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Scawna Prima.

Enter Sampfon 41d Creaory witn Swords and Ducklerc,
of the Haufe of Capulet.
Sampfon,
G P Pegory t A my word wee'l not carry coales,
@Q’ Greg. Wo,for then we fhould be Colhars.
% Semp. Tmean,if we ben chciler,aee’i draw,
Greg. I, Whiic youliae, draw your mecke out
o'th Collar,

Samp. 1 ftrike quickly, being niou'd, .

Grez. Butthou artnot quicklymouw'd to fir:ke,

Samp. Adog ofthchoule of 1fomnraane moues me.,

Grez. Tomoue,is to fhr: and te bevshant,is to ffand:
Theretere,if thou ait mou’d thou runft away.

Samp. A doggeof that houts thall moue me to ftand.
I'will take the wall of any Man or Maid of Afountagues,

Greg. Thatfhewes thee a vweake flaue, tor the wea.
ket goes to ¢! e wall,

Samp. True,and thezefore womenbeing the weaker
Veflcl.,are euer thruft to the wall : therefore I will pufh
Mountagues men from the wall, and throft his Maides to ‘
tnc wall, (theirwnen.

Greg. Thc Quarrellss betweene our Mafiers, and vs

Samp. 'Tis all one, T willthew my fclfe a tyrant:whea
Thase foughs with the men, Iwillbee civill with the
Maids,and cut off theirheads.

Gregy Theheads of che Maidsé .

Sam.1 theheads of the Maids, or their Maidendheads,
Takeitin what fence thon wilt,

Giess "I ey muftakeic fonce, thae feele e,

Samp. Mec they fhall fecle while 1amable to fland ¢
And’usknowne | am apretey pecce of flefh.

Greg, 'Tis well thou art not Fifl : If thou had’®, thou
hed'R beene poore Iohn. Draw thy Toole,here comes of
the Houfe of the CMomnragues.

" Enter two other Seruingmeen,

Sam. My naked weapdn is out: quarrel,I wil back thee

Gre. How? Turacthy backe,andrun,

Sam. Fearemenot.

Gre, Nomarry : I {eare thee. .

- T e ———

Sam, No fir,T danot bite iny Thumbe a* vcu fr: baz
1 brte myr Thumb= Gy,
Greze Doyou quarrel) fir?
Abra, Quazzell A vo fi, (asyou
Sam. ifyoudofir,l amfor you,I ferue ss good 2 msn
~Abra, Nobetrer? Sawp, Well fis,
Enter Renuolio,
Gr.Say betteishere comes one of n.y mafters kinfmeg,
Samp. Yes, beteer,
Abra. You Lve.
Samp. Drywityoubemen. € ooy, remember thy }
walliag blow, They Esghe.
Ben. PartFoles putvp cour S 21ds,vou hitow not
what you do,
Inter 7obal:.
Ty%, Whatartehou drawee, ancrn thele hezrtlefie

Hindes? Turnc chice ‘Berwelio,lorke vporibydeath,
Ben, 1dobut keepetiie peace puc vp thy Swoud,
Or manage it to pare thefe men with ine.
T3b. Whatdraw,and talke of peace 7 I hate the word !
As ] hate bel), all Mosntagaes,and thee:
Hzaue acthee Coward. Fight.
Erter three or faure Citrzens with Clwbs,
Offi.Clubs,Bi!s,and Paruifons,Rrike,beat them dewn
Downe withthe Capaiets downe with the Moantagues.
Inter old Capalet 1n his Gowne and by wife,
Cap. Whatosfe is thisiGive me my long Sword ho.
Hife. A crutch,acruech: why call you for a Sword ?
Cap. My Sword lzy : Old Musmtagae is come,
And flounfhes his Blade 1n fpigic of me,
Enter o.d Mountague € hss wife. .
Mown. Thou villaine Capulir, Hold me nat, lee e go
2.#4fe, Thou thalt not fir a foote to feeke a Foe,
Enter Prince Eskales, with bis Trase,
Prince. Rebeliious Subic&s,Enemies to peace,
Prophanzrs of this Nerghbor-flained Stecle,
Willthey not heare ? What hoe,ycu Men, you Beafis,
That quenzhthefire of your perntious Rage,
With purple Fountaines iffuing from your Veines :
Oa paine of Torcure, from thote bloody hards

Sam. Lervstakethe Law of our fides:let them begin. | Throw your mifteroper’d Weapons to the ground, f

Gr.1 wil frown as I pafle by, & let thé rakeitaschep it | And hiesre che Sentence of your mooued Prince,

Sam. Nay,asthev dare,] wil bite my Thumb ac them, | Three cimil Broyles, bred ofan Ayery word,

whichis a difgracc co them, ifthey beareit, By thee old Capuler and Monntagne,

Abra, Do youbite your Thumbeatvs fir> Haue thrice difturb’d the quiet of our fireets,

Samp. 1dobuemy Thumbe,fir,  And made PaBna’s ancient Citizens ,

Abra. Doyoubite your Thumb atvs, fis ? Cat by their Graue befeeming Ornaments,

Sam. Is the Law o our fide,if 1 fay I? Gre.No. | To wield old Partizans, in hands as old, ..
ce 3 Ccnkrcd}
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.1 Cankred with péace,co part your Cankred hate,
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The Tragedieof ‘Rgm eo and Jnliet.

1 1€ cver you diRucbe our freets agsine,
Your liues {hall pay the forfeit :?the pesce.
| Por this time all che reR deparcsway:
You Capslet (hall goé slong with me,
And Mosstages come you this afternoane,
To know our Fathers pleafure in chis cafe::
To old Prec-towne,our comsmion judgement place: .
Once moreon paine of death, all men depart.  Exeswts
Monn. Who fec this auncient quarrell aew abroach?
Speake Nephew,were you by, when it began:
Bew. Heere were the feruants of your aducrfarie,
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach,
I drew to part them,in che inftant came
The fiery Tibalt,with his [word prepar'd,
Which as he breath’d defiance tomy eares,
Hefwong about his head,and cuc the windes,
Who nothing hurt withall,hift him 1o fcorne.
Whilewe were enterchanging thrufts and blowes,
Came more and more,and fought on part and parg,
Till the Prince camc,who parted cither pare,
wife. O whereis Romeo,faw youhimto day?
Right glad am I,he was not at this fray,
Ben. Madam,an houre before the worfhipt Sun
Peer'd forththe golden window of the Eaft,
A troubled mind draue me o walke abroad,
Where vnderneath the groue of Sycamaur,
That Weft-ward rooceth from this City fide ¢
S0 carely walking did [ fcc your Sonne::
Towards him I made,but he was ware of me,
Auad (tole into the couert of the wood,
I meafuring his affetions by my owue,
Which thea moft fought,wher moR might not be found:
Being one too many by my weary (elfe,
Purfued my Honout,not purfulug his
And gladly fhuan’d,who gladly fled fromme.
¢« Mmn. Moy a morning bath he there beene fesne,
With teares augmenting the frefh mornings deaw,
Addug to cloudes,more cloudes witk: his deepe fighes,
Bot all {o foone as the all-cheering Sunne,
Should inthe farthe@ Eaft beginco diaw
The fhadie Curtaines fromn Auroras bed,
Awaytrom Light fiezles home my heauy Sonue,
And priuate 1 his Chamber pennes hunfclfe,
Shuts vp his windowes Jockes faire day-highc out,
And makes himfelfe an aruficiallmghe:
Blacke and portendous muft this humouwr proue,
Valeffe good counfell may the caufe remoue.
Ler. My Noble Vadle doe you hnow the caufe ?
Misxa. 1 neiher kaow it,nor canlearne of hum.
‘Ben, Hane yousmpertun’d him by any meanes?
Afona. Bothby my [dfe and many othersFriends,
Bur lie his owne aff: &iows counfeiler,
Isto bivuelle’ T il not oy how true)
Buttolntdrie fo fecret and fo clofe,
S, L fromfernding and dilcouery,
As s the bud i with snenvions wore,
Liclecan fpres Jhusfvecic leaues to che ayre,
Or dedicate his beanty to the fame,
Could we but {carnc from shence hisloniowes giow,
We would aswitlingly giae cure,as know.
Lxter Romea,
Pewn Heowhere Recorc. fopleafe you flep afide,
He buealy s grecnante,or be nch demide.
AMn, Pvonldthouwdrtio hapyy by iy fuy,
To heaic t.ui fhufc Come Madamict' away,  Exewm

ey
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Ben, Good morrow Coufin.
Rom. 1s the dsy [o young?
Ben. Butnew flrooke nine,
Rew, Aycme,fad houresfeeme long:
Was thac my Father chat went henec fofaft?
Bew. 1t was : what (2dnes lengthens Komveo's Lioures
Re. Not hauing that,which hauing, makes them fhort
Ben, Inlouc. N
- Romeo. Out,
Ben. Ofloue,
Rom, Out of her favour wherelaminloue,
Ben, Alasthatlouvefo gentle inkis view,
Should be {o tyrannous snd rough in proofe.
Rom. Alas that love,whofe view is muffied full,
Should without eyes,fee path-wayes to his will :
Whete fhall we dine? O me : what fray was heere?
Yet cell m2 not,for I haue heard it all:
Heere's muchto do with hate,but morewith loye:
Why then,O brawling loue. O louing hate,
O any thing,of nothing firft created ;
O heavie lighenefle,ferious vanity,
M:fhapen Chaos of welfeeing formes,
Feather of lead,bright fmoake,cold fire,ticke health,
Sull waking flecpe,thatis not wharitjs s
This lcuc feele Jythat feele no louein this.
Doefl thounotlavgh ?
I Pem, NoCoze Irather weepe.
Rom. Good heart, st what ¢
DBen. Atthy good hearts opprefsion.
Rom, \Vhy fuchis loues tranfg refsion.
Grietes of nine owne lie heauie in my breaft,
Whichthou wilt propagate to haue it preaft
W ich more of thine,thisJoue that thou haft thowne,
Doth :ddz more griefe,totoo much of mine owne,
Louc is afimoake made with the fume of fighes,
Being purg’d,afire fparkhing ws Louerseyes,
Being vext,a Seanourifht with louing teares,
Whatis it elfe ? a madnefie,rmoft difcrect,
A choking gall,and a preferuing fweet
Farewcll my Coze.
Ben Soft I will goe along.
Andifyouleaue meto,youdo me wrong,
Rom. fut{ have loft my felfe, Tam ot here,
This is not Romes hee’s fome other where,
Bey. Tell menfadneffe,whois that youloue ¢
Rom. What fhall I grone andtell thee ?
Ben, Grone,why no : butfadly tell me who.
Rom. A ficke manin fadvelfe makes his wills
A wordillvrg'dto onethatisionll
In ‘adneff2 Cozin,l do loue 3 woman,
e, Jayw'd fo ne.re,when L uppol d you lou'd,
Rom. Aniphtgoodmarhen an,and fhee's fairc 1 loue
Zen. Anhatac mukefaire Cozry s fuoneft hic,
Rem. W b that hityou guffe,fhect not be but
With Cupids arrow, fhe hath Drams wit;
Andn ftrong proofe of chaftity wellarm’d:
From loucs weake chuldifh Bow,fhe liues vacharm'd.
, Sheewillnot flay the ficgc of loung tearmes,
" Nor bid thincounter of sffalhiag eyes.s
| Noropen her lap to Samnct-feducing Gold:
¢ O fhe s rich i beautie onely poore,
I hac when fhe dies,with besutie dies her fore.
Len. Then fhe bath {worae that fhe will Rill live chalt ?
Rom. She hath,and in that fparing inake huge waft?

} ur beauty feru’d with her feuerity,

Cuts beauty off from all pofteninic.

0
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She is too faire,to0 wifewi: fe! toofaire,
Tomeritbliffe by making me (paire:
Shehath for(worne to loue,and in chat vow
Do I liue dead,thatliveto teli it now,
Ben, Be sul'd by me,forgec to thinke ofher,
Rom. O teach me how I {hould forget to thinke.
Ben. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes,
Examine other beauues, .
Ro.'Tis the waz to calhers(exquifit)in queftion more,
Thete happy maskes that kiffe faire Ladies browes,
Being blacke,puts vsin mind they hide the faire :
He thatis fRrooken blind,cannot forget
The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft :
Shew me a Miftreffe that is paffing faire,
What doth her beauty ferue buc as a note,
Where I may read who palt thac paffing iaire.
Farewell thou can'ft notteach meto forgert,
Ben, Uepay that doltrine,or elie diein debt. Exennt
Enter Capules Conntie Parss,and the Clowse,
Capw. Mountague s bound as wellas I,
In penaley alike,and usnot hard I thinke,
Formenloold as wee, to keepe che peace.
Par. Of Honourable teckoning areyouboth,
And pistie 'tis you liu'd ac ods o long »
But now my Lord, what fay youto my fute >
Capn. Butfaying ore what | haue faid before,
My Cluld is yet a Branger in the world,
Shee hathnot feene the change of fourtcene yeares,
L et two more Summers wither in their pride,
Ere we may thinke her ripe to bz a Buide.
Pars, Younger then fhe are bappy mothers made.
Caps. Androofeone mar’d are thofe fo carly made:
Earth bath{wallowed all my hopes but fhe,
Shee's the hopefull Lady of my earth:
But wooe her gentle Parss, gether heart,
My willto her confent,isbuta part,
And fhee agree, within her fcope of choife,
Lyes my confeat,and farre according voice :
This night 1hold an old accuftonvd Feaft,
Whereto Ihaue invited many 2 Gueft,
Such as ] love,and you among the ftore,
One more,moft welcome makes iy number meore ;
At my pocre houle,looke to behold this nighe,
Eacth-teeading farres,that make darke heauen light,
Such conforcas do lufty young men fecle,
When wellapparrel’d Aprill on the heele
Oflimping Wnter treads,euen fuch delight
Among frefh Feunell buds thall you this mghe
Inherit ac my houfe: heare all all fee :
And like her moft,whofe merit moft fhall be ¢
Which one more veiw,of many minc being one,
May Rand in number,though in reckning none.
Come,goc with me:-goe firrah trudge about,
Ihtough faire Verona,find thofe pertons out,
Vhofe names are wricten there,and to them fay,
My houfe and welcome,on their Fleafure fay, Exit,
Ser. Find them out whofe names are written, Heereit
is writcen, that the Shoo-maker (hould meddie with his
Yard, andhe Tagler with his Laft,che Fither with his
Penfill, snd the Painter with his Nets, But] am feotto
find thofe perfons whofe names are writ, & can neuer find
whatnames the writing perfon hath here writ)( I muft o
the learned)in good time, :
“Brter Bensolio,and Romeo.

Ben. Tut man,onefire burnes out anothers burning,

Onepaige is lefned by anothers anguifh :

Turne giddie,s0d beholpe by Wackward turning :
One defparace greefe,cures wich snothers lavguith :
Take thou fome new infe@ion to the eyc,
And the rank poylon of the old wil dic,

Rem. Your Plantan leafeis excellent for thar.

Ben, For what I pray thee ¢ i

Rom, For your broken fhin,
Bew. Why Remeoarc thou mad?
Rom. Not mad,but bound more then 2 oad man is:

b Shut vp in prifon,kept wichoue my foede,

Winpt and tormented : and Godden good fellow,
Ser. Godgigoden,Iprsy fir can you read ?
Rom  Iminc owne fortune in my miferie.
[ Ser. Perhaps youhauelearn'd it without booke :
But I pray canyouiead any thing you fee ?

Rom., T,f1know the Lettersandthe Language,

Ser. Y fay boneftly,reft you merry.

Kom, Siay fellow,I canread.

He reades the Letter,
SE ignewr Martine,and hss wife anddangbier : Comnty An.
elmae and bis beantsons fifters : the Lady widdow of biv.
wi0,Sesgnesr Placentso jand bis louely Neeces : Mercwirqand
bis brother Valenire : prne uncle Capnles bis wifeand dangb.
ters :my fasre Neece Rofaline, Linsa Szignesr ¥ alentio, & bss
CofenTybalt : Lucio andthe iiuely Helena.
A faite aflembly,whither fhould they come ?

Ser, Vp.

Rom, Whither? tofupper?

Ser. To om houfe,

Kom. Whofehoufe?

Ser. My Maifters,

Ram, Indeed I thould haue aske you that before.

Ser. Now lle tell you withoutasking., Mymaifieris
the greatrich Capulet, 2ndifyou be not of the houfe of
Meusagues 1 pray come and crufha cupof wine. Ret
you merry. Exit,

Ben, Atthis fame suacient Feafl of Capnleta
Sups the taire Rofasine ,whom thou fo loues :

Wich all che admired Beautics of #erena,
Go thitherand with vnatwinted eye,
Cuampare her face wich fome thae i thatl thow,
And I will make thee thinke thy Swan aCrow.

Rom. When the devour religion of mine eye
Maintaines fuch falfbood,then turne teares to fige s
And thefc who often drown’d could neuer die,
Tranfparent Heretiques be burnt for liers. 1
One faicer then my loue : the all-feeing Sun
Nerefaw her march,fince FirR the world begun,

i
i
1

Herlclfe poyt’d with herfelfe in eithereye:
But in-that ChrifRall fcales, let there be weid, {
Your Ladies loue againft fome other Maid
That I will (how you,(hining at<his Feaft, .
And the (hew fcant fhell, well,that now fhewes beft.
Rom. 1lec goe along,na fuch fightto be fhowne,
But o reioycein fplenddr of mine owne. *
Enter Capnlers s ife and Nwr fe, e
Wife Nurfe whet's my daughter? call he forthtp me,
Nurfe. Now by my Mardenhead, st twelue yeare old
Ibad her come,whar Lamb:what Ladi-bird, Godforbid,
Where's this Garle ? what Zadier ?
Enter Inlset, - o
Iulies. How now,who calls ?
Nar. Yout Mother, & -
Iuliet. Madam I am heere, what is yourwill 2
Wife. This isthe matter : Nurfe gitie feaue awhile, we
e

g
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muft ralke in fecret, Nurfe come backeagaine,T haue re-
membred me,thow’{e hearc our counfell, Thou knoweft
my daughter’sof aprery age.

Nwfe. Futh I cancell her age vnto anhoure.

Wwife. Shee’s not fourteene. '

Nurfe. 1lelay fourteent of my teeth,

And yetto my teence be it fpoken,
I haue but foure, {lice’s not fourtcene.
tow longis ttnow to Lammas cide ?

wife. A fortnightand odde dayes,

Niurfe. Eucaorodde, of all daies inthe yeare come
Lamm.s Enc atnight (hall the be fourtcene. Swfan & (he,
God reft all Curifhan foules, weicof anage. Well Sufan
is withGod,(he was too good for me.Bnras {ad, on La.
mze Eue at mght fhall fhe be fourtecne, that fhall flie ma-
ric,lremzmb-: e well. *Iis fince the Earth-quake now
eleusa yeares,and the was wean'd [ ncuer fhallforget it,
otall the daics of the yeare,vpon thatday : for I had then
lard Waoume.woodto my Dug fitting inthe Sunne vader
the Douchoule wall, my Lord and you were then at
Masteanay 1 doe beare abrame, Ducast faid, whenit
d'dtaft the \Worme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge,
and felt it bieeer,pretty foole,to fecitterchie, and fall out
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Deue-houfe, "twas no
neede Ttrow to bidmee trudge: and fince thattimeitis
aeleaen yeares,for then (he could fand alone, nay bi'th’
roode (he could haue runne,& wadled all aboue s for cuen
the day before th: broke her brow, & ihen my Hasband
God be with hus foule, a wasamerne man, 109hcvp the
Child, yea qunth hee,dott thou fal vpou thy face 2 thou

| crving, 8 Al L tofze now how aJeft thall come about,

[ was vou Motacr,much vpon thefe yesres

vile 511 backeward wher tho heft mmore w.z, wiltthou
not fule Aad by my holy-dam, the precey wretch lefte

CLwarrean,& (il live athoufaad yeares, ! ncver thould
forgetiz. wiltthou not Juler quoth hctand pretey ool
Quted,and {a:d 1, ,

(i L& Inongh of tinis,] pray thee held thy peace.

Nurfs, Yes Madam,yet I cannor chufe butlaugh, to
thinke e fhould leaue crymng, & fay I: and yet I warrane
ithad vponitbiow,abumpeas big asa young Cockrels
ftone> A penlous knock,and it eryed bitterly. fea quoth
my husband, tallitvponthy face, thoe wile fall back-
ward when thou commeft toage : wile thounot Zule? it
tinted:and faid 1.

Inle. Andflincihou too T pray thee Nurfe,(ay 1.

Nur, Peace Ihaue done.Gad marke thee too his grace
thou waft the pretuelt Babethateie [nuifty and Inighy
" neto{ee thee married once, [ haue my wifh,
:  OldLa. Marry thatmarry is the very theame
[ came to talke of cell me daughter Julier,
Hows Rands your difpolition to be Married?

Juis, Trasanhourethat 1 dreamenotof,

Nur, Anhoare,werenet 1 thune onely INuife,] would
{1v thoa bad’ 3 firckt wiledome fromuhy tear,

O La W ellilunhe of marriage now,yonger then you

Hecre tnterenas,Ladics of cfleemc,
M e mecealready Mashiers, By my count

Thie vou are now a3 Maide,thus then in bricfe:
I e valiant Parw feckes youfor his loue.
Nurfe. A manyoung Lady,Lady, fuch 2 man asall
the worid, Why hee’saman of waxe.
0ld L1, Perenas Summer hathnot fuchg flower,
Aurfe. Nay hee's aflower,infaith a very flower,
Old I.a: What fay you,can you loue the Gentlernan?
Thisnighs you fhall behold him ac our Feaft,

T e Q?'agce_tlig_cj fl_{qm eo and Julies.

Read ore the volume of young Passs face, :
Andfind delight wris there with Beaurics pen: i
Examine cuery feuerall liniament, '
And{ee how one anotber.lends contene:
And what obfcur’d inthis fa:re volume hes,
Find writtenin the Margent of his eyes,
This precious Booke ot Loue,this vibound Louer '
To Beautific him,onely lacks a Couer, ’
Thefith lives in the Sea, and 'tis muchpride
For faire without,the faire within co hide :
That Booke in manies eyes doth fhare the glorie,
Thatin Gold clafpes,Lockes inthe Golden ftone :
So fhall you fhare all that hedoth poffefle,
By hauing him,making your felfe nolefle.

Narfe. Nolefle,nay bigger:women grow by men,

Old La. Spcahe briefly,canyou like of Pares love 2

Iuls. 1l Jooke to hike,iflooking hiking moue,
Butno more deepe wiil Lendirtmine cye,
Then your confent giucs Arength to inake flye.

Enter a .S'cmm‘:{ IZZER
Ser. Madam,the guefts are coue J[upper fern’d vp,you

cal'd,my young Lady askt for,the Nurfe cur’ftin the Pan-
tery,and cuery ching n extrenntic : Imuft heace to wait,
befeechyoutollow ftraighe. Exun.

Mo, Wefollowthee,/ulier, the Countie iaies,

Nurfe, GoeGyrle,feeke happiemghesto happy da-ze,
Excant,
Cuter Romeo A ‘ercutio, Benwolro, with fiue or fixe
other Maskers , Toxch-bearers. )
Rem. \\ hatfballthys fpeeh be fpoke fur our excule 2
Or fhall ve onwithaut Apologier
Ben The darersourof fuch prolitie,
Weelehanr no Cupid hood wirke wirh o sharfi
Bearing 2 Tartar namiced B of lath,
Skaon ethe ] sdves likea Crovi-Licpa.
LButlevtbomairalure vs by v hutthoey wll,
Weclenieufure thema Meafiire, snd be gone,

Ror: Giweme a Torch,lamnot for this mnb!mg.
Bemg butheagy Iwillbeare the lighe.

Mer. Nay pentle Romeo,we muft haue you dance.

Rom. Not I belecueme,youhave dancing fhooes
With nimble foles,] haue a foale of Lead
Soflakes metotheground, I cannot roue,

(Mer, Youarea Louer,borrow Capids wings,

And foare withthem aboue a commen bound.

Rom. 1amuoo foreenpearced with hus fhafe,
To foare with his hght feathers,and to bound:
I cannot bound 3 picch aboue dull woe,

Vader loues heauy burthen doel finke.

Ifora. Andto finkein it fheuld you burthenloue,

Too greatoppreflion for atender thune,
Rom. s loucatencet thu g 71t1s too rough,
Toorude,too buyfletous,and e pricks hike thoroe,
eMer, If loue be rough with you be rough with iose,
Pricke loue for pricking,and you beatleue dowane,
Giueme a Cafe toput my vifage in,
A Vifor for a Vifor,what care 1
Whast curious eye doth quote deformities -
Here are the Bectle-browes fhall blufh ferine
Ben. Comeknocke and enter,and no fooncr in,
But cuery manbetake him to his legs,

Roem, A Torch forme let wantonslight of heart
Tickle thefencelefle rufhes with theirheeles : |
For I am proueib’d witha Grandfier Phiafe,
1lle be a Candle-holder and iooke on,

The game was nere {o faire,and 1 am done.
Aler,
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Mer, Tut,duns the Moute, the ConfRables Swor word, |
1fthou are dun,weele draw thee from the mire.
Ot fsuc your seuerenceloue,wherein thou itickeft
Vp rothe eares,come we burne day ightho, .
Rom. Naythst'sno: (o,
Mer. Tmeane fir I delay,
We waft ourlights in vaine,lights lights,by duy;
Take our good meaning,for our Judgement fits
Fiue times in that,cre once in our fine wits.
Rom. And wemeane well in going to this Maske,
Eue’cis no witta go,
Mer. Why may one sske ?
Rom, 1dreamptz dreame to night.
(Mer, And fodid L.
Rens. Well what was yours ?
(Her. Thatdreamers oftenlye,
Ro. Inbedafleepe whilethey do dreame rhings true,
- Mer. O then ez Quecac Mabh.thibeene with you
Sheis the Faines Midwite, & fhie comes in fhape no'biy- |
ger then Agat-flone, on the tore-finger of an Alderman, ’
)

drawne wirh a teemnce of little Atomies ouer mensnofes as
they hieafleepe : her Waggon Spokes made of long Spin-
nerslegs sthe Couerofthe wings of Grafhoppers, her
Trzces ofuthe (malleR Spiders web, her coullers of the
Maonthmnes watry Beames,her W hip of Crickets bene,
the Lafh of Philome,her Waggorer, afinall gray-coated
Gnat,not hislfe fo bigge as a round hittle Woime, pricke
from the Lazie-finger of aman, Her Chariot is an emptic
Hafclnut, made by the Toyner Squirrel orold Grub, tme
out a mind, theFaries Coach-makers - & in this fare fhe
gallops night by night,throughLoucrs braines : and then
they dreame of Loue.On Courtiers knees.that dreame on
Curfies ftrait : ore Lawyers fingers, who firaits dreame oh
Fecs, o1 Ladics lips, who firaic on biffes drcame, which
oftathe angry Mab with bliliers plagues, becaufetheir
breath with Sweet meats tainted are, Sometime fhe gal-
lops orea Courtiers nofe, & then dreames he of fmelling *
out afute:& fomrime comes fhe with Tich pigs tale,tick-
ling a Parfons nofe asalies aflecpe, then ke dreames of
another Benefice, Sometime fhe drrueth ore a Souldiers
necke, & then dreames he of cutting  Forraine throats, of
Breaches, Ambufcados,Spanifh Blsdes : Of Healths fine
Fadome deepe,andthen anon drums in his eares,at which
he Rartes and wakes; and being thus frighted, fweares a
prayer or two & {leépes againe:thisis thar very Mab that
lats the manes of Hor{es 1n the night : & bakes che Eik-
focks infoule flutti(h haires,which once yacangled,much
misfortune bodes,
This isthe hag,when Maides lie on their backs,
That preffes them,and learnes them firlt to beare,
Making them womep of gocd cairiage
Thisisfhe, - -
Rom, Peace,peace,t M ercusso peace,
Thoualk’ft of noshing,
tMer. True,I talkeéfdreames’; -
Which ate the children of ad 1dde Brsine,
Begot of nothwig but vaine phantafje,
Whichis as thio of fubftance as the ayre, - -
Andmorc inconflanttheh the wind,who woees:
Euen now the frozen bofome of the North:
Andbeing anger'd, puffesaway from thence,
Toring his (ide to the dew dropping South. -
Ben. This wind you talke of blowresvs from our {claes,
Supper is done,and we fhall come too late.
Rom, 1 feare too early, for my mind mifgiues,
Some confequencc yet hanging inthe Rarses,

Y

Shall hitcerly begin his fearetull dace

Wich this nights renels jand expire the teanpe
Of a defpifed life clof'd in my breft:

By forae vile forfeitof vnumely death,

Bug he rhat hath the Ginagg of my couric,
Disect my fuie : on luftic Gentlemen,

Eex. SuikeDrum, ’

Ther i b aboms the Stage, avd Sevwingmen comie fort))
with sher sapktss.
Enter Scruant.

Ser. Where's Porpan that he helpesniot tatake away 2
He fhutc a Treucher >hefcrapea Teencher?

1. Woen good manners,fhali hein one or two mens
hands,and they vawaihe teo, s 2 foulething,

Ser. Away with tie loynilooles, 1emouc the Court-
cubbord, looke to the Piate: good thou, fune mee apiece
of Marchpane,and as thou louelt me, Jet che Ponér Jetin
Suian Grodfione and Nell, Anthonse an.i Poipan,

3. 1Boyreadie, .

Ser. Wouarelooke for,and cal'd for,aske for, & foughs
fory'n the great Chamber. '

1 Wecannot be here and there voo,chearly Boves,
Be brisk awhile,and the longer huer vakeail,

Exgunt.
Cnter all the Guels and Gentlewomen tathe
Maskers,
. 1. Caow, Welcome Gentlemen,
1 adiesthathave rhcir taes )
Vaplaguw'dvith Cornes,will waike about with you: -
Ah my Miftrefles,which of you all ’
Will now deny todance? She that makes daintv,
She e fweare hath Cornes :am 1 come neare ye now?
Welcome Gentlemen,1 haue {cene the day
That ] haue wornea Vifor, and could tell
A whifpertng taleina faire Ladwes esze:
Such aswouldpleale :’tis gone, ‘s gone, tis gone,
You sre'welcome Gentlemen,come Mufitizus play :
Mnficke plases: and the dance.
A Hall,Hsll,giue rooine,and foo:c it Girles,
Morse light you knaues,and turne the Tables vp -
And quench the fire,the Roome is growne too hot,
Ah firrah,this vnlooke for {poit comes well :
Nay tit,nay fit,good Cozin Capnler,
Foryou and L are paft our dauncing daies :
How long it now fince laft your felfe and I
Wereina Maske ?
2. Caps, Berlady rhirty yeares, -

1. Caps."What man: tis not fomuch, "tis nat fo much, | -

*Tisfince che Nuptiall of Lacent/o,
Come Pentycoftas quickely asic will,
Somse fiue and twenty yeares,and then we Maske.
2. Cap. 'Fismore, ‘tismore,his Sonncis elder fir :
His Senneisthirty.
3. Cap. Will youtel!methace
His Sonnc was but 2 Ward two yeares agoe.
Rom. What Ladie is thac which dothni richithe hand
Ofyonder Knighe? .
Ser. 1knownotfir, .
Rom. O fhe doth teach the Torches to burne bright :
It feemes fhe hangs vpon the cheeke of night,
Asarith Iewelin an thiops care:
Beauty too rich for vfc,for easch too deare:
So fhewes a Snowy Doue trooping with Crowes,
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes thowes ;
The meafure done,lle wacch her place of ftand,
Andtouching hers,make blefled my rude hand.

Did/

&
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Did my heart louetill now,forfweare it fight,
For I neuer faw true Beauty till thisnighe,

Tib. Thisby his voice,fhould be a Aorntagwe.

Fetch me my Rapier Boy,what dares the flaue
Come hither couer’d with arf antique face,
To fleete and fcorne at our Solemnitie?
Now by the ftocke and Honour of my kin,
To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin,

Cap. Why how now kin{man,
Wherefore torme you fo 2

716. Vncle this is 2 Mountague, our foc :
A Villaine that is hither come in fpight,
To fcorne at our Solemnitie this might.
Cap, Young Romeoisit ?
Tib. ’Tis he,that Villaine Romsee.
“ Cap. Conrent thee gentle Coz,let him alone,

A besres him Like a portly Gentleman :
Aad to fay truth,VeEom brags of him,
Tobe a vertuous and well gouern'd youth :
I would not for the wealch of all the towne,
Here in my houfedo him difparagement :
Therforebe patient,take nonote of him,
Itis my will,the which 1f thou refpect,
Shew a faire prefence,and put off thefe frownes,
An ill befeeming femblance for a Feaft

Tib. Itfics when fuch a Villaineis a gue(t,
lle not endure him,

Cap, He (hallbe endu’rd,
What goodman boy,!I fay he fhall,go eoo,
Am ] che Maifter here or you ? go too,
Youle not endure him,God thall mend my foule,
Youle make a Mutinic among the Guefis :
You will fet cocke a hoope,youle be theman.
T6. Why Vicle, tis a fhame.
Cap. Gotoo,gotoo,
You arca fawcy Boy, it foindeed ?
This tricke may chance to fcath you,l know whar,
You muft contrary me,marry tis tine.
Well faid my hearts,you are a Princox,goe,
Be quiet,or more light,more light for (hame,
Ile make you quiec.\Vhat chearely my hearts.
T1b, Patience perforce,with wilfull choler meeting,
Makes my fleth tremble in their different grecting ¢
I will withdraw, bue this inccufion (hall
Now feeming (weet,conuert to bitter gall,
Rem. 1f1prophane wirh my vaworthiefthand,
Thisholy (hrine,the gentle finis this,
My lips to bluthing Pilgrims did ready ftand,
To {mooth that rough touch,with a tender kiffe,
Iul. Good Pilgrime,
You do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly deuotion fhewesia this,
For Saints haue hands that Pilgrims hands do tuch,
And palne to palme,is holy Paimers kifTe,
Rom. Hauenot Saints hips,and holy Paliners too ?
Inl. I Pilgrim lips that chey muft viein prayer.
Rom. O then deare Saint,lct lips do what hands do,
They pray(grant thou)leat faith turne to difpaire.
Iul, Saints do not moue,
Though grant for prayers fake.
Rom. Then mouenot while my pray-_s effe@ I take:
Thus from my lips,by thine my finis purg'd.
Iul. Then hauemy lips the fin that they haue tooke,
Rom. Sin frommy lips?O trefpaffe (weetly vig'd:

Exrt.

Nwr. Madamyour Mother craues a word with you,

Rom., Whatis her Mother ?

Nuwrf. Marrie Baccheler,

Her Motheristhe Lady of the heufe,

And a good Lady,and a wife,and Vertuous,
I Nur't her Daughter that youtalke withall :
I tellyou,he that can lay hold of her,

Shall haue the chincks,

Rom. 1s fhea Capnlet 2
O deare account ! My life is my foes debt.

Ben, Away,begone,the fportisac the beft,

Rom. 1(o] feare,themore is my vnreft,

Cap. NayGentlemen prepare notto be gone,
We haue atrifling foolifh Banquet towards :
Isite’nefo 2 why thenTthanke youall.
I thanke you honelt Gentlemen,good night :
More Torches here:come on,then let’s to bed.
Ah firrah,by my faic it waxes late,
lletomy reft.

Inls, Comehither Nurfe,
Whatis yond Gentleman :

Nur. T'he Sonne and Heire of old Tybereo.

Tuli. What’s he thatnow is going out of doore ?

Nwr. Marrie that I chinke be young Petrachio,

Inl. W hat’s he that follows here that would not Jance ?

Nw. 1know not,

Id, Go aske bisname:ifhe be married,

My graue is like to be my wedded bed.

Nxr. His name is Romeo,and a Mowntague,
The onely Soane of your great Enemie,

lul. My oncly Loue {prung from my onely hate,
Toocarly {eene, vnknowne,and knowne too late,
Prodigious birth of Loue itis to me,

That I mufl loue aloathed Eneme,

Nur, Whac's this ? whats this?

Inl. A nme,llcarne cuennow
Of one ] dan'ft withall,

One cals within,Inlict,
Nwr. Anon,anen:
Comelet’sanay,the frangers all are gone.
Exeant,
Chorua,
Now old defize Joth in hiz deathbed lie,
Andyong affect:on gipes to be hus Here,
That faire,for whi¢h Loue gion'd forand would die,
With render Jwier raatchz,is now not faire.
Now Romes is beloued,and Louesagaine,
Alkebewitched by the charme oflookes «
But to hus foe {uppos d he muft complaine,
Aund fhe Reals Loues fiveet baic from fearefull hookes :
Being held a foe,he may not haue accefle
Tobreath fuch vowes as Louers vie tofweare,
And fhe as much 1 Lone,her meanes much leffe,
Tomeere her new Beloued any where:
But paflionlends them Power,time,meanes to meete,
Temp'ting extremities with extreame fwecee,
Enter Rameo alone,
Rom. Can[ goe forward when my heartisherc?
Turniebacke dull earth,and find thy Center out.
Enter Bennolio,wsth Mercutso,
Ben. Romeo,my Cozen Romeo,Romco.
Mere. Heiswife,
And on my life hath ftolne him home to bed.
Ben. He ranthis way and leape this Orchard vall.

Giueme my fin againe, Call good Merewtio:
‘| Iul, Youkifle by'th’hooke. Nay,lle coniuretoo. o
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¢(Mer. RomeoHumours,Madman,Paffion, Louer,
Appeare thou in thelikencfle of a figh,
Speakebut one rime,and [ am fatnsfied :
Cry me but ay me,Prouant,but Loue and day,
Speake to my gofhip Pewss one faire word,
One Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her,
Young Abrabam Cupid he that fhot fo true,
WhenKing Cophersa lou’d the begger Maid,
He beareth nog he ftizreth nor,he moucethnot,
The Apeis dead,] mutt coniure him,
I comwre thee by Rofalszes bright cycs,
By her High torehead,and her Scarlec lip,
By her Fine foote,Straight leg,and Quinering thigh,
And the Demeanes that there Adiacentlie,
Thatin thy hikene{le thou appeare tovs.
TBen. Andif hehearethee thou wiltangerhim.
AMer. This cannotanger him'wouldanger bin
Torafe afpintinis Muihiefle cuscle,
Of tome fRrange nawure,lettng i ttand
Till the had laid ir,and comu.ed s downe,
Thatwere forucip-git.
My inuscstionis fasre and hon: t, & in his Miftris name,
1 conuse onely bur to raitevp um.
P’ew. Come,le hath hud timidife among thefe Trees
To be conforted witi the Homaous mghe
Blind s his Love,and belt befits the datke.
Mer. 1f Loucbeblind, I oue cannot hit the marke,
Now will he fit vader a Medler tree,
And wifh his Miftreffe were that kind of Fruite,
As Maides call Medlers when they laugh alone,
O Romesthat fhe were,O thatfhe were
Anopen,or thoua Popuin Peare,
Romeogoodmghe,lie tomy Truckle bed,
This Field-bed 18 to cold for meta {leepe,
Come fhall we go?
Ben. Go then,for 'tis in va.ne to feeke him here
Thatmcanes not to be found. Exesnt.
Rom. Heteafts at Scarres that never felz a wound,
But fofr. what hght through yonder window breaks?
Itisthe Esft,and /w/iet 1s the Suane,
Arifefaire Sun and kill the ensious Moone,
Whois already fiche and pale with gricfe,
That thoo her Maid art far more fauc then fhie
Be not her Maid fince (ke isenvious,
Her Veflalhvery is but ficae and greene,
Andnone but fooles do weare it,caft it off :
Itismy Lady,Q it is my Loue, O that the knew fhe were,
She fpeakes,yet fhe fayes nothing, what ot that ?
Her eye difcourfes, { will anfwere st
Iamtoo bold tisnot to me fhe fpeakes :
Two of the faireft (tarsesin all the Heauen,
Hauing fome bufinefle do entreat hereyes,
To twincklein their Spheses till they returne.
Whatifher eyes were there,they in her head,
The brightneffe of her checke would fhame thofe flarres,
As day-hight doth a Lampe her eye in heauen,
Would through the ayric Region fireame {o brighe,
That Birds would fing.and chinke it were not night:
Scchow fheleanesbier cheeke vpon herhand.
O that I werea Gloue vpon thathand,
That I imight touch thac checke.
I“/. Ay me,
Rom. She (peakes.
Oh fpeake sgaine bright Angell,for thouare
As gleriousto this night being ore my head,
Asisawinged meflenger of heauen:

Vato the wnite vprurned wordring eyes
Ot mortalls chat fall backe to gaze on him,
Whenhebeftrides the lazie puffing Clouues,
And failes vpon thebofome of theayie.
Inl. O Romeo,Romeo,wherefore artthou Roweo 2
Denis thy Father and refufe thy name s
Or if thou wiltnot,be but fworne my Loue,
And lle nolonget be a Capwler.
Rom. Shall I hicare more,or fhall I {peake ac this?
Isv. 'Tisbutthy name chatis my Enemy -
Thou art thy felfe,thoughuoca Afwrrague,
W\ hid's Mountague 2 1tas nor hand eor toote,
Nor arme, nor face,O be (ome othict name
Belouging to 3 inen.
What ? 112 names that which we call aRofe,

© By any other word would fmell as {weete,

S0 Rum.s would,were he not Kemes cal'd,
Retamnc that deare perfecion which he owes,
Without that title Romeo,dofle thy rame,
And for thy name whichis no partof thee,
Take all my felfe.

Roms. 1take theeat thy word :

Call mic bur Loue,2nd lle be new bapuz’d,
Hence foorth I nzuer will be Komes,

Inls. Whatman art thou, that thus befereen’d innighe
So fumbleft on my counfeil ?

Kem. Byanume,

1 know ot how totell thee wholam :

My name dearc Saint,is hatefullto my {elfe,
Becaufest s an Eneiny to thee,

Had I it writen,fwould teare the word.

Inlr. My eares haue yet not drunke a hundred words
Of'thy tongues vitening,yet 1 know the found.
Art chounot Ramn.anga Afontagwe?

Rom. Neicher faire Maid,if sither thee diflike.

Iul, How cam’{t thou hither,

Tel! me,and wherefore?

The Orchard welis arc high,and hard to climbe,
Andtheplace death,confidesing who thouaart,
Ifany of my kinfinen find chee here,

Rom. VWith Loues Light wings

DiaTore.perch thefe Walls,

For flo 1y lunits cannot hold Loue out,

And what Loue can do,that dares Loue attempt :
Therefore thy kirimen are no flop to me.

Iul. Ifthey do fee thee,they will murcher thee,

Rom. Alacke there hies more perill in thine eye,
Thentweaty oftheir Swordslooke thou but fweete,
And I am proofe againft their enmity.

Ixl. 1would not for the world they faw thee here.

Rom. Thaue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes
And buc thou loue me,let them finde me here,

My lifc were bettet ended by their hate,
Then death proroged wanting of thy Loue.

Ini. By whofe dire&ion found’ft thou out this place?

Rom. By Loue that firft did promp me to enquire,
He lenc ine couniell,and ] lent him eyes,

I amno Pylot,yet wert thou 26 far
Asthat vaft-fhore-wathet with the farckeft Sea,
1 fhould aduenture for fuch Marchandife.

Iul, Thouknoweft the maske of nightis on my face,
Elfe would a Maideu blufh bepaint my cheeke,
For that which thou haft heasd me fpeaketo nighe,
Faine would 1 dwell on forme, faine,faine,denie
Whac I hauz fpoke,buc farew l Complement,
Doctt thou Loue ? I know thou wiltfay I, /
And
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Aad I will take thy word, yet if thou (weat'ft,
Thou maie@t proucfalfe:at Louers periuries
They {ay Zowe laught,oh gentle Romses,
1f thou doft Loue,pronounce it faithfully ¢
Or if thou thinke(t Iam too quickly wonne,
He frowne and be peruerfe,aud fay thee nay,
Sothou wilt wooc : But elfe not for the world.
In truth faire Adountague I am too fond :
And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light,
But trult me Gentleman,lle proue more true,
Thenthofec that haue coying to be firange,
I fhould haue beene mote ftrange,l mult confefle,
But that thou ouer heard'ft ere I was ware
My true Loues paflion,therefore pardon me,
And not impute this ycelding to light Loue,
Which the darkenight hath fo dilcouered,
Rom, Lady,by yonderMoonel vow,
"Thac tips with filuer all thefo Fruite treetops.
Iul, O {weare not by the Moone,th'inconitant Moone,
Thac monethly chianges in her circled Orbe,
Leaft that thy Loue proue likewife variable,

Rom. What fhall I {weareby ?

Iul. Donot{wearcatsll:

Orif thou wilt {weate by thy gratious felfe,
Whichis theGod ot my Idolatry,
And Ilebeleeue thee.

Rom. 1tmy hearts deare loue.

Tuls. Well donot {weare,alchough Iioy in thee:
I have noioy of this contraét to mght,
Itis too rath,too vnaduif’d,too fudden,
Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be
Ere,one can sy, 1t hghtens,Sweete good night:
This bud ot Loue by Summers nEcnmg breath,
May prouc a beautious Flower when next we meete:
Goounight,gooduight,as fweete repote and reit,
Come to thy heart,as that within my breft,

Rem. O wilt chou leaue me 1o vofatiified ?

Iuls, What fausfa&ion can't thou haue to night?
Ro. Th'exchange of thy Loues taithfull vow for mine.
Iul. 1gaue thee mine before thoudid'R requeltic:

And yet [ would it were to giue againe.
Rom. Would't thou withdrawir,
For whatpurpofe Loue?
Iul. Buttobe frankeand giueitthee againe,
And yet I with but for che thing I haue,
My bounty 1s as boundleffe as the Sea,
My Louc as decpe,the more I giue to thee
Thz more | haue,for both are [ufinite -
Lheare fome noyle within deaie Louc adue :
Calswithn,
Anon good Nurfe,fiveet / founraguebe true :
Stay but alictle,I will conie againe.
Rom. Oblefed bleffed mphe,l amafear’d
Being in night, sl this is but a dreame,
Too fatteniny fweet to be fubfanuall,
Iui. Three words dearc Romrco,
-} And goodmghtindceed,
1€ that thy bent of Lone be Honourable,
Thy purpole mainiage,tend me word to mortow,
By onethat Jle procure to cometothee,
Whete aud what ume thou wiltperforme the right,
And all my Fortunes at thy foote lelay,
Aud follow tlice ay Lord throughout the world.
Withss: Msdam .
Icome,..on : butif thoawcanefiuotell,
i 3u befeech theee wuns: Madam.

.

1 [

(By and by I come)
To ceafethy frife,and leauc me to my ghicfe,
To morrow will I{end,
Rom, So thriue my toule,
Ix. A thoufand times goodnight. Exir,
Reme. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy lighe,
Loue goes toward Loue as fchool-boyes f16 thier books
ButLoue fré Louc,towards fchoole with heauie lookes.

Enter Inlset agaasme.

Iul. Hift Rowee hift:O for aFalkners voice,
To lurethis Taffell gentle backe againe,
Bondage is hoarfe,and may not fpeake aloud,
Elfe would I teare the Csue where Eccholies,
And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe,then
With repetition of my Remsee.

Rom. Itismy foule that calls vpon myname,
How filuer fweet, found Loucrs tongues by night,
Like fofteft Muficke to attending cares.

Iul. Revseo,

Rem. My Neece,

Iul. Whata clock to morrow
Shall 1{end to thec?

Rom, By the houreof nine,

Inl. Twillnot faile, 'us twenty yesres till then,
Thaue forgot why I did call thec backe,

Rem. Let e fand here till thou remember it.

Ixl. 1 fhall forget,to haue thee fhll Randshcse,
Remembring how I Loue thy company.

Rom. And lle fhll fRay,to haue thee flill forger,
Forgetting any other home but ths.

ul, 'Tis almoft morning,I would haue thee goae,
And yetnofurther thena wantons Bud,

Thatlet’s 1t hop ahictle from his hand,

L-hea poore prafoner in his twifted Gyues,
AndwichaGiken thred placks i backeagaice,
So louing Tealous of hus Liberty.

Rom. I would I were thy Bidd,

Inl. Sweet fo would],

Yee I (hould kill thee with much chenifhing:
Goodmghe,goad might,

Rom. Parung s tuchiweete {orrow,
Thac 1thall fay goodmght,ull it Le morrow.

Ial. Slecpe dwell sponthine eyes,peaccinthy breft.

Rom. Wouidlwere {leepe and peace fo fweettorelt,
The gray ey’d morne fmiles on the frowning night,
Checkning the Eafierne Clouds with flreakes of lighe,
And darknefle fleckel’d Like a drunkardreceles,
From forth dayes pathway,made by Tirans wheeles.
Hence will Ito my ghofly Fries clofe Celi,
Hishelpe to craue;and my deare hap to tell. Exit,
Enter Frer alone with & basket.

Fri,The gray ey’dmorne (miles on the frowning night,
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with fireaks of light ;
And fleckled darkneffe hike a drunkard reeles,

From forth daies pach,and Turans burning wheele: .
Now ercthe Sun aduance his buraing eye,

Theday to cheere,and nights danke dew todry,
Imuft vpfill this Ofice Cage of ours,

With balefull weedes,and precious Im. el flowers,
The carchehat's Nacures mother, 1s her Tombe,
What is her burying graue thatis her wombe :

And from her wombe children of diuers kind
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We fucking on her naturall bofome fibd s -

Many for many vertues excellent s

Non:z but for fome,and yes all differenc,

Omickleis the powerfull grace thac hies

In Pla nts, Hearbs,Rones,and theit crue qualities :

For nought fo vile,that on the earth dothlive,

But tothe earth fome fpeciall good doth giue .

Nor oughe {6 good,but firain’d from that faizc vfe,

Reuolts from trae birth,tumbling on abule,

Verine it felfe turnes vice being mifapplied,

And vice fometime by aQon dignified.

Enter Romes,

Wichia the infaut rin'd of this weake fower,

Poyfon hath refidence,and medicine power :

For this being {nele,with thae part cheares each part,

1 Being rafted {layes all fences with the heare.

Two luch oppofed Kings encampe them fhll,

In man as well as Hearbes grace end rude will :

And where the worfer is predorninant,

Full (oone the Canker death cazes vp chat Plant,
Rem, Goodmorrow Father, :
Fri. Benedecite,

Whatcarly tongue fo fwect falutethme?

Young Sonne,it argues a hiltempered head,

Soloone o bid goodmorrow tuthy bed;

Carckeepes his watch in euery old manseye,

And where Care lodges fleepe will neuerlye s

But where vobrufed youh with vaftuftbraine

Doth couch his lims,there,golden (leepe dothraigne;

Theretore thy eathneffe doth me aflure,

Thou art vprous'd with tome diftemprature;

Orifnotfo,then here Lhiticrighe,

O.r Romeo hith natbz2nz wded tonighe,

Rom. Thatlafl is truc,the {wecter reit was mine,
Fri. God pardon fin:waft thou with Rofulise ?
Kom, With Rofalme,my ghoftly Father? No,

I haue forgot thatname,and that names woe.
Frs, That’s my good Son,but wher haft thou bin then ¢
Rom, 1letell thee ere thou aske it me agen:

I haue beene feafting with minc encmie,

Wheee on afudden one hath wounded me,

Thar’s by me wounded:both our remedies

W ithin thy helpe and holy phificke lies:

1 beareno hatred bleffed man:for loe

My inicrceffion hikewife ftexds my foe,

Frs. Beplaine good Son,reft homely inthy drifc,

Ridhing confe(lion,findes bu ridling fhrifc, ]
Rom Then plainly know my hearts deare Loueis fer,

On the faire daughter of rich Capuler :

Asmincon hers.fo hersis{et on mine;

And all cornbin’d,(aue what thou muft cambine

By holy marriage : when and where,and how,

We met,we wooed,aind made exchange of vow &

Ie tell thecas we pah'e,bunhis I pray,

Thatthau confent to marrie ve to day-

Fri. Holy S. Francis whata change is heere?

Is Rofaline thatthou didtt Loue (o deare

So foone foriaken ? young mens Loue then lies

Not truely in their hearts,but in their eyes.

lefu AMara what a deale of brine

Hath watht thy {allow checkes for Rofe/me ?

How much (alc water thrownc away i waft,

To feafon Louc that of it doth not taft.

— TheTrgedre Romgowndfuliat,

Ofsnoldtesrethatisnotwatht o yeta 7~
1fere thou waft thy felfe,and thefc'woes thine,

Thou snd thefe woes,wese all for Refa/me,

And art chou chang’d?pronounce this fentence then,
Women may fall,whien cheres no flcengthin men, -

Rom. Thou chid'ft me oft for louing Rofafines -

Frs. For doting net for louing pupill mine.

Rom. Andbad’@t me bury Loue,

Fri. Notina graue,

"f o lay one in,another out to hsue.

Rem, 1 pray thee chide me nog her I Loue now
Doth grace tor grace,and Louce for Louc allow :

The other did not fo,
Frs, O fhs hnew well, .

Thy Louc did read by rote,that could not fpell :

But come young wauerer,come goe withme,

Iaone refped, Ile thy affitanc be

For this ailiance may fo happy proue,

Toturne your houthould rancor to pure Loue.
Rom. Olet vs hence,l Rand on fudden haft.
Fri. Wifely ani{low,they Rumble thatrun faft.

Exennt
Enter Bennslio and Merentio,

Mer. \Where the deule thould this Remses be ? came he
notLometonight?

Ben. Not to his Fathers, 1 {poke with b's man,

Mer. Wiy chatfame pale hard.harted wench, that Ro-
falme torments himfa,that he will fure run mad.

Ben. Tibairthe kinfinanto old Capwler,hath fentaLet.
ter to his Fathers heufe,

eAler. A challenge on my life,

Bew. Romeo will antwerc it,

Mer. Anymantha can write,may anfwerea Letter,

Ben. Nay, he will anfwete the Letters Marfter how he
dares,being dared.

Mer. Alaspoore Romeo, he is already dead ftab'd with
a white wenches blacke eye, runnechrough the eare wich
a Loue fong, thevery pinne ofhis heare, clefe wich the
blind Bowe-boyes but- fhaft,and is he a msn to encouater
7}531!?

B:n. Why whatis Tibult ¢

Aer. More chen Prince of Cats, Oh hee’s the Couragi-
ous Capraine of Complemients : he fights as you fu g
prickfong, heepstime, diflavce,erd proportion, heredrs
his minum, ene, twe,and the third in yeur bofom :the ve-
ry butches of a filk byccon,a Dualifi;a Dualift: s Gendeman
of the very firf houfe of the firft and fecond caufe: ah che
immortall Paffado the Punto reuerfo,the Hay,

Ben. The whar?

AMer. The Pex of fuch antique lifping affe@ing phan-
tactes,thefe new tuners of accent : Iefua very gocd blade,
avery tallman,avery good whore, Why isnotthisala.
mentable thing Grandfire,that we fhould be thos 211, Ve dd
with thele ftrange flies ; thefe fathion Mongers,th.efe p.. .
don-mee’s,who ftand fo much on the new form, that they
cannot fit at café on the cld bench, O theit bones,thewr
bones,

Enter Romeo.
Ben. Here comes Romeo here comes Romred
Me.. Withouthis Roe, hkea dryed Hering, O flefh,
flefb,how are thou fithified? Now is he for the numbers
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura tohis Lady, was s kit ben
wench,marrie {he had abezter Love to beiime her: Prdo

The Suano: yet thy fighes,from heauencieares,
Thy old grones yer ringing in my suncientcares:
Lo heré vponthy checke the taine dath fir,

a dowdie, Cleopatra 3 Giplie, Ileken and Hero, hﬂdinfgs
and Hatlots: Thrsbie a gray cie or fo,but notto the purpoie,

Signior Romeo, Bow iowr these’s a French falutation to yeur

fE
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‘ Dyali1suow vpon the pricke ot Noone,

62

Frﬂ':ch flop : you gauevs the the counterfuit faircly laf
night.

‘Romes. Goodmotrow to you both, what counterfeit
did t giue yoo ? :

Mer, Theflip fir,the flip,can you not conceiuve ?

Rem. Pardon Mercutio,my bufineffe was great,andin
fuch a cafe asmine,a man nnay (traine curtefie,

AMer. Thar’s asmuch as to fay fuch a cafe as youss con-
flrains aman to bow in the hams,

Rem. Meaning to curlie,

2Mer, Thou haftmoft kindly hitie.

Rom. A mof curteous expolition.

Mer, Nay,Iam the very pinck of curtefie.

Rom, Piakeforflower.

AMer, Righe,

Roms. Why then is my Pump well flowr’d.

Afer. Sure wit, foilow methis ieaft, now till thou haft
worne out thy Pump, that when the fingle fole of 1tis
worne, the icalt may remawme after the wearing, fole-
fingular.

Ram, O finglefol'd icat,

Soly finpul tor the Aoglenetle.

Mer. Come berweene vs good Benwolio,my wits faints,

Rom. Switsand {purs,

Switsand fpurs,or 11z cric a match,

Mer. Nay,ii our wits ran the Wild-Goofe chafe,I am
done : Forthou haft more of the Wild-Goofe in one of
thy wits, then | amfure  haue 1o my whole fiue. VWas]
with you there for the Goofe ¢

Rom. Thouwaft neuer withmee forany thing, when
thou waft not there forthe Goofe.

Afer. 1 willbite thee by theeare for thaticft.

Rom. Nay gond Gootebitenat,

HMer. Thy witisavery Buter-fweetirg,

Itis amoft fharpe fawee,

Rom. Andis inot well fera'dinto aSwveet-Goofe? )

Mer. Onhere’s awit of Cheucrell, that firetches from
sn ynchnarrow,to an ell broad.

Rom. [ Reetchitout for that word,broad,which added
to the Goofe,proues thee farie and wide,abroad Goofe. |

Mer. Wiy isnot this better now, then groning for
Louc,now ar: thou {ociable,now art thou Remeo: now art
thou what thou art by Artas well asby Nuacure, for this
driueling Louc is likea great Naturall, thatruns lolling
vp and dowiie to hrd his bablenahole,

Bes. Stop the c,ﬂopchcrc.

Mer. Thoudelirdme to {top inmy rale againftthe

Een Thouwoulda'ttel e ha ie made thy talelarge.(hare.

2ier. Uthou artdcceu’d, T would haue madeit fhort,
or 1 wascometo the whoie depthotmy tale, andmeant
inaced to occupic the argun ent no longer.,

Enter Nurfe and ber man.
Kom. 1lercs goodly geare.
Afayle,afoyle.
Carer. [ yvrotwosa Shirtand a Smocke.
ANer. Fooer?
Peter. 2w
N, My Fen Peter ?
Mer. Goa i Fers to hide her face ?
For ber Fansthetairerfnce?
Nar, Godye good mosrox Gentlemen.
Mer. God yegoodenfaire Gentlewoman.
Nur. 1s1tpooden?
Mer, "T1sno leffe btell you . for the bawdy hand of the

~—

The Tragedieof Rameo and Fuliet.

Nar, Outvpon you:whatamanareyou?
Rom. One Gentlewoman,
That God hath made,himfelfe to mar,

Nur. By my troth it is faid , for himfelfe to, mar qua-
t ha:Gentlemen, can any of you tel me wherel may find
the young Romes?

Romeo. 1can tell you: but young Remee will be older
when you haue found him, then he was when you feught
him : I am the youngef of that name, for fault of a worle.

Nuwr. You fay well,

Mer. Yeaisthe worft well,

Very well tooke : Ifaith,wifely,wifely,

Nwr. If yoube he fir,

1 defire fome confidence with you?

Ben. She will endite him to fome Supper.

AMer. A baud,abaud,abaud. Sono.

Rom, Whathall thou found?

Mer. NoHare fir, viucfle sHare firina Lentea pie,
that is fomething Rale and hoare ere it befpent,

Anold Hare hoare, and an old Hare hoareisvery good
meatin Lent.

But a Hare that is hoare is too much fora fcore, whenit
hoaies ere it be fpent,

Komro willyou come to your Fathers ? Weele to dinnes

thither,

Rom. 1 w:llfollow you,

Mer, Farewellaunaent Lady :

Farewell Lady,Lady,Lady.
Exit. MMerewtio, Benncho .

Nur, Tpray youfir, what fawcie Merchant was this
that was fo full of his ropenie ¢

Rem. A Gentleman Nutfe, that louesto licare lumfelfe
talke.ard wil! fpeake mote in aminute, then Le will fland
1o a Moneth,

Nwr. Andafpeakeany thine acainttine, Letakhe um
downe & z wareluftier tien bevs, and e ven e jadk:
and il carrot, dichince thotethat thad s feurvie ausie, |
amnone « fias flure-gals, Tamnone of his skainesma:es,
aud thou nuft fland by toe 2nd fuffer cuery knaue tovie
me at hes pleafure.

Per. 1tawnoman vie vou athispleafure : if T had, my
weapon fhovld quicd’y bane Leenecue, Twananoyou, |
dare draw affoone 3. anoth-r man, :f Ifecoccafionina
good quarrdiland the law or my fide,

Nur Now aforc Gnd,l sinfo vext. hat euery part about
me quiuers, skuuy knaue: pray youhiraword: sudas|
told you, my young Lady bid me enquireyou cut, what
fhebid me fay, Iwillkeepe tomy felfe : butfiift letme
tell ye, ifye fhecld leade her matoole: paranfe, as they
fay, it wereavery grofle kind of behaviour, as they 3y :
for the Gentlewoman s yony - & therefere,it you fhould
dealedouble wizh her, trucely it were an il thing to be of-
fered to any Gentlewoman,and very weake dealing.

Nwr. Nurie commend me to thy Lady and Miiticffe,I
proteft vntothee.

Nur. Good heart, sndyfaithTwill teli her as much:
Lerd,Lord fhe will be aioyfull woman,

Rowm. What wilt thou tell her Nu:fc? thou doeft not
markeme ¢

Nwr. Twilltell her fir, that you do proteft, which asl
take it isa Genrleman-hhke offer. (afr=rnoone,

Rom. Bid her deinic fon-e meanes ro come te (hate this
And there fhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell
Befhriu'd and marnied : here 1s for thy paines.

Nwr. Noruly firnot apenny,

Kom. (.n100,1fay you fhall,

N”’/'
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Nur. This afteenoone fir2 well the fhall be there.
‘Ro. And fay thou good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall,
Within tius houre my man fhallbe withthee,
Andbring thee Cords inade like a tackled faire,
Which to the high top gallantof my ioy,
Muft be my conuoy 1 the fecret mght,
Farewell,be cruftie and lle quite thy paines :
Farewell ,commend me to thy Miftrefle,
Nur. Now Godin heauen blefle theeharke you (ir,
Rom. What failt thou my deare Nurfe?
Narfe. Is your man {ecree, did vouncre heare fay two
may kecpe counfell puttng one away,
Ro. W arrant thee my man as truc as flecle.
Nwr. We'l hamy Miflreficast he fweeteft Lady,Lord,
Lord, when ‘twas a little prating thing. O thereisaNo-
ble man w1 Towne one Par thiat would faine lay kmfea-
boaid : but fhe good foulchai’ a3 lecuc a tee Toade,avery
Toade as fce bum: I anger har {omenmes,and tell her that
Paris is the properer man, buc He warranc you, when i fay
fo, fheelookes aspa'e as any clout in the verfall world.
Dothnot Roten aric 3nd Romce begin both with alecter?
Rom. 1Nu:fe whatotthat? Bothwithan R
Nuwr. Amocker that's the dogsname. R. is for theno,
Iknow it begins with fome other lecter, and (he haththe
pretucit fententiousofit, of you and Rofemary, that it
would do you goodtoheaieit,
Rom. Commendmetothy Lady,
Nwr. Lathoufand umes, Perer?
Pet. Anco.
Nwr. Beforeand apace.
Enmter Inliet,
Tul. The clocke ftrook nine,when I did fend the Nurfe,
In halfe an houre fhe promifed to returne,
Perchance fhe cannot meete bim;that’snot {o :
Oh fheis lame, Loues fHerauid ihould be thoughts,
Which ten times fafter glides then the Sunnes beames,
Driuving backe fhadowes ouer lowring hils.
Therctore do nimble Pinion’d Doues draw Loue,
And therefore hath the wind-fwift (.‘:Txd wings:
Now isthe Sun vponthe highmoft hill
Of this daies iourney,and from nine tll twelue,
I threelong houres,yet (heisnot come.
Had fhe affc¢tionsand warme youthfull blood,
She would be as fwiftinmotion asaball,
My words would bandy her to my fweete Loue,
And hus to me,but old folkes,
Many taine asthey were dead,
Vawieldie, flow,hcauy,and pale as lead.
Enter Nurfe.
O God the comes,0 hony Nurfe what newes ?
Haft thoumet with him?{end thy man away.
Nwr, Peter (tay s:the gate.
Inl. Now good tweet Nunfe ;
Lord,why lookeft thoufad »
Though newes,be (3d.yet tell theay merrily,
1f good thou {ham'ft che mufick e of fweet vewes,
By playing it to me, with [c fower a face,
Nwr. Iam a weary,giue mic lcaue awhile,
Fichow my bouv 2s ake,what s iaunt haue 1 had ¢
Inl. T would thou had’R my bones,and I thy newes:
Naycome I pray thee fpeake.good good Nurie {peake.
Nur. Iefuw hat hafidcanyounot ftay a while ? -
Do you not fee that [ am ousef breath 2
Ini Howsrethou out of breath, when thou haft brerh
To (ay to me,thatthou art out of breath ?
The excufe tha.t thoy do#t make in this delay,

Exeut Nurfeand Peter.

1s longer then the tale thou doft excufe.

Is thy newes good or bad?anfwerc to thae,
Say either,and Ile {tay the circuftance -
Letme be fausfied aft good or bad ?

Nur. Well, you hauemadea fimple choice, youknow
nothow to chufe a man : Remee,no not he though istace
bebetter then any mans, yechislegs excels all mens, and
for a hand,and a foote,and a body, though they be nott»
be talkt on,yet they are palt compare: be s not the flower
ot curtefie,but lle warranc him as gentle a Lambe :go thy
waics wench, ferue God, W hat haue you din'd at home -

Iul. Nono:but allthis this did [ know before
{Vhat {aics be of our marriage? what of tiar ?

Nur. Lord how myhead akes,whatahead haue ] ?
Itbeates asit would fall intwenty peeces.
My backe a tother fide :0 my backe,my backe::
Befhtew your heart for fending me about
To catch my death with iauntung vp and downe.

Ixl. 1farth:] am forriethat thatthou arcfo well,

Sweet fweer {weet Nurfe,rell me what fatesry Loue ?
Nwr. Your Loue faies like an honeft Geaticiman,

And a courteous,ind akind,and a handfome,

And [ warraat a vertnous:where is yout Mother >

In’s Where is my Mother ?

Why fhe 1s within,where (hould fhe be 2
How odly thou repli'ft:
Your Loue faies hke anhonelt Gentleman :
Where1syour Mother?
Nure OGods I ady deare,
Are yo1fo hnt?marric come vp I trow,
Is this the Poultis for my aking bones ?
Henceforward do your mellages your felfe,
Inl, Heere's fucha coile,come what (aies Romes ?
Nwr. Haveyou got leaue to goto fhufttoday ?
Iul, 1hauve.
Nur, Thenhighyouhence to Frier Lawvewse Cell,

There faies 3 Husband co make you a wife
Now cormes the wanton bloud vp in your cheekes,
Therle be in Scarlet ftraight ac any newes
Hic you to Church,] muft s other way,
To tetch a Ladder by the which your Loue
Mutt climde a birds neft Soone when icis daske :
I am the drudge and toilein your delighc s
But you (hall beare the burthen foone at mghe,
Go lle to dinner,hie you to the Cell,

I . H ic to high Fortune,hone(t Nurfle, farewell, Bxvwon

Enter Frier and Romeo.

Fri. So fwile the heauens vpon this holy a&,
That after houres,with forrow chide vs not.

Rom. Amen amen,but come what forrow can,
It cannot counteruaile the exchange of io
That one thort minute givesme in her fighe:

Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words,
Then Loue-deuouring death do what lie daiey
Itisinough.! may but cali her mine.

Frs. Thele violent dclights haue violent endes,
And in their trium h:dicliie fite and powder;
Which aschey kiffc confame, The fweeteft honey
1s Ioachfome in tis owne dehcioufneffe,

And ir. the tafte confoundes the appetice,
Therefore Lovemoderately,long Loue doth fo,
Too fwifc arriues as tardic as too flow.

Enter In/ios.
Here comes the Lady.:Oh {o light a foot
Wil ncre weare out the eucrlatting flint,
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A Louer may beftride the Goffamours,
That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre,
And yet not fall (o light is vanitie.
isl, Good euen to my ghoftly Confeffor.
Fri. Romeo (hallthanke thee Daugheer for vs bath,
Inl, ‘As muchto him,clfe 1n his thanks too much,
Fri, Ah Inliet,ifthe meafuze of thy ioy
Be heapt like mine,and cthat thy skillbe more
Toblafon it then fweeten wich thy breath
This neighbour ayre,and let rich mufickes tongue,
Vnfold the imagin’d happinefle that both
Receiuc in either, by chis deere encouncer,
Isl, Conceit more rich inmatter then inwords,
Brags of his fubflance,not of Ornament :
They are but beggers that can count their worth,
But my true Loue is growne o fuch fuch excefle,
I cannot fum vp fome of halfe my wea'th.
Fri.Come,comc with me,& wé will make (hort worke,
For by your leaues,you (hall noc ftay alone,

Till holy Church incorporate two in one.
Ewter Mecrcutio Bensolio and men.
Ben. 1pray thee good Mersutiolets reure,
The day is hot,the Capalets abroad :
And it we meee, we (hal not fcape a brawic,for now thefe
hot dayes,is the mad blood thirnng.

Mer. Thoaartlike one of chele fellowes,that when e
enters the confines of 2 Tauerne,claps me his Sword vpon
the Table,and fayes,God fend me no need of thee: and by
the operation of the {econd cup,drawes bim onthe Draw
er,whenindeed there 1s no need.

Ben. AmlikefuchaFellow?

AMer. Come,come,thouart as hot 8 Tacke inthy mood,
8s any in {talie: and affoonc mioued to be moodie, andaf-
foone moodic to be mou’d.

}  Ben. Andwhattoo?

Mer. Nay,and there weretwo fuch, we thould haue
none (hortlv,for one would kill the other:thou, why thou
wilt qumeil with 3 manthat hath ahaire more, ora haire
lefle 1n his beard,then thou haft:thou wile quarrell witha
man for cracking Nuts, hauing no other reafon, butbe.
csufe thouhaft hafell eyes: what eye, bucfuch an eye,
would fpie out fuch a quarrell ? thy head is as full of quar-
rels,as an egge is full ofmeae, and yet thy head hath bin
beaten as addle as an egpe for quarreling:thou haft quar-
rel’d with @ man for coffing inthe ftreer,becaufe he haih
wakened tby Dog thathath lsine afleepe in the Sun.Did’
thou not fall out with 3 Tailor for wearing his new Doub.
let before Eafter? with another,for tying his new fhooes
with old Riband,and yet thou wilt Tutor mefromquar-
gelling?

Ben. And Jwere ioapt to quarell as thou art,any man
thou!d buy tiic Fee-fimple of my life, foran hourcanda

uartes,

b (Wer. The Fee-fimple 20 fimple,

' Crter T3balt Petrnchio,and others.

} Ber. By oo hecd bere comes the Capulers,

E ¢ Aler. By mylLicle f carenot.

| Tyb. Follow me ciofe,for I will fpeake tothem,
Gentlemen,Gond den,a word with one of you,

L Mer. And but one word with one of vs?couple it with
' fomething,mahe ita word and ablow.

} 136, Youfhall find me apt inough to that fir, snd you
will giue mz nccalion,

}' ¢Mcren. Couldyou not take fome occafion without

ising ? :
Tib. Me)rum:hou confort’fk with Remeo,
.4

]
»

The Teagedicof Remeosnd ol

Mer, Confort>whatdoft thou make vs Minfirels? &
thou make Minfirels of vs,looke to heare nothing bue dif-
cords :heere’s my fiddlefbicke,heere's that fhall make you
daunce. Come confort,

Ben, We talke here inthe publike haunt of men :
Either withdraw vnto fome private place,

Orreafon coldly of your greeuances :
Ox clfe depart.here all eies gaze on vs.

Mex. Mcens eyes were made to looke,and let thens gaze.
I will not budge for no mans pleafure I.

Enter Rovme,

7ib. Well peacebe with you fir,here comes my man

AMor. Butllebe hang'd fir ifhe weare your Livesy
Marry go before to field,heele be your follower,

Your worfhip in that fenfe,may call him man.
71b. Romea,the louel brare thee,can sffoord
Nobetter terme then this, Thou ast s Villaine,
Rom. Tibalt,the teafon that I have to loue thee,
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage
To fucha greeting: Viljaine am I nore 3
Therefore farewell, I fee thou know'ft me not.

Tib. Boy,this fhall not excufe the iniuries
That thouhaft done me thercfore turne and di2w.

Rom. 1 do prote® I neuer iniur'd thee,

Butlou'd thee better chen thou can’ft deuife;
Till thou fhalt know the re.fon of ny loue,
Aud fo good Capnler,which name [ tender
As dearely as my owne,be tatisficd,

Mer. O calme,difhonourable,vile fubuuffion .
Allastucathe carnies it away.

7 ybair,you Kat-catcher,wiil you walke ?

71b. What woualds thou haue with me?

Mer. Good King of Cats,nothing but one ot your vine
liues,that 1 meanc to make bold withall, and as you fhall
vieme hereafter dry beate thereflof the cight. Willyon
pluck your Sword out of hus Pslcher by the carcs ; Make
hafi,lealt mine be about your eares erc it be out,

736, 1am for you,

Rom, Gentle Mercmiss,pot thy Rapier vp.

AMer. Comwe bir,your Pailado,

Rom. Draw Bewwelio, beat aowne their weapons
Gentdemen fo thame forbeare this outrage,

Tsbale, Mercatto,the Prince exprefly hath
Forbidden bandying in Perona frectes.
Hold Tybalr,good dercutso,
Exut Tybals,

Mer. 1am hure,

A plague aboth the Houfes,l am {ved:
Ishe goneand hath nothing ?

Ben. Whatart thou buie ?

Mer, 1,Lafcratch aferacch,marey 'is inough,
Wh.re is my Page?po Villaine fecch 8 Surgeon.

Rom. Courage man,the hurt cannot be much,

Mer, No :'tis not fo deepe as a well, nor fo wide as a
Church doore,but 'tisinough, twill fe1 ue s aske for merto
motrow,and you fhall find me a grave man.l am pepper'd

I warrant for this world : a plague a both your houles.
What, aDog, aRat, a Moufe,a Cat to {sratch 8 man o
desth: a Bragaart,a Rogue,s Villaine, that fights by the
booke of Aritbmeticke, why the dev’le came vou be-
tweene vs? I was hure vader your arme,

Rom. 1thought sl for the beft,

Mer, Helpeme into (ome houfe Bewnelio,

Or I (hall faint:a plaguea both your houfes. ;
They haue made wormesmeac of me, ]
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I haue it,and foundly to your Houfes.
| Rem. This Gentleman the Princes neere Alie,
My very Eriend hath got his mortall huee
10 my behaife,my reputation ftain’d
W ich Tibalss launder,7ybals chat an houre
Hath beene my Cozin:O Sweet Iulter,
Thy Beauty hathimade me Effeninate,
And inmy temper foftned Valours fteele.
Enter Bennol.o.
Ten. O Fomes,Romeobrane Mercatso's is dead,
That Ga'lantfpiric hathafpu’d the Cloudes,
W hichtoo vatmely here did {¢arne the eatth,
Rom, This daies blacke Fate,onmo daies doth depend,
This but begins the wo others muft end.
Enter Tybal:.
Fer. Here comes the Furious T+balr backe againe.
‘Fom. He gonintriump':,and Aercnse Qune?
Away to heauen re(pedtiue Lrvire,
And fire and Fury, bemy coedncinow,
Naw 7rbalt takethe Viltainc backs againe
Thatlace thou gan'itme,tor Afe cutsos foule
T bur=lictie way sboge our nieads,
Sto e torthee to heepe im compani-:
Estlicr thou or 1,0t bothi,muft coe wihhim.
Tib. Thou wretched Boy that dhd(t confort himhere,
Shalt wichhum hence,
Rom. This fhall determine thar.
T ey fishe, Tybalt falles,
Ien, Rixcoawavhbegone:
Ci. coarevpand Tibde fane,
Stanfu tamaz d, e Poace will Doome thee deaih
Ttthe gse. ehasthenie,be gone away,
R ¢ lam Forunes toole.
I.. wviivdoftthoa flay?

he

East Romeos
Enter Catsz ens,
Cree. Whichway ran Le that h.ld Chfercsise?
Tibalt tnat Murtherer,which way ran he?
Bem, There lies that Tybals.
Cis. Vpirgowithme:
I.hargetheenthe Princes names obey,
Euter Pronce old Montaaue,Capslct th sy
Wises and .1l
Frm. Whcerearethe vilebegmnersoftivsiay 2
Ben. ONoblePrince,I can difcouer ail
Tar v viuckie Maonage of this fatall ball:
Therehesthemunnae by young Remeo,
Toar 0wty Sorman Lrave AL weso,
Cap W1 I;6ale,my Cozin > O my Drothers Cluld,
O Prince,O CozvaHonbind, O the bload s (pild
Ofmy deare hinfinan Prince as thou are true,
For bloud of ours,(hed bloud o Mewntagwe.
O Cozin,Cozin,
Prm. Bewuelro,who began this Fray ?
Ben, Tybalt here {laine, whem Remeo’s har & did flay,
Romeo that {poke him faire,bid him bethinke
How nice the Quarrell was,and vrg'd withall
Your high difpleaturc:sil this veeered,
With gentlebreath, calme laske kuees humbly bow'd
Could not take truce with the viwuly fpleene
Of Tybalts deafe to peace,but that he Tilts
With Peircing feele atbold Meremio’s breaft,
Whoall as hot,turne sdeadly point to posnt,
And with a Martiall feerne,ivith one hand beates
Cold death afide, and with the other fends
Itbackto Tybals,whofe dextenty

T he Tragedse of Romeo and biliet
Ext,

Retorts 1t: Remweo he cries aloud,

His aged arme beats downe theur fatall po:nts,
Aod twixe them rufhes,vnderneath whotc araie,
An cauious thruft from Tybalr,hic the lite

Gt ftout Mercmtso,and then Tybals fled.

But by and by comes backe toRemeo,

Who had but newly entereained Revenge,

And too’cthey goe Like Ligheingterere 1

Could draw to parc th~n:,was {tout Tybals {laine :
And ay hefell did Romen turae znd flie:

‘Thisis the truth,or lec Fennolio die,

Cap. 87 Hesakmfimanco the Mountague,
Atteétion mil.es hin falfe,he f;-eakes not true
Same cwearty of then foughi n this blacke firife,
Aadall chaie twenty could but kil one hife.

Ibeg for luthice, which thou Prince muft grue:
Romeo ilew Tybalt ,Remeo muft not hue,

Prim. Romes(lcw himhic flew Mercmire,

Who now the price of hisdeare blood doth owne,

Cap. Not Romes Prince he was Aferemsos Triend,
His tanle concludes,buz v hat tiie law fhould end,
T he life of Tybalr.

Trim. Andtorthatofi-rce,

Immed ately we docenie him bience :

Ihane aninterel) 1 yjy e hearts precseding:

My bloud for your rude brawles doth iz a bleeding,
Buc Ble Ameice you with fo fhrong a fine,
Thaty. u Ml repentrl cinlle elimne,
Jowiltrderts ey nieading dracutes,
Norterre. e - prayers hall purchale cur abules
Therefore v{=none,let Kkemeahence 1 hatt,

Flte when heietound,thac houre 1s s a2,

| Bearchence this body,and artend our will :

| Mercy not Murders pardemng thofe that kall.

Evter [u'iet alone,

Iul Gallop apace,youficiy footed Aeedes,
Towards Phebuclodging,fuch a Wagoner
As Placion would whip youto the welft,
Andbung in Cloudie mght immediately.
Spred thy clefe Curtaine Loue-performing night,
Thattun-cwayes eyes may wincke,and Romce
Leape to thefe armes,vntalke of and vafeene,
Loucrs can feeto doe their Amorous righs,
Andby their owne Beauties:or if Loue be bhind,
Tt beftagrees wichnight:come cinill nighe,
Thou fober {uted Matron allin blacke,
And learne me how to loofe a winning match,
Plaid for a paire of Rainleffe Maidenhoods,
Hood my ynman'd blood bayting in my Cheekes,
Withthy Blacke mantle,ull fzange Loue grow bold,
Tivohetrue Loue acted finple modeftic:
Comemght come Romes,come thou day innight,
For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night |
\Yhiter then new Snow vpon a Ranens backe:

Giue me my Romeo,and when 1 fhall die,
Take hunand enthim outinlictle farres,
Andhe willmake the Face of heauen (o fine,
That2llthe world will be in Loue with nighe,
And pay no worfhip to the Garifh Sun,

O 1haue boughr the Manfion of a Loue,
Buatnot pofieitit,and thoughlam fold,
Notyec enioy’d, o tedious is this day,

) Asisthenight before fome Feftiuall,

ff 3

Hold Friends,Friends part,and {wifcer then his cohgue,

Eaennto

Comnic gentle night,come louing blackebrow’d night,
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To an impatient child thathath new robes
Andmay not weate them,O here comes my Nurie :
Enter Niwrfe with cords,

And the brings newes and euery tongue that fpeaks
But Romsees, name, fpeakes heauenly eloquencer:
Now Nurfe,what newes?what haft thou there ?
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ?

Ner, 1,1theCords.

Ivfi. Ay me,whatnewes ?
Why doft chou wring thy hands.

Nur, Awelady,hee’s dead,hee’sdead,
We are vadone Lady,we are vadone.
Alacke the day,hee’s gone,hee’s kil'd,he’s dead.

Inl. Can heauen be fo enuious?

Nwr. Romeocan,
Though heanen cannot.ORomeo, Remeo,
Who euer would haue thoughtic Remes,

Inls, Whacdiueli artthouy,
That doft torment mechus ¢
This rorture thould be roar’d in difmatl Lell,
Hath Romea {laine himfelfe 2 fay thou but I,
And that bare vowell 1 (hall poyfon more
Then the death-darting eye cf Cockatrice,
I amnotl,ftherebefuchanld,
Or thofe eyes (hotythat makes thee anfwere I:
Ifhe be flane fay I,o0r 1f not,no.
Briefe,founds,determine of my weale or wo,

Nir. 1{awthe wound,l {aw it withmine eyes,
God fage the inacke,here on his manly bre(,

Apitteous Coaife,a bloody pitcous Coarfe:

Pale,pale 1s afhes,all bedawb'd in blood,
Allin gore blood I founded acthe fighe-
Iul O breske my heart,
Pore Ban. Lrout breake atonce,
To prifon eyes,nere looke on libersie.
Vilecarth 1o eacth refigne end motion here,
And thouant Romeo preffe un heaure beere,
Nur, O Tybalz, Tybale the beft Fiiend 1 had:
O curccous 7rbalt honeft Gentleman,
Tha: euer i fhould live totec thee dead.
Inl. What ftormers this that blowes fo contrarie?
Ts Romeo (langhered 2 and 1s Tybalt dead?
My deareft Cozen,and my dearer Lord:
Then dreadfull Trumpet found the generall doome,
For who 15 huing,if thofe two aregone ¢
Nur. Tybalt1s gone,and Romeo anifhed,
Romes that kil'd him he is bam(hed.
Inl. OGod!
D1d Rom'os hand thed Trbailts blood
Tt didac did alas the dav v did,
Nus. ) Serpeatheart hid with a flowring face,
s, D! eter Dragon keepe {o faire a Caue?
Beauufull 1 yrantfiend Angelicall
Raucnoas Doie-feather’d Rauen,
Woluil =i sacateg Lanbe,
Dupit:diubitance of Divineft fhow :
luttoppaficto what thou juft'y feem’ft,
A dunae S wr,au H nouorsble Villaine :
O Natuic b whichad'ft chouto doeinhell,
When thoudid it bower the fpirit of a fiend
I1 mortall paradife of fuch fweet flefh ?
\Was cuer booke contaimng fuch vile maceer
so farely vound? O thae decest fhould dwell
tn {uch a sorgeous Pallace,
nwr. [here’s no truft no fich,no honeftie inmen,

} Al perau. dali forfworne all naughe,all diffemblers,

e e B wetwar—Awes e s "M W

‘The Tragedie of Romea and Jukses.

Ah where’s my man ? giue me fome Agua-vite ?
Thele gricfes,thefe woes,thefe forrowes make me old:
Shame come to Romeo. !

Iul. Blifter'dbe thy tongue 5
For fuch 2 wifh,he was not borne to fhame ;

Vpon his brow fhameis afham’d to fit ;
Fortis a throane where Honour may be Crown'd
Sole Monarch of the vniuetfall earth:
O whacabeaft wasIto chide him 2
Nur. Will youfpeake well ofhim,
Thatkil'd your Cozen?

Inl. Shall Ifpeakeill ofhimthatis my husband?
Ab poore my Lord, what tongue fhall imooth thy name,
When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it.

But wherefore Villaine did'it thou kill my Cozin ?
That V.llaine Cozin would haue Kil’d my husband :
Backe foolith teares,backe to your natue fpring,
Your tributarie draps belong to woe,

Which youmiftaking offer vproioy :

My husband Liues that 7.6/t vwould have flaine,
And Tbalt dead that would hauc {laine my husband:
All this is comfort,wherefore weepe 1 then?
Some words there was worfer then 7ybalrs death
Thatmurdered me, [ weuld forge it teine,

But oh,t prefles to my memory,

Like damned guilty deedes co finners minds,
Tybalt is dcad and Romeo banifhed :

Thatbanifhed that one word ban (hed,
Hath{laine ten thovfand Ttbalts: Tsbalts death
Was woe inough1ifit had ended thiere:

Or iffower woe delightsin fellowflup,

And needly will be ranke with other griefes,

Why followed not when {he faid T1bults dead,
Thy Father or thy Mother ray ot beth,

Wiich modeine lamentation mighe haue inou’!.
But which arere-ward following Tybalts deaths
Romeors bamthed to fpeake that word,

is Father Mother,Tybalt,Rowmeo Inlser,
Alt{laine,all dcad: Romsco is banifhed,

There is no end,no limic,meafure,bound,

Inthat words death,no words can that woe futad,
Where ismy Father and my Mother Nurfe 2

Nur. Weeping and wahing ouner 7 ybalts Coatfe,
Will you goto them 21 will bring you thither.

I».Wath they lus wounds with tears:mine fhal be fpeae
When theis are dric tor Romeo’ s banithment,
Take vp thofe Cordes po=reropec you are beguil'd,
Botb youand i for Romée s exild:
Hemade you for ylugh- way to iy bed,
Butl a Maid,die Marden widewod.
Come Cord,come Nu:ie,fleto my wedding bed,
And death not Romeo t:leny Murden head,

Nar. Heeroyou Chambes,lle find Romeo
To com{i reyoudwot well where heis
Hatke ye your Romeo will be heereat nighe,
leto inm,beis hid ac Lawrence Cell,

Jul. O find him,gwe this Ring to my true Krighr,
And bid him come,to take hislafi farewell,

e o pm—

E\
Enter Erser and Rewiso.,

Fri, Romes comeforth,,
Come forth thou fearfull man,
Affliction is enamor’d of thy parts-
And thou art wedded ro calamitie, i
Rem. Father whatnewes ?

W nar ’

v rmea— =

1. ii. 30—III. iii. 4

682
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67 .

What is the Princes Doome?
| What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand,
tLhae lyetknownot?

Fri. Too familiar
1<y drare Sonne with fuch fowre Company
1 bring thice tydings of the Princes Doome.

Rom. What leffe then Doomefday,

J<the Pringes Doome ?

Lre. A gentleriadgement vanithe from his lips,
Not badies dech,but bodics banmithnient.

Rom. Hs banifhmen:>be meraifull (ay death:
For ex:le hath more terror 1n his [ovke,
M-chmore then de:th:do not {av ban.fhment.

Fri. HewctromPee raechoubantthed:
Bepatiags e worldis hroad and wide,

Remse ) bec1s noworld wittout Uerona walles,
Lur Purgarone, Torwre bl felic
Hencebanithed,is banfh: - omthe worid,

And worlds (xiers death Then banithed,
Is deathymifearmd calting death bamithed,
T now cut’ Yy hzad et wicth a golden Axc,
And fmiicft vpoadhe firoke that murders me.

Fre. Qdeadiy fin,Orude vathankefulnefe!
Thy falt cur Law calles death,but the kind Prince
Taking thy pare,hath ruthe afide the Law,
Andurn’d that blacke word deathyto banithment.
Tins s deare mcrcy,and tixou {ceft 1t not,

Pows, 'Trs Torturc and not mercy,heauen is here
Where Ja/set Liues,and euery Catand Dog,
Andhizcle Moufe,euary vowerthy thing
Live herern Heauen and may looke on her,

But K omeo may not More Validiue,

More [ {onourabic flate,more Courtfhip lines

In careson Flies, Nien Romeo.they may (eaze
Onthe white wonder of deare Juliets hand,

And iteale immoutall blefling from her hps,

Who cuen in pure and veitall modeflie

Still blufh,as thinhing their owne kifles fin.

This may Flies doe,when I from this muft flie,
And failt thou yet,that exile 1snot death ?

But Romeomay not,hee is bamthed.

Had' thou no poyfon mxr,no fharpe ground kaife,
No fudden meane of death,though acre fomeane,
Buc banifhicd to kill me? Bauifhed?

Q Fricr,the damued vle thatword innell :
Howlinge actends it,how halt thea the hare
Being a Dinvine, a Ghoftly Confeffor,

A Sin-Abfoluer,and my Fiiend profeft ¢
Tomangle me with that word,banithed ?

Fri. Thenfond Mad man,heare mefpeake,

Rom. Othou wilt fpeake againe of banifhment.

Frs. 1le giue thee Armour to keepe off that word,

Aduerfities fweete milke,Philofophic,
To comfort thee,chough thou are banithed.

Rom. Yet banifhed?hang vp Philofophies
Valefle Philofohpic can make a Zudrer
Difplant a Towne,reuerfe a Princes Doome,
Ithelpes not,ic preuailesnot,talke no more.

Frr. Othen] fee,that Mad menhaue no cares,

Rom. How fhouldthey,

When wifenrca haueno eyes ?

Fri. Letme difpaire with thee of thy eftate,

Rom. Thou can'ft not fpeake of that § doft not fecle,
Wertthou as young as Tulier my Loue:

An houre but martied,7ybalt murdered,
Doting hike me,and like me banifhied,

}
5
|
|
|
|
|
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Thea mightefichou fpeake,
Then muighteft thou teare chy hayre,
And fail vpon cthe groutd as I doenaw,
Taking the meafuic of an vams.le grave.
Enter Nurfe andkuocle .

Frser. Arifcon: knockes,
Gond Romes hde thy felifc.

Rom. Natl,
Valeffe the breath of Hartficke groanes
Mit-like infold me from the feaich of eyes.

K noche
Fri. Harke how they knocke
(Who's thete ) Komeaaniie,
Thou wilt be taher,iay awhile,fland vp =
Knocke.
Run to my (tudy:by and by Gods will
What fimplencile 1schts. t come, i come,
Kuoche.
Who knocks fo hard ?
Wiicnce come you ? what's your will 2
Enter Nurfe.

Nur, Letme comein,
Ludyor Syt know my errand :
I-ouefron Lady fale:,

I'ri. Welcomethen,

Nur. Oholy Frie:,Otellme holy Frier,
Wiese sty Ladies Lord>where's Romeo ¢

Frs, Therconthe groved,

With hisowne teares made drunke.
Nur. Oheiscueniamy Miftrefie cafe,
Tuft 1a her cafe.O wotnll Gmpathy :
Pitr1ous predicament,cuen (o lies (he,
Blubbring and weeping weepwng and blubbriang,
Stand vp,ftand vp,ftand and yonbe a man,
For Julsets fake,for her fake nfe and itand s
Why fhould you fall into fo deepe 2n O,

Rom. Nuife,

N#r. Ahfir,ah (ir deaths the end of all,

Rom. Speak’tt thou of Zafierthow isit with her?
Doth not fhe thinke me an old Murtherer,

Now I haue flain'd the Childhood of our ioy,
With blood remoued,but lictle from her owne 2
Where is fhe ?and how dothfhe ? and what fayes
My conceal d Ladyto our conceal’d Loue?

Nwr. Oh fhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps,
And now falsonher bed,and then Rarts wp,

And Tybalt calls,and then on Romeo crics,
And thendowne falls againe.

Ro As if that name fhot from the dead leuell of 2 Gun,
Did murder her,as that names curfed hand
Murdred her kinfman.Cb tel! me Fries,tell me,
In what vile parc of chis Anatomie
Doth my name lodge? Tell me,that I may facke
The hatefull Man(ion.

Fri. Hold thy defperatehand
Artthou aman? thy forme cries out thou are :

Thy teates are womanith,thy wild a&s denote

The vnreafonable Faric of a beatt,

Vnfecinely woman,in a feeming man,

And illbefeeming beaftin feenung both,

Thou haft amaz’d me.By my holy order,

I thought thy difpofition better temper’d.

Haft thou flaine Tybalr ? wilt thou flay thy felfe ?
Andflay thy Lady thatin chy life lies,

By doing damned hate vpon thy feife?

Why rayl'(t thou on thy birth? the heauca 20 fearth

S
.
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Since birth,and heauen and earch,all three do mecte
In thee at once,which thou at opce would’it Joofe.
Fie,fie,thou tham'fk thy (hape,thy toue,thy wit,
Which hike a Vfurer abound'th all 3
And v{c} nonein that true vieindeed,
Which fhould bedecke thy thape,thy loue,thy wit :
Thy Noble thape,isbut a forme of waxe,
Digrelling fram the Valour of a man,
Thy dearc Loue fworne buthollow periurie,
| Killing that Loue which thou haft vow'd to cherith.
Thy wis,thasOroament,tofhage and Loue,
Mifhapen in e conduét of them both -
Like powder1n ask.lleffe Souldsers Bashe,
r Is {ec s fire by thine owne ignorance,
And thou ditmembred with thine owne defence.
What,rowfe thee man,thy Julser is alwe,
For whofe deare fake thou waft buc lately dead.
Thete are chou happv.Trbals would kill thee,
Butthou fiew (¥ THbaiz, thereart thoa happie.
Thelaw that threawned death became thy Friend,
And turn'd it to exile,there art chou happy,
A packe or blefling light vpon thy backe,
Happinelle Courts thee in her beil airay,
But lrke amifhaped and {ulleo wench,
Thou putcelt vp thy Fortunc and thy Loue:
T ake heed,take heed, for fuch die miferable.
Goe getthee tathy Loueas was decreed,
Afcend her Chamber,hence and cointort her
But looke thou flay noc till the watch be fer,
Fot then thou canit not pafic to Xaniwa,
Where thou fhalt tiue tll we can finde a time
Toblaze your marriage,reconcile your Fricnds,
Beg pardon of thy Prince,and call thee backe,
With ewenty huadred thoufand times more 1oy
Then thou went’it forth in lamentation.
Goe before Nurfe,comumend metothy Lady,
Andbid her haften ali the houfe tobed,
Which heauy forrow maes themapt voco,
Romeo1s comming,
Nwr. O Losd,I could haue ftaid hereal!nighe,
To hieare got;d counfeil:oh whaticarmng is!
My Lotd lie tell my Lady you will copie.
Rem. Uofo,and bidmy Sweets preparetochide,
N, Heere fire Ring the bid me gue youir :
Hie you,make hall, foriw growes very late,
Komz. How well my coantortisredin’d by this.
Ers. Golience,
Goodnight,and here trodsallyour ftate
Euther be gone bercrethe watch be let,
Orby tnz vieshe of day difguis’d trom hence,
Sawourne 1y Mastae,lic ind out your man,
And be fhali fign:fie from tne to time,
Euery good hop to you that chaunces heere:
Grge mie toy haad, "us lare, fuewell ,goodnighe,
Rose, Lertlataioy pattioy,cailsoutonne,
Itwwerza greie do bricie to part with thee:
Farew=i, Excant,

Erievcld Capslet bus Wife and Parsa.

Cxp. Thiigs baue falae out fix fo valuckily,
Taat we haue had no tive ro moue our Danghiter ¢
Looke you,{he Lov’d ber kinfman Tybat dearcly,
Aadfoditf. Well,wewere borne to die.

*[1s very Late,fhe’t not come downete night :
1 promife you,but for your company,

T e Tragedie of Romeo and hdiet.

. I would haue bin 2 bed an houteago.

Par. Thefe times of wo, affoord sotimes to woge:
Madam goodnight,commend me to yous Davghter.

Lady. I will,and knew her ound early tomorrow,
Tonight,the is mewed vp to hez heauincffe. -

Cap. Sir Parie,Iwill make a defperate tender
Ofmy Childes loue : I thinke fhe will besul'd
Inall zefpe&@s by me : nay more,]l doubtit net.
Wife,go you toher cre you go to bed,

Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Pars Loue,
And bid her,marke youme,on Wendfday nexe,
But {oft,what day is this?
Par. Monday my Lord.
Cap. Monday,haha:well Wendfday is too foone,
A Thur{day let it be:a Thur(day tell her,
She fhall be married to this Noble Earle :
Will yoube ready ? do you hike this haf ?
Weele keepe no gre.t adoe,a Friend or two,
For harke you,7ybair being (l2ine fo late,
It may be thought we held him carelefly,
Being our kinfman,f we reuell much :
Therefore weele haue forse halfc a dozen Friends,
And there an end. But what fay you to Thurfday 2
Faru. My Losd,
1 would that Thur(day were to morrow,
Cap. Well,get yougone, a Thurfday,be it then:
Go you to Jxler ere you goto bed,
Prepare hier wife,agamft chis wedding day.
Farewcllmy Lord, light to my Chambe: noa,
Atoreme,it 13 fo late, that we may cail ir carly by and by,
Gooduighe, Exennt,

Enter Romeo and Inlset alofi.

Iul. Wiltchoube gone? It is not yet neere day ¢
It was che Nightingale,and not the Larke,

Y Thatpier i the fearcfull hollow of thine eare,

Nightly fhe fings on yond Porngranet tree,
Belecue me Loue,it was che Nightingale,

Rom, ItwastheLarke the Herauld of the Morne;
No Nighungale:lcoke Loue what enuious Aicakes
Do lace the {euering Cloudes in yonder Eaft:
Nights Candles areburnt out,and Jocond day
S.ands tipro onthe mifhie Mountaines tops,
Imuzbe gone andliue,or fiay and die,

Isl. Youdiightisnotdaylight,I knowlel;

It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales,
Tobetotheethis nighta Torch-beater,

And hghtthee on thy way to Mantwa.
Theicfore flay yet thouneced'ft not to be gone,

Kom Lecine betane,let mebe puttodeath, -
Tam contentyfn thou wilt hauestio,

Ile fay yon gray is not the mornings eye,'
"Tisbuctne pale reflexe of Conthias brow.
Northat s not Larke whofe noates dobeate
The vaulcy heauen fo high aboue our heads,
I'hane more care to ftay,then willto go :
Come death and welcome.Iufrer wills it fo,
How ift my foule,lets talke,itis notday.

Iuls. ltisiitis,bichencebe gone away :

Itis the Laike that ings fo out of tune, ,
Straining hac(h Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes.
Some fay the Larke makes fweete Divifion;

This doth not fo:for fhe divideth vs,

Somefay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes,
Onow I would they had chang’d voyces too s

Since

e
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Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affray,
Hunting thee her.ce, with Huat fovp to the day,
O now be gone more light and idi ghe growes.
Rom.More light & light,more darke & darke our woes.
Exter Madaw and Nurfe,

Nwr Madam,

Iul. Nusfe.

Nr.Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber,
The day is broke,be wary,fooke sbouz,

Isl, Theo window lec day in,and lec life out.

Rom. Fasewell farewel!,one kiffe and He defcend.
Iul. Arcthougonefozlove,Lord,ay Hasband,Friend,
I muft heare from thee caery day 1a che houre,
For 1n a minuee there are many dayey,
O by thiscount | thatibe moch in yeares,
Frc Tagaine behold my Resees.
Rom. Farewell:
I wiil omitno oportunitie,
Thatmay conuey my grectini Lone o thee,

Isl. O thinkeft chiou we Thall cuer meet againe?

Roms. 1 doubtirnot,and ail thefe woes fhall fesue
For fweet difconrfes m out time to come.

Twsier. O God!Thaue anill Disining foule,
Mc thinkes I feethee now,thouar: fo lowe,
Asone deadinthe bottome ofa Tombe,

Either my cye-fight failes,or thou look 't pale.

Rem. And truft me Loute,in my eye fo do you::
Dric forrow drinkes our blood, Adueadue,

Inl. O Ferrune,Fortune,all men call thee fickle,
Jfthou art fickle, what doft thou with him
That isrenown’d for faith ? be fickle Fortune:

For then I hope thou wilt not keepe hini long,
But fend him backe.

Exist,

Enter Motber,

Lad. HoDaughter,arcyou vp ?

Inl: Who ift that calls ? Isic my Lady Mother.
I's the not downe fo late; orvp fo carly ?

What vnaccuftom’d csufe procures her hither ?
L1d, Why how now lulses?
isl. Madam I amnot well,
Lad, Euctmoreweeping for your Cozins death ¢
What wilt thou wath him from his graue with tearcs ¢
And if chou could’t,thou could'ft not make him e :
Therefore haue done,fome griefe fhewes much of Loue,
But much of griefe,fhewes ihli fome want of wit,
Iul. Yetlet me weepe,for fuch a fecling lofle.
Led. Sofhall youteele the lofle,but not the Friend
Which you weepe for.
Iul, Feeling fo the loffe,
I cannot chufe but euer weepe the Friend.
Ls, Well Girle,thou weep'ft not fo much for his deach,

As thar the Villaine lines which flaughter'd him,

Isl, What Villaine;Madsm ?

Lad. That fame Villaing Rdwee,

Inl, Villaine mﬂ-c,k'hmy Miles affunders
God pardon,l doc.with sll.my heart: .. «.
Andyetno manlike he,dorh’grieue my hoge,

Lad. Thatisbecaofe che Traicor lives,. 7. ¢

Isl. 1 Madain from the reach of thefe my hands
Would none but I might venge my Cozins deach.

Lad. We will haue vengeance for it,feare thou not,
Then weepe no more,lle fend o one in Adansae,

Where thax fame bani(ht Run-sgete doth live,

Shall giue him fuch sn ynaceufiom’d druge, :
 That he (hall feone keepe 9y buts compamys <+ - .3
AndthenIbepethou wilt befacisfieditu i >0 | .

\

y

i - e e

Inl. Indeed] neucr thaltbe Ganisfied
With Remes il I behold him, Dead
Is my poore heare{o for akinfmanvext:
Madam ifyeu could find out bot 3 man
Tobeare a poyfon,l would temperit;
That Romeo fhould vpoavecsitthereot,
Scouneficepe i quiet. O how my heast abhors
To heare him nam’d,an< cannot come to him,
To wreskezne Louz I bore my Cozsn,
Vpor tisbody thar hach laaghter’d him.
s, Find thouvthe meares, and e find fuch a man,
Buzeow He tell thee toyfult tdings Gyrle.
Jwl. Andioy caim s well i fuchancedy time,
Whatare they,befecchyour Ladyfhip ?
o, Well,weli,ooag halt a carethi!! Father Child?
Qne whoto put ctheefrun thy eawinefle,
Hacli forted outafudden day of oy,
That thiouexpedlsnot,nor | lookenot fur,
Iul. Madam o bizppy ttme,what dayis his?
Mo. Marry my Chiid,earty next Thurfdav morue,
The gallavt young,and Noble Gentleman,
The Cornve Fares 3t Sate Perers Chinreh,
Shall happi'y make ther 2 10ytuil Bride.
Tul. Now by Saint Peers Crurchand Peterton,
He (thalinot make me there 2 ey full Bride.
[ wonder at thus halt.chae | mutt wed
Ere tie that thouid be Husband comes to woas
I pray yeuctellory Lord and Father Madam,
1 w.llnotmarric ret,and when 1 doe, | {weare
Jt hailbs Rem:o,whamyou know [ hate
Rathecchien Pare. Thele are newes indeed. )
M3>. He:e comes your Father teli hun fo your felfe,
Andice how he wilf tahe 1t at your bands.

Fnter Capuict and Nwrfe.

Cap. “Whenthe Sua fers the easzh doth dtiezle dsew
Sut tor the Sunfer of iy Brethers Sooce,
Itraines dawnrighe,
Howncw ?A Conduit Gyrle what il inteares 2
Eseima cthowninginone hulebody ?
Thou canzertats a Barke,a Sea,a Wind :
For ftiil thy eyes,which ] may call the Ses, .
Do ¢tbe and Sow with tesres the Barke thybodyis 7
Sny];‘g in this fale floud thie windes chy fighes,
Who raging with the teares and they with them,
W ithout a fudden caline will ouer fet .
Thy teinpelt toiled body.Haw now wife?
Haue you de'ivered to her our decree

Lady, 1fir: Co PE
But the willt.cue,(he gines you thankes, L

it

I would the foole were married t& likr praue,
{O\l
How,will fhe none?doth fhenot giue vi thanks?

Cap. Sofi,take me with you,talic me with

Is fhe not prond>doth fhe not count herble, -

Vaworthy as theis,thac'we haue wroughe

So worthy aGentleman,to beher Bridegroome
Inl. No: proud you haue,

But thankfull¢hat yduhave ;

Proud can I neuerbe o' whikt I haue,

But thankfull euén for hate,that is meant Lous.
Cap. How row ? :

Thankeme né thankings;né¢ proud fre'sor

- How now #Chopt Logicke Zwhatisthis? ‘1
f Proud, and I chanke you:and I thanke youtiex,

But fettle your fine ioints 'gainft Thurfdsynexs, - :

o avoaldeide
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Mo as o e, for I haug dote wath thee,

__7°

Togo with Paris to Saint Peters Church:
Ot ['wll drag thee,ou 3 Hurdle thither.
Out you greene ficvacfle carrion,out you baggage,
You tallow face. :
Lady. Fie fie,what are youmad ?
Isl. GoodFather,I bc!'cechlyou on my kaces
Heare me with patience,butto fpeake a word.
Fa. Hang thee young baggage,difobedient wretch,
I tell thee what,ger thee to Cuurch 2 Thurfday,
Or neuer after looke mein the face.,
Speaketnot,reply not,donntanfwere me.
My fingers itch,wife : we (zarce thought vs ble@,
That God had let vs but this oncly Child,
Bucnow I fce this one 1s one too much,
And that we haue a curfe in hauing her:
Out on her Hilding.
Nwr. Godinheaunen blefTe her,
You arc too blame my Lord to race her fo,
Fa. And why my Lady wifedome?hold your tongue,
Good Prudence. finateer with your goflip,go.
Nwr, 1{pcake no treafon,
Father,O Godigoden,
May notone fpeake ?
Fa. Peace you mumbling foole,

Vicer your grau:tie ore a Gutfips bowles
Fot here we necd 1t not, .

Ls. Youare toohot.
Fa. Godibread, it makes me mad:

Day n:ght,houre,ride,ume, worke,play,

Alone 1in companie,itill 1y care hath bin

: To haue her matcht,and hauing now prourded

A GeniJeman cf Noble Parencage,

Ot faire Demcanes. Youthtull,and Mobly Allied,
Scuit as they fay with Honoursble parts,

Prop ortion’d as oncs thougat would with aman,
And chento hiue s wretched paling foole,

A whining mammet,in her Cortunes tender,
Toanfwer,lle ot wed, 1 cannot Loue,

1am too young.lpray vou pardon me,
Bat,sdyouwillnotwed,l'a pardanyoy.
Graze wheie you will,you fhali not heufe withme .

Looke too't,thinke on't,] donet vietoeft.

Thuriday 1s necte.lay hand oo heart,uduife,

And you be wune, lle grue you to my Friend :

Andyoube pothang beg,Riaue,dwein the (tieets,

For by my foule,ile nere acknowledga thec,

N ot whatisinine (hall never do dlice good :

Tuft coo't,bethirke you,lle not be forfworne
Iuls. lsthere no putie Atting in the Cloudes,

Tha fers 1ato the bottome of my griefe?

O Lwecrv Mother cait menotaway,

Diluy tin woamnage,for amoath,s wecke,

Exir,

IO youde sar,muhethe Bridall bed
1 that dan Morament whizre Tybalt lics.

A, Tk vop o me for e ot fpeake a werd,
Exit,
{ 7ul. O God! .
I Nu e, b o Nalltiis be preuented? ,
My Hosbaodss oo carth,my faich mheauen,

wledediae Hu{'qm_.d feod s frou:a h‘ﬁ“n.
y eanin;: earth #Comfot e counflemey,
Hlsche alacke,ghatheauen fhuld praQule Rracageas

E’uw tha { et tuth requr ne againeso edeth,

{'Vpon o (cfi-3 fulyed as my sclic.

s

4

What (nk :hog thou notawoid of 10y ? l
i Cine cop, gufs arfe. '

Th%ﬂgeﬁik@wﬁﬁﬂ-

g

Nwr, Faith bereitis, :
Remes is bani(hed,and sll the world to nothing, »
Thac he dares nere come backe to challenge you :

Or if he do,it needs muft be b y fRealch,

Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth,

I thinkeitbeit you married with the Countie,
Oheesa l.on:?; Gentleman :

Remeos s dith-clout to him: an Eagle Madam

| Hath not forgreene, fo quicke,fo faire an eye

As Paris hath,befhrow my very heart,
I thinke you are happy in this fecond match,
For it excels your firft.or if it did not,
Your firRt is dead, or ‘twere as good e were,
Asliving here and yeu no vfe of him.

Iul. Speakeftthou from thy heart?

Nwr, And from myfosle too,
Or elie befbrew them both.

Iul. Amen,

Nwr, Whae?

Inl. Well chou haft comforted me marue'lous much,
Gouin,and tell my Lady Lam gene,
Hauing difpleaf’d my Fatber,to Lawrence Cell,
To make confeflion,and to be abfolu'd.

Nwr, Marrie I will,and thisis wifely done,

Ixl. Auncient damnation,O moft wicked fiend!
Ttis more fin to wifh me thus forfworne,
Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue
Which fhe hath praif’d him with aboue compare,
So many thoufand times? Ge Countellor,
Thou and my bofom ehenchforth thall be twaine s
Ile to the Frier to know his remedie,
If all elfe farle,my felfe baue power to die. Exennt.
Euter Frier and Comntic Paris,

Fri. OnThur{day firthe time is very fhort.
Par. My Father Capwlet will haue i fo,
And [ am nothing flow to flack his hagt.
Fri. Youfay youdonot kuow the Ladies mind?
Vacuenisthe courfe,l hike it not.
Pa. Immoderately the weepes for Tybalts death,
And thetfore haue 1 it calke o Loue,
tor Penms {miles not 1n 8 houle of teares.
Now fir her Facher councs it dangerous
That fhe doth giue her forrow fo much (way :
And in his wifedome hafts our warriage,
To ftop the inundation of her teares,
Whichitoo much minded by her felfe alone,
May be put from her by focietie.
Now doe you know the reaton of this heft ?
Fri. 1 would 1 knew not why it fhould be flow’d,
Looke fir,here comes the Lady cowards my Celle
Enter Inkin.
Par. Happily met,my Lady and my wife,
Inl, Thetmay be fir,when Imay be s wife.
Par. That may be,mufl be Loue,0n Thur(dsy nest,
. Whatmuft be thall be,
Frs. That'sa certaine text.
Par. Comeyouto make confeffion 1o this Father?
Iul, To safwere that,] fhould confeflc to you.
Far. Donot denie to him,that you Loue me.
Jud. 1 will confeffe to you thet I Loue him,
Par Sowill ye,] amm fuce that you Loue me,
Iul. If1 do {o,it will be of more price, -
Benig fpoke behind your batke, rhen to yout face,
Par. Poore (oule thy face is much sbufq with tesres,

Iuly. The
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Iul. The teares haue got fmall viQtoric by that : W
Fot it was bad mough before their fpight.
Pa.Thouwreng ttit more then teates with that repore,
Inl, Thacisnoflaunder fir,whi chis a truth,
Andwhatl(pake, I fpaketto thy face.

Par. Thytacersmmne,and thou hatt laundred je.
Iul. 1t may be {o,for it is not mine owas,
Are youatlenial !oly Fathernow,
Or fhalii crne o you at euening MafTe®

A cold and drowfic humour : for no pulfe

Shall keepe hisrative proprefle but wrceafe:

No warmth,n0 breath (hall teftshie thoe @,
The Rofesin thy lips and cheekes fhall tads
Tomany athes the eyes windowes .11

L ke death when he thue vp the dsy o Life -

Each part depriu'd of fupple gouetnment,

Shat! thiffe and tarke,and cold sppearc hke deat,
Andnthisborrowed likenefle of fhrunke death
Thou fth:lt coriinie two and fertv houres,

And then wiakeasticin a pleatinc Qleepe.

Now whenthe Bridegroo r.e i thie moring comes,
Torowle theefiom thy bed,:bcoc srtthou dead -

Frec My lofre I‘::nc»m:p:.‘..'-ucdmg"\tcrnow,
My Lord vou m_fimtreat the time atone,

Par. GHdheide b finudd d ftwbe Druotion,
Iuliez,on That By ealy woil Ironieyee,
Tulthena vedad keepahushelyblle.  Fxor Paris. Thenasthem:erct Lureonee sy,

Inl. Othuiche duo.¢,a1d when thog halt dune o, Inthy bek Rl s vacouse'don thie Beere,
Comewsepswizh me,paithope,palt c-re,patt helpe. B2 boinetobunal'in thy kindreds grave:

b O Juliee L alicadie know thy pricie, Thou fhaltbe borne to that fam- anc ent vaule,
Tt ftreavas e paft the com aile ~fimy wits: Where all the kindred of the Cupaless lie,
Thearethinu it and ncit o proTonTe, [ the meane time againft thou Mhalt avake,

On Thur{day nexebemried to v s Cou tue, Shall Remeo by my Lécters know our drifc,

Tul. Tcllime not Frier thac tacu heareft of this, And hicher fRall he come,andthat very nighe
Vnleffe rhoutell metiow Tn ay preuent e : Shall Remco beacethee lience to Mantrna.
ifmit, w.lcdom= thou canft ginzno helpe, And thes thall free shce from s prefent fhame,
Dot et call my refolution wife, 1fnoinconflnt toy nor wo naufh feare,

Az wath hus kafe, Tiebelpe it prefendy. Abatethy vrlonrche s &g,
Godioyn'd my heart,and Bamzos thou-.ur hands, el GY e me,gine e, e+l not me ofcare,

And erethishand bythee o Rorres feal d Fri. Hoidgeryorrgmne beh.ong and profpercus:
Sha'lbe the Labell to ansther Dzede, Ta chisrefolve,MlefendaFrire with tpeed

Ot my true hearr wech trechzrous revolr, To Afaxtwa w.itiny Levrers tothy Lord,
Twnz to another,this thall flay them both ¢ I, Loocp:wmefizength,
Therefore out of thy long expeuicn’t} time, Awditeergc hailtelpeafiord
Grue me fome prefent counterl,or behold Faieacll care father. : Fre
Twexzmy cxtreamies and me, this bleody knife )
Shallplay the vinpeere, ubstrating that, Erter Father Cope'et, Mothor | Nawr je wed
Lohich the conmmlion ofehy vearesand are, Serwn. 7 pen gwo or three.
Cou' 1zonoatfue of truc “oaour bring :
Be aattolongro fpeak,llony o die, Cap. Somany guelleinuceas hereare v,
It what thou fpeak't,(peake not of temedy. S.trah,g bace metwenty cunnmg Conhes,
F-1. Hold Daughter,1 doe fpic a kind of hope, Ser. Youthallhaue nove !l hir, for lletricaifthey zan
YW 100 c1aacs as detperate an execution, Lcke therr fingers, ‘
Astiras d={peraie which we wo ild preuent. Ce Howcanll t!\nznr € them fo? .
J aather thentonuarie Countie Purw Ser. Mrnie tr, ‘usaniii Ceoke that cannnt h(_lc hisg
Thou halt the Qren jthof will to itay thy felfe, ownr F‘gc's‘. therefore he that cannot licke has fingers
SETR lt vadertake c~es notwithme,
T\nc\]x::';'.‘;l:‘:*lcclayd‘\htoodc:xl\lz away ths fhame, L Cy. f}:- Legonn,ue hdlbe much vofurnifhe for this
Thar cozp' with death himtelie,tofcapefro ic: me : wircismy D iegiiter gneto Fricr Lawrence ?
And ' ot Qi dtytle gue theeremeaie. ‘ ] Nur. I"(«rnunt‘\. '
Jal. 00 'nd medeape,rather then marrie Parw, Cup."\\ elle may cus oo do fome good on her,
From nf e Dittlements ot any Tower, A peeanit felie-w.id hasloniy e s,
Or wallie il zufh waies,or bid me luike ( Erter ["J."'n -
W aece Serpent, art. chaine me withroaring Beares Nur., Sce ‘vu *frc iz come, rrom hult
Or hide menightlyina Charnell houfe, Withmerne locke,
Orecovered quite with dead mens rathing booes, Crp. Hownow my head(tring,
With rcck:c?hmkn and yellow chappéls feulls: Where ha.e':: ynu‘bm gadding ?
Orb:d me goino snew made graue, Inl, \Wherel aam_lc:m: mctorepent the fin
And hide me with a desd man inhis grave , Of difobedient ogpolmon : _—
Thiags that o heare them told, hawe made me tremble, Toyouand yeur behefts,and amenioyn
And 1 wil doe it without feare or doube, By holy Lawi exce to fall ?rc(‘.ratc here,
To luie an vaftained wife to my fiveec Love. Tobeg your pat'don.par(.on.l ’l:cfcn hyeu,
Fri. Hold then: goe home be merrie, ,giae eonfens, Henceforward Lam euer ol by yeu: .
Tomatnie Parw : wenfday is o tnosrow, L Cap. SendivrdbeCounnie,qoetell! nmpf: s,
To morrov nigh looke that thow lie alone, _ e hbaue this knot kose Vp LI mortow moming, l
Letvotthy Nurfe le with theein thy Chamoer: Iul, } met theyouchrull Lordag ng: exce Cell,
Take thou th.s Vioil being then in bed, And ganc him whatbecomed Loue 1 n(\‘\ght.
And this d:@.110g liquor d-inke thou off, o Not ftepping ore :hclboum‘is (;fnfo‘.e uxe‘.‘ iy
When prefeatly through all thy veines thallren, . Cep. Why lam gladon’ethusis well,RRand vp, This
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P Thaisas ¢ theuld beles e fee tie Cotnry ¢
i1 momie g0 1 iay,an teaeh his hather,
Novwi atace Gog,zh.s receren d haly Faer,
YA curwaole (Critie s mach bound 2o humn,
Tul, Nuvle willy cu goe with menic my Clofet,
Taheipe e fomi fluchnecdfatl oreamenrs,
Asyediringd b o furmfh me o merrow?
‘ Me, Newsinil Thuifday,there’s iime inough,
F1, GoNave,gowith ber,
Weelsto Churchto maeriow,
Exesnt [ulwet and Nwrfe,

Ma, Ve mall be fhortinour prowfion,

"Tieaswneerenghe.
Fa Tuth fwilitneabont,
And ail chung: flailbe well,i warace thee wife:
Gonsitzy fulz helperc dechevp her,
lienot to bed o mghe,let me alone:
lep'ay the Sufwife for chas once, Whatho ?
They are ali foreh,well 1 will walke my felie
TaCountie Parss to prepart him vp
Aganit Lo mortow,msy hearc is wondrous lighe,
Sinse this fame way- ward Gyile s foreclam’d,
Exeunt Father and Mothzre

Encer Inliet and Nurfz
In!. 1 shofeiainires are beid, bue gentle Nurfe
I pray thee lezue me to my felfeco nighe
For L have need cfmany Oiyfons,
T o moue the heaueas to fintie vpon my fate,
Wh:ch weii thou know'{t,.s crofte aud fui] of fin.
Enter CMosher,
Afe. Whiatarcyou butic ho?necd youmy help?
Inl, No Ma.lam,we hauve cul'd fuch neceflasies
As are behooueful for our flaceto morrow ;
Sopleale you,let me now be lefr aloae;
And lec the Nucfe tns nighs fit vp wich you,
For | am fure, you have your hands full all,
In this fo fudden bufinefle,
AMs. Goodnight.
Getthee o bed and reft,for thou haft need.
Isl Farewell:
Gnd knowes when we thall meeze 2gaine.
1 haue afaint cold feare thnlls through my veines,
That aimoft freezes vp the heate of fire
1le call them backe againe to comforg me.
Nuife, what (hould the do hered
My difmali Sceane,] needs muft a&t alone:
Come Viall,whatif this m:xture do not worke ac al} 2
Shall I be married chen to morrow morning ?
No, no, this fhall forbidit. Lie thouthere,
Whatifitbea poyfon which the Frier
Subuilly hath muniftred to have e dead,
Leaft1a this mar:iage he fhould be difhonour’d,
Recaufe he married me before to Remeo ?
Ifeareits,and yet mechinkes it thould not,
For hiehach th:libeenc tried a holy man.
How,if wh=nT ar l3id into the Tombe,
I wake bef ¢ thesime that Romsco
Comero redecin: me? There's a fearefull poine ¢
Shall [not thinbe i fi2dinthe Vaule 2
To wholcfoule mouth no healthlome ayrebreathsin,
And thare die Rrangled ere my Remeo comes.
Orif 1 hoe,is itnot very itke,
The hotr:dle conceit of death and night,
Together withtheterror of the place,
As in a Yaukee,an ancient receptacie,

Exennt.

The Tragedie of Romeoand Juliet.

Where for thelt many hundrad yeeresihe bones
¢ ali my bui:ed Aoncettors are pache,

VWhere bloody 758alr.yet bus greenc e,
Liesteitnig rales throw’d, where as they fay,
A:fome houies:pthe mghr,Spin-s refar::
Alacke,atacke isiznotitke that

Socariy waking,wirat with loaihfome fmels,
~nd fhrikes Lke Mandrakes rorne out of the casth,
Tha: liirg mortalishearieg them,run mad.

Oifl waike,fhall  not be diftraughs,

Inuvironed with all theie hidicus {tares,

Andmadly play with mv ferefathersoynts ?

And pluckeche mangled T3bals from bus fhrow'd ?
And 1z chisrage, with forue great kinfmans bone,
As{witha club}dath our my deiperars braines.,
Olooke,ine thinks !Hre my Cozins Ghoft,

Seebing cut Fomeo that did{pic hisbody

Vpormy Rapiers point : Ray Tybals, Ray;
Remeo,Romes, Reineo,herc’s dunke . Idninke to thee,

Enwser Loui} of the boujayand Nurje.

Lady. Held,
Take thefe keres,and ferch more fpices Nun fe.
Nur. They call for Dates snd Quincesin the Paprie.
Lnter cld Capules.
Cap. Come fhir,fir,ftir,
Thefecond Cocke hath Crow’d,
Thie Curphew Bell hach rung, *a:s threea clocke :
Louke tothe bakie meates,good amgelica,
Spate net for coft.
Nur. GoyouCot-guezne,go,
Getyouto bed,faith yeule be ke to morrow
For chis nights watching,
Cap, Nonata whitwhat “ fhave warcheere onw
All mghiforlefle canfe, ad ncre beene ficl e,
La. 1ynuhsue bioa Monie-hunt inyour ume,
BucIwrilwichyou fromfuch watching now.
Exrt Lady and Nwrfe.
Cap  Aiealous hood s ieslous hood,
Now fi llow,wharchere?
Enter shracar fimre wath [burs, and legs,and basket .
*Fel, }iaagstor tie Cooke fir,but ] know not what.
Cap. Makehalt, mike hat, Gerab fecch drier Logs.
Call Peter he will hew thee where they are.
Fel, $haueahead fir,thac will find ouc logs,
And negertrouble Perer for the matter.
Cap. Mafle and well (2id,a merrie horfon,ba,
Thou thalt beloggerhead; good Fatker,'tis day,
Pl Maficke
The Countie will be here with Muficke fira-ght,
For fo he faid he would,l heare hun neere,
Nurfe,wife,what he>whae Nurte | fay 2
Euter Nwrfe,
Go waken Zulier,goand trim her vp,
1le go and chat with Parss:hic,make haft,
Make halt,the Bridegroome,he is come already -
Make hat I fay.
Nur, Mifteis,what Mifteis>In/et{Faft I warranther fhe,
Why Lambe,why Ladyfie you fluggabed,
Why Loue {ay?Mz i im,{weet heart: why Bride?
What not a word ? You take your peniworths now.
Sleepe for s weeke for the next night I warrare
TheCountic Parss hath fet vp hisref},
That you fhall refi but lietle ,God forpme me :
Marrie and Amen : how found .s thea {leepe 2
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I muftnceds wake her: Madam,Madam, Madam,
1let the Countie take you in your bed,

Heele frighc yoa vp yfaith, Wiliic not be ?

What dreit,and w your clathes,and downe againe 2
1 muft needs wake you : Lady,Lady,Lady ?

Alas alas,heipe,heipe,my Ladyes dead,

Ol weladay.thateuer I was borne, -
Some Aqua-vit ho,my Lord,ny Lady 2

Alo. Wiatnoileisheere? Ewser Mother.

Nur. Olamentable d 1y

e Mo, What is the martter ?

Nur, Look: looke,oh hieauie day.

M. O me,Ome,my Clu!d iny onely isfe -
Reuiue,looke vp,or I will die with thee :
telpehelpe,call heipe.

Enter Fatler,.

Ta. Forfhame buing Jufiet torzh b er Lerd 1s come.

Nur. Shee's deadideccat,hre s deadialache the day.

M.Alackedhe dir her'scca ! (hee s dead,fhee’s dead.

Fa, 1122 Letmece hicrzontalas fhee’s cold,
Herblood is fedled as d herioynts are (biffe s
U.fe1ndihicletps hane long bene fep erated:

D -aciiies onber ke an vaumely froft
Vpon tictwetelt flower of all the field.

Nar, O Lamentable day !

Afo. O wofuil time.

Fa. Death that hath tane ber! ¢ ice to make me waile,
Ties vp my tongue, and will ot ice me fpeake.

Erter Frrer v lth: ountie
Fri. Come,is theBridercad, to g 1o Church?
T, Ready to go,butncuer Usretune,
O Sonne,the mght before thy wedding day,
Hath deach laine wich thy wite : there {he hes,
Fleweras (lie was deflowred by bham.
Deathite iy Sonneinfaw,deatn is my Heare,
My Daugita e huth wedaed, Twildie,
And lcaue himaall hre huing,all s deatiis,
Pa. Hauelthoughtlorg tofeethis mornir2s fave,
And dothat giue mefuch 2t chrastins?

Mo. Accurtyvnhappie,wreeched hatefull day,
Moft miiciable houre,that ere une faw
Tolailing fabour of his P.ignmage.

B icoue,poore one,one poore and louing Ch.ld,
Buzonething to retoyce and folace in,
And crucil deachhath caccht it from my fighe.

Nwr, O wo,0O wofull,wofull,wofull day,

Moft iamentable day,moit wofnll day,
Thatcuer,cner, I did yerbeboid,
O day,0 day,0 day,O) caterali day,
Neuer was iecoe fo biacke aday as this
O wofuli day, O wofull ¢ v
Pa. Beguildydiuorced,wronged,ipighted flaine,
Moft deteftable death by thee beguil'd,
Py crueil,crueff thee,quite Sumthiowne :
O loue, Olifesnot life but loue in deach.

Fat. Delpis’ddiftreTed, hated, martir'd, kil’d,
Vucomforrable tme,why cam'ft thou now
To murther, murther our folemuitie ?

O Ciuld, O Child;my {oule,and tiot my Child,
Deadart thou,alacke my Cluld is dead, ’
And with my Child,my ioyes ate buricd.

Fri. Peace hofor {hame,confufions : Care liues not
Inthefe confulions,heauen and your felfe
Had partin this faire Maid,now hcaucn hath-all,
Andall the betser is it for the Maid
Yout paccin her,you could not keepe from death,

Buc hesuen keepes his part meternall lifet  © .
The moft you fought was ber promotion, !
For ‘cway your heauen,(he fhouldft be aduan'R,
And weepe yenow,feeing fhe s aduan’it
Abouc the Cloudes,as high as Heauen it felfes
Q in this loue,you loue your Child fo ill,

That you run mad,iceing thac fhe s well .
Shee's not well martied,that hues marnied fong,
But fheg's befl mnarried that dies marnied yong.
Drie vp your teares,and flicke your Rofeararie
On thys faire Coarfe,and as the cuftome ie, -
Andn berbe(t array beare her to Churchs )
Forthouct fome Nature bids all vs lament, !
Yer Naturesteaves are Reafons itnerrimenc.
Ta. Allthings that we ordained Fethuall,
Turne from therr office vo blacke Funerall ;
Qur inftruments to mejancholy Bells,
Our wedding cheare,to afad buriall Feaft :
Our folemne Hymnes to falles Dyrges change :
Our Bridall flowers{esue for aburied Courfer
Aud al] things change them to the contrare,
Fre. Sir po youn jand Madam,go with him,
And o iz Parss,cucry one prepare . .
To follow thss taire Coarte vato her greue: -
The Leauensdo lowre vpon you,{o1 fome sl )
Mcue them omore,by crofling thawr hiph will, Exens
Msx, Fachwe may put vpp ous Pipes and be gone, |
Nur. Honelt govatellowes SAh put vp,puc vp,
Forwcll vouknow thisis apucfull cale.
Afu 1by my tioh, the cafe nay be amended.
Exter Percr.,
Per, Mufitions,oh Mufi:ions, R
Hearts eats hearts eafe,
0O,3nd you will haue me liuc,play hearts eafe,
Mu, Why hearts eafe§
Pe:, O Mufitions,
Becautemy heartic felfe plaies,my heare is full.
Afu. Notadua p we, "us no time to plsy sow,
Pet. Youwilinotthen?
Mu, No. .
Per. 1wl then giue ic you foundly.
Afs. Whar willyou gruevs 2 .
Pc.e. Nomoney on my taith,but the glecke.
1 wi'l giue you the Minfirell, )
Afn, Then will I giue you the Seruing creature,
Peicr, Then will Jlay theieruing Creatures Dagger
on your pate.T will caric no Crochets,lle Re you,lle Fa
you,doyounciemee
Mu. And you Re vs,and Fa vs,you Note vs.
3 At Pray youpucvpyourDaggery -+ * °
Andput out your wit,
Thanhave at you with my wit,
Peter. 1 will drie-beace you with an yron wit,
Andpatvpmy yronDagger,
Arfwere me like men ;
Wiven griping griefes the heart doth wound, then Mis
fickewith her filuer found.
Why Gluer-found > why' Muficke with her filuer founds
what {ay you Simon Carling
Msu. Mary fir,becaufc tluer hath a fweet found,
Pet. Pratelt,what {3y you Hugb Rebicke? ,
2.3.10ay filner tound,becaufe Mufi-ions found for fi).
Pet. Prateftto,whociay you Lames Sound-Poft? (ver
3., Faith 1 know not what to (ay,
Pet.O ] cry yen nercy,vou arc the Singer, ,
I will fay for you; 115 Muncse with her filuer found,
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Becaunfe Mufitions haue no gold for founding -
Then Muficke with ber filuzr found | with fpeedy helpe
doth lend redrefle. Exue,
Mu. What a peftilent knaue is this fame ¢
31.3. Hang humn lacke, come weele inhere, tarrie for
the Mouruers,and ftay dinner, Exst.
Enter Romeo.
Rem, 1f1may truft the fattering truthof {leepe,
My dreames prefage fonic ioyfull newes at hand :
My bofomes L.fits lightly in liis throne :
And all thisan day an vecuftom’d fpirit,
Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughis.
I dream: my Lady camne and found me dead,
(Strange dreame that gives a dead manleaueto thinke.)
And breath’d fuch life with kiffes in my lhips,
That I reuiu’d and wasan E:nperour.
Ah me how fweet is loue it [elfc pofle(t,
Whenbut loucs fhadowes are (o richinioy.
Enter Romeo's msan.
Newes fiom Uerana,how now Balthazer ?
Doft thou noe bring me Letters from cheFrier 2
How dothmy Lady ? Is my Facher well 2
How doth my Lady Jw/rer ? that L aske againe,
Fornothing canbesllif fhebe well.
Man. Then fheis well,and nothing canbeill.
Herbody {lcepes in Capel/s Monument,
And herimmortall pare with Angels hue,
1 faw her laid low in her kindreds Vaule,
And prefeatly tooke Pofte tocellscyou:
O pardon me for brirging theleall newves,
Since you didleauc it for w:y office Sur.
Rems, Isiteuenfo?
Then I dente you Starres,
Thou knowelt my lodging,get meinke and paper,
Andhire Poll-Hotfes, T wili hence to nighe.
21.au. 1 dobeleech you firhaue patience :
Your lookes are pale and wild,and doimport
Some m {aduenture.
Rem. Tufh thouartdecenrd,
Lcaue mc,ana do the thiag [ bid thee do,
a2ft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ?
Man. MNomy good Lord.

Exnt Afan.
Rom. Momatter: Getthee gone,
And hyre thofe Horfes, Ie be with thee frarghs,
Well Julset,1 will lie with thee comghe -
Letsfee for meaness O mifchicfc thou are {wift,
Toenter inthe thoughts of defperate men:
I dorememberan Appothecarie,
And here abouts dwells,whichlate Inoted
In tatered weeds,with ouerwhelming browes,
Culling of Simples,meager were his lookes,
Shiarpe muferic had worne him to thebones :
Andinlusneedicfhop a Tortoyrshung,
An Allegater (tuft,and other'shins
Of sil fhap'd filhes,and about his (helues,
‘A beggerly account of emptic boxes,
Greenc carchen pots,Bladders, and muftie feedes,’
Remnants of packihired,and old cakes of Rofes
Were thinly fcatteied to make vp a thew,

The ’nge:lie of Romeo and Iulict,

\

As Lremember,this fhould be the houfe,
Being holy day,thebeggers fhop s fhut.
Whatho? Appothecarie?
knter Appothecarie.

App. Who call’s fo fow’d ?

Rom. Come hither man, 1 fec thatthou art pocre,
Hold,there is fortie Duckets let me haue
A dramof poyfon,fuch foone fpecding geare,
As will difperfe it fclte through allthe veines,
Thac the life-wearie-taker may fall dead,
And that the Trunke may be difcharg'd of breath,
Asviolemly,as haftic powder fier'd
Dothhurry from the tatall Canons wombe.

App. Such morzall drugs 1have but Mantwa law
Is death to any he, thac viters them.

Rom. Artthoufobare and full of wretchedne(e,
And fear'@ to die? Famine 1s 1n thy cheekes,

Need and opreflion flarvechin thy eyes,
Contempt andbeggery hangs vponthy backe
The world 1s not thy friend ner the worlds laws
The world affords no law to make theerich.
Then be not poore,but breake it and take chus.
App. My pouerty bucnotimy will confents,
Ram. 1pray thy pouerty,and not thy will.
App. Putdusinany hiquid thing youwill
And darinke it off,end it you had zhc‘ﬁrcngth
Of twenty men,it would difpatch you ftraighe,
Rom, There’sthy Gold,
Worle poyfon to wnens foules,
D iog morcmurther in this loath{ome world,
Then rhefle poore componnds that thou maief not (¢l
1 {cilthee poyfon,thou haft fold me nove,
Farewell,buy food,and get thy felfe in flefh,
Come Cordall,and not poyfun,gn with me
To Iuliets graue,forthere muft L vie thee.
. Eveuny !
Enter Frier lohn to Frier Lawrence,
Ichn. H::ly Francifcan Frier Brother,ho ?
Enter Frier Lawrence,

Law. This fame fhould be the voice of Frier Jof .,
Welconie from < AMantna,what {ayes Romes ?
Or if bismind be writ.giuc me his Lester,

lohn. Going to find abare-foote Brothex our,
Qne of our order toaffociate me,
Here in this Citie viliting the fick,
And finding him,the Searchers of the Towne
Sufpetting that we both were ina houfe
Where the infectious peflilence did raigne,
Scal'd vp the doores,and would not let vs forth,
So thatmy fpecd to AMuniwathere was ftaid,
Law, Whobare my Letter then to Romeo?
lokn. 1could not fend it,herestisagaine,
Nor geta meflengerto bringic thee,
So fearefull wer ¢ chey of infe&Qion.

Law. Vohappie Forcune: by my Brothert cod
The Letter was not nice;but full of cherg
Ot deare impurt,and the negleing ir
May domuch danger: tric1 Johr g0 nen e,
Get mean Iron Crow,and bring :t hraighe
Voo my Cell,

Noting this penury,to my felfc 1 faid, {ohn. Brotber Jic goand bring ir hee. Ty,
Anif aman didneeda poyfon now, L MNowm.lt TtotheMonumentslerz,

Whofe fale iv perfent death in Mantwa, Within chis three houres willfaire s oler w ke,

Here liues a Caitiffe wretch would fell ie him. Shee will befh-ew me much el 1e Rome.

O this fame thovight did but fore-run my need, Hathhad ni netice ofthefe accidents:

And :his fame needie man muft fell 1t me, But ! will write againe to Mai. x4, Al
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And keepe her at my Cell ull Romeo come,
Pooce ling Coarfe,clos’d in a dead mans Tombe,
* Ex“o

Enter Paris and bis Page.

Par. Giue me thy Torch Boy,hence and Rand alok,
Y et put it ou,for | would not be feenc :
Vraer yond young Trees lay thee 2l slong,
Holding thy eare clofe to the bollow ground,
So fhallnofoot vponthe Churchyard tread,
Being loofe,vnfiume with digging vp of Graues,
But thou fhalt heare itz whattle then tome,
As fignall that thou heare® fome thing appreach,
Giue me thofe flowers. Do as [ bid thee,go.

Page. 1amalmoftafraid to Rand slone
Hereinthe Churchyard,vec ] will aduenture.

PaSweet Flower with florwers thy Bridsll bed Ittcew:
O wee,thy Canopieis dufs 1.d Roscs,
Wh- b with fweee watee mghtly [ w:lldewe,
Ot wanting that with teares deliii d by miones;
The obfequies that | tor thee vl keepe,
Nightiy fhall be,so firew thy graue, and weepe,

o hiftie Koy,

The Boy giues warning,fomechirg Jotirapprcach,
What curfed toot wanders this wayes torighe,
To croffe my oblequies,and true loues right ?
What witha Torch? Maffe me night a whiles

Evter Romeo avd Peter,

Kem. Giveme that Mattocke, & the wrenching Ison,
Hold take this Letter early in the morning
See thou deliuer iz to my Lord and Father,

Giueme the light ; vponthy life I charge thee,
What ere thou hear’(t or feett, ftand all aloofe,
And do notinterrupt me in my courfe,
Why [ defcend into this bed of death,
Is paitly to behold my Ladies face:
But chicfly totake thence from her dead finger,
A precious Ring : ¢ Ring that I ouft vfe,
In deare employment,therefore hence be gone:
But :fthou iealons doft returne to prie
In what I turcher fhall intend to do,
By heauen [ will teare thee ioyne by ioynt,
And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs :
The time,and my intents are fauage wilde:
More fierce and more inexorable fasre,
Then emptie Tygers, o the roaring Sea.
Pet. I will be gone fir,end not trout! ¢ you
_Re. Sothaltthouthew me friendfhip:teke thou thae,
Live and be profperous,and faresvel! good felluw.

Pat. Forallthis fame,Ile hide e here about,
His bookes I feare,and his incents I doubt.

Kow. Thou detefisble mawe,thou wombe of death,
Gorg'd withthe deareft morfell ef the earth :

Thus I eaforce thy roiten Iawes to open,
Andin delpight,lle cram thee with more food.

Par. Thisis that banitht haughtie Mowntapwe,
That murdred my Loaes Cozin ; with which griefe,
Itis fuppofed the faire Creature died,

Andhere is come to do fome villanous fhame
Tothe dead bodies : I will epprehend him,
Stop thy vnhallowed toyle,vile Aowmagme :
Can vengeance be purfued further th.en death?
Condemned vallaine, do apprehend thee,

Obcy and go with me, for thou muft die,

Rows, 1 muftindeed,and therfoie came Y hither:
Good gentle youth,tempt not a de.perate man,
Flie heace and leane me thinke vpen thole gone,
Letchem afright thee. 1betecch thee Youth,
Put not an other finvpon my head,

By vrging me 0 furie. Obe gene,

Dy heauen Houe chee becter then my felfe,
For I come bither zin’d agamnit my felfe
Stay not,be gon= Live,and hereafter fay,

A mad mans mercy bid thee run away,

Par. 1dadcficthy commiferation,
And app-chend thee for a Fellon here.

Ko, Wiltthou prouoke me 2 Then haue at thee Boy,

Pet, O Lord they fighe, 1 ill gocali the Watch,

Pas. O ]am flaineatchon be mererfuil,
Op=nthe Tombe,lay me with Julier,

Kom. Infaicth [will ler me perute chis tace:
Atere wrims kinfman, Noble Countie Py,
What faid my man, whenmy betoffed foule
Didnotattend him as werode ? I thinke
He told me Puu fhould haue married /aier,
Said henotfo? Or did I dreameit fo?
OramImadhearing him talke of Ialier,
Tothinke it wis fo O giue me thy hand,
Oae,wist with me i fowre misfortunes booke,
Ile buric thee ina trivmphant grave.
A Graue; Ono,a Lanthorne ; flaughtred Youth
Forhere lies fulierand hier beavnie inakes
This Vaulc a feait ng peefence tull ef light.
Death liethou there,by a dcad maninter'd.
How oft when men are at the puinc of death,
Haue they beene merrie ? Which chesr Keepers ¢all
Alighemng before death ? Olihow may |
Cuall thisa highning ? O my Loue,my Wife,
Decath that nach fus ke the honey of thy breath,
Hath had no power yet ypon thy Bedutie:
Thou are not conquer’d . Beauties enfigne yat
15 Crymf{on in thy lips,and in thy checkes,
AndDeathspale flagis not adusnced there.
Tybalt,ly @ thou chere in thy bloudy fheet 2
O whatmore fauour can l do to thee,
Then wath that hand that cut thy youth in twaine,
To funde: his that was thy encmie ?
Forgiueme Cozen, Ahdeare Jwliet:
Why arcthouyet (o faire 21 will beleeve,
Shall I beleeue,thac vafubftanciall deach is smeseus ?
And that the leane abhorred Monfler keepes
Thee herein darke tobe his Paramour ?
For feare of thae, I Rill wiil ftay with thee,
And neuer from this Pallace of dym nighe
Depsrragaine:come lie thou in my armoes,
Hecre's ta thy health,wherceie thou tumbleftine
O true Appcthecarie !
Thy drugs are quiche  Thus with akiffe] die.
Depa:ragaae; be c,hore will | remaine,
Wuth Worn.es chas are thy Chambermaidess Ohere
Will ] fe v p iy cuedlalting reft :
And fhake tlr youe of inanfpicious Rarres
From this wo.ld- wearied fluth : Eyes looke your laft 3
Arases ke youriaftenls ace: Audlips Oyeu
Thedoore- of breath fealewiths nghrecus kiffe
A datelcffc batgainc tongroffing death s
Come bitree Londuct,: o.¢ vnlauoury guide,
Thou defperas2 Prot ncw at once run on
The dathing Rocs 1ty Sea-ficke werrie Baske s
Heere's to iny Losc. Otrue Appothecary
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Thy drugs sre quicke. Thus with akiffe I die.
Enter Frser with Lantberne,Crow;and Spade.
Fri St Francis be my fpeed,how oft to night
Haue my old feet fumbled st graues PWho's there?
Man.Here’s one,a Priend, 8 one thar knowes you well,
Fri. Blffe be vpouyou. Tellme goodmy Friend
‘Woat Forchis yond thag vanmely lends tus highe
Togrubs,and eyclefle Sculles 2.As 1 difcerne,
Jtburneth inthe Capels Monument.
Man. ltdothioholy fir,
And there” my Maftez onc that you loue.
Fri. Whoisit?
AMaen. Romes.
Frs, Howlong hathhe bin there?
* CMan, Full halfean houre,
Frs. Go with meto the Vault.
Man. 1 dare notSir.
My Mafter knowes not but Tam gone hence,
And fearefully did menacenie with death,
If 1 did ftay to looke on his entents,
Fri, Stay,thenlle go alonc,feares comes vponme,
O much [ feare fo.n= 1l valuckie ching.
Man. Asl didfleepc voder this young tree here,
Y dreamt my maifter and anocher foughr,
And thac my Mailter lew him,
Fri. Romes.
Alacke,alacke, whatblood is this which {taines
The ony entrance of chis Sepaicher?
What meane tirefle Mafteslefle,a1d goarie Swords
To lie difcolour’d by ths place of peace ?
Rom eo,oh pale : who elle?what Parss too?
And fteeptin blood 2 Ah what an vaknd houre
Is guiltie of this lamentable chance ?
The Lady Rurs.
Inl. O comfortableFrier, where's my Lozd?
Ido remember well where | {hould be:
Avndthere [am,wherc is my Rome, ¢
Frs. | hearc fome noyfc Lady.comefromthatnef
Of death,contagion,and vonarurall flecpe,
A greater powerthen we can congradict
Haththwarted our entents,cone.come away,
Thy husband inthy bofome there lics dead:
And Paris voo:come lie difpnie ot thee,
Among aSiiterheod of holy Nunnes :
Stay nct to qu« ftion,for the watch is cemming,
Come,go good /alic:,1 darc no longer {} ay. Exst,
Iul. Go getthee hence for [ will notuaway,
What'shere? A cup clos’d mmy truc lo:es hand?
Poyton] fee hath binbistimclefic end
O churle,drinliesll?and leftno friendly drop,
To helpe me after, I will kifie thy lips,
Happlic fome po yfou yet doth hang onthem,
To make me die wtharcRorative.
Thy lips are warme.
Enter Doy and u~arch,
msich Lead Bey,whichway ¢
Iul. Yeanoile? -
Then e be bricfes O happy Dagger,
"Tisin thy fheath,there ruft and lec me die Kils berfelfe.
Bey. Thisistheplace,
There where thcTorch doth burne
Watch. The gronnd is bloody,
Search aboue the Churchyard.
Go fome of you,who ere you find steach.
Pictifull ight,berelics the Couniic Naine,

The Tragedieof Romes and Iultet.

And Islieie bleeding,warme and neyiy dead

-

Who here hath laine thefe two dayes butied,
Go tell the Prince,runne to the Capalers,
Raife vp the Mewntagaes fome others fearch,
We fee the ground whercon thefe woes do lye,
But the true ground of all thefe pitcous woes,
We cannot without circumftance defcry.
Enter Romeo’sman,

watch, Here's Romes’r man,
We tound hum in the Churchvard.

Con. Hold bim in fafety, ull the Prince come hither.

Enter Frier yan d another Watchman,

3.War. Hereis a Frier thaterembles,fighes,and weepe s
W e tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him,
As he was comming frotn this Church-yard fide,

Con. A great fufpition,Ray theFrier too.

Enter the Prance,

Prin. What mifaduenture is fo earely vp,

That calls our perfon from our mornings reft 2

Enter Capubet and by wife .
C.p. What fhould it be that they fo fhrike abroad?
wife. Othepeople in the fireete crie Romes.
Sotne /nfiet and fome Parss,and all runne
W ith open outcry toward out Menument.
Pri. Whatfeare is this which ftartles yn your eares ?
wat. Soueraigne,here hesthe Countie Parsy flaine,
And Remeo dead,and Iwlier dead before,
Warme and new kil'd,
Prin. Search,
Sceke,and know how,this foule murder comes.
#at, Here is a Frier,and Slaughter’d Remess man,
With lnliruments vpon them fit to open
T hefc dead mens Tombes,
Cap. Oheauen!
O witeloche how our Daughter bleedes!
Fhi- Dag oes hath miftaine, for loe huis houfe
Is erpry o1 the backe of Aoxntagne,
Audis mifheathed inmy Dsughters bofome.
#ife. Ome,thisfight of death,isasaBell |
That waines my old age toa Sepulcher,
Erter Mountague.
Prs. Come Monntagne feeihon arteatly vp
To fecthy Sonne and Heine,now carly downe.
Mewn. Alas my liege,my wifeisdeadto mght,
G i<fe of my Sonnes exile hath ftopt heu breath:
W hat further woe confpires againft my age ?
Prim, Looke:and thou fhalt fee.
Monn, Othouvaraughe, what manne-s inis this,
“To prefle before thy Father to a grave ?
Prm, Seale vorheniouthof vuura gefora while,
Till we cancleare thefe 2mb puities,
And know theit fpring,theic head their true defcent,
And then will The ot erall of your woes,
Andlead sou cuento death?meane time forbeare,
Ard let mifchante be flave to patience,
Lring forth che parties of fufpicion.
Fri. Tamthe greate@t,ableto doe leat,
Yo moft fufpeed as the time and place
Doth make againft me of this direfull murcher:
Andheere ) fan.1bath to impeach and purge
1y tclfe condemined,and my felfe excus’d. oo
Prin. Thentay at once,whatithou deftkrow in this?
Fri Twillbe briefe for my fhort dare ofbreath
Is not fo long as 15 a sedious tale.
Komeo there dead viec husband to that Juleer,
Aud fhe there dezd,chat’s Remees faichfull wife:

- —
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T he Tragede of Romeo and lultet.

1 married them; and their ftolne marriage day
Was Tybalts Doomelday : whofe vatimely death

For whom (and not fot Tybalr) uisct pinde.
You, to remoue that fiege of Greefe from her,
Betroih’diand would haue matricd her perforce
To Countie Parss. Then comes fhe co me,

Torid her fromy thisfecond Marriage,

O th my Celf therewould fhe kill her {clfe.
Then gaue [ her (lo Tutor'd by my Arr)

| Afleeping Potion, which {0 taoke efe
As] intended, fori¢ wreught on ber

Thathe thould hither come, as this dyre night,
To helpe to take her from her botrowed graue,

1 Being the time the Potions force thould ceafe.
But he which bete my Leteer, Erier lobw,

Was flay'd by sccident ;and yefternighe
Retorn’'d my Lecterbacke. Then all slone,

Ag the prefixed Loure of her waking,

Came I to take her from ber Kindreds vaule,
Meaning to keepe her clofcly acmy Cell,

Till 1 conueniently could fend to Remeo.

But when I came (fome Minote ere the time

'} Ofher awakiog) heere vntimely lay

The Noble Parsis, snd true Romeo dead,

Shce wakes, and I intreated her come foorth,
And beare this worke of Heauen, with patience?
But then, a noyfe did fcarre me from the Tombe,
‘And (he (too defperate) would not go with mie,
But (as it feemncs) did violence on her felfe,

And if ought in this mifcatried by my faule,
Letmy o%
. Vito the rigour of feuercft Law,

Banifh'd the new.rmade Bridegroome from this Citie s

+ 1 And(wigs wiie lobkes) bid me deuile fome meanes

The forme of deach. Meanctime, I writto Romes,

All this 1 know,and to the Marriage her Nurfe is privy :
d life be facrific’d,fome houre before the time,

Prin. We fillhaue knowne thee fora Holy man.

| And b:id me fRand aloofe, and foldid:

79

And then in pofte he came from Maniua
To chis fame place, to this fame Monameat.
Thus Letter he early bid me givehis Father,
And threstned me with death, gaing in the Vaule,
I€1 departed not, andlefthimchere. = <

Pris, Giueme the Letter,] willlook onit,
Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch?
Sirra, what made yopr Mafter in this place?

Page He came with flowres to flzew his Ladics gryue,

Anon comet one with light to ope the Tombe,
And by and by oy Maifter drew on him,
And then I ranaway to call the Watch.
Prm. This Letter dothmake good the Friers words,
The:r courfc of Loue, therydings of her death :
And heere he writes, that he did buy s poyfon
Ofa poore Pothecarie, and therewithall
Came to this Vanlt todye, snd lye wich Inler,
Where bethefc Enemies? Capules, Mcenntagwe,
Sce whatafcourge islaide vpon your hate,
That Heauen finds meanes to kill your 1oyes with Loue
And I, for winking at your difccrds too,
Haue loft abrace of Kinfmen : All are punifh'd.
Cap. O Brother Moumtague, pine methy hand,
Thus is my Davgheers ioyniure, forno morse
Can I demand.
Moun, Buctlcangive chee more:
For I will raife her Statucin pure Geld,
That whiles Uerona by thatname is knowne,
There fhallno figure at that Rate be fex,
Asthatof True and Fasth{ull Jetser,
Cap. Asrich fhall Romeoby his Lady ly,
Poore facrifices of our enmaty.

Prin. A glooming peace this morniny withithrings,
The Sunne for forrow will not fhew s head 3
Cohence, to haue mgre tatke of thefe 1ad things,

Sore fhail be pardon'd, 2nd fome purifbed.

D

Where's Remses’s man ? What can he fay o this ? For neucr was a Storic of more Wo,
Bg. 1broughtmy Mafter newes of /aliets death, Theu this of Juliet, and her Remseo. Exennt omnes
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