycur Love
Mutft climb a Bird's Neft foon, when it is dark.
I am the drudge and toil in your Delight,
But you fhall bear the Burthen foon at Night,
Go, I’ll to Dinner, hie youto the Cell,
Jul, Hicto high Fortune ; honelt Nurle farewel.
[ Exeunt.
S CENE VI The Mmnaficry.
Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo.
Fri, So{mile the Heaven's upon this holy A,

That after Hours with Sorrow chide usnot! R
097,



Romeo and Juliet. 39

Rom. Amen, Amen; hut come what Sorrow can,
It cannot countervail the exchange ot Joy,
That one fhort Minute gives me in her fight
Do thou but clofe our Hands with holy Words,
Then Love-devouring Death do what he dare,
It isenough I may but call her mire.
Fri. Thefe violent Delights have violent Ends,
And intheir triumph die like Fire and Powder,
Whichasthey kils confume. The [weetelt Honey
Is loathfome in its own delicioulnefs,
And inthe tafte confounds the Appetite ¢
Therefore love moderately, long Love doth {o,
Too {wift arrives, astardy as too {low.
Enter Jultet,
Here comes the Lady, O folight a foot
Will ne’er wear out theeverlafting Flints
A Lover may beftride the Goflamour,
That idles in the wanton Summer Air,
And yet not fall, {o light is Vanity,
Ful. Good-even to my ghoftly Confeflor,
Fri, Remeo thall thank thee Daughter for us both.
Jul. Asmuch to him, elle are his Thanks too muck,
Rom. Ah FJuliet, if the meafure of thy Joy
Be heapt like mine, and that thy'skill be more
To blatonit, then fweeten with thy Breath
This Neighbour Air, and let rich Mufick’s Topgue
Unfold the imagin’d Happinels that both
Receive in either, by thisdear Encounter.
Jul, Conceit more rich in Matter than in Words,
Brags of his Subftance, not of Ornament:
Th2y are but Beggars that can count their Worth,
B. ¢ my true Love is grown to fuch excefs,
I cannot {um up fome halfof my Wealth,
Frz. Come, come with me, and we will make fhors
Work,
For, by your Ieaves, you fhall not ftay alone,
Till holy Church incorporate two in ongs L Excunt,

SEtete
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RN RN R e R R
ACT IIl. SCENE L
S CENE, The Strect.

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and Servants,
Ben. B Pray thee, good Mercutioy let’s retire,
The Day is hat, the Capulet’s abroad,
And if we meet, we fhall not fcape a Brawl;
For now thefe hot Days isthe mad Blood ftirring,
Mer. Thou art like one of thofe Fellows, that when he
enters the confines of @ Tavern, claps his Sword upon
the Table, and {ays, God fend me no need of thee: And by

the Operation of a fecond Cup, draws him on the Drawer,
when indeed there is no need.

Ben, Am T like fuch a Fellow ?
Mer, Come, come, thou art ashot a Fack in thy mood

as any in Jtaly; and as {oon moved to be moody, and as
foon moody to bemov’d,

Ben. And what too ? J

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, we fhould have
none fhortly, for one would kill theother. Thou! why
thou will quarrel with a Man that hath a Hair more, or
a Hair lefs in his Beard than thow haft: Thou wilt quarrel
with a Man for cracking Nuts, having no other reafon, but
becaufe thou halt Hafel Eyes; what Eye, but {uch an Eye,
would {py out fuch a quarrel? thy Head is asfull of quar-
rels, as an Egg isfull of Meat, and yet thy Head hath been
beaten as addle as an Egg for quarrelling: Thou haft quar-
vell'd with a Man for Coughing in the Street, becaule he
hath wakened thy Dog that hath lain afleep inthe Sun,
- Didft thou not fall out with a Taylor for wearing his new
Doublet before Eaffer 7 with another, for tying his rew
Shoes with old Ribband ? And yet thou wilt Tutor me
from quarrelling !

Ben, And I were fo apt to quarrel asthou art; apy Man
jhould buy the Fee-hmple of my Lile for an Hour and 2
q&arter- |

KMer, TheFee-fumple? O fimplep
N Enler
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Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, and others.
Ben. By my Head here come the Capalets.
Mer. By my Heel I care nat.
Tyb. Follow me clofe, for I will {peak to them. -
Gentlemen, Good-den, a Word with one ot you. _
Mer. And but one Word with one of us? couple it
with fomething, make it a Word and a Blow.
Tyb. You fhail find me apt enough to that, Sir,and you
will give me occafion, ‘
Mer. Could you not take fome occafion without gi~
ving 7
Tyb, Mercutioy Thou confort’t with Romeo
Mier.Confort! What, doft thou make us Minftrels! And
thou make Minftrels of us, Jook to hear nothing but Dil-
cords: Here's my Fiddleftick here’s that fhall make you
dance, Come, Confort. [ Laying his Handon his Swords
Ben. We talk here inthe publick haunt of Men
Either withdraw unto fome private place,
Or reafon coldly of your Grievances,
Or elfe departy here all Eyes gaze on us.
Mer. Mens Eyeswere made to look, and let them gaze,
1 will not budge for no Man’s Pleafure I,
Enter Romeo,
Tyb. Well, peace be with you, Sir, here comes my Man.
Afer, But I’} be hang’d, Sir, if he wear your Liverys
Marry go before to Field, he’ll be your Follower,
Your worfhip in that Senle may call him Man..
Tyb. Remseoy the Love I bear thee can afford
No better term than this, thou art a Vilain.
Rom. Tybalt, the reafon that I have to Jave thes,
Doth much excufe the appertaining Rage
Toluch a Greeting:
Therefure farewel, I{eethou know’{t me not.
Tyb. Boy, this fhall not excufe the Injuries
T hat thou haft done me, therefore turn and draw.
Rom. 1 do proteft I never injurd thee,
But lov'd thee better than thou cait devile
"Till theu thalt know the Reafon of my Love.
And fo good Capulet, which Name | tender
As dearly asmy own, be (atisfied. '
Mer. O calm difhonourable, vile Submiffion’
Allaftucatho

N
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Al'aflucathe carvies it away, ‘
Iybalt, You Rat-catcher, will you walk?
Iyb. What wouldft thou have with me ?

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your
nine Lives that [ mean to make bold withal: and as
you fhall ufe me, hereafter dry beat the reft of the eight,
Will you pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by the
Ears? Make hafte, left mine be about your Ears ere it
be out,

Tyb. 1am for you. [ Drawing.

Rom. Gentle Alercutio, put thy Rapier up.

Jer. Come, Sir, your Paffado, [ Mer. and Tyb. fight.

Rewe Draw Benvelio—— beat down their Weapons-s—
Centlemene=for fhame forbear this Qutrage=—

Tybalt Mercutio the Prince exprelly hath
Forbidden bandying in Perone Streets.
rlold Tybalt good Mercatios [ Exit Tybalt,

Mer. 1am hurt
A Plague of both the Houfes, I am {ped:
Is he gone, and hath nothing?

Ben, What, art thou hurt ?

Mer, Ay, ay, aScratch, a Scratch; marry “tis enough,
Where is my Page? Go, Villain, fetch a Surgeon.

Rom. Courage, Man, the Hurt cannot be much.

Mer. No, “tis not {o deep as a Well, norfowideas a
Church-door, but ’tisenough, “twill ferve: Ask for me to
Morrow, and you fhall find me a Grave-Man. 1am pep-
per’d, I warrant, for this World : A Plague of both your
Houfes, What? a Dog; aRat, a Moufe, a Cat, tofcratch
a Man to Death: a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villain, that -
fights by the Book of Arithmetick? Why xhe Devil came
you between us? I was hurt under your Arn.

Row. I thought all for the beft.

Mer, Help me into fome Houle, Benvolio
Or I fhall faint;, a Plague o’ both your Houfes,
They have made worms meat of me,
I haveit, and foundly too--your Houfes. [ Ex. Mer. Ben.

Rom. This Gentleman, the Trince’s near Allie,
My very Friend, hath got his mortal Hurt
In my behalf, my Reputation ftain'd
With Tygalt's Aander; Tybalt, thatan Hour

Hath |
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i And inmy Temper loftned Valour’s Steel.
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| Hath been my Coufin: O fiveet Fuliet,

Thy Beauty hath made me effeminate,

Enter Benvolio,
Een. O Romeo, Rosneo, brave Mercutio's dead,
That gallant Spirit hath afpir'd the Clouds,

- Which too untimely here did {corn the Earth.

Rom. ThisDay’s black Fate, on more Daysdoes depend,
T'his but begins the Woe, others muft end.
Enter Tybalt.
Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back agair,
Rom, [He gone[in Triumph, and Mercativ flain? o/z{‘/"[tm
Away to Heav'n relpective Lenity,
And Firepnd[Fury be my Condu& now: €40l
Now, Tybalt, take the Villain back again, /
That late thou gav’'{t me for Mercutio’s Soul
[s but a little way above our Heads,
Staying for thineto keep him Company :
Either thou or I, or both mult go with him. |
Tyb. Thou wretched Boy, that didft confort him here,
Shalt with him hence. |
Rom, This fhall determine that, [ They fight, Tybalt falls,
Ben. Rommeoy, away, be gone:
The Citizens are up, and Tybalt {lain
Stand not amaz’d, the Prince wiil doom thee Death,
If thou art taken: Hence b2 gone, away.
Romm, O! I am Fortune’s Fool, |
Ben, Why doft thou ftay? [ Exit Romeo,
Enter Citizens,
Cit. Which way ran he that kill'd Afercatio ?
Tybalt that Murtherer, whichway ran he?
Ben. There lyesthat Tybalt,
Cizt. Up Siry, go withme:
[ charge thee in the Prince’s Name obey,
Enter Prince, Mountague, Capulet, their Wives Oes
Prin, Whereare the vile Beginners of this Fray ?
Ben. O noble Prince, I candilcover all
The unlucky manage of this fatal Braul :
There lies the Man flain by young Rosneo,
That flew thy Kinlman brave Mercutio.
La, Cap, Tybalt my Coufin! O my Brother’s Childb
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O Prince, O Coufin, Husband, O the Blood is {pili’d
Of mydear Kiniman Prince, as thou art true,
For Blood of ours, thed Blood of Afcuntague.
O Coufin, Coufin.

Prin, Benvolio, who began this Fray ?

Ben, Tybalt here Slain, whom Romes's Hand did Slay s
Romeo that {poke him fair, bid him bethink
How nice the Quarrel was, and urg'd withal
Your high Ditpleafure : All this uttered,
With gentle Breath, calm Look, Knees humbly bow’d,
Could not take Truce with the unruly Spleen
Of Tybalt, deaf to Peace, but that he Tilts
With piercing Steel at hold Mercutic's Breaft,
Who all as hot, turns deadly Point to Pcint,
And with a martial Scorn, with one hand beats
Cold Deathafide, and with the other {ends
It back to Tybalt, whole Dexterity
Retortsit: Roseo he cries aloud,
Hold Friends, Friendspart,and fwifter than his Tongue,
His able Arm beats down their fatal Points,
And ’twixt them rufhes, underneath-whole Arm,
An envious thruft from Tybal, nit the Life
Of ftout Mercutio, and then Tybait fled.
But by and by comes back to Rzzeo,
W ho had but newly entertain’d Revenge,
And to't they go-like Lightning, for erel
Could draw to part them, was {tout Tybalt {lain;
And as he fell, did Rewmeo turnto fly .
Thisis the Truth, or let Benvolio die,

La Cap. He is a Xinfman to the Moantagues,

Affe@ion makes him falfe, he {peaks not true.
Some twenty of them fought in this black Strife,
And all thole twenty could butkill one Lite.

I beg tor Juftice, which thou Prince muft give;
Romeo (lew Tybalt, Romeo mufit not Live.

Prip. Romeo {(lew him, he {lew Mercutzo,
Who now the Price of his dear Blood doth owe.

La. Cap, Not Rowmeo, Prince, he was Mercuizo’s Friend,
HisFault concludes but what the Law fhould end,
The Life of Tybalt. |

Prin. And for that Offence,

Immediately ¢
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| Timediately we do exile him hence s
11 have an Intereft in your Hearts Proceeding;
| | My Blood for your rude Brawls doth lye a Bleeding,
| But 'll amerce you with o ftrong a Fine,
| That you {hall all repent the lofs of mine.

.il will be deaf to Pleading and Excules,
 : Nor Tears, nor Prayers {hall purchale our abufes,

4 1 herefore ule none, let Romes hence in hafte,
| { Elle when he’s found, that Hour is his laft.

: iBear hence this Body, and attend our Will:
- Merey but Murthers, pardoning thale thag kill, [ Exeunt.

T -
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= 5 CENE II. 4s Apartment in Capulet’s Houfe,

!

Enter Juliet alone,

- Sul. Gallop apace, you fiiery-footed Steeds,
! Toward Powbas Lodging ; fuch a Waggoner

©t As Phaetos would whip you to the Wett,
{| And bring incloudy Night immediately.

i Spread thy clofe Curtain, Love-performing Night,
| Thatrun-aways Eyes may wink, and Rosmes

11 Leap to thele Arms, unitalke of and unfeen.

; ' Lovers can fee to do their Amorous Rites,

- By their oyyn Beauties: or if Love be blind,

| It beft agrees with Nighe; Come civil Night,

- '; "Ihou {ober:futed Matron, all in black:

' And learn me how to lofe a winning Match,
| % Play’d for a Pair of ftzinle(s Maidenheads,

 Hood my dnmann’d Blood baiting in my Checks,
; With thy black Mantle, till ftrange Love grown bold,
| L hinks true Love atted fimple Modefty :
f] {_ome Night, come Romeo, come thou }Jay in Night,
| For thou wilt lye upon the Wings of Night,
4 Whiter than Snow upon a Raven’s back:
El Come gentle Night, come loving black-brow’d Night,
| {aive me my Reseo, and when 1 thall die
j Vake him and cut him out in little Stars,
{ And he will make the Face of Heav’n [o fine,
That all the World will be in love with Night,

AArd pay no Worfhip to the Garifh Sun,
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O 1 have boughtthe Manfion of a Love,
But not pofleis'd it, and though I am fold,
Not yet enjoy’d ; fo tedious is this Day,
“Asisthe Night before fome Feftival,
T'o an impatient Child that hath new Robes,
And may not wear them. O here comes my Nurfe!
Enter Nurfe with Cords.
And fhe brings News, and every Tongue that {peaks
But Romed's Name, {peaks Heav’nly Eloquence,
Now Nurfe, what News? what haft thou there ?
The Cordsthat Romeo bid thee fetch ?
Nur. Ay, ay, the Cords,
Ful. Ay me, what News;
Why doft thou ring thy Hands ?
Nur. A weladay he’s dead, he’s dead,
We are undone Lady, we are undong ——
Alack the Day he’s gone, he’skill’d, he’s dead.
Ful. Can Heaven befoenvious?
Nur. Romeocan,
Though Heav’n cannot, O Rosmeo! Rosmeo !
Who ever would have thought it, Romeo?
Ful, What Devil art thou that doft torment me thys ?
This Torture fhould be roar’d in difmal Hell.
Hath Romeo Qlainhimfelf? Say thou but Ay 3
And that bare Vowel Ay, fhall potlen more
Than the Death-darting Eye of Cockatrice:I
] am not I, if there be fuch an Ay,
Or thofe Eyes fhort that makes the anfwer Ay,
If he be flain lay Ay, or it not, Ne.
Brief founds determine of my weal or woe.
Nur. 1{aw the Wound, I faw it with mine Ly¢s,
God fave the Mark, here on his manly Brealt.
A piteous Coarle, a bloody piteous Goarle;
Pale, pale as Afhes, all bedaub’d in Blood,
Allin gore Blood, [ fivooned at the fight,
Sul. O break, my Heart
Poor Bankrupt break at once;
To prifon Eyes, ne’er look on Liberty,
Vile Earth to Earth refign, and motion here,
And thou and Romeo prefs one heavy Bier,
Nur, O Tjbalt, Tybalt, the beft Friend I had s
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! O courteous Tybalt, honeflt Gentleman,
. That ever I fhould live tof{ee thee Dead.
i Jul. What Storm is this that blows fo contrary ?
. Is Romeo flaughter’d ? and is Tybalt dead ?
' My deareft Coufin, and my dearer Lord ?
. The d-eadful Trumpet found the general Doom,
i For who is living, if thofe two are gone?
{  Nur. Tybaitis gone, and Romeo banifhed,
{ Romeo that kil’d him, he is banithed.
. Ful. O God!
" Did Romeo’s Hand fhed Tybalt’s Blood ¢
1 Nur, Itdid, it did alas the day! it did.
 Jub. O Serpent Heart hid with a flow’ring Face,
. Did ever Dragon keep fo fair aCave?
. Beautiful Tyrant,Fiend Angelical, [
-~ Ravenous Dove, feather'd Raven,
~ Wolvith ravening-Lamb,
- Defpifed Subftance of divineft Show:
- Tuft oppofite to what thou juftly feem’ft,
A damned Saint, an honourable Villain :
f O Nature! what hadft thou to do in Hell,
~ When thou didft bower the Spirit of a Fiend
In mortal Paradile ot {fuch {weet Flefh?
Was ever Book containing fuch vile matter
So fairly bound ? O that deceit thould dwell
In fuch a gorgeous Palace.
Nuzr. There’s no Truft, no Faith, no honefty in Men,
All perjur’'d; all Forlworn; all Naught ; all Difiemblers
Ah, where’'s my Man? Give me fome Aqua vite ——
Thefe Griefs, thefe Woes, thefe Sorrows make meold
~hame come to Romeo.
Fzl. Blifter’d be thy Tongue
For fuch a Wifh, he was not born to thame,
Upon his Brow Shame 1s afham’d to {it:
For’tis a Throne where Honour may be Crown'd,
Sole Monarch of the univerfal Earth,
O what a Beaft was [ to chide him fo?
Nur. Will you (peak well of him
That kill'd your Coufin ?
Ful. Shall [ fpeakill of him that is my Husband ?

Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue fhall fmooth thy Niglg;
en
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~ When I thy three Hours Wife have mamgled it!

But wherefore Villain didft thou kill my Coufin?

That Viliain Coufin would have kill'd my Husband :

Back foolifh Tears, backto your native Spring 3

Your Tributary drops belong to Woe,

Which you miftaking offer up to Joy.

My Husband lives that Tybalt would have flain,

And Tybalt dead that would have kill'd my Husband

Allthisis Comfort ; wherefore weep I then? ’

Some word there was worler than Tybalt’s Death

That murdered me: I would forget it fain,

But oh it prefles to my Memory,

Like damned guilty Deedsto Sinners Minds

Tybalt is dead, and Reweo banithed,

That banifhed, that one word banifhed,

Hath flain ten thoufand Tybalts : Tybalt’s death

Was woe enough if it had ended there:

Or if {ower Woe Delights in Fellowihip,

And needly will be rank’d with other Griefs,

Why follow’d not, when fhe faid Tybalt's dead,

Thy Father or thy Mother, nay, or botli,

Which modern Lamentatation might have mov'd,

But with 2 Rear-ward following Tybalt’s Death,

Romeo is banifhedem—to [peakthat word,

Is Father, Mother, Tybalt, Remeo, Fuliet,

All Qlain, all dead: Romec is banifhed :

Thereis no end, nolimit, mealure, bound,

In that word’s death, no words canthat woe found,

Where is my Father, and my Mother, Nurie?
Nur. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's Coarle,

Will you go tothem ? 1 will bring you thither. [ Ipent,
Jul. Wath they his wounds with Tears ? mine {hall be

When theirs are dry, for Romeo’s banifhment.

Take up thole Cords, poor Ropes you are beguil’d,

Both you and T, for Remzeois exil'd:

He made you for an Highway to my Bed,

But I a Maid, dic Maiden-widowed.

Come Cord, come Nurle, U'll to my Wedding-Led,

And Death, not Romeo, take my Maiden-head.
Nur. Hie to your Chamber, I'll find Rees

To comfort you, 1 wot well where heis: —_
ar
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Hark ye, your Rosmeo will be here at Night;
I'1l to him he is hid at Lawrence Cell.

7.1, O find him, give this ring to my true Knight,
And bid him come, to take his laft farewels | Exeant,

S:C ENE III, The Momnaftery,

Enter Friar Lawrence 2nd Romeo.
Fri. Romeo, come forth, come forth, thou fearful Man,
Affiiion is enameur’d of thy Parts;
And thow art wedded to Calamity:. r
Reswe Father, What News?
V- hat is the Prince’s Doom ? , *g /
W hat dorrow cravesﬁdmittance’at my Hand, A&¢4 AN
That I yet know not 7 | *
Frz, Yoo familar
Ts imy dear Son in fuch fower Company.
1 bring the Tydings of the Prince’s Doom? |
Resn. What, lefs than Dooms-day, is the Prince’sDoon ?
77 A gentle Judgment vanifh'd from his Lips,
Not Body’s Death, but Body's Banifhment,
Rom. Ha, Rarvifhment! Be merciful, fay Death 3
For Exile hath moreterror in his look,
Much more than Death : Do not fay Ranifhment.
Fri. Bere from¥ercna art thou banifhed
Be patient, forthe World isbroad and wide.
Rem. There isno Warld without Verong Walls,
But Purgatory, Torture, Hell it felf:
Hence banifhed, is banifaed from the World,
Anrd World’s Exile is Death, [ Then banithed
Is Death mif~term’d,] calling Death banifhed.
Thou cut’'t my Head off witha Golden Ax,
And {mil’{t uponthe ftroak that murders me.
Fri. O deadly Sin! O rude Untharkfulne(s!
Thy Fault our* Law calls Death, but the kind Prince
Taking thy part hath rufht alide the Law,
And tury’c that biack Word Death to Banifhment.
That is{dear[Mercy, and thou feeft it not, ~ Hess
Rom. ' Tis Torture, and not Mercy: Heav'n ishere
Where Juliet lives, and every Cat and Dog,
Azd lictle Moufe, every unworthy thing

C Lives
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Lives hiere in Heaven, and mdy look on her,
But Reszeo may not.  More Validity,
More honourable State, more Courtfhip lives
In Carrion Flies, than Romev ¢ They may feize
On the white wonder of dear Fulzet's Hand,
And fteal immortal Bleflings from her Lips, I
Who even in pure and ve(tal Modefty
Still blufh, and thinking their own Kifles fin.
This may Flies do, when I from this muft iy,
And {ay’ft thou yet, that Exile 1s not Death ?
But Romeo maynot, he is banithed.
Hadt thou no Poifon mixt, no fharp-ground Knife;
No {udden mean of Death, tho’ ne’er {o mean,
~ BT banifhed to kill me ? banifhed P
O Friar, the damned ufe that Word in Hell s
Howlings attend it, how haft thou the Heart,
Being a Divine, a Ghoftly Confeflor,
A din-Abfolver, and my Friend profeit,
"To mangle me with that Word banifhed ?
+ Fri. Fond Mad-man, hear mefpeak.
- "Reaz. O thouwiltipeak again of Banifhment.
Fri. I'l] give thee Armour to keep off that Word,
Adverfity’s lweet Milk, Philofophy,
To comfort thee, tho’ thou art bantfhed,
Reg, Yet banithed ? hang un Fhilofophys
Unlels Philolophy can makea Julzet,
Difplant 3 Town, reverle a Prince’s Doom,
it helps not, it prevails not, talk no more
Fri. O then | fee that mad Men have no Ears,
Rem. How fhou’d they, -
W hien wife Men have no Eyes?
Fri. Let me defpair with thee of thy Eftate.
Ro#, Thou cantt not Ipeak of that thou? not feels

Wert thou as young as Fulietthy Love,
An hoyr but married; Tybalt murdered,
Dating like me, and like me banifhed,
Then might’ft thou {peak, then might'ft thou tear thyHair,
And fall upon the Ground as 1 do now, L e
Taking the Meafyre of an unmade Grave,
[ Throwing himjélf on the Ground
Friy Arile, oneknocls; - | Kiccks within
Giood
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Good Rosmeohide thy felf,

Rowm, Naot I,
Unlefs the Breath of Heart-fick Groans,
Mift-like, infold me {rom thefearch of Eyes.

Fri, Hark how they knock,
Who's thee ? - Rosmeo, arile,
Thou wilt be takenmmftay a whilew=ftand up;

Runto my I_‘!t-ud}‘-—-B}’ and b}‘-—GOd’S Will 3

What >imp encls is this—={ come, I come,
Who Knockslohard ?
Whence come you ? what’s your Wil] ¢
Nur. [ Withm, ) Let me come in,
And you fhall know my Errand ;
1 come from Lady Fuliet,
Fri; Welcome then! ™
Enter Nurfe.
Nur. O holy Friary O tell me holy Friar,
Whereis my Lady's Lord ? whece’s Romeo ?
Fri. There, on the Ground,
With his own Tears made drunk.
Nur. O he is even in my Miftrels’s Cale,
Jult inher Cale, O woful Sympathy !
Piteous Predicament, evenln lies {he,

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbring,

Stand up, ftand up, {tand an you be a Man,
Yor Fuliet’s fake, for her {ake rife and {tand :

Why fhould you fall into fo deep an Oh'!
Rom. Nurle,

- -

18

[ Knock,

[K?Z € é.
[;K}zorfz;

Nur. Ah Sir ' Ah Sir? Death’sthe end of all,

Rom. Speak’{t thou of Fuliet > how is’t with her 2

Doth not {he think me anold Murtherer,

Now have I ftain’d the Child-hood of dur Joy
With Blood, removed but little from+herown ?
Whereis fhe ? and how doesthe ? arid what fays

My conceal'd Lady to our cancef’d Love?

Nur, Q lhe fays nothing, Sir, but weeps and weeps,

And now falls on her Bed, and then ftarts up,

And Tybalt calls, and then on Roszes cries,
And then down falls again,

Rom. Asif that Name
Shot from the deadly levél-eFa Gun
1 2

Did
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Did murder her, as that Names curfed Hand
Murder’d her Kinfman, O tell me, Friar, tell me,
In what viie Part of this Anatomy
Dothmy Name lodge? tell me that I may {ack
The hateful Manfion.

Frt. Hold thy delperate Hand :
Art thoua Man? Thvformecriesout thou art,
Thy Tearsare womanifh, thy wild A&s do note
Theunrealonable Fury of a Beaft.
Unfeemly Woman, in afceming Man,
And ill befeeming Bealt in feeming both,

~ Thou hattamaz’d me. By my holy Order,

J

I thought thy difpofition better temper’d :

Haft thou {lain Tybalt ? Wilt thou (lay thy felf ?
And flay thy Ladyfpthatin-chyThslives, M%[[@,
By doing damned bate upon thy feif 2

Why rail’ft thou on thy Birth? the Heav’n and Earth ?
Since Birth, and Heav'nand Earth, all threedo meet
In thee at once, which thouat ence would’it lole.
Fie, fie, thou fham'ft thy dhape, thy love, thy wit ;
W ho like an Ulurer abound’it in all,

And ulelt none inthat true ule indeed,

W hich fhould bedeck thy fhape, thy love, thy wit:
Thy nobie thape isbut a Form of Wax,

Digreffing from the valour ot a Man;

Thy dear Love lworn, but hollow perjury,

Killing that Love which thou hatt vow’d to cherifh 3
Thy Wit, that Ornament to *hape and Love,
Mit-thapenin the Condué of them both,

Like Powder in a skill-lels Soldier’s Flask,

Is fet a kire by thine own Ignorance,

And thou dilimembred with thine own Defence,
Wlat, roufethee, Man, thy Faliet isalive,

For whofe dear fale thou waft but lately dead.

T here art thou happy. ybalt would kill thee,

Fut thou flew ft Tytalt; there art thou happy too.
I'he Law that threatned Death became thy Friend,
And turn’'d it to Exile 3 there art thou happy,

A pack of Bleffings light upon thy Back,

Happinefs courts thee in her beft Array,

But like a mif-hav’d and a {ullen Wench, .
Thou
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On 1. , i,,
Thoufputteft/ up,thy Fortune and thy Love ﬁb 4 //

1 ake heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable.
Ls0 get theeto thy Tove, aswas decreed,
Afcend her “hamber, hence and comfort har s
Liut iookthou ftay not ’till the Watch be fet,
Forthen thou canft not pafls to Mantua,

Where thou thalt live, ’till we can find a time
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your Friends,
Beg pardonofthy Prince, and call thee back,

W ith twenty hundred thoufand times more joy,
Than thou went'ft forth in Lamentation.

Go before, Nurie, commend me to thy Lady, -
And bid her haltenall the Houle to Bed,

Which heavy Sorrow makes them apt unto.
Romeo 1s coming,

Nur. O Lord, [could have ftaid here all Night,
To hear good Counfel: Oh, what Learning is!
My Lord, I'll tell my Lady you will come.

Rowm. Do fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide,

Nur, Here, Sir, aring fhe bid me give you, Sir:
Hie you, make hafte, for it grows very late.

Rom. How well my Comfort is reviv'd by this,

Fri, Go hence.

Goed Night, and here ftands all y our State :
Either be gone bef re the Watch be fet,

Or by the break of Day difguis’d, from hence,
Sojourn in Mantua 3 V1l find out your Man,

And he fhal] fignifie from time to time,

Every good hap to you that chances here:

Give me thy Hand, ’tis late, {arewel, good Night,

Rom. But that a Joy, paft Joy, calls out onme,
It were a Grief, {o brict to part with thee :

| Farewel, | [ Exeant,

SCENE IV. Capulet’s Heufe.

Enter Capulet, Zady Capulet, and Paris,
Cap, Things bave falnout, Sir, lo unluckily,
That we have bad no time to mov € our Daughter 2
Look you, fhelov’d her Kinfman Iybalt dearly,
And {0 did I meemwe=Well, we were born to die.
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‘Tisvery late,- the'll not come down to N ights
1 promife you, but for your Company, — °
I'would bave been a bed an hour ago.

Par, Thele times of Woe afford no time to woo
Madam, good night, commend me to your Daughter,

La. Cup. 1 will, and know her Mind early to Morrove :
Lo Night the ismew’d up to her heavinefs,

Cap. Sir Paris, 1 will make a defperate tender
OFf my Child’s Love: I think the will be ruld
In all Reipeds by me, nay more, 1 doubt it not,

Wife, go youto her ere yougoto Bed,

Acquaint het here of my Son Paris’s Love,

Aind bid her, mark youme, on Wedne/day nekt e
Eut foft ; what Day isthis?

Par, Menday, my Lord,

Cap, Menday? ha ! hal well, Wednefday istoo {oon,
A Thurf[daylet it be: A Thur[day tel) her
She fhall be married to thisnoble Earl:

Will you be ready ? do you like this hafte ?

We'll keep no great a-do—=a Friend 07 tW0 e

Yor, hark you, Tybalt being Nlain o late,

Yt may he thought weheld him carelely,

Being our Kinfman, ifwe revel much & |

Therefore we'll have fome half a dozen Friejidss

And there’sanend. But what {ay you to Thurfday ?
Par, My Lord,

Y would that Thar(day were to Morrow.

Cap, Well, get you gone ——a Thur[day be it then:
Go youto Fulet ere you gnto bed, [ 1o Lady Capulet,
Prepare her, Wife, againit this Wedding day.

Farewel, my Lord ————wuLight to my Chamber, hoa!
“Aforz me, it is (o late, that we may call itearly by and by
Good Night, [ Excunt,

SCENE V. The Gardes.

Enter Romeo and Juliet above at @ Windiwy @ Ladder of
_ ' Ropes fet. -

%], Wilt thou be gone ?

It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark,

‘hat pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine Ear s |
l hdt Plerc 3 Nighﬂy
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Nightly fhe fingson yond Pomgranate Tree
Believe me Love, itwas the Nightmﬂa]

Rom Itwas the Lark, the Herald of the Morn, -
No Nightingale.. Look, Love, what envious Streaks :
Do lace the fevering Cloudsm yonder Eaft :

Night's Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day
Stands tiptoe on the mifty Mountain tops, -
I muft be gone and live, of {tay and dye.

Ful. Yon Light isnot Day-light, lknow it, I3

It isfome meteor that the Sunexhales,

T o be tothee this Nighta Torch-bsarer,

And light thee Onth} Viay to Mantud,
Therefore ftay, yet thou need’{t not to be gnne.

Rem. Let me'beta’en, let me be putio Dt/ith,
I am content, {othou wilt have 1t fo.

I’ll fay yon gray is not the Morning’s Eye,

'Tisbut the pale reflex of Ginthia’s Brow,

Nor thatisnot the Lark whole Notes do beat

The vaulty Heav’ns {o high above our Heads.

I have more Care to ftay, than Will to go:

Come Death and welcome, 3‘:¢lzet wills it {o.

How ist, my SoulP] let’s talk, it1s not Days /n{ﬁj Lk ﬂu

Fal. It is, itis, hiehence, be gone, aways- - / /
It is the Lark that fings {0 out ot Tune,
Straining harfh Difcords, and unpleafing Sharps.
Some fay the Lark makes {weet l)wmon
This doth not {6: For thedividethus. .
Somefay, the Larkand loathed Toad chang’d Eyés, W
O now I would they had chang’d voicestoo : |
Since Arm from Arm, that Vmcu doth us aﬁ'uav
Hunting thee hence, with Huntf- “up. to the Day..

O ncw be gone, more light and light it grows.
Rosn, Morelight and light,more dark and dark ourW oesu ’

Enter Nz;rje. ‘
YNur. Madam. '
Tul. Nurle.
Nur. Your Lady Mother is coming to_your Chamber: |

T he Day is broke, be wary, lookabout. . .. .. ..
Ful. lhen Window let Day in, and lethfe out, < ,
Rom. Farewel,farewel,one Kifs, and Il defcend. ?
Fuly Art thou gone fo ? Love'Lord' ahHusband ! Friend '™
C 4 I muft
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X mult hear from thee every Hour in the Day,
. [Romeo comes down by the Ladder intothe Garden.

Yor in a Minute there are many Days.
O by this Count T fhal) be much in Years,
Ere | again behold my Rome.

Rom. Farewel:
I will omit no opportunity,
That may convey my Greetings, Love, to thee,

Ful. O think’ft thou we fhall ever meet again ?

Rewms 1doubt it not, and all thefe Woes fhall {erve
Yor fiveet Difcourfes, in our time to come.

Jul. O God! I have anill Divining Soul,
Methinks [ fee thee now, thouart{o low,
Asone dead in the bottom of a Tomb :
Either my eve-fight fails, or theu look'ft pale.

Rom. And traft me, Love, inmire Eye fo do you:
Dry Sorrow dricks our Blood, Adieu, adieu. [ Exeunt,

SCENE VL Juliet's Chamber.

Enter Juliet.

Ful. Oh Fortune, Fortune, all Men call thee fickle,
Hthou art fiekle, what doft thou with him
Thatisrenown’d for Faith? be fickle Fortune:

Forshen [ hope thou wilt not keep him long,
But fend him back.
Enter Lady Capulet,

La.Cap. Ho Daughter, are you up?

Jul. Whois't that calls is it my Lady Mother ?
I the not down fo late; or up foearly?

What unaccuftom’d Caufe procures her hither ?

La. (ap, Why, how now, Julict?

Jul. Madam, I am not well.

La. Cap, Evermore weeping for your Coufin’s Death !
What, wilt thou wafh him from his Grave with Tears? [
Andif thoucould{t, thou couldft not make him live :
Therefore havedone, {ome Grief thews much of Love,
But much of Grief fhews ftill fome want of wit.

I Jul. Yet let me weep, forfuch a feeling lofs, L
t La. Cap. So fhall you feel the lofs, but not the Friend
Which you weep for.
Jul.

t
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Jul. Feeling fo the lofs,
I cannot chule but¢ver weep the Friend.]
y  La.Cap.WellGirlythou weep it not fo ntuch for his death,
As that the Villain lives which flaughter’d him.
Jul, What villain, Madam? '
La, Cap, Thatfame Villain, Roses.
Jul. Villainand he be many Miles alunders [
God pardon him, I do withall my Heart,
And yet no Man like he doth grieve my Heart,
La. Cap. That is becaule the Traitor livess
Jul. Ay, Madam, fromthe reach of thefe my Hands:
Would none but 1 might venge my Coufyn’s Death.
La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not;
Then weep no more, I’ll fend to onefin Mantua,
W here that fame banifh’d Runagate doth live,
Shall give him fuch an unaccultom’d Dram,
That he fhall foon keep Tybalt Company.
And then I hope thou wilt be fatished
Jul. Indeed | never fhall be {atisfied,
With Romeo, ’till I behold him Dead
Is my poor Heart, {o fora Kinfman vext s
Madam, If you could find out but a Man
To bear a Poifon, [ would temperit
That Reszeo fhould, upon receipt thereof,
Soon {leepin quiet. O how my Heart abhors
To hear him nam’d, and cannot come to him,
To wreak the love I bore my CoulinTybalt,
Upon his Body that hath {laughter'd him.”
La.Cap. Find thou the means, and 1'l] find {ucha Man
But now ['ll tell thee joyful tidings Girl. |
Jul. And joy comes well infucha needy time,
What are they, 1 befeech your Ladyihip?
La. Cap. Well, well, thou hait a careful Father, Child ;
QOne, who to put thee from thy heavinels,
Hath forted out a fudden day of Joy,
That thou expe&’ft not, nor Ilook’d not for.
Ful. Madam, inhappy time, whatdayis this?
La.Cap. Marry, my Child, early next Thur/day morn,
The gallant, young, and noble Gent!eman,
The Count of Paris, atSt. Peter’s Church,
Shall happily make thee a joyful Bride,
Cs Sade ,
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7ul. Now by St. Peter's Church, and Pefer tooy
He fhall not make me there a joyful Bride.
I wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed
Ere he that thould be Husband comes to woe.
I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam,
I will not marry yet, and when I do, I fiear
It thall be E}ameb, whom you know I hate,
Rather than Parig, Thele are Newsindeed,
. La.Cap.Here comes your Father, tellhim{o your felfy
And fee how he will take itat your Hands,
' Enter Capulet and Nur/fe.
Cczp;.[When the Sunfets, the Earth doth drizzle Dew 3
But tor the Sunfet of my Brother’s Son,
It rainsdown-right. 7} | -
j How now a Conduit, Girl ? What ftill in Tears.?
/ Evermore thew’ring in one little Body ?
~ Thy Counterfeit’s a Bark, a Sea, a Wind s
For ftill thy Eyes, which I may call the Sea,
Doebb and flow with Tears, theBark thy Body:
Sailing in this falt Flood, the Windsthy Sighs,
Who raging with the Tears, and they with them,
Without a fudden Calm will over-fet -
Thy tempeft-toffed Body, How. now, Wife ?
Have you deliver’d to herour Decree? = -
La. Gap, Ay, Siry 1
8Byt the will none, the gives vou thanks:
§ would the Fool weie married to her Grave, -
Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, Wife::
How, will {he none? doth fhe not give usthanks?
¥s fhe not proud 7 doth fhe not count her bleft,
Unworthy as fhe is, that we have wrought
oo worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom ?
Ful. Not proud, you have ; But thankful, that you have,
Proud can T never be of what 1 hate,
But thankful even for Hate, that ismeant Love,
Cap. How.now ?. .
How now.? chopt:Lagick? what is this 2
Proud ? and I thank you! and 1thank you not %
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds;
But fettle your fine Joints *gainft Thar/day. next,
Ko gowith Paris to Sta Peter's Churehs o
i &,
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Or T will drag thee ona Hurdle thither,
Out you green-ficknefs Carrion, out you Baggage, -
Out you Tallow face, | |
La, Cap, Fie, fie, what are you mad ? |
Ful. Good Father, I beleech you on my Knees,
Hear me with-Patience; but to fpeak 1 word. )
Cap. Hang thee, young Baggage, difobedient wretel
I tellthee what, get thee to Church a Thurfdayy,
Or never after look me in the Face.
Speak not, reply not, do riot aniwer mie; -
My Fingersitch, Wife: we fcdrce thought us bleft,
That God hiad lent us but thisonly Child,
But now [ fee this one isone too much,
And that we have a Curle in having her;
Out on her, Hilding,
- Nur, God in Heav’'nblefs hey :
You areto blame, my Lord, to rate her {o.

Cap. And why, my Lady Wifdom ? hold your Toengue,

Good Prudence, fiatter with your Goffip, go.
Nur. 1 fpeak no Trealon, |
O God-ye good-den ‘
May not one {peak ? o
Cap. Peace you mumbling Fool,
Utter your Gravity o’er a Goflip’s Bowl;
For here weneed it nots
La. Cap. Youaretoo hot.
Cap. God’s Bread, it makes me mad :

Day, night, houry tide, tims, work, and plays ﬁzf’ '134‘1&} ‘

Alone, in company, {till my care hath been

To have her match’d, and having now provided

A Gentleman of noble Parentage,

Of fair Demeans, Youthtul, and nobly Allied,
Stuff’d, asthey fay, with homourable Parts,. -
Proportion’d as ones thought would wiflia Mag
And then to havea wretched puling Fool,

A whinning Mammet, in her Fortunes tender,
Yo anfwer ['ll not wed, I cannot love,

1 am too young, I pray your pardon me. -~
But, and you will not wed, 1’/l not pardon youes
Graze where you willy youn fhall not Houle with me3
Look to’t, thinkon’t, Idonot ule to jeit. __
Thurfday isnear, lay Hand on Hear't, advile; v
A e

-
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-
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And you be mine, I'll give you to my Friend:

And you be not, hang, bez, ftarve, dieinthe Streets,

For, by my Soul, I'll n¢’cr acknowledge thee,

Nor what is mine, fhall never do thee good :

Truft to't, bethink you, I’ll not be forfworn, [ Exét.
Ful. 1s there no pity fitting-in the Clouds,

That {ees into the bottom of my Grief?

O fweet my Mother, caft me not away,
Delay this Marriage for a Month, a Week,

Orif you do not, make the bridal Bed

Inthat dim Monument where Tybalt lyes.
La. Cap. Talk not tome, for §’ll not {peak a Word

Do asthou wilt, for I have done with thee, [ Exite
Jaul. O God'! |

O Nurfe, how fhall thisbe prevented ?

My Husband ison Earch, my Faith in Heav'n,

How fhall that Faith return again to Earth,

Unlefs that Hushand fend it me from Heav'n,

By leaving Earth ; comfort me, counicl me,

Alack, alack, that Heav’nthould practile Stratagems

Upon fo foft a Subje& as my felf.
What {2y’it thou ? haft thou not a word of joy 3

Some Comfort, Nurfe.

- Nur. Faith hereitis ¢

Romseo is banifh’d, and all the World to nothing
That he dares ne’er come back to challenge you:
Orifhe do, it needs muft be by ftealth.
TherMince the cafe fo ftands’as now it doth, ~
I'think it beft you married with the Count,

Oh be’s a lovely Gentleman ;

Romed’s a Difh-clout to him; an Eagle, Madam,
Hath not fo green, foquick, fo fairanEye -

As Paris hath: befhrew my very Heart,
I think you are happy in this fccond Match,

For it excels your furft : Orif itdid not,
Your firft is dead, or *twereas good he were, 3

As living here, and you no ufe of him,
Jul. Speakeft thou from thy Heast 2
Nur. And from my Soul tuo,

Or elie befhrew them both.

Jul, Amen : ‘
Nir,



Romeo and Juliet. - 61

Nur, “That?
Jul, Well, thouhaft comforted me marvellous much
Goin, and tellmy Lady I amgone,
Having difpleas’d my Father, to Lawrence Cell,
To make Confeflion, and to be ablolved.
Nur, Marry I will, and this is wifely done. [ Exit,
Jul. Ancient Damnation! O moft wicked Fiend !
Is it more Sin to with me thus forfworn,
Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame Tongue
Which fhe hath prais’d him with above compare,
So many thoufand times? Go, Counfellor,
Thou and my bofom henceforth fhall be twain:
Pl to the Friar to know hisremedy.
If allelfe fail, my felf have power todie. . [ Exeunt.

R A R R R R e s
ACT IV. SCENE 1.
S C E N E, Tbe Monaftery.

Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris.

Fri. N Thur[day, Sir! the time is very fhort.
Par. My Father Capulet will haveit {o,
And 1 am nothing flow to {lack his hafte,
Fri. Youfay you do not know the Lady’s Mind :
Uneven isthe Courfe, I like it not.
Par. Immoderately the weepsfor Tybalt’s Death,
And therefore have I little talk of Love,
For Penus {miles notin a Houfe of Tears:
Now, Sir, her Father counts it dangerous
That fhe fhould give her Sorrow fo much {way s
And in hisWifdom, haftes our Marriage,
To ftop the Inundation of her Tears,
W hich too much minded by her {elf alone,
May be put from her by Saciety.
Now do you know the Realon of this halte,
Fri, Ywould I knew not why it fhould be flow’d,
Look, Sir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell.
Enter Juliet.

Par. Happily met, my Lady and my Wife.

Iﬁh
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Ful. That may be, Sir, when I may be a Wife,

Par, That may be, muft be, Love; on Tharf/day next.
Jal. What muft be, fhall be, - ‘
Fri, That’s a certain Text.

Par. Come you.to make Confeflion to this Father?
Jal. To anfier that, 1 fhould confefs to you.

Par. Do not deny to him that you love me,

Yul. 1 will confefs to you that 1 love him,

Par, Sowill ye, I am {ure, that you love me,

Jul, 1f Ido fo, it will be of more Price, -

Being {poke behind your Back, than to your Face.

Par., Poor Soul, thy Face ismuch abus’d with Teats,
[, The Tearshave got{mall Viétory by that :

For it was bad enough before their {pight. |
Par, Thou wrong’{t it,more than Tears,with that report;
Jul. That is no Slander, Sir, which is but truth,

And what I Ipeak, I{peak it to my Face.

Par, Thy Face is mine, and thou haft flander’'d it.
Tal. It may befo, for it is not mine owni

Are you at Jeifure, holy Father, now,

Or fhall I come to you at Evening Mals?

Fri. My leifure ferves me, penfive Daughter, nows

My Lord, I muftintreat the time alone.

Par. God fhield Tihould difturb Jevotion:

Jaliet, on Thur{day carly will] rowze {ye,‘ _

*Till thenadieu, and keep this holy kils, | Exit Paris:
Jul. O fhut the Door; and when thou haft done fo,

Come weep with me, paft hope, paft cure, paflt hieips
Fri. Q )aliet, 1already know thy Grief,

It ftrains me paft the compals of my Wits:

I hear thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it,

On Thurfday rext be married to this Count.

Tul, Tellme not, Friar, that thou heareft of this,

Unlels thou tell me how I may preventit.

Jf in thy Wifdom, thou canft give no help,

Do thou but call my Refolution wife,

And with this Knife Ill help it prefently. |

God join'd my Heart and Roneo’s, thou our Hands;

And ere thishand, by thee to Romeo feal'd,

Shall be the Label to another Deedy

Oy my true Heart, with treacherons Revolt; -

| art
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Ttirn to another, thisfhall (lay them both : ‘,
T herefore.out of thy long experienc’d Time, o
Give me fome prefent Counfel, or behold | |
‘Twixt my Extreams and me, this bloody Knife
Shall play the Umpire 5 arbitrating that,
Which the Commiffion of thy Yearsand Art
Could to no iflue of true Honour bring : PN o
Be not fo leng to fpeakyd long to die, f,_m,é fiob o ﬁu/
1f what thou fpeak’ft {peak not of Remcéiy:.

Frz. Hold, Daughter, I do {py akind of hope,
Which craves as defperate an Execution,
Asthat is defperate which we would prevent..
If rather thanto marry County Paris,
Thou haft the Strength of Will to flay thy {elf,
Thenit is likely, thou wilt undertake
A thing like Death to.chide away this fhame,
That cop’{t with Death himfelf, to’fcape front: it £
And if thoudar’ft, I'll give thee remedy.

J#l. O bid meleap, rather than marry Paris,
From off the Battlements of any Tower,
Or walk in thievifh Ways, or bid me lurk
Where Serpentsare: Chain me with roaring Bears,
Or bide me nightly ina charnel Houle,
O’er covered quite with dead Men's ratling Bones,
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chaplefs Skulls:
Or bid me go into a new-made Grave,
And hide me witha dead Man in his Grave,,
Fhings thatto hear themltold) have made metremble;” pag A
And 1 willdo it without fear or doubt, |
Tolive an unftain’d Wife to my {iveet Love.

Fri. Hold then, Gohome, be merry, give confent;
To marry Paris, Wedne/day 1s to-Morrows
To-Morrovw Night look that thou lye alone,
Letnot thy Nurle lye with thee in.thy Chamber s .
Take thou this Viol being then in Bed, L
And this diftilling Liquor drink thou off.
When prefently, through-all thy Veins, fhall rug
A cold and drowfie Humour : For no Pulfe
Shall keep his native Progrefs, butfurceale
No warmth, no breath fhall teftifie thow liveft ¢

The Rolesinthy Lips and: Cheeks:{iall fade:

Tl"
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To!mealyfAﬂles, the Eyes Windows fall  /# ‘Jf
Like Death, when he fhuts up the Day of Lif¢’;
Each part deprivd of fupple Government,
Shall ftiff and {tark, and cold appear like Death,
And in this borrowed likenefs of fhrunk Death
‘Thou fhalt continue two and forty Hours,
And then awake as {rom a pleafant Sleep,
 %+*Now when the Bridegroom in the Morning comes

To rowle thee from thy Bed, there thou art Dead :
Then asthe manner of cur Country fis,
Inthy beft Robesuncover’d on the Bier,
Be born to Burial in thy Kindreds Grave
Thou fhalt be born to that {ame ancient Vault,
Where all the Kindred of the Capulet’s lye.}
In the mean time, againft thou fhalt awake,
Shall Roaneo by my Letters know our Drift,
And hither fhall he come; and that very Night
Shall Remeo bear thee hence to Mantua.
And this fhall free thee from this preflent Shame,
If no unconftant Toy or Womanifh fear,
Abate thy Valour in the a&ing it.

Ful. Give me, give me, O tell me not of fear,

Frz, Hold, get you gone, be {trong and proiperous
In this refolve, I’llfend a kFriar with {peed
To JMantya, with my Letters to thy Lord.

Ful. Love give mestrength,and Strength thall help afford.
Farewel, dear vather.

s A S CENE II Capulet’s Houfe.

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurfe, and two or three
Servants.

Cap. So many Guefls invite as here are writ :
Siriah, ge hire me twenty cunning Cooks. [
Ser. You fhall have none ill, Sir, for I'll try whether
they canlick their Fingers,
Cap. How can’ft thoutry them fo? ‘
Ser, Marry, Sir, it 1s an ill Cook that cannot lick his
own Fingers: Therefore he that cannot lick his Fingers,
goes 5ot with me. .
Cap. Go, be gone,] We fhall be much unfurnifh’d for
this time s What, is my Daughter gong to Friar Lawre;;e ?
| 4l°0
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Nur. Ay forfooth,
Cap. Well he may chance to do fome good on her,
A peevith felf-will’d Harlotry it is,
Enter Juliet. L
Nur. See where fhe comes from Shrift, with rrerry look,
Cap. How now, my Headftrong? |
Where have you been gadding ?
Ful. Where I have learnt me to repent the Sin,
Ot difobedient Oppofition,
To youand your behefts, and am enjoyn'd
By boly Lawrence, to fall proftrate here,
To beg your Pardon: Pardon I befeech you, .
Henceforward 1 am everrul’d by you.
Cap. Send for the Count, go, tell him of this,
I’ll have this Knot knit up to-Morrow Morning.
Fuho 1 met the youthful Lord at Lawrence Cell,
And gave him what becoming Love I might,
Not {tepping o’er the bounds of modefty.
Cap, Why [ am glad on’t, thisis well, ftand up,
Thisisas’t fhould be, let mefee the County:
Ay, marry, go 1 [ay, and fetch him hicher,
Now afore God, this reverend Holy Friar,
All ur whole City is much bound to him,
Ful. Nurfe, will you go with me into my Clofet,
To help me fort fuch needful Ornaments,
As you think fit to furnifh me-to-Morrow ?
La. Cap. No, net’till Thur(day, theseistime enoughe
Cap. Go Nurle, go with her; _
We'll to Church to-Morrow. [ Exeunt Juliet and Nurfe.
La. Cap, We fhall be fhort inour Provifion;
"Tisnow near Night,
Cap, Tuih, I will ftir about, ‘
And allthings fhall be well, I’ll warrant thee, Wites
Go thou to Fuliet, help to deck up her,
I'll not to Bed to Night, let me alone:
I'll play the Houlwife for thisonce. What ho ?
They areall forth ; well I will walk my felf
T'o County Paris, to prepare him up
Againft to-Morrow. My Heartis wondrous light,
Jince this fame way-ward Girl is fo reclaim’d.
[ Exeunt Capulet and Lady Caps -
SCENEL
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S CENE ML Yulier's Chambers

Enter Juliet and Nurfe.

. Jul. Ay, thofe Attiresare beft 5 but, gentle Nurle,
1 pray thee leave me tomy {elf to Night :
For I have need of many Orilons, |
To move the Heav’rs to {mile upon my State,
Which well thou know’ft is crofsand full of Sin,
. Enter Lady Capulet,

Lz. Cap, What are you bufie, ho? Need you my help?
 Jul. No, Madam, we have cull’d fuch Neceflaries
As are behoveful for our State to-Morrow
S0 pleale you, let me now be left alone,

And let the Nurfe this Night fit up with you;
For I am fure you have your Hands full all;
In this (o fudden Bufinels.

La. Cap. Good Night, . |
Get thee to bed and relt, for thou hatt need. [ Exeunt,

Jul. Farewely. +:-- |
God knows, when we fhall meet again,

I have a-faint cold fear thrills through toy Veins;
That almoft freezes up the heat.of [Fire s ftfe
I'll call them back again to comfort me.
Nirfe “=~—what fhould fhe do here?
My difmal Scene 1 needs muft a& alone:
Come Vial==what if this Mixture do not work at all?
dhall I be married to-Morrow Morning ?
No, no, this fhall forbid it; lye thou there,
| | Pointing toa Dagger-
Whatif it be a Poifon, which the Friar ‘
Subtilly hath miniftred to bave me dead,
Left in this Marriage he fhould be dithonour’d,
Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ?
Ifearit is, and yet methinks it fhould not,
For he hath ftill been tried a Holy Man.
How, if when I am laid into the Tomb,
I wake beforethe time, that Remeo o
Come to redeemme? ¥ here’sa fearful Point !
Shall I not then be ftifled in the Vaul,
T'o whole foul Mouth no healthfome Air breaths in,

And
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Ahd there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes? |
Orif Ilive, it is not very like, ﬁ
The horrible Conceit of Death and Night,
Together with the Terror of the place,
Asina Vault, anancient Receptacle,
Where, forthefe many hundred Years, the Bones
Of all my buried Anceftors are packt; |
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but greenin Earth,
Liesfeftring in his Shrowd ; where, as they fay,
At fome Hoursinthe Night, Spirits refort —memes
Alack, alack! isis not like that [
So early waking, what with loathfome {mells, ‘
And fhrieks like Mandrakestarn outof the Earth,

That livihg Mortals, hearingthem, rup mad —————ei .

Or if T walk. fhall [ not be diftraught,

Invironed with all thele hideous Fears,

And madly play with my Fore-fathers Joints, |

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his Shrowd?
And in thisRage, with {fome great Kinfman’s Bone,
Aswith a Club, dafh out my defperate Brains ¢

O look! methinks | fee my Coufin’s Ghoft,

Seeking out Rosmeojthar did {pit his Body

Upen his Rapier’s Point :] Stay, Tybalt ftay!

Romeo § Remeo ! Romeo ' hiere’s drinki-I drink to thee. [Ex. -
, l?:m 4t o f’ / T

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurfe.
Lg. Cﬂp. HOld,} :
Take thefe Keysand fetch more Spicesy Nurle.

.

i

Nur, They call for Dates and Quincesinthe Paftry, -

_ Enter Capulet.

Cap. Come, flir, ftir, ftir,
The fecond Cock hath crow’d,
The Curphew Bell hath rung, ’tisthree 2 Clock s
Lookto the bak’d Meats, good Angclica,
Spare not for coft.

Nur. o you cot-quean, go;
Get you to hed 5 faith you'll be fick to morrow
For this Night's watching.

Cap. No not a whit, I bave watch’d ere now A
A
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All Nightfor a lefs Caulfe, and ne’er been fick.
La.Cap. Ay, you have beena Moule hunt in your time,
But I will wateh you from {uch watching now, -
: [ Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurfe.
Cap. A jealous hood, a jealoushoodemmm—me
Now Fellow, what's there ?
Enter three or four with Spits, and Logs, and Raskets.
Ser. Things for the Cook, Sir, but i know not what.
Cap. Make halte, make bafte, Sirrah, fetch drier Logs.
Call Peter, he will thew thee where they are.
Ser, 1 have a Head, Sir, that will find out Logs,
And never trouble Peter for the matter. '
Cap. Mafsand well {aid, amerry Horlon, ha'!
Thou fhalt be Logger-head ————good Faith, ’tis Day.
[ Flay diuficks
The County will be here with Mufick ftraight,
For {o he faid he weuld, T bear him near,
Nurfe, Wife, what ho? What Nurfe { {ay ?
' Entcr le-’ffé’.
Go waken Juliet, goand trimherup,
I'llgo and chat with Paris: Hie, make hafte,
Make hafte, | fay. . [ Exzt Capulet,

S C EN E draws and difiovers Juliet on a Bed,

X Nur, Miftrefs, what Miftrefls} Juliet! == Falt F'warrant
ery

Why Lamb «=—why Lady see—eFie you flug-a-bed ==
Why Love, I fay=iviadam, Sweet.heart—=Why Bridee=
What, notaWord! you take your Pennywerths now ;
Sleep for a week, for the nexe Night I warrant,

The County Paris hath fet up hisreft,

That ysu fhould reft butlittle God forgive me—
Marry and Amen—How found is {he afleep?

I muft needs wake her: Madam, Madam, Madam,

Ay, let the County take youin your Bed
He'll fright you upi'faith, Wil it not be ?

What dreft, and in your Cloaths and down again !
I muft needs awake you: Lady, Lady, Lady
Alas ! alas! help! hzlp! my Lady’s dead.

O well a day, that everl was born'

Some Agqua-vite ho! my Lord, my Lady '

Enter
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Enter Lady Capulet.
Za. Cap. What Noifeis here ?

Nur, O lamentable Day!

La. Cap, 'What is the Matter ? K
Nur. Look, lovk oh heavy Day!

| La.Cap. O me, O me, my Child, my only Life!
- Revive, lookup, or I will die with thee:

% Help, help, call help.
F

Enter Capulet.
Cap. Yor fhame bring Juliet forth, her Lord is come,
Nur. She’sdead, Deceas’d, he's dead: Alack the Day,
La.Czp."Alack theDay, the’s dead, fhe’s dead, the’sdead,
Cap. Ha! Let me {ee hey———~Out alas, fhe’s cold.
Her Blood is lettled, and her Joints are Stiff,
Life and thefe Lips have long been feperated :
Death lies onher, like an untimely Froft
Upan the fweeteft Flower of the Field,
Nur. O lamentable Day!
La.Cap. O wotultime!
Cap. Death, that hathta’en her hence to make me wail,
Ties up my Tongue, and will not let me fpeak,
Enter Eriar Lawrence, andParis.
Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church?
Cap. Readyto go, but never to return.
O Son, the Night before the Wedding-day,
Hath Death lain with thy Wife : fee, there fhe lies,
Flower as fhe was, d=flower'd now by him:
Death is my Son-in-Law, Death is my Heir,
My Daughter he hath wedded, T willdie,
And leave himall, Life, living, all isDeath’s,
Par. Have I thought long to fee this Morning’s Face,
And doth it give me {uch a fight as this?
La. Cap. Accurll, unhappy, wretched, hateful Day,
Mol miferable Hour, that time €’er faw
In lafting Labour of his Pilgrimage.
But one, poorone, one poor and loving Child,
But one thing to rejoice and folace in,
And cruel Death hath caten’d it from my fight.
Nur. O wo ! O woful, woful, woful, Day!
Moft lamentable Day ! moft woful Day !
That ever, ever, 1 did yet behold,

- O Day! O Day! O Day! O hateful Day!

-t

Never
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Never was feen fo black a Day as thiss
O wotul Day; O woful Day!
Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, fpighted, {lain!
Moft deteftable Death, by thee beguil'd,
By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown —m e
O Love! O Life! not Life. but Love in Death.
Cap, Defpis'd, diftrefled, hated, martyr'd, kill'd meemes
Uncomfortable time, why cam’t thou now
To murther, murther our Solemnity ?
O Child! QO Child! my Soul, and not my Child!
Dead art thou .~—-alack my Child is dead,
And with my Child, my Joys are buried, ]
Fr2, Peace ho for fhame——Confufions? Care lives not:
Inthele Confufions. Heav’nand your lf
Had partin this fair Maid, ngw Heav’n hath all,
And allthe bettze is it for the Maid |
Your partin her, you could not keep from Death,
But Heav’n keeps his pait ineternal Life <
The moft you fought washer Promotion,
For ’twas your Heay’n that the fhould be advanc’d s
And weep you now, feeing fhe'isadvanc’d
Above the Clouds, as high as Heav’n it felf?
O 1n this Love, you love your Child {o ill,
That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well.
She’s not well Married that lives married long,
But {he’s beft Married that dies married young,
Dry up vour Tears, and ftick your Rofemary
On this fair Coarfe, and as the Cuftom is,
All in her beft Array, bear her to Church:
For tho’ fond Naturebids us all lament,
Yet Nature’s Tears are Reafon’s Merriment.
Cap. All thingsthat we ordained Feftival,
Turn from their Ofhce to black Funeral :
Qur Inftruments to melancholy Rells- -
Our wedding Chear to a{ad buria] Feaft
Our folemn Hymns to fullen Dirges changes
Our Bridal Flowers, {erve for a buried Coarfes
And all things change them to the costrary.
Fri. Sir, go youin, and Madam, ‘go with him,
And go, Sir Paris, every one prepare
To follow this fair Coarle unto her Grave, T
5



- - - T

vl
2!

Romeo and Juliet, A

The Heav’ns-do lowre upon you for fome ill : *

Move them no more, by croffing their high WillJ[ Exeunt,
Mu. Faith wemay put up our Pipes and be gone.
Nur. Honelt goad Fellows: Ah, put up, put up,

Yor well you know this isa pitiful Cafe.

 Mu. Ay, by my Troth, the Cale may be amended,

Enter Peter,

Pet. Muficians: Oh Mulficians,

Heart’s eafe, Heart'seale; |

Oh, and you will have me live, play Heart’s gafe,
Mu. Why Heart’s eale? o
Pet. O Muficians,

Becaufe my #eart it felf Plays, my Heart isfull,

- ol Not a dump.we; ’tis no time to play now,

Pef} You will not then?

Mu. Na: . I

Pet, 1 gvill then give it you foundly, | .

M Wit will you give us? -

Pet, No Mony oty my Faith, but the Gleek.

X will give you the Mihiltrel. |

Mu. Thenl will give you the ferving Creature.

Pet, Then will | lay the ferving Creature’s Dagger on,
your Pate.. 1 will carry no Crotchets, I'll Re you, P’I}
¥a you, do you Note me? | -

Me. And you Re usand Fa us, you Note us,

2 Mu. Pray you put up your Dagger,

And put out your Wit, -
Then have at you with my Wi, |
Pet. § willdry-beat you with an Iron Wit,
And put up my Iron Dagger. "
Anfwer me like Men:
When griping Griefs the Heart doth wound,
Then Mufick with her filver {0und e |
Why filverlound ? Why Mufick with her filver found ?
Whatlay you, Simon Catling! K '

Mu, Marry, Sir, becaule Silver hath a fweet found.

Pet, Prateft ? what fay you Hiugh Rebeck ?

2. Mu, 1izy dilverlound, becaule Muficiansfound for fil-

Pet, Pratefttoo? what fay you James found-Poft? [ vers

3 M. Faith I know not what to-lay.

Fete Q Lery youmerey, you are the Singer,
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T will fay for you, it is Mufick with her filver found,

. Becaufe Muficians have no Gold for founding :

Then Mufick with her filver Sound, with fpeedy help

doth lend redrefs. [ Exit,
Mu. What a peftilent Knave is this fame? -
2 Mu. Hang, him, Jack, come, we’ll in here, tarry for

the Mourners, and ftay Dinner, (Exit,

R e R R e
ACT V. SCENE I
SCENE, Mantua,

Enter Romeo.
Ronm. IF I may truft the flattering truth'of Sleep, (g “{
My Dreams prefage fome joyful newsat hand ;
My Botom’s Lord fitslightly in his Throne,
And all this winged, unaccuftom’d Spirit, ?ﬂ% afk
Lifts me above the Ground with cheerful Thouﬁf]ts.
I dreamt my l.ady came and found me dead,
(Strange Dream! that gives a dead Man leave to think)
And breath'd fuch Life with Kiffes in my Lips,
~ That I reviv’d, and wasan Emperor.
Ah me! how {weet is Love it telf pofleft,
When but Love’s Shadows are fo rich in Joy 2
Enter Romeo’s Man,
News from Perona—How now Balthazar?
Doft thou not hring me Letters from the Friar?
How doth my Lady ? ismy Father well ?
How doth my Lady Jaliet? That I ask again,
For nothing can be ill, if fhe be well.
Man. Then fhe is well, and rothing can beill;
Her Body fleeps in Capulet’s Monument,
And her immortal part with Angels livess
I (aw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault,
And prefently took Poft to tell it you:
O pardon me for tringing theleill News,
Since you did leave it for my Ofhee, dir.
Rom, Isit even {o P
Then { deny you Stars,
_Thou knoweft my Lodging, get me Ink and Paper,

And hire Poft-Horfes, 1 will hence to Night,
Maie
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Man. 1 dobeleech you, Sir, have patience :
Yourlooksare pale and wild, and do import
Some Mifadventure,

Rom. Tufh, thou art deceiv'd,

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do »
Hatft thou no Letters to me from the Friar 2

Man. No, good my Lord.

Rom. No matter : Get thee gone,

And hire thofe Horfes, I'll be with the ftrait. [ Exit Man.
Well Julzet, I will lye with thee to Night ;
Let’s(ee for means O Miltchief thou axt {wift
To enter in the Thought of defperate Men :
I do remember an Apothecary,
And hereabouts he dwells, which late I noted
Intatter'd Weeds, with overwhelming Brows,
Culling of Simples; meager were his Looks,
Sharp Mifery had worn him to the Bones:
And in hisneedy Shop a Tortoile hung,
An Alligator ftuft, and other Skins
+Of ill-thap’d Fithes, and about his Shelves
A beggarly Accountofempty Boxes ; .

ggarly accou Pt 3
Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and mufty Seeds,
Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes of Rofes
Were thinly {cattered to make up a {hew,
Notirig this Penury, to my felf 1 faid,
And if a2 Man did need a Poilon now,
Whole {ale is prefent Death in Maniua,
Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would fel] it him,
O this fame thought did but fore-run my need,
And this fame needy Man muft fell it me.
As] remember, this fhould bethe Houle,
Being holy-day, the Beggar’s Shop'is fhut,
What ho! Apothecary !

Enter Apsthecary,

Ap. Who calls fo loud ? -

Rom, Come hither Man, I {ee that thou art poor,
Hold, there is forty Ducats, let me'have
A Dram of Poifon, fuch {oon {peeding Geer,

As will difperfeit feif thro’ all the Veins,

That the Life-weary taker may fall dead,

And that the Trunck mdy be'difcharg’d of Breath,
D

As




”4 Romeo and Juliet.

Asviolently, as halty pewder fir'd '
Doth hurry from the fatal Cannon’s Womb.
Ap. Such mortal Drugs 1 have, but Manfua’s Law
Is Death to any he that utters them.
Reme Art thou{o bareand full of Wretchednels,
And fear’ft todie? Famine isin thy Cheeks,
Need and Oppreffion ftareth in thine Eyes,
Contempt and Reggary hang onthy Back :
The World is not thy Friend, nor the World’s Law 3
The World affords no Law to make thee rich,
d'hen be not poor, but break itand take this.
Ap. My poverty, but not my Will confents,
Rom. 1pay thy Poverty, and not thy Will,
Ap. Put this in any Liquid thing you will,
And drink it off, and if you had the Strength
Of twenty Men, itwould difpatch you ftraight.
Rom. There isthy Gold, worfe Poifon to Mens Souls,
Doing more Murder in thisloathfom World,

T han thele poor Compounds that thou may’{t not fell ¢
I fell the Poifon, thou haft fold me nnne.

Farewel, buy Food, and get thy [elfin Fle fh. thes ”"'M
Come Cordial, and not Pcilon, go with me
Yo Julict’'s Grave, for there muft I ufe thee, [ Execant.

SCENE II. The Mwnafiry at Verona.

Enter Friar John to Friar Lawrence,
Yebn. Holy Francifcan Friar! Brother! ho!
Law, Thisfame fhould be the Voice of Friar Fohu.
Welcome from Mantua, what {ays Romeo ?
Orif his Mind be writ, give me his Letter.
Yobn. Going to find a bare-foot Brother out,
One of our Order, to aflociate me,
Here inthis City vifiting the Sick,
And finding him, the Searchers of the Town,
Sufpeding that we both were in a Houle
Where the infe@ious Peftilence did reign,
Seal’d up the Doors, and would not let us forth,
So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid.
Law, Wha bars my Letter then to Rosmeo 2

Fobna 1 could not fend ity here it is again, -
- Nor

\

\

\
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Nor get a Meflenger to bring it thee,
So fearful were they of Infe&ticn.
Law. Unhappy Fortune ! by my Brothethood,
The Letter was not nice, but tull of Charge,
Of dear Import, and the regle@ing it
May do much Danger, Friar Jobu, go hence,
Get me an [ron Crow, and bring it ftraight
Unto my Cell. |
John. Brother, 111 coand bring it thee, [ Exits
Law. Now muft ! to the Monument alone,
Within this three Hours will fair Felzet wake,
She will bethrew mie much, that Remeo
Jath had nonotice of thete Accidents :
But I will write again to Mantaa,
And keep hey at my Ceil el Romee come,
Foor living Coarie, closd ina dead Man's Tomb, [ Exit.

5§ CENE L A Church-yard, in it, a noble Mos
nument belinging o the Capulets.

Enter Paris and his Page, with a Light.

Par. Give me thy Torch, Boy; hence, and ttand aloof:
Yet put itout, for { would not he feen : /,
Under yond’young Lreeslay theeall along, | y;fé’é/* €8
Laying thy Ear clole to the hollow ground ;

So thatl no Foot upon the Church-yard tread,
Being loofe, unfirm, withdigging up of Graves,
But thou fhalt hear it; Whiltle then to me.

As Signal that thou hear'ft fomething approach.
Give me thofe Flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.

Pag. [ am almoft afraid to ftand alone
Here in the Church-yard, yet I will adventure. [ Exit,

‘Par . Sweet Flower,withFlowers thy bridalBed [ ftrew

[ O Woe, thy Canopyis Duft and Stopes,
W hich with fweet Water nightly I wiil dew,
Or wanting that, with Tearsdiftill'd by Mones;
The Oblequies thac [ for thee will keep,
Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy Grave and weep. J
[ The Boy whiftles.
The Boy gives warning, {omething doth apprcach,—
What curled Foot wanders this way to Night,

; D2, | ? T
Fair Yalieh, thot p# S (3:91}2/:5%
,,‘ﬂi/{ ﬁﬂﬂh{l jﬁ Ve’ 9./ fj_.. e~ P TN
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To crofs my Obfequies, and true Lov’s right ?
What with a Torch? Muflle me, Night, a while,
Enter Romeo and Peter with a Light.
Rom, Give me that Mattock, and the wrenching Iron.
Ho.'d, take this Letter, early inthe Morning
See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father.
Give me the Light; upon thy Life I charge thee,
Whate'er thou hear’ft or {eeft, {tand all aloof,
And do not interrupt me 1n my Courle.
Why I defcend into this Bed of Death,
Tspartly to behold my Lady’s Face:
But chiefly to take thence from her dead Finger,
A preciousring, aringthat I muft ufe
In dear Employment, therefore hence be gone :
But it thou, Jealous, doft return to Pry |
Inwhat I further fhall intend to do.
By Heaven I willtear thee Joint by Joint,
And ftrew this hungry Church-yard with thy Limbs;
The Time and my Intents are favage wild, -
More fierce, and more inexorable far,
Than empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea.
Pet, 1 will be gene Sir, and not trouble you.
Roms. So fhalt thou fhew me Friendfhip: T'ake thou that,
Liveand be profperous, and farewel good Fellow.
Pet. Forall this fame, I’ll hide me here about,
His Looks 1 fear, and his Intents 1 doubt, [ Exit.
Rom. Thoudeteftable Maw thou Womb of Death,
Gorg’d with the dearet Morfel of the Earth :

Thus I enforce thy rctten Jaws to open.
[ Breaking cpen the M.numents

And in defpight, T’ll cram thee with more Focd.

Par. 1 hisis that banifht haughty Mountague
Y hat murthered my Love’s Coufin; with which Griel,
It is fuppoled thefair Creature died, }
And here iscome to do fome villainous Shame
To the dead Bodies: I will apprehend him.
Stop thy unhollowed Toil, vile Mcuntague ¢
Can vengeance be purfu'd further than Death?
Condenined Villain, I do apprehend thee;
Obey, and go with me, for thou mult dic.

Rom. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither——

Good
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Good gentle Youth, tempt not a defperate Man,
Fly hence and leave me, think upon thofe gone,
Let them affrighe thee, T befeech thee, Youth,
Pull not another Sin upon my Head,
By urging me to Fury. O be gone,
By Heav'n I love thee better than my felf;
For I come hither arm’d againit my felf:
Stay not, be gone; Live, and hereafter {ay,
A mad Man’s Mercy Lid thee run away..
Par. 1 do defie thy Commiferation,
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here.
Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? Then have at thee,Bov.
[ They faht, Paris falls.
Pag, O Lord they fight, T will go call the'Watch,
Par. O I am flain; if thou be Merciful,
Open the Tomb, lay me with Julict,
Rom. In Faith I will: Let me perufe this Face seees
Mercatio’s Kiniman ! Noble County Paris!
What {aid ny Man, when my betoffed Soul
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think
He told me Paris thould have married Fulict.
Said he not fo? Or did I dream it fo?
Or am ['mad, hearing him talk of Fulz:f;
To think it” was fo? O give me thy Hand,
One writ with me in four Misfortune's Bock,
I'll bury thee in a Triumphant Grave.
A Grave? O no aLanthorn, flaughter’d Youth:
For here lyes Fuliet, and her Beauty makes
Thic Vault a Feafting Prefence ful] of Light.
Death, lyethou there, by a dead Man interr’d.
How oft when Men are at the point of Death,
Have they been merry 7 Whicl their Keepers calt
A Lightning before Death? Oh how may I
(Call thisa Lightning? O my Love, my Wifz,
Death that hath {uck’d the Honey of thy Breath,
Hath had no.power yet upon thy Beauty
T'hou art not conquer’d, Beauty’s Enfign vet
Is Crimfon in thy Lips and tn thy Cheeks,
And Death’s pale Elag is not advanzed there,
Tybalt, 1yt thou there in thy bloody Sheet?
€ what more Favour can I de to thee,

Than -

r—-ﬁ-
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Than with that Hand that cut thy Youth in twaim,
Tofunder his that was thy Enemy?
Forgive me Coufin. Ah dear Yulict,
Why art thou yet {ofair? T will believe,
Shall T believe, that unfubftantial Death is Amorous?
And that the lean abhorred Monfter, keeps
Thee here in Dark, to be his Paramour ?
For fear of that, I ftill will ftay with thee,
And never from this palace of dim Night
Depart again: Come lie thou in my Arms,
Here’s to thy Health, where-e’er thou tumbleft in.
A true Apothecary !
Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a Kis I die,
Depart againy here, here will I remain,
With Worms that are thy Chamber-maids; Oh here
Will T fet up my Everlafting Reft ;
And thake the Yoke of inaufpicious Stars
From this World’s wearied Flefh, Eyes look your lalt,
Arms take your laft embrace ; and Lips, O you
The Doorsof Breath, feal with a righteous Kifs
A datelefs Bargain to engroffing Death:
Come bitter Condu&, come unfavoury Guide,
“T'hou delperate Pilot, now at once run on
The dafhing RocksThy Sea-fick weary Bark: }/r/ﬁ
Here's to my Love. O true Apothecary! 7
Thy Drugs are quick, Thus with a Kifs I dié.
Enter Friar Lawrence with Lanthirn, Crow, and Spades
Fri. St. Frane's be my Speed, how oft to Night
Have my old Feet ftumbled at Graves? Who's there ?
Pet. Here’s one, a Friend, and one that knows you wells
Fri. Blifsbe upon you. Tell me, good my Friend,
What Torch is yond, that vainly lends his Light |
To Grubs and eyelefs Sculls? As [ dilcern,
It burneth in the Capulets Monument.
Pet. 1t doth fo, Holy Sir,
And there’s my Mafter, one that you Love,
Fri. Whois it ?
Pet. Romeo.
Fr#* How long hath he been there?
Pet, Full half an Hour.

Fri» Go with me to the Vauit, Do
&0,
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Det. I dare not, Sir. | .
My Mafter knows not but I am gone hence,
And fearfully did menace me with Death,
If I did ftay to look on his Intents. *
Fri, Stay, then I'll go alone; fear comes upon mey
O much 1 fear fome ill unlucky thing,
Pet. AsIdid {leep under this young Tree here,
I dreamt my Mafter and another fought,
And that my Mafter (lew him.
Fri, Romeo!
Alack, alack, what Blood is this which flains
The ftony Entrance of this Sepulchre ?
What mean thefe Mafterlefs and Goary Swords
To lie difcolour’d by this place of Peace?
Romeo ! oh pale! Who elfe? What Paris too?
And fteep’d in Blood? Ah what an unkind Hour
Is guilty of this lamentable Chance? =
The Lady ftirs. .
Jul. O comfortable Friar, where’s my Lord?
I do remember well where I thould be? |
And there | am! where is my Romeo ? -
Fri. 1 hear fome noife, Lady, come from that Neft -
Of Death, Contagion, and unnatural Sleep;
A greater Power than we can contradi&t
Hath thwarted our Intents; come, come away,
Thy Husband in thy Bofom there lyes Dead,
And Paris too----Come, t'll difpole of thee,
Among a Sifterhood. of Holy Nuns,
Stay not to queition, for the Watch is coming,
Come, go good Juliet, I dare no longer ftay., [ Exd#,
Jaul. Go, get thee hence; for [ will not away,
What’s here? A Cup clos'd in my true Love’s Hand 2
Poifon I fee hath been his timelefs End.
O Churl, drink all, and left no Friendly drop,
To help me after? 1 will Kifs thy Lips,
Haply fome Poifon yet doth hang on theim,
To make me die with a Reftorative,
. Lhy Lips are warm.
Enter Boy and Watch,
Watch, Lead Boy, which way?
Jul. Yea, noife? +

Then I'll be briefs Q happy Daggar 31.
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*Tis ¥ thy Sheath, there ruft and let medie, [ Kil's ber felf,
Boy. This is the place,
There where the Torch doth burn,
Watch The Ground is bloody.,
Search'about the Church-yard,
Go fome of you, who ¢’er you find attach,
Pitiful fight! here lies the County flain,
And Jaliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead,
Who here hath lain thefe two Days buried.
Go tell the Prince, run to the Capulets,
Raife up the Mountagues, fome others fearch=es
We fee the Ground whereon thefe Woesdo lye;
But the true Ground of all thefe pitious Woes
We cannot without Circumftance defery.
Enter fome of the IWatch with Romeo's Man.
2 Watch, Here's Romes’s Man,
We found him in the Church-yard.
1 Watch. Hold himinfafety, till the Prince comes hither.
Enter Eriar and a thirdWatchman.
3 Watch. Here is a Friar that trembles, fightsand weeps:
We took this Mattock and this Spade from him,
As he was coming from this Church-yard fide,
1Watch, A great Sulpicion, ftay the Friar toos
Enter the Prince and Attendants.
Prince. What mifadventure is {o early up,
That calls our Perfon from our Morning's Reft ?
Enter Capulet and Lady Capulet.
Cap. What fhould it be that they fo ihriek abroad ?
La, Cap. O the People in the Street cry Romeo,
‘Some Juliet, and {ome Paris, and all run
With open out-cry toward our Monument.
Prince. What fear is this which ftartles in your Ears?
Watch. Sovereign, here lyes the County of Paris flain,
And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead betore
Warm and new kill'd. -
Prince. Search,
Seek, and know how this foul Murther comes, |
Watch. Here is a Friar, and (laughter'd Romed's Man,
With Inftruments upon them, it to open
Thele dead Mens Tombs, -
Cap, O Heav'n! “ o
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O Wife, look how our Daughter bleeds! _ - 2
This D;gger hath mifta’en, for loe his oufe ﬁtb IALQ%

Isempty onthe back of Meuntague, L1 " /
Tlﬂ%mif-ﬂleathed in my Dauéhter’s Bofom. e /‘L Itk
La.Cap. O me, this fight of Deathisasa Bell..
That warns my old Age to a Sepulcher.
Enter Mountague, |
Pri, Come Mountague, for thou ait -early pp
To lee thy Son and Heir now early down, KL% '-
Moun. Alas, my Liege, my Wife is dead to Night,
Griet of my Son’s Exile hath {top’d her Breaths
What further Wo confpires againft my Age?
Pri. Look, and thou fhalt (ee. o
Mozn. O thou untaught, what Mannersis in this,
To prefsbefore thy Father to a Grave?
Pri. Seal up the mouth of Out-rage for a while,
*Till we canc'ear thele Ambiguities, .
And kaow their Spring, their Head, their true Defcents
And then will I be General of your Woes,
And lead you even to Death.  Mean time forbear,
And let hlifchance be Slave to Fatience.
Bring forth the Parties of Suipicion, |
Frz, 1 am the greateft, able to'do leaft,
Yet moft.(ulpedted, asthe Time and Place
Doth make againit me, of this dircful Murthers
And here [ {tand both to Impeach and i"irge
My felf Condemned, and my felf Excus'd. |
Pri. Vhen fay at once whatthou doft know in this?
Fri. T will be brief, for my thort date of Breath
Ts not fo long as is a tedious Tale.
Remeo, there dead, was FHusband to that Fulzet;
Ard {he there dead, that Rorsed's faithful Wites
I Married them - and their ftoln Harnage Day
Was Tybalt’'s Dooms-day, whole untimely Death
Banifh’d the new made Bridegroom from this City 3
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin’d.
You, to remove that Siege of Griet from her,
Betroth'd, and would bave Married her pertorce
To County Paris, Then comes fhe to me,
And, with wild Looks, bid me devife {fome means
To rid her from this {econd Mariiaze,
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. Or 1 my Cell there would the kill her felf.
- Then gave 1 her'¢lo tutor’d by my Art)
- A fleeping Potion, which fo took effe&t
As I intended, for it wrought on her |
The formof Death, Mean time [ write to Romzes,
That he fhould hither come, asthis dire Night,
To help to take her from her borrowed Grave, -
Being the time.the Potion’s force fhould ceafe.
Buthé which bore my Letter, Friar Jobn,
Was fteid by Accident and yefternight
Return’d my Letter back; then all alone,
At the prefixed Hour of her awaking,
Came | to take her from her Kindreds Vauit,
Meaning to keep her clofely at my Cell,
"Till 1 conveniently could fend to Rewen,
Rut when I came (fome Minute ere the time
Of her awaking) here untimely lay
The Woble Paris, and true Romseo dead.
She wakes? and [ intreat her to come forth,
And bear this Work of Heav'n with Patierce:
But then a Noife did fcare me from the Tomb,
And fhe, too defperate, would not go with me,
But, as it {cems, did Violence on her felf. -
AllthisI know, and to the Marriage her Nurfeis privy:
If ought in this milcarried by my fault, ‘
Let my old Life be facrific d, fome Hour before the time,
Unto the Rigour of {everelt Law. 1
Pri. We {till have known thee for an Holy Man.
Where’s Resnes’s Man: What can he {ay to this ?
Peter. 1 brought wmy Mafter News of uliet's Death,
And then in Poit he came from Mantua
To this fame Tlace, to this {ame Monument,
This Letter he early bid me give his Father,
And threatned me with death, going in the Vault,
If I departed not, and Jeft him there.
Pri. Give me the Letter, T will look on it
Where is the County’s Page that rais’d the Watch?
Sirrab, what made your Mafter in this Place?
Page. He came with Flowers to ftrew his Lady’s Grave,
And bid me ftand aloot, and {o 1 did :

Anon comes gne with Light to ope the Tomb. And
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And by and by my Mafter drew onhim, S ,
And then 1 ranaway to call the Watch, .; \
Pri, This Letter doth make good the Friar’s words,
Their Courfe of Love, the Tidings of her Death ;
And here he writes, that he did buy a Poilon
Of a poor 'Pothecary, and therewithal
Came to this Vault todie, and lye with Fulzet.
Where be thefe Enemies? Capulet, Mountague,
See what a Scourge is laid upon your Hate,
That Heay’n finds Means to kill your Joys with Love s
And I, for winking at your Dilcords too,
Haveloft a brace of Kinfmen: All are punifh’d.
Cap, O Brother Mountague, give me thy Hand,
This ismy Daughter’s |ointure j forno more
CanI demand.
Moun. But I can give thee more,
For [ will raife her Statue in pure Geld,
That while 7erona by that Name is known,
There fhall no Figure at that rate be fet,
As that of true and faithful J«/zet.
Cap. Asrich fhall Romeo by hisLady lye,
Poor Sacrifices of our Enmity. |
Pri. A gloomy Peace this Morning with it brings,
The Sunfor Sorrow will not fhew his Head ;
Go hence to have more talk of thele {ad things
Some fhall be pardon’d, and fome punifhed.,
For never was a Story of more We, -

Than this of [«Jiet, and her Romeo. | [ Exeunt Omnes.
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PROLOGUE

TW O Heafholds, both alike in Dignity,
(In fair Verons, where we lay our Scene)
From ancient Grudge, break to Mutiny,
Where Civil Blood makes Civil Hands unclean
Erowm foz"tb the fatal Loins of thefe two Foesy
A pair of Star-crofs'd Lovers take their Life s
Whofe mif-adventar d pitious Guerthrows,
Do, with their Deathy bury their. Parents Strife.
The fearful Pafage of their Death-mark'd Love,
And the Continuance of their Parents Rage,
Which but their Childrens Endnought conld removey
Is now the twy Hours Traffick of our Stage.
The which, if you withpatient Ears attend,
ithat bere fhall mifs, our Toid fhall firive to mend.

FINI& A
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