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| Theretore,if thou art mow’d thou runft away.

1 I willtake the wall of any Man or Maid of AMountagues,
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Enter Sampfan and Gregory,with Swords and Bucklers,

of the Honfe of Caprlet.

Sampfon.,
24 Regory : A my word wee'l notcarry coz
28 Greg. No,for then we {hould be Colliars.
£ 2 Samp. Tinean,if we bein chollerywee’l draw,

WARER Greg, I, While youliue, draw your reckeout
o'th Collar,
Samp. 1 {trike quiskly, being mou’d,
Greg, But thou arenot quickly mow'd to frike.
Samp. Adog ofthehoule of Aonntagne,moucs me.
Greg» Tomouesis to flir: and ro be valiang,is to ftand:

I6s

Coe

efoe

Samp. A dogge of that houfe fhall moue me to ftand.

Greg. That fhewes thee a vweake flave, forche wea- i
keft goes to the wall,

Samp. Ttue,and therefore women being the weaker
Veflels,are ever thrult to the wall : thercfore Iwill pufh
Mountagses men from the wall, and thruft his Maides to
the walle (theirinen.

Greg. The Quarrellis betweene our Mafters, and vs

Samp. *Tis all one,I will (hew my felfea tyrant:when
1 have foughez with the men, Iwill bee ciuill with the
Maids,and cut off their heads.

Greg, Theheads of the Maids¢

Sam.] sthe heads of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads,
Take it in what {ence thou wilt,

Greg. They multtake it fence, that feeleit.

Samp. Me they fhall fecle while Iam able to ftand
And’tisknowne I am a pretty peece of flefh.

Greg, "Tis wellthou art not Fith : If thou had’ft, thou
had'ft beene poore Tohn. Drawthy Toole,here comes of
the Houfe of the Clloantagnes.,

Enter two other Scraingnien.

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

Gre. How? Turnethy backe,znd run,

Sam. Fearemenot.

Gre. Nomarry : I feare thee.

Sam. Letvstake the Law of our fides:let them begin.

Gr.I wil frown as I paffe by,& let thé takeit as they lift

Sam. Nay,asthey dare, I wil bite my Thumb at them,
which is a difgrace to them, if they beareir.

_Abra, Do youbite your Thumbeat vs fir?

Samp. 1dobitemy Thumbe,fir.

Abra. Do youbiteyour Thunb srvs, fird

Sam. Is the Law of our fide if I fay 12

|
|
|

Q

Gre, No.

Sam, Ne fir,1 do not bitemy Thumbe at you fir : but
I bite my Thumbe fir. .

Greg. Doyou quarrell ir?

Abra. Quareell fir? no fir. (23 you

Sam, 1€youdo fir,I amfor you,I ferue as good a man

Abra, MNobetter? Samp. Well (ir,

Enter Bewnolio,

Gr.Say beeter:here comes one of my mafters kinfmen,

Samp. Yes,betier. .

Abra, You Lye.

Samp. Drawityoube men. Gregory, remember thy
wathing blow. They Fight.

Ben, Part Fooles,put ¥p your Swords you keow not
what you do.

Enter T ibalt.
Tyb. What art thou drawne, among thefe heartleffe
Hindes? Turne thee Benwolio,Jooke vpon thy death.
Ben, 1dobutkeepethe peace,putvp th}: Sword,
Or manage it to past thele men with me.
Tyb. W hat draw,and talke of peace 2 T hate the word
As1 hate hell, all Moumagues,and thee:
Haue at thee Cowasd. Fight. ‘
Enter thtce or fanre Citizens with Clubs. 5

Off.Clubs,Rils,and Partifons,firike,bear theni down

Downe with the Capulers,downe with the AMeuntagues,
Enter old (Capulet in bis Gowne and bzs wife. A

Cap, What noile is thistGiue me my long Sword ho.

Wife, A crutch,a crutch : why call you for 2 Sword ?

Cap, My Sword [ tay : Old Moantague is come,
And flourifhes his Blade in {pight of me.

Enter old Adonntague & bis wife.

Moun.Thou villaine Caprler, Hold me not, lee me

2 #¥ife. Thou fhalt not ftir a foote to feecke a Foe,

Enter Prince Eskales, with bis Trane,

Prince. RebelliousSubiects,Encmics to peace,
Prophaners of this Neighbor-ftained Steele,
Willthey not heare ? What hoe,you Men, you Beafts,
That quenzh the fire of your pernitious Rage,

With purple Fountaines ifluing from your Veines :

On paine of Torture, from thofe bloody hands

Throw your miftemper’d Weapons to the ground,

And hesre the Sentence of your mooued Prince,

Three civill Broyles, bred ofan Ayery word, . .

By thee old Capaler and Adosntagne, j

Haue thrice difturb’d the quiet of ours fireets;

And made Ferona’s ancient Citizens

Caft by their Graue befeeming Ornaments,

To wield old Partizans, in hands as old,
ce-3
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Cankred with peace,to part your Cankred hate, !
If cuer you difturbe our firects againe,
Your liues thall pay the forfeit of the peace. !
For this time all che reft depart away :

You Capulet fhall goe along with me, ‘
And Mountagne come youthis afternoone,
To know our Fathers pleafure in this cafe :
To old Free-towneyour common iudgement place :
Once more on paine of death, all men depart.  Exeunty

Monn. Who fet this auncient quarrell aew abroach?
Speake Nephew,were youby,when it began

Bew. Heere were the {eruants of your aduerfarie,

And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach,
I drew to part them,in che inftant came
The fiery Tibalt,wich his {word prepar’d,
Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares,
He {wong about his head,and cut the windes,
Who nothing hurt withall,hift him in {corne.
Whilewe were enterchanging chruftsand blowes,

@{@gft{if@‘_ Romeo and Julset. :w

Came more and more,and fought onpart and pare,
Till the Prince came,who parted cither part.
Wife. O whereis Romeo,faw you himto day?
Right glad am I,he was not at this fray.
Ben, Madam,an houre before the worfhipt Sun
Peer'd forth the golden window of the Eaft,
A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad,
Where vnderneath the groue of Sycamaur,
That Weft-ward rooteth from this City fide ¢
So earely walking did I fee your Sonne:
Towards him I made,but he was ware of me,
And ftole into the couert of the wood,
I meafuring his affections by my owne,
Which then moft fought,wher moft might not be found:
Being one too many by my weary f(clfe,
Pur{ued my Honour,not pur{uing his
{ And gladly fhunn'd,who gladly fled from me.
Monnt. Many a morning hath he there beenc feene,
With teares augmenting the frefh mornings deaw,
Adding ro cloudes,more cloudes witk his deepe fighes,
But all {o foone as the all-cheering Sunne,
Should in the farthe® Eaft begin to draw
The fhadie Curtaines from Auroras bed,
Away from light ftezles home my heauy Sonne,
And priuate in his Chamber pennes himfelfe,
Shuts vp his windowes ,lockes faire day-light out,
And makes himfelfe an artificiall nighe:
Blacke and portendous muft chis humour proue,
Vileffe good counfell may the caufe remoue.
Ben. My Noble Vincle doe you know the caufe ?
Ao, Tneither know it nor can learne of him.,
Bew, Haue youimporrun’d him by any meanes?
Mowun. Both by my felfe and many others Friends,
But he his owne affeétions counfeller,
Is to himfelfe{ I will net fay how true)
But to himf{elfe fo fecret aad fo clofe,
So farre from founding and difcouvery,
Asisthe bud bit with an enviovs worme,
! Ere he can fpread his fweete leaues to the ayre,
Or dedicate his beauty to the fame.
Counld we but learne from whence his forrowes grow,
We would aswillingly giue cure,as know.
Enter Romeo,
Be.x See where he comes,fo pleale you ftep afide,
Ile know his greenance,or be much denide.
Moun. Twould thou wert fo happy by thy ftay,
To heare true fhrift. Come Madamlet’s away, Exewnt.

| That when fhe dies,with beautie dies her fore:
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Ben, Good morrow Coufin.
Rom. Is the day fo young?
Ben. Butnew firooke nine, ‘

Rom. Aycme,{ad houres feeme lon g: j,
Was that my Father that went henee fo faftp |

Besu. ltwas : whar fadnes lengthens Romed’s houres ? |

Ro. Not hauing that,which havine, makes them fhert |

Ben, Inloue. e

Romeo. Our.

Ben. Ofloue,

Rom, Out of her favour where 1 aminiloue,

Ben. Alasthatloue fo gentle in his view,

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe.

Rem. Alas that loue,whofe view is muffled ftill,
Should without eyes,fee path-wayes to his will :
Where (hall we dine? O me : what fray was heere?
Yet cell ma not,for I haue heard it all:

Heere’s muchto do with hate,but more with loue:
Why then,© brawling loue,O louing hate,

O any thing,of nothing firft created ;

O heauie lightnefle,{erious vanity,

Mifhapen Chaos of welleeing formes,

Feather of leadsbright fmoake,cold fire,ficke health,
Still waking {leepe,thacis not whatitis :

This loue feele I that feele no loue in this,

Doeft thou not laugh #

Bew. NoCoze,Irather weepe.

Rem. Good heart,at what ¢

Ben. Atthy good hearts opprefsion,

Rom. Why {uch s loues tranfg refsion.

Grictes of mine owne lie heauie in my breaft,
Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preaft
With more of thine,this loue that thou haft fhowne,
Doth adde more griefe,totoo much of mine owne,
Loue,is afmoake made with the fume of fighes,’
Being purg’d,afire fparkling in Louers eyes,
Being vext,a Seanourifht with louing teares,
What is it elfe ? a madnefle,moft difcreet,
A choking gall,and a preferuing {weet 3
Farewell my Coze,

" Ben. Soft I will goe along,
Andif you leaue me fo0,you do me wrong,

Rows. Tut I haue loft my felfe,lam not here,
This is not Romses hee’s fome other where.

Ben. Tell mein fadnefle,whois that you loue ?

Rom. What {hallI grone andtell thee ?

Ben, Groneywhy no : but{adly tell me who.

Rom, A f{icke manin{adneffemakes his will
A wordill vrg’d co one thatis fo ill =

In fadneffe Cozin,l do loue s woman.
Ber. Iaym'd fo neare,when I fuppofd you lou'd.
Rom. Aright good marke man,and fhee's faire I loue
Ben, Arightfaire matke,faire Coze,is fooneft hit,
Rom. Wellin that hicyou miffe,fheel not be hic

With Cupids arrow,(he hath Dians wit ; :

Andin {irong proofe of chaftity well arm’d:

From loues weake childifh Bow,(he lives vncharm'd.

Shee will not (taythe fiege of loning tearmes,

Nor bid th’incounter of affailing eyes.

Nor open her lap to Sain&-feducing Gold ;

O theisrich in beautie,onely poore,

Ben, Then{he hath fworne,thac fhe will Qill live chaft ?
Rom, Shebhathyandin that fparing make huge waft?
For beauty fteru'd with her feuerity,
Cuts beauty off from all pofteritie.

She
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She is too faire,too wifewi : fely too faire,
To mericbliffe by making ine difpaire:

She hath forfworne to loue,and in that vow
Do I liue dead,that liveto tell it now,

‘Ben, Be rul'd by me,forger to chinke ofher,

Rom., O teachme how I{hould forget to thinke.

Ben. By giuing liberty voto thine eyes,

Examine other beanties,

Ro.’Tis the way to cal hers(exquifit)in queftion more,
Thefe happy maskes that kifle faire Ladies browes,
Being blacke,puts vsin mind they hide the faire:
Hethat 1s ftrooken blind,cannot forget
The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft »

Shew me a Miftreffe that is paffing faire,
What doth her beauty ferue but as anote,
Where I may read who paft that paffing faire.
Farewell thou can'ft not teach meto forger,
Ben, 1le pay that doltrinejor elfe diein debe. Exenne
Enter Capulet Conntie Parss,and the Clowse,
Capn, Mountague is bound as well as I,
In penalty alike,and ‘tis not hard I thinke,
For men fo old as wee, to keepe che peace.

Par. Of Honourablereckoning areyouboth,

And pictie tis you liu’d at ods fo long :
But now my Lord, what fay youto my fute ?

Caps. Butfaying ere what I haue faid before,
My Child is yet a firanger in the world,

Shee hath not {eene the change of fourteene yeares,
Let two more Summers wither in their pride,
| Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride,
Pari, Younger then (hz,are bappy mothers made.
Capu. Andtoo foone mar'd are thofe fo early made :
Earch hath {wallowed all my hopes but fhe,
Shee’s the hopefull Lady of my earth:
But wooe her gentle Parz,get her heart,
My will to her confent,is bur a part,
And fhee agree, within her fcope of choile,
Lyes my confent,and faire according voice :
This night 1hold an eld accuftony’d Feaft,
Whereto 1 haue invited many a Gueft,
Such as I loue,and you among the ftore,
One more,moft welcome makes tny number more::
At my peore houfe,looke to behold this night,
Earth-treading ftarres,that make darke heauen light,
Such comfortas do lulty young men fecle,
When wellapparrel'd Aprill on the heele
Oflimping Winter treads,euen fuch delight
1 Among frefh Fennell buds fhall you this night
Inherit at my houfe: heare all,all fee :
And like her moft,whofe merit moft (hall be :
Which one more veiw,of many,mine being one,
May (tand in number,though in reckning none,
Come,goc with me: goe firrab trudge about,
hrough faire Perowa,find thofe pertons out,
hofe names are written there,and to them fay,
My houfe and welcome,on their pleafure ftay. Fxit.

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written, Heereit
is written, that the Shoo-maker {honld meddle with his
Yard, andche Tayler with his Lat,the Fifher with his
Penfill, and the Painter with his Nets. ButIam fentto
find chofe perfons whofe names are writ, & can neuer find
what names the writing perfon hath here writ)( I muftto
the learned) in good time,

Eunter Bennolioand Romeo.

Ben. Tut man,onefire burnes out anothers burning,

One paige is lelned by anothers anguifh :

l

| Turne giddic,and be holpe by backward surning : |
One defparate greefe, cures wich anothers fauguifh :
Take chou fome new infection to the eye,
And the rank poyfon ofthe old wil die,
Rom. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that,
Bern, For what I pray thee 2
Rom, For your broken fhin,

Ben, Why Romeoart thoumad?

Rom, Not mad,but bound more then 2 mad manis:
Shut vp in prifon,kept withour my foode,
Whiptand tormented: and Godden good fellow,

Ser, Godgigoden,]Ipray fir can you read ?

Rome. 1 mine owne fortune in my miferie.

Ser. Perhaps you hauelearn’d it without booke
But 1 pray canyouread any thing you fee ?

Rom. 1,if1know the Letters and the Language,

Ser, Ye fay honeftly,reft you merry.

Rem, Stayfellow,] canread.

He reades the Letter,

Eignewr Martineyand his wife and danghser : Comnty An-

(¢lmme and bis beautions fifters : the Lady widdow of Dkrn-
wio,Seignenr Placentio and his loucly Neeces : Mercntioand
bis brother Valentine : mine vncle Capules by w:'ﬁ'ﬂud dasngh-
ters :my fasre Neece Rofaline, Linia Seignenr Valentio & his
Cofen 7jfmlt : Lacio and the linely Helena.
A faire affembly, whither {hould thay come ?

Ser. Vp.

Rom, Whither? tofupper?

Ser. To our houfe.

Rom. Whofehoufe ?

Ser. My Maifters,

Rom, Indeed I fhonld have askt you that before,

Ser. Now Ile tell you withour asking. My maifteris
the greatrich Capaler, and ifyou be not of the houfe of

euntagues 1 pray come and wrufha cupof wine. Reft
you merty. Exit,

Ben. Atthis fame auncient Feaft of Capalers
Sups the faire Rofatine ,whom thoufo loues 2
With all che admired Beauties of Ferona,
Gothitherand with vnactainted eye,
Compare her face with fome that 1 fhall (how,
And E will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow.

Rom. When the deuout religion of mine eye
Maintaines {uch falfhood,then turne teares to fige ;
And thefe who often drown’d could neuer die,

Tranfparent Heretiques be burnt for liers.
One fairer then my lone: the all-fecing Sun
Nere faw her match,fince firft the world begun,
Ben. Tut,you faw her faire,noneelfe being by,
Herfelfe poyi’d with herfclfe ineither eye :
But in that Chriftall fcales,let there be waid,
Y our Ladies loue againft fome other Maid
That I will (how you,thining at this Feaft,
And {hefhew fcant fhell, well,that now fhewes bef.
Rom. 1le goealong,nofuch fightte be thowne,
But to reioycein {plendor of mine owne:
; Enter Capulsts wife and Nrfe,
¥ife Nurfewher’s my daughter? call herfosthto me,
Nurfe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twelue yeareold
1bad her conye,what Lamb;whar Ladi-bird, Ged forbid,
Where’s this Girle ? what 2l ?
Eunter Iulser,
Iaslier. How now,whocalls?
Naur, YourMother.
Iulies. Madam 1am heere, what is your will 7
Wife. Thisis the matcer: Nurfe give leaue awhile, wc)
muf}
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muft talke in {ecrer, Narfe come backe againe,I haue re-
membred me,thou’fe heare our counfell. Thou knowe &
my daughter’s of a presy age.

Nurfe, FaithI cantell her age vnto an holre.

Wife, Shee’s not fourteene.

Nurfe. llelay fourteene of my teeth,

And yet to my teene beit fpoken,
I haue but foure, thee’s not fourteene.
How longis itnow to Lamnras tide?

Wife. A fortnight and odde dayes,

Niyrfe. Eucoor odde, of all daies inthe yeare come
Lammas Eue at night fhall fhe be fourteene. Sufas & fhe,
God reft all Chriftian {oules, were of anage. Well Safan
is with God,{he was too good for me.Butas! faid, on La-
mas Eue at night fhall (he be fourteene, that fhall fhe ma-
rie,L rememberit well. *Tis fince the Earth-quake now
eleuen yeares,and fhe was wean’d I neuer fhall forger ic,
~of all the daies of the yeare,vpon thatday : forI had then
laid Worme-woodto my Dug fitring in the Sunne vnder
the Douchoufe wall, my Lord and yon were then at
Mantuanay I doe beare abraine, ButasI faid, whenic
did taft the Worme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge,
and felt ic bicter, pretty foole,to fee it teachie, and fall out
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Doue-houfe, twasno
neede Ltrow to bid mee trudge: and fince thattimeitis
a eleuen yeares,for then (he could ftand alone, nay bi'th’
roode fhe could haue runne,& wadled allabour : for euen
the day before the broke her brow, & then my Husband
God be with his {oule, 2 was a merrie man, tooke vp the
[ Child, yea quoth hee,doeft thou fall vpon thy face ? thou
! wilt fall backeward when thou haft more wit, wilc thou
| not Zule? And by my holy-dam, rthe pretty wretch lefie
I'erying,& faid I': to fee now how a left thall come about.
| [warrane,& I {hall live a thoufand yeares,I never (hoald
é forget it : wilt thou not Juler quoth he?and prerey foale it
| ftinced,and faid 1.

Old La: Inough of this,I pray thee hold thy peace,

Nrrfe. Yes Madam,yct I cannot chufe butlaugh, to
thinke it fhould leaue crying, 8 fay I: and yet I warrant
it had vpon it braw, a bumpeas big asa young Cockrels
ftone? A perilonsknock,and it cryed bitterly. Yeaquoth
my husband; fall'tt vponthy face, thou wilt fall back-
ward when thou commefttoage : wilt thounot Zu/e? It
ftinted:and faid T.

Inle. PmdRintthou too,I pray thee Nurfe,fay 1.

Nur. Peace 1 haue done:Geod marke thee too his grace
thou waft the prettieft Babethatere [ nurft, and] might
liue to (e thee married once, I haue my wifh.

0!d La. Marry that marry isthe very theame
I came to talke of,vell me daughter Julier,

How ftands your difpofition to be Married?

Fuli, Ttisanhoure that I dreame notof,

Nur, Anhoure,werenot I thine onely Nurfe I would
(2y vhou had’# fuckt witedome from thy tear,

Ol LasWellthinke of marria genow,yonger then you
Heere in Verona, Ladies of efteeme,
Are made alveady Mothers: By my count
1 wasyour Mother;much vpon thele yeares
L Tthat sron avenow a Maide,thus then in bricfe
Thevaliant 2arez feekes you for his loue.

Norfe. A manyoung Lady,Lady, {uch aman asall
{ the world, Why hee’s aman of waxe.
0ld L.a, Veronas Suavmer hath not fuch a Alower.
Nurfes Nay hee’s a flower,infaithavery flower,
|  OldLa: What fay you,can you loue the Gentleman? |
“Fhis night you (hall behold him at our Feaft,
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Read ore the volume of young Parss face, i
And find delight writ there with Beaurties pen: ]
Examine euery feuerall liniament, : ;
And fee how one another lends content: !
And what obfcur’d in this faire volume lies, i

Find writtenin the Margent of his eves,
This precious Booke of Loue,this vnbonnd I ouer;
To Beautifiehim,onely lacks a Coner, l
Thefifh lives in cthe Seay and ’tjs muchpride
For faire without,the faire within to hide:
That Beoke in manies eyes doth {liare the glorie,
Thatin Gold clafpes,Lockes in the Galden florie -
So fhall you fhare all that he doth poflefle,
By hauing him,making your {elfe noleffe,
Nerfe. Nolefle,nay bigger:women grow by men,
Old La. Speake briefly,canyou like of Parss loue 2
Indi, 1lelooke to like,iflooking liking moue.
Butno more deepe will | endart mine eye,
Then your confent gives firength to make flye.
Entera Seruing man,

Ser. Madam,the guefts are come,{upper feru’d vp,you
cal’d,my young Lady aske for,the Nusle cur’t in the Pan-
tery,and cuery ching in extremitie : Imu@ hence to wait, 1
befeech you tollow ftraight. Exit,

CMo, Wetollow thee Julier, the Countie Rajes,

Nurfe. GoeGyrle,fecke happienightsto happy daics.

Exennt,
Enter Romeo (A ercutio, Bennolio, with fine or (ixe
other Maskers , Toxch-bearers.

Rom, What fhallthis fpeeh be fpoke for our excule?
Or {hall we on without Apologie? W

Ben. The dateis out of fuch prolixitie,
Weele haue no Cupsd hood wink: with a skarfe,
Bearing a Tartars painzed Bow of lath,

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper.
But let them meafure vs by what they will,
Weele meafure them a Meafure,and be gone,

Roms. Giueme a Torch,Iamnot fer this aminng;
Being butheauy I'will beare the light.

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

Rom. Not I beleeueme,you haue dan cing fhootes
With nimble (oles,I haue a foale of Le2d
So ftakes metothe ground, I cannot mioue,

Her. Youarea Louer,borrow Capids wings,
And foare with them aboue 2 common bound,

Rom. 1amtoc fore enpearced with his fhafs,

To {oare with his light feathers,and to bound:

I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, AL
Vinder loues heauy burthen doe finke. 0
Hors. Andro finkein it fhould you burthen loue,

Too great opprefion for a tender thing,

Rom. s loneartender thing ? it is too rough,
Toorude,too boyfterous,and it pricks like thorne,

‘e Mer. 1f loue be rough with you,be rough with loue,
Pricke loue for pricking,and you beat loue downe,

Giue me a Cafe to put my vifagein,
A Vifor for a Vifor,what care 1
What curious eye doth quote defarmities »
Herc are the Beetle-browes fhall bluth forme.

Ben. Come knocke and enter, and no foonerin,
But euery manbetake him to his legs.

Rom. A Torchforme let wantonslight of heart
Tickle che fenceleffe rufhes with theirheeles:  *

For I am prouerb’d witha Grandfier Phrafe,
Ile'be a Candle-holder and looke on,
The game was nete fo faire,and 1 am done.

Mer.  Tur,
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{ Loy h the Conftables ewne wo id, | Shall biccerly begin his f‘ea,:f??") date
Ifthou arc dun,weele draw thee trom the mire. | Wich this nights reuels »>and expire the tearme 5
Or faue your reuerence loue,whetcin thou ftickefl | OFfadefpifed life clofd in my breft: ‘
: ‘JP to the cares,come we burne day.lightho, | By {ome vile forfeit of yntimely death, |
Rom. Nay Cﬂa.;: not {o. ! But he that hath the ftirrage of my courfe,
Msr, Imeane it I delay, | Dire&tmy fite : on luftie Gentlemen. [

We waft ourlights :n1””1&,‘!Qxls.,]'igiu‘r_a,b:;day; | Ben, Strike Drum. '

Take our good ﬂumm",’cr our Iu udgement fits | ' arc , and Seruingmen f'*ﬂ"','c‘fff'f

Fiue times in tha t,ere once in our fine wits. | wath thei nApkL_S.

Rom, And wemeane we 13 in going to this Maske, | Enter Sersant,

Fut’tis no wit to go, i\ ere’s ‘Por;mn,;hachc helpes not-totake away ?

CMer. Why may oneaske? . rer ;;’;ser?hc {crapea Trencher i
Kom. 1dreampra dreame to nighit | good m“mzms (hall liein one or two mens
Mer, And fodid I { %*Cy vawafhe too, tis a foulethine,
Romt. W ell what was yours ? ¢ ay with the Io mﬁnows remoue .
CHMer, ’I‘hqt,i,mfm;. oftenlye, ( rt:"rlmrd._\lool-;s to the Plate: good thou, faue mee 2 piece
Re. Inbed aﬂqp while they do dr *,;ne;.aﬂf true, I ’mmpﬁm and as thou loucft me, let the Porter letin|
Mer. O thenlfee Queene Mab hath beene v hyou : | Safan Grindffone and Nell, Anthonie and Porpar,

Shcis the Fairies Midwite, & f} fhie comes in ﬂmp\. no 33;5- } 2. kBoyreadie, ‘

gcrt 1en Avat-(tone, on tht‘ fore-finger ofan Alderman, | Ser. {ouarelooks for,and cal’d for,aske for, & {ought

drawne with a teeme of little r\mm«f-« ,ouer mens f)—x{rc asg
they lie afleepe : her Waggon Spoke \m;:‘e- flong ¢
nmslcn suer of the wines f Grathopper
Traces ofithe fmallelt ‘\plir‘.:, v‘
| Moon(hi
the Lath of Philomne her Waggoner, afmall gray-coated
Gnart,not im.lc lo biggeas around lictle Worme, pricke
from the Lazie-

¢
bt

her
5 her mmlevr of the
hines watry Beames her Wn p of Crickets bone,

tim Cc

ger of aman, Her Chariot is anem ptie
Halelnur, maalxby beJoyner Squirrel or old t:rub,t.n\c
otit a mind,the Faries Coach.make ers : & in this ftate {he
;a\lopsm t by nichtythroughLouers braines : and then

Curfies {trair : Lawyers fingers, wnn ftraiti dreamt o
rFec ore [a‘;cs.uw, ««.n:nf.__.cm 'hxcn

ie ulC\J.T7“

oft theanzry IMab with blifters plmuc becaufe their
breath with Sweet meats tainted are. .y\nﬂ(’ti"‘i‘ﬂ e gal-

& then dr cames he of fmelli ng
rime comes {hewith Tith pigs taie,tic k--

w sorea o vrti(rwrmh.'.

out afute: t,’ {orr

linga Prmcm.:tx-r:t-: asalies aflecpe, then he dreames o f
another Benefice. Sometime fhe drineth ore a Souldiers
necke, & then dr cames hf-n cn:fm 7 Forraine throats. of

Cendy e

beadl n-p

Of Healths fize
on drums in his eares,at \';E:.u:h
he ftartes and wikes; and being thus frighted, {weares a
prayer or two & fleepes againe:this isthat very Ma
plats the manes of H Grf”&m the night : & bakes
locks in foule fluttifh haires,which once vntar
misfortune bodes,
Thisisthe ha “,v" 'he
That prcﬂc.: the
Making them women of .g;:.\.nd carriage :
Thitn 3 f ne.

Reom, Peace pe ‘Cﬂ‘w'gﬂ ‘ercut I”I" 1€0y
Thourtalk’ft of nothing

e AMer. True,I ralke of dreames »
Which asethe chiidren of an idle braine,
Begot of nothing,bur vaine phanrafic,
V\/h-(l is as thin of fubfance astheayre,
And more inconftant then the \\1\.‘1 who wooes
Euennow the of the North:
Anc% way fromthence,
Turni ng hi
2 'i nis
£ per is done,and we

Breaches, Ambuf sanith Blades :

Fadome dec Pesa and the

n ".r

’luul

iM”;

'A,-. o
froZen polis

’T'_’;

1\1&'&*;\'@-)0 S‘du‘l"-?l.

; wind yourt alk

cometoo la

o

I fear¢ tooea
Some conle equence yet

they dreame of Lmyn On Courtiers knees,that dreame on |

fory'n the great Chamber.
We cannot be here and there too,c'*ma,‘ ly Boyes,
e brisk awhile,and the longer liver take all,

Enter all the bh'f'" £ an '{uf/‘ﬂ!a‘bﬂ@"‘fr* fo

/!/ th
1. Capu, W ¢CO!H£(}CH'!’F*"‘,
Ladiesthat haue their toes
";1, agwd with Cornes,will walke about with you :
L )

y s,which of you all
\V}.‘F. now dr:::y ¢ ,&‘L nce? She thatma
She Ile {weare hath Cornes :am 1 come neare ye now?
Welcome Gentlemen,1 efcenethe day

That I haue wornea Vi tmr, and could tell
A whifpering talein a faire Ladies eare :
Such a \\O"' p[r“:lf.‘z t:;gq 1e, tis gone, tig pgnf
You are welcome Gentlemen,come Mufitians p] play :
1 fick

LV

11,Hoell,gine roome,and footeit
ore hu ityouk naues, ’md turne the T aDlés vp :

kes dainty,

lhan
nau

A Ha  Girles,

\'1drm_nu the fire,the Roome is growne too hot,
Ah fic h,this volooke for {port comes well :

N.u, it,nay fir,good Cozin ¢ 'f.fi/“
an 1lmﬂmﬂ our dauncing
g r!{nr.w.'f};:r”!

(h\f““‘
alt your felfeand 1

W AE T wure :
unf,&_ HCEnL1C,
J

s Fins aind e .
ne fie -Jm-.% u.f:ni.

'*jfa:a‘;;.w%'I
yeates ,and 1‘n nwe
"tis more, hi

‘\ 'ﬂaﬁ’;‘“f

eiselder fi

ap. 'Tis more,
is thirty.
Will you el mvr’“atf
His Sonne was byt a Ward tw /0 yea
Roms. What Ladieis that which dm
Ofyonder Knight?

-.J.) ;
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2

Ser. 1knownotfir,

Rom. O fhe doth teach the Torches to burne bright :
It feemes (he hangs ypon the cheeke of nighe, "
As arich Tewel in an Mchiops eare:
Beauty toorich fer v{gf&;r earch roo deare:
Sofhewesa Snow y"'i‘ it ::c'r:-cvpnv“f ‘»’F”D Crowes,
As Vf'-rld{‘f'! d“n( s h 5 ﬁ‘f iS 2
:i 16 meafure ",.m:" [le watch her place ufi*'mi

And touching hers,make blefled my rudel
4] Dig

L

O

’pfd*&; and N‘;h, aqrnce.
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Did my heart loue till now,forf{weare iz fight,
For I neuer faw true Beauty till thisnighe,

Tib. This by his voice,(hould be a AMsurntague.
Fetch me my Rapier Boy,what dares the flaue
Come hither couer'd with an antique face,

To fleere and (corne at our Solemnitie?
Now by the ftockeand Honour of my kin,
To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin,

Cap. Why how now kin{man,
Wherefore fforme you fo ?

Tib. Vncle this is a Mountague, our foe:
A Villaine that is hither come in fpight,
To fcorne at our Solemnitie this night.

Cap, Young Romeoisit ?

Tib. *Tis he,that Villaine Romeo.

Cap. Contentthee gentle Coz,let bim alone,
A beares him like a portly Gentleman :
And to fay truth, Perona brags of him,
To be a vertuous and well gouern’d youth :
I would not for the wealth of all the towne,
Here in my houle do him difparagement :
Therfore be patient,take nonote of him,
Itis my will,the which if thou refpe&,
Shew a faire prefence,and put off thefe frownes,
An ill befeeming femblance for a Feaft.

Tb. It fics when {uch a Villaine is a gueft,
Ile not endure him,

Cap. He [hallbeendu’rd.

What goodman boy,I fay he thall,go roo,

Am I the Maifter here or you? go too,

Youle not endure him,God (hall mend my foule,
Youle make a Mutinie among the Guefts::

You will fet cocke 2 hoope,youle be the man.

Ti6. Why Vncle, tisa hame.

Cap. Gotoo,go too,

You are a fawcy Boy, ‘it o indeed ?

This tricke may chance to feath you,l know what,
You muft contrary me,marry 'cis tine,

Well {aid my hearts,you are a Princox,goe,

Be quiet,or more light,more light for fhame,

Ile make you quiet. What,chearely my hearts.

Tib. Patience perforce,with wilfull choler meeting,
Makesmy flefh tremble in their different greeting ¢
I will withdraw, but this intrufion fhall
Now {eeming fweet,conuert to bitter gall.

Rom. 1f I prophane with my ynworthieft hand,
Thisholy fhrine,the gentle finis this,

My lips to blufhing Pilgrims did ready ftand,

To {mooth that rough touch,with a tender kifle.
Inl. Good Pilgrime,

You do wrong your hand too much,

Which maonerly deuotion {hewesin this,

For Saints haue hands jthat Pilgrims hands do tuch,

And palme to palme,is holy Palmers kifle,

Rom, Hauenot Saintslips,and holy Palmers too?

Iul, I Pilgrim lips that they muft viein prayer.

Rem. O then deare Saint,let lips do what hands do,
They pray(grant thou)leaft faith turne to difpaire.

Iul, Saints do not moue,

Though grant for prayers {ake.

Rom. Then mouenot while my prayers effet I take:
Thus from my lips,by thine my finis purg'd.

Zal. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke.

Rom. Sin frommy lips?O trefpaffe fweetly veg'd :

Exit,

]

—

Isl » Youkifle by'th’hooke. {

o, 2

The ‘ﬁ;geeﬁe of Romeo and Iulies.
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Nwr. Madam yopur Mother craues a word with youqm
Rom, Whatis her Mother ?
Narf, Marrie Batcheler,
Her Mother is the Lady of the houfe,
And 2 good Lady,and a wife,and Versuous,
INur'ft her Daughrer thatyou talkt withall ;
I tell you,he that canlay hold of her,
Shall haue the chincks.

Rom., 1s fhe a Capulet 2
O deare account ! My life is my foes debt.

Ben, Away,be gone,the fportisat the beft,

Rom. 11{o 1 feare,the more is my vnreit,

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare notto be gone,
Wehaue a trifling foolith Banquer towards :
Isite’ne fo ¢ why then I thanke youall.

I thanke you honeft Gentlemen,good night :
More Torches here:come on,thenlet’s to bed.
Ah firrah,by my faie it waxes late,
Ile tomy reft,

Iali. Come hither Nurfe,
What is yorid Gentleman :

Nar. TheSonne and Heire of old Tyberio.

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

Nur. Marrie thatd thinke be young Ferrachio,

Inl. \What's he that follows here that would not dance?

Nur. 1know not,

I:l. Go aske hisname:ifhe be married,

My graue is like to be my wedded bed.

Nur., His nameis Romeo,and a Mowntague,
The onely Sonne ef your great Enemie,

Zul. My onely Loue {prung from my onely hate,
Too eatly feene, vnknowne,and knowne tooe late,
Prodigious birth of Loue itis to me,

That I mufl loue aloathed Enemie,

Nwr. What's this ? whats this?

Inl. A rime ] leacnic enen now
Of one I dan'ft withall,

One calswithin,lwlics,
Nur. Anon,anon:
Come let’saway, the firangers all are gong,
‘ Exennt,
Char s
Now old defire doth in his death hed lie,
And yong affe&:on gapes to be his Heige,
That faire,for which Loue gron’d forand would die,
With render Za/iet marche,is now not faire. :
Now Romeo is beloved,and Loues againe,
A like bewirched by the charme of lookes <
But to his foe fuppos’d he muft complaine,
And the leale Loues fweet bait from fearefull hookes :
Being held a foe,he may not haue accefle
To breath fiuch vowes as Louers vie to fweare,
And fhe as much in Loae hér meanes much lefle,
Tomeere her new Beloued sny where:
But paffionlends them Power,time,meanes to meete,
Temp'ring excremities with extreame fweete,
Evnter Romeo alonie,
Rom. Can] goe forward when my heareishere?
Turne backe dull earth,and find thy Center out.
Enter Bennalio with Mercutio,
Ben. Romeo,my Cozen Romeo,Remeo.
(Mere. Heiswife,
And on my life hath Rolne him home to bed.
Ben. Heranthis way and leapt this Orchard wall,
Call good Mercntio:

Nay.Ile coniure too,
3 =
M er, a

e R SRESSUSNEPIEST. . A




|
|
|

“The T ragedse of Romeo and Tulies.

CMer. Romeo,Humours,Madman,Paffion; Louer,
Appeare thou in the‘mcn'ife ofa figh,
%pczke but one rime,and i am fat lSﬂF’d -
Cry me but ay me,Prouant, but Loue and day,
Speake to my gmﬂm ? Venw one faire word,
One ;\u:Lname for her purblind Senne and hcr,

Young. Abrabam Capid he that fhot fo true,

| WhenKing Cap/ww; lou’d the begger Maid,

He heareth: not,he ffirreth not,he mouethn ot,
Tl.e“ph is de:u},‘ muft coniure him,

I coniure tl ice by Rofalines bright cyeg,

By her High forehead,and her Scarlec lip,

thcr ch foore,Straight leg, and Quinering r.u‘f’.*w
And the Demeanes,that there A liacent lie,

Thatin thy likenefle thou appeare to vs.

Ben. And if he hearethee thou wilt anger him.
Mer. This cannot anger him,t’'would anger.him
Toraife a fpirit in his Mi {refTe circle, -

Offome ﬂaange nature,letting it ffand
Till the had laid it,and comuzed it downe,
That were fome [pight.
My inuocation s faire and honeft, & in his Miftris name,
1 coniure onely but to raifevp him.
Ben. Come,he hath hidhimfeife among thefe Trees
To be conforted with the Humerous nighe :
Blind is his Loue.and beft befits the darke.
Mer. 1f Loue be blind, Loue cannot hit the marke,
Now will he fit vader a Medley tree,
And wifh his Mifiréfle were that kind ofFruEtc,
As Maides call Medlers when they laugh alone,
O Romesthat the were,O that fhe were
Anepen,or thoua Poprin Peare
Remeo goodnight, e tomy Truckle bed,
This Field-bed is to cold for me to {leepe,
Come fhall we go ?
Ber. Go then,for ’tis in vaine to feeke him here
That meanes not to be found. Exennts
Rom. Heieafts at Scarres that never felt a wound,
But foft, what light through yonder window breaks?
Itisthe Eaft,and [aliet is the Sunne,
Arife faire ‘\un and kill the envious Moone
Whois already ficke and pale with griefe,.
That thou her Maid art far more faire then (he :
Be not her Maid:{ince fhe isenuious,
Her Ve(tal linery is buc ficke and greene,
And none but fooles do weare it,caft it off
Itismy Lady,O it ismy Loue, O that fhe knew (he were,
She fpeakes,yet fhe fayes nurhmg, hat of that?
Her eye difcourfes, [ will anfwereir:
Iam too bold 'tis not to me fhe {peakes :
Two of the fairefk ftarres in.all the l—haum
Hauing fome bufinefic do cutreat bereyes,
To twincklein their Spheres rill hLy returne.
Whatifher gyes were there ;they inher head,
The brightnefe of her cheeke would (hame thofe ftarres,
Asday- Imm dotha x_n.mpc her cye inheauen,
Would {Hruug,h the ayric Rrszmn {treame {o lunoht.
That Birds would fing,and chinke it were not mghz :
how fhe leanes her checke vpen her hand.
O that I were aGloue vpon thathand,
hat I might touch that cheeke,
Isl. Ayme,
Roms. She fpeakes.
Oh (peake againe bright Angell for thouare
As gloriousto this n eht being oremy hiead;
Asisa winged meflenger of heauen

Vaoto the white vpturned wondring eyes
Ot mortalls that fall backe to gaze on him,
Whenhe beftrides che lazie puffing Cloudes,
And failes vpon the bofome of theayre.
Iul. O Romeo,Romeo,wherefore art thou Rosves &
Deni=thy ‘Cm,c: and reh.(\. thynames
Or ifthou wiltnot,be but fworne my Loue,
And lle no longer be a Capuler.
Rom. Shall L heare m nore,or fhall I fpeakeat chis?
I#. 'Tis butthy name that is my Enemy :
Thou art thy wl:c.ir'ouah nota Aoantague,
What's Adountague? it 1s nor hand nor tootc,
Nor arme, nor face,O be fome other name
Belonging to a man.
What ? 10 a names that U'Lmlﬂ W e callaRefe,
By any other word would {mell as (weete;
So Romes wom;],w‘:e e not Komee cal'd,
Retaine that deare perfection which he owes,
Wichout that title Romeodoffe thy namey
And for thy name which is o part of thee;
Take all my felfe
Rom. 1rake thee at thy word :
Call me but Loue,znd Ile benew bapriz’d
Hence foorth I neuer will be Romess.
Zuli. Whatman art thou, thac thus befereen’d innight
So tumbleft on my counfell 2
Rom. By aname, i
I knownot how to tell thee whol ams
My name deare Saint,is hatefullto my felfe,
Becaufe it is an Enemy o thee,. '
Had I it written,i would teaxcclw word.

Iuli, My eareshaue yetnotdrunke abundred words
Ofthy tongues vtrering,yet I know the found.
Artthounot Remeo, and a Montague?

Rom. Weither faire Maid,if sither
“Jul. How cam’ft thou .uthcr.
Tell me,and wherefore?
The Orchard V‘:l”s are high,and hard to clitnbe,
Andtheplace death,confidefing who thouart,
If any ormy kinfincn findtheaher
Rom. With Ldues lightwings
Did I ore.perch thefe Walls,
For ftony limits cannothold Loue out,
And what Loug can do,thar dares Loue attempe :
Therefore thy kinimen are no flop to me.
Iul. Ih"lcv io fee thee they will murther thee,
Rom. Alackethere lies more perill inthine eye,
Thentwency oftheir Swords looke thou but fweete,
And I am pr roofe againft their enmity.
Jul. 1would not for the world they faw thee here.
Rom. Thaueunights cloakero hide me from their cycs
And but thou loue me,let them finde me here,
My life were better cnd d by their hate,
i Imn death proroged wanting ofth 'y Loue,
Iui. By wnefc dire&ion Found ft thou out this phcc ?
Rom. By Loue that ﬁrﬁ did promp meto gnquire,
He lent me countfell and I lent hm eyes,
I amno Pylor,yecwercthou as far
Asthat vaft-fhore-wafhet with the farcheft Sea,
1 fhould aduenture for fuch Marchandife.
Iul, Thouknoweft the maske of nightis on my face,
Elfe would 2 Majden bluth bepaint my cheeke,
For that whichthou haftheard me fpeaketo mghr,
Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,faine,denie

v

thee diflike.

- What [ hage fpoke,but farewell Complement,
w thou wilt fay I, /

Doeft thou Louc 2 I kno
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[ And T will take thy word,yeif thou fwear’s,
{ Thou maielt proue fal{e:ayLouers periuries
They (ay Zlopzlaughe,oh gentleRomeo,
Ifthou doft Loue,pronounceit faithfully
| Or it thou thinkeft Iam too quickly wonne,
1le frowne and bz peruerle,and fay thee nay,
Sothou wilt woeoe : Burelfenot for the world.
In truth faire Adountague 1 amtoo fond
And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light,
But truft me Gentleman, ile prouc more true,
Thenthofe that haue coying to be frange,
I (hould haue beenemore ftrange,l muft confefle,
Buc that thou oner heard't ere I was ware
My true Loues paffion,therefore pardon me,
And not impure this yeelding to light Loue,
Which the darke nighe hath {o difcouered,
Rom. Lady,by yonderMoonel vow,
Thac tips with filuer all thefe Fruite tree tops.
Iwl, O {weare not by the Moone,th’incontant Mocone,
That monethly chianges in her circled Orbe,
Leaft that thy Loue proue likewife variable,
Rem. What (hall I {weare by ?
Tul. Donot{weareatall:
Orif thou wilt fweare by thy gratious felfe,
Whichis theGod of my Idolatry,
And Ilebeleeue thee.
Rom. 1fmy hearts deare loue.
Iuli. Well donot fwcare,alr.hough Tioyin thee:
I haue noioy of this contraét to nighr,
It is too rath,too ynaduif'd,too fudden,
Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be
Ere,one can fay,it lightens,Sweete good night:
This bud of Loue by Summets ripening breath,
May prouc a beautious Flower when next we meete:
Goodnight,goodnight,as fweete repofe and reft,
Come to thy heart,as that within ny breft.
Rom. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied ?
Ieli, What {atisfa&ion can’@ thou haue to night?

Inl, 1gauethee mine before thou did’ requeftic:
And yetI would it wereto giue againe.
Rom. Would'ft thou withdrawit,
For what purpofe Loue?
Inl. - But tobefrankeand giueic thee againe,
And yet I wifh buc for theithing I haue,
My bounty is as boundleffe as the Sea,
My Loue as deepe,the maore [ giue ta thee
Thzmore I haue,for both are Infinite -
I heare {ome noyle within deare Loue adue ¢
v Cals within.,
Anon good Nurfe, fweer Adomntaguebe truc :
Scay bu alirtle,l will comeagaine. i
Rom. O blefled blefled nighe,I am afear’d
Being in nightsall this is buc a dreame,
Too Hattering fweet to be fubftantiall,
Inl. Thrgewords deare Romeo,
And goodnigheindeed,
[€hat thy bent of Loue be Honourable,
Thy purpofe marriage,(end me word to morrow,
By one that Ile procure to cometo thee,
Whete and whar time thou wiltperforme the righe,
And all my Fortunes at thy foote lle lay,
| And follow thee my Lord throughout the world.
'; ; Within: Madaps.
I come,anon : but if thou meanck not well,
Ido befeech theee withins: Madam,

e e b
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Ro. Th’exchange of thy Loues faithfull vow for mine.

{ Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreaks of light :

> To morrow will I fend, 1

if?@m eoand Juliets

(ByandbyIcome)
To ceafethy firife,and leave me to my griefe,

Rom, Sothrive my foule:

Ix. A thoufand times goodnight. Exit.

Reme. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light,
Louc goes toward Loue as fchool-boyes fr6 thierbooks
ButLoue fia Loue,towards fchoole with heauie lookes.

Enter lnlies ACAATE,

Zul. Hift Romes hift:O for 2 Falkners voice,
To lure this Taffell gentle backe againe,
Bondage is hoarfe,and may not fpeake alond,
Elfe would I teare the Caue where Eccholics,
And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe,then
With repetition of my Romes. ‘

Rom. Itismy foule that calls vpon my name,
How filuer fweet, found Louers tongues by night,
Like fofteft Muficke to attending eares,

Iui. Romseo,

Roms My Neece.

Inl, Whata clock to morrow
Shall I fend to thee?

Rom. By the houre of nine.

Inl. I willnot faile, *cis twenty yearestill then,
Ihaue forgot why I did call thee backe,

Rom. Let me ftand bere till thou remember it.

Inl, I {hall forget,to haue thee flill fandshese,
Remembring how I Loue thy company.

Kom. And Ile flill ftay,to haue thee fill forget,
Forgetting any other howe but this.

Zwls "Tis almoft morning,I would hauethee gone,
And yetno further thena wantons Bird,
That let’s it hop a littlefrom his hand,
Like a poore prifoner in his twifted Gyues,
And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe,
So louing Iealous of his liberty.

Rom. I would I were thy Bird,

Ixl. Sweet fo wouldT,
Yer I (hould kill thee with much chetithing :
Good night,good nighr, '

Roms. Parting is {uch {weete forrow,
Thac 1hall fay goodnight,ull it be morrow.

Zul, Sleepe dwell vponthine eyes, peaceinchy breft.

Kows- Would Iwerefleepe and peace fo fweettoreft,
The gray ey’d morne fmiles on the frowning night,
Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with fireakes of light,
And darkoeffe fleckel’d like a drunkard recles,
From forth dayes pathway,made by Titane wheeles.
Hence will Ito my ghoftly Fries clofe Celt,
Hishelpe to craue,and my dearehap to tell. Exit,

Enter Frier alone with a basket.

Fré.The gray ey’dmorne {miles on the frowning night,

And fleckled darkneffe like a drunkard reeles,

From forth daies path,and Titans burning wheeles :
Now erethe Sun aduance his burning eye,

The day to cheere,and nighes danke dew to dry,
Imuft vpfill this Ofier Cage of ours,

With balefull weedes,and precious Tuiced flowers,
The earth that’s Natures mother, is her Tombe,
What is her burying graue thatis her wombe :

And from her wombe children of diuers kind

We
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We 'ummc onher natarall bofome ind :
)\’33;1, for many vertues excellent:
Nona but § for {ome,and yetall different,
Omickleis the powerfull grace thatlies
In'Pla nts,Hearbs,Rones,and their true qualities:
For nouoh; {o vile,that onthe carth Jot.x.g"f“,
But tothc carthiomc fpeciall 1go od doth gwue .
Nor'oughe fo good,but firain’d from thar tisi:c vie,
Reuolts from true birth, tumbling ‘on abufe.
Vertue it {elfe turnes vice being m'f&p"lied,
And viczfometime by altion digpifted.
Enter Romeo,
Within the infant rin’d of this weake flower,
Poyfon hath refidence,and medicine power :
For this being fmelc,wich *lrupar: cl:c’ut s each party
Being tafted ﬂ 1y es aH {ences with the heart.
I'wu {uch oppoled Kings encampe them (hll,
In man aswell as Hearbes s.graceand rude will ;
And where the worfer is predominant,
Full foone the Canker death eatesyp that Plant,
Rom., Good morrow Father,
FTI. L“h{'i*r;fg 3
What early tongue fo {weet 'uure hme?
Younu Sonne 5 2 \,1:-.'&31{»:::0(1 head,
rOOHC fo L"ui
Care keepes |
And where C
But where vl brufed youik wi wh vnfufe braine
Doth couch his lims,chere,golden {leepe doth raigne;
Theref orpzi azm.'“*mux me affure,
Thou art yprous’d with fome umrm“uuu'e;
Osifnotfo,then here I hiticr
Qur Romso hath notbeenz inbed tonighe
Rum That 1afl is trve, tht {weeter rei} was mine,
. God pardon finswaft Ythou with Rofaline ?
_Rcm. With Rofaline, may Hho (tly Father? No
I haue forgot thatname, and that names woe.
Friv That's my good Son,but wher halt thou bin then 2
Roms, 1lerellthee ere thou aske it me agen:
I haue beene fealting with mine cnﬂmil‘
Where on afidden one hath woundcd me,
That’s by me wounded:both our remedies
Within thy helpe and holy phificke lies:
1bea leffed man:for loe

rrow to thy bed s
mans eye,
relodges (leepe will neuec lye s
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1ok
ight,

areno hatred, blefle
My interce(fionli kewife fteads my foe,
Fri. Be wlamﬂgomi Son,reft hom ely inthy drife,
Rudling confell .uu findes bucridling fhrift.
Rom. Then plainly keow r hearts deare Loue is [er,
Onthe “m"dz ug hicer "..Fr'. h Capule
AsmineonYiers,{o hersis fet on mine;
And all combin’d,faue what thou maft combine
By holy marriage : when and where,and how,
Wemer,we : éxchangeof vow
He tell thecasw ;:p:—lﬂxc?‘m this I pr
That thou confent to marrie \'éiD’{i,:
Fri, ’
ISRQJ{-'fIxE
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3
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eisheere?

Yat lr!

Joue {o f*em e

So {vone ‘Efmrfﬂk ¢l ? young mens
Not truely in their hear :
Tefu . fz'w wn it a deale of brine

Hach wathe thy fa}Emw heekes for Ro ffm:f?

How much falt water tl‘ rowne away in waft;

|
i
!
|
i
i
|
|
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a white wenches blacke

Of an old teare thatis not watht off yer.

If ere thou waft thy felfe,and thele woes thine,

Thou and thefe woes; were all for Rofalive.

And art thou c‘\i'w d?pronounce this fentence then,

Women may { all, wbhn there’sno Qrcw th inmen,
Rows. Thou ehid’ft me oft for loui ing :Qef ilineq
Fri. For doting noc for Jouing pupui ming:
Roms. Andbad’ft me bury Loue.

Fri. Notina graue,

T'o lay one in,another out to haue,

Rom, 1 pray thee chide me not, her I Loue now
Deoth grace for grace,and Loue for Louc allow :
The OLhei did not fo.

Fri, O {he knew well,

Thy Loue did read by rote,that could o;(peil ¢

But come young wauerer,come goe with me

Inone refpedt, Ile thy affitanc be :

For this alliance may {o happy proue;

Toturne your houthould rancorto pure Lone,
Roms. O let vs hence,] ftand on {L\l_, len haft,
Fri. Wifelyan !ﬂow,mc} flumble that run faft.

: oy
Eviter Bennolio and Mercutio.

'i!zr here the deu le {liould this Romsee be ? came he
not hometoni gl he#
Ben, Noctohis Fathers, I {poke with his man.

Mer, "."‘7"nytha:5<a”nc pale hard-harted wench, that Ro
[aline vorments him fo,that he will fure run mad.

Ben. Tibalr,the Rm“m nto old Cepwlet hath fenta Let-
cer to his E-’.‘\[h\.i’s houfe,

eMer. A challenge onmy life,

Ben. Romeo will anfwere ir,

Mer. Any mantha: can write,may anfwere a Letter,

Ben. Nav hewill antwere th CLC["Cfb Maifter hew he |
dares,being dared. '1

Mer. Alas poore Romec, heis already dead ftab’d with

eye, runne throngh the care with

a Loue fong, thevery pinne ofhis heare, cleftwith the
blind Bowe- boyes but- (haft,and is he aman 1o encounter
T s&e!z‘

Bew, Why w hatis Tibalt ¢

Mer. More chen Prince of Cats, Oh hee’s the Cotiragi-
ous (‘;pra ne of Comnl"mrntg he .
prickfong, i Kecps timnce -.41“31"(533”1‘ proportion; ‘herefts(
his minum, one, twe, :znd the third invour b ma,m:L'u: v
ry butcher of a filk b_i:con__a DualiftzaDualift; e Gentleman
ofthe very firft houfe of the fuft and fecond caufes shitl
immortall Paffade the Punto renerfo,the Hay.

Ben. The whart? ;

Mer, The

tacies,thefe 1IC\Y

fi I

hrs as you fing

e Pox offuchanti HU

<

| ing : 2 e & ing pi”
runers of accent: |

a very tallman,a very geod whore,

elnz very good blade,
Why isno tl’.m” ’J~

mentable thing Grandfire,that we fhould be thus xj;'
»[ thele {)ﬂd(‘t“’ flies :chefe fathion Monger: par-}
don+mee’ hwl.a [tand {o much on the new form, that they q

! cannot {icat eateon the old benchs © their bones,their|
boanes. f
Enter Romeo. ;

Ten. Here cores ]\.c?m[o here comes Rowco i
Mer, Without his Roe, likea dry «,_"A}')(; in2. O fefb, |
Aefh,how art thou fithif f-{r‘\’nw:;. he for tl'm rumbers i

wasa };f;fd:-r;? |
!

that Petrarch lowed in: Laura tc his Lady,

ime her: Dido!

1? Tellen snr' He Y0,

wench,martie fhe had 2 beicer Loue to be;

[ 2 dowdie, Cleopatra a Gipfie, '
and Harlots: Thisbic : ofe. |
Signior Romeo, B mmr there’sa k I!?DLE“ lalutationto yo v:
H

Tofealon Loue that of it doth not.tatt.

The Sunnot yet thy fighes from heauencleares,
Thy old grones yet ringing in Loy aurcient eares :
Lo here vpon thy checke the Raine doth fi,

ﬂlh ﬂx‘\l 51

gray eicor{o,but not to the pprpe

fu:.wm;’
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French ﬂop you gauews the the counterfait fmcly laft
night.

Romeo. Goodmorrow toyou both, what counterfeit
did I giue you?

Mer, Theflip fir,theflip,can you not conceine?

Rom., Pardon Mercutio ,my bufinefle was grear, andin
fuch a cale as mine,a man may Q(raine curtefie,

Mer, That’s asmuchas to fay fuch a cale as yours con-
ftrains a man to bow in the hams,

Rom. Meaning to curfie,

Mer, Thouhaft moft kindly hieit.

Rom. A moft curteous e:-:poﬁtiong

Aer. Nay,Iam the very pinck of curtefie.

Rom. Pinke for flower.

Mer, Ric’l"t

Rosws. \\’hy then is my Pump well flowr’d.

Mer. Surewit, follow me this ieaft,now till thou haft
worne out thy Pump, that when the fingle fole of itis
worne, the icalt may remaine after the wearing, fole-
hngnlar-

Rom, O fingle fol'd ieaft,

Soly fingular for the ﬁnmenr(fc.
Mer. Come bcnwrcnc Vs "no.j Bennolio,my wits faints,

Rom, Switsand fpurs,

Swits and | pu rs,or lle crie amatch.

Mer. Nay,if our wits run the Wild-Goofe chafe,T am
done : For thou haft more of the Wild-Goole in one of
thy wits, then T am fure I bauein my whole fiue. WasI
with you thrrc forthe Goofe?

Rom. Thou walt neuer with mee for any thing, when
thou waft not there forthe Goole.

AMer. Twill bite thee by the eare for that jeit.

Rom. Nay.good Goolebite nort.

A er, Tw wit is a very Bitter-{weeting,
Icis amof fharpe fawce,

aSweet-Goofe?
at ftrecches from

Row, Andisitnot well fern’d into a

Mer. Dn, here’s a wit of Cheuerell , th
an yachnarrow,to an ell broad.

Rom. _T f’"': chit eut for that word broad,which added
to the Goofe,proues thee farreand \.\1(56,?br""!u(100 c.

Mer. Why isnot this better now, then groning for
Loue,now arct thou fociable,now art tmu Romeo; now art
thou what thou art,by Arc as well as by Nature, for this
driueling Loue is like a great Naturall, Lh"!ﬂlﬂs lalling
vp and do wne to hid his bableina ho]c.

Ben. Sr('p there, ftop there.

Mer. Thou defir me to ftop inmy tale againftthe

Be;x.Thou would’(t elfe haue made thy tale laxge.(ha:rc,

Mer. O thon art deceiv’d, T would haue madeit {hor,
or T was come tothe whole depthofmytale, and meant
indeed to occupie the argument no longer.

Eunter Nur [¢ and ber man.

e X 11 .
3 gbOUi}’ gearc.

Rom. Here
CMer. Two,rwe:a Shirt and a Smocke.
Nur. Peter?

Peter. Anon.
Nur. Mv Fan Peter?
Mer. Good Peter to ch her face?
For ber Fans the fairer face?
,2\4 God ye good morrow Gentlemen.
. Godye goodenfaire Gentlewoman,

[ S,

Nur, Isi

4 L( 0 C"rl“ ne
Mer, *Tisno leffe Itell you : for the bawdy hand of the
jall isnow vpon the m‘cj-.cui Noone.

=t
=
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u.

T he Tragedseof ?{o/meo and j’ﬂ/zet

Nur, Outvpon you:whatamanare you?
Rom. One Gentlewoman,
That God hath made,himfelfe to mir,

Nur. By my trothitis faid , for himfelfe to, mar qua- |
t ha:Gentlemen, can any of you tel me where 1 may find
the young Romee?

Romeo. 1 can tell you: but young Romeo will be older
when you haue found him, then he was when you feught
him : Iam the youngeft ofthat name, for fault of a worle.

Nur. You fay well,

Mer. Yeaisthe worlt well,

Very well tooke : Ifaith,wifely,wilely,

N#r. 1f you be he fir,

I defire fome confidence with you?

Bew. She will endite him to fome Supper.

Mer. Abaud,abaud,abaud. Soho.

Rom. What haft thou found?

(Mer. NoHare fir, vnlefle aHare {irina Lenten pie,
that is fomething ftaleand hoare ere it befpent,

An old Harehoare, and an old Hare hoareis very good
meat in Lent.

But 2 Hare that is hoare is too much fora {core, whenit
hoayves ere it be fpent,

Romzo will you come to your Fathers ? Weele to dinner

thither.

Rom. I\ il follow you,

Mer, Farewell auncient Lady :

Farewell }. ady,Lady,Lady.

i
ool )
1
|
|

Exit. Mercatio, Bennclia,

N#r, Tpray youfir, what fawcie Merchant was this
thar was {mu‘l of his upcne‘

Rom. A GentlemanNurfe, that loues to heare himfelfe
talke,and wilt fpeake more in aminure, then he will fland
to in a Meneth.

Nur. Anda fpeake any thing againfime, Iletake him
downe,& 2 were luttier then he is,and twen t.cfnch lacks:
and if I canpot, 1lefinde thofe that fhall : fcurnic knaue, I
amnone of his flurt-gils, lamunone of his skainesmates,
and thou muft ftand by too 2nd {uffer every knaue tovie
mie at his p:sa’ure

Pet. 1 faw noman v{eyou at hispleafure : if I bad, my

weapon { ;.,wrif] ick! yh ue beenecur, I warrant ';cL,E
dare draw affoone as another man, if Le;oc“ﬂonma
good qa.amﬂ,sndtl,e AW on mvndc

Nur .Now afore God,I am fo vext.that enery partabeut
me quiuers, skuruy kpaue: pray youih aword: andasl
told you, my young Lady bid me enquire you our, what
fhebidme fay, Iwillkeepe ta my felfe : but firk let me
1fH yes ifye {hould leade her ina fooles paradife, asthey

fay,it wereavery g oroffe kind of behanmiour, as \hcy fay:
ﬂ,x the Gmn"wcmm is yong : & therefore,if you fhonld
deale double with her, truely it wereanill Lhm;, tobe of-
fered to any Gentlewoman,and very weake desling.

Nur. Nurfe commend me ro thy Lady and Mﬂ.raﬁc I

prntcir vnto thee. |
Ner. Goodheart, and yfaich Twill tell her as much |
Lord,Lord fhe will be aioyfull woman, *
Rom. What wilt thou tell her Nuzfe? chou doeft no;i
marke me ¢ 1'
Nur, Iwilltellher fir, thar you do proteft, which asl|
takeit,is a Gentleman. .:kc offer. (afcernoone, | [
Rom. Bid her deuife fome meanes to come to {hrift this|
And there fhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell
Befhriu’d and married : here is for thy paines,
Nur, Notruly firnotapenny,
Rom, Gotoo,lfay youfhall,
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Nur. This afternoone fir? well {he fhall be there,

Re. And flay thou good Nurle behind the Abbey wall,

ithin this houre my man fhallbe with thee,
And bring thee Cords inade like a rackled ftaire,
Which to the high top gallantof my iey,

Muft be my conuoy in the fecret night,
Farewell,be truftic and Ile quice thy paines :
Farewell ,commend me to thy Miftrefle.

Nur. Now God in heauen bleffe thee:harke you fir,

Rom. What {2ift thou my deare Nurfe?

Narfe. Is your man fecrer, did you nere beare fay two
may keepe counfel! putting one away,

Ro. Wartrant thee my man as trueas {teele,

Nur. Well iv;my Mifirefle is t he fwecteft Lady,Lord,
Lord, when ’twas a little prating thing. O thereis aNo-
ble man in Towne one Parss,that would faine lay knife a-
board : but fhe good foulehad as leeue a fee Toade,avery
Toade as fee him: I anger her fometimes,and tell her thac
Paris is the properer man, buc Ile warrant you,v_vl".cn 3 ay
fo, fheelookes as pale as any clout in the verfall world.
Dothnot Rofemarie and Romee begin both with aletter 2

Rom. INurfe,whatof that ? Both with an R

N#r. A mocker that’s the dogsname. R. is for theno,
I know it begins with fome other letter, and fhe hath the

reitieft fentenciousofit, of you and Rofemary, that it
would do you good to heare it.

Rom, Commend me to thy Lady,

Nwr. 1athoufand times, Perer?
Pet. Anon.

Nur, Beforeand apace,

Enter Inlset.

Iul. The clocke firook nine,when I did fend the Nurfe,
In halfe an houre the promifed to returne,

Perchance (he cannot meete him:that’snot{o :
Oh fheis lame,Loues FHerauld iould be thoughts,
Which ten times fafter glides then the Sunnes beames,
Driuing backe fhadowes ouer lowring hils.
Therefore do nimble Pinion’d Doues draw Loue,
And therefore hath the wind-{fwift Cupid wings :
Now is the Sun vpon the highmoft hill
Of this daies iourney,and from nine till ewelue,
1threelong hovres,yet fhe is not come.
Had fhe affetions and warme youchfull bloed,
Shewould be as fwift inmotion as aball,
My words would bandy her to my fweete Loue,
And his to me,butold folkes,
Many faine as they were dead,
Vawieldie,flow,heauy,and pale aslead.
Enter Nurfe.

O God fhe comes,O hony Nur{e what newes ?
Haft thoumet with him?fend thy man away.

Nur, Peter ftay atthe gate,

Inl, Now good fweer Nurfe:
{0 Lord,why lookeft thou fad ?
’Though newes,be fad, yet tell them merrily,
1f good thou fham’ft the muficke of fweet newes,
By playing it to me,with fo fowera face,

Naur. 1am aweary,give me leave awhile,
Fiehow my bones ake,what aiaunt haue [ had 2

Iyl, 1 would thou bad’(¥ my bones,and I thy newes :
Nay come I pray thee {peake,good good Narfe {peake,

Nur. Tefu what haft?can younot ftay a while ?

Do you not fee that I am out of breath ?

Inl. How artthou out of breath, when thou haft breth
To {ay to me,thatthou arc out of breath ?

The excufe that thoua doft make in this delay,

Exit Nurfe and Peter.
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Is longer then the tale thon doft excufe. :
Is thy newes good or bad?an{were ro that, !
) ) : : f
Say cither,and Ile 14y the circuftance i
Lecme be fatisfied,ift good or bad ? |

Nar. Well, you hauemadea fimple choice, you know |
not how to chufe a man : Romeosno not he though his facel
bebetter chen any mans, yethis legs excels all mens, and
for a hand,and a foote,and a body, though they be notto
be talke on,yet they are pal compare: he is not the flowes
of curtefie,but Ile warrant him as gentle a Lambe :go thy!
waies wench,{erue God, W hat haue you din’d at home?|

Iul. Nono:burt allthis this did I know before
What faies he of our marriage? what of that ?

Nur. Lord how my head akes,whata head haue! 2
Itbeates as it would fall in cwenty peeces,
My backe a tother fide :0 my backe,my backe :
Belhrew your heart for fending me aboue
To catch my deach with iaunting vp and downe,

Ixl. 1faith:] am {orrie thac that thou art fo well,
Sweet {weer,fweet Nurfe,tell me what faies my Loue ?

N#r. Your Loue faies like an honeft Gentleman,
Anda courteous,and a kind,and a handfome,

And [ warrant a vertuovsswhere is your Mother ?
Iu!s Where is my Mother ?
Nhy fhe is within,where {hould fhe be ?
How odly thou repli’ft:
Y our Loue faies like an hone Gentleman :
Where is your Mother? !

Nura O Gods Lady deare,

Are you fo hot?marrie come vp I irow, :
Is this the Poultis for my aking bones ? }
Henceforward do your meflages your {elfe, ;

Izl. Heere’s fucha coile,come what {aies Romreo ?

Naur. Have you got leaue to go to fhriftto doy #

Iul. 1haue,

Nur. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell,
There fl2ies a Husband to make you a wife : '
Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your cheekes,
Thei'le be in Scarlet ftraight at any newes :

Hie you to Church,1 muftan other way,

To terch a Ladder by the which your Loue

Mutft climde a birds neft Soone when it is darke

[ amthe drudge,and toile in your delight :

But you {hall beare the burthen foone at ni

Go Ile to dinner,hie you to the Cell.
I#i.Hieto high Formne,honc(i Nusle,farewell, Exennt.

¢
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Enter Frier and Rowco.

Fri. Sofmilethe heauens vponthis holy a&,
That after houres,with Torrow chide vs not.

Rom. Amen,amen,but come what {orrow can,
Tt cannot counteruaile the cxchangc ofioy
That one {hoit minute gives meinher fighe:

Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words,
Then Loue-deuouring death do what he dave,
Itisinough.! may but call her mine.

Fri. Thele violent dclights haue violent eades,
And in theis eriumph:die like fize and powder;
Which asthey kifle confume. The {weeteit honey
Isloathfome inkis owne delicioulnefle, ]
And in the tafte confoundes the appetite. i
Therefore Louemoderartely,long Loue doth fo,
Too {wift arriues as tardie as too flows

Enter Iuliet,
Here comes the Lady.:Oh fo lighr afoot
Will nere weare out the cuetlafting fling,
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A Louer may beftride the Goffamours,
hat ydles in the wanton Stmmet ayre,

{ And yet not fall,{o light isvanicie. o

lal,
Eri,

Good euen to my ghoftly Confeffor.

Romeo (nallthanke thee Davgheer for vsboth,
Inl, Asmachto him,elfe in his thanks too much,
Fri, Ah Imlict,ifthe mealuze of thy oy

Be heapt like mine,and thatthy skill be more

Toblafon it then fweeten wich thy breath

This ncig‘nbour ayrc,anf‘. ler rich mufickes tongue,

Vnfold the imagin'd happineflethat both

Receiue in eicher, by this deere encounters
Tul, Conceit more rich in matter then in words,

Brags of his fubflance,not of Ornament :

They are but beggers that can count :.“nc'xr w oft!la

But my truec Loue is growneto fuch fuch excefie,

I cannot fum vp fome of halfe my wealth. _

Fri.Come,come with me,& we will make (hort worke,
For by your leaues,you (hall not Ehy alone,

Till holy Church incorporate two in onc.

Enter Mercutio,Benuolio,and men.

Ben. 1praythee good Mersstio lets retire,

The day is hor,the Capalets abroad: 4

And if we meet, we fhal not {cape a brawle,for now thele

hot dayes,is the mad blood ftirnng.

Mer. Thounartlike one of thefe fellowes,that when he
enters the confines of a Tauerne,claps me his Sword v pon
the Table,and fayes,God {end me no need ofthec: and by
the operation of the fecond cup,drawes him onthe Draw-
sr,wﬁcn indeed there 13 no need.

Ben, AmIlikefuchaFellow?

Mer. Come,come,thouart as hot a Tacke in {.'h'/ mood,
as any in fzalie:: and affoone moued to be moodie, and af-

{oone moodie to be moun’d.

Ben. Andwbattoo?
AMer. Nay,and there werctwo fuch, we fhould haue

o . FLilt s ha L»‘"‘ \ ) 7
noae (hortly,for one would !n‘.i the other:thou, why th‘ou
with a maa that hath a haire more, or a haire

WILL

wilt quarrell
lefle in his beard,then thou haft:thou ?Mh qua rrclll witha
man for cracking Nuts, hauing no other reafon, but be-
caufe thouhaft hafell eyes: what eye, but fuch an eye,
would fpic out {uch a quarrell ? thy head is ag full of quar-
* - f v A -
rels,as an egge is full of meart, and yet thyhead hachbin
beaten a5 addle as an egge for quarreling:thou h_a[‘t quar=-
rel°d with a man for coffing inthe fireer,becaule he hack
wakened thy Dog that hath lzine sflecpe inthe Sun.Did’'&t
hou not fall out wich 3 Tailor for wearing his new Doub-
et before Eafter 2. with another,for tying his new fhooes

&+
9
1

Ben, And Twere foapt to quarellas thouart,any man
{hould buy the Fee-fimple of my life, foranhoureanda
quarter. ‘

(‘.Q"Tf.'rf?'. T{ & FC’{‘-ilﬁ\g‘!(‘fo'ﬁ;‘;,p]\r_’_

Enter Tybalt, Petrachio,and others.
By my head heie comes the Capulets,
Aer. By my heele I care not.

T+b. Follow me clofe,for I'wiil {peake tothém,
Gentlemen.Good den,a word with one of you.
Mer. And but'one word with one of vstcouple it with

AL
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fomething,make it a word and ablow.

T:b. You fhall find me apt inough to that fir, and you
will giue me occafion, : 7

cMeres. Could you net take fome occafion without

uino ?
| :,f;um.‘,_/.
1D

ot LTI bR Lol
Tib. Mercutio thou confort t with Romee,

L T ragedieq, R@néo and Fuliet.

They haye made wormesmieat of me,
y

o S e T e o T

{
i
. S LI !
Mer, Confortpwhat doft thou make vs Minfirels > 8 |
'kr“__ k.“f" ! I 1 1 . L 1 "
thou make Min(trels of vs locke to hearenothing but dif- |
cords:heere’s my fiddleflicke, heere’s that thall make you |
daunce. Come confort. 1

Ben, Weralke here inthe publike haunt of men:
Either withdraw vnto fome prinate place, |
Orreafon coldly of your greeuances ; I
2 . DT f
Or elfe depart,here sll eies gaze on vs. |

Aer, Mens eyes were made to looke,and fet them gaze,
I will not budge for no mans pleafure I,

§

Enter Romeo,

Tib. Well peace be with you fir,here cotues iy man. |

AMer. Butllebe bang'd fir if he weare your Liuery :
Marry go before to field,hecle be your follower,

Tour worlhip in that fenfe,may call hitn mar.

Tib. Romeo,the louel beare thee,can affoord
Noberter terme then this: Thon are a Villaine;

Rom. Tibalt the reafon that 1haue to loue thee,

Doth much excufe the appertaining rage
Tofucha greeting:Villaine am I none 3
Therefore farewell,I fze thou know’f me not.

Tw. Boy,this fhall not excufe the iniuries
Thac thou haft don® me therefore turne and draw.

Rem, 1 do proteft I neuer iniur’d thee,

But lou’d thee better then thou can’t deuife:
Till thou fhalt know the reafon of my loue,
And {o good Capaler,which name I tender
As dearely as my owne,be {atisfied,

Aer. O calme,di{honourable,vile fubmiffion :
Alla $tucathe caxries it away.,

Tybalt,you Rat-caccher,will you walke ?

Tib. What woulds thou haue with me?

Mer, Good King of Cats,nothing but one of your nine
lives,that I meane to make bold withall, and as you fhall
v{eme hereafter dry beace thereft of the eight. Willyou
pluck your Sword our of his Pilcher by theeares ? Make
hafl,leat mine be about your eares ereit be oue.

736, 1am far you,

Rom. Gentle Mercutis,put thy Rapiervp.

Mer. Come lir,your Paflado,

Rom. Draw Bennolio,beat downe their weapons
Gentlemen fo: (hame forbeare this outrage,

Tibalt, Mercntso the Prince exprefly hath
Forbidden bandying in Perona (treetes.
Hold Ty6alt,good Mercutio,
Exit Tybalt,

Mer. 1am hure,

A plague aboth the Houfes,I am fped:
Is he goneand hath nothing ?

Ben, What act thou hure ?

Mer. 1,1,afcratch afcracch,marry tisinough,
Where is my Page?go Villaine ferch a Surgeon.

Rom. Caurage man,the hurt cannot be much,

Mer, No tis not {o despe as a well, nor fo wide as 2
Church doore,but 'tis inough, *twill ferue : aske for me co
morrow,and you fhall find me a graue man.I am pepper'd
I warrant,far'this world : a plague a both your houfes,
What, aDog, aRat, a Moufe,a Cat to fcratch a man o
death : a Brageart,a Rogue,z Villaine, that fights by the
bookeof Arithineticke, why the deu’le came you be-
tweene vs? T was hurt vader your arme,

Rams. 1thought all for the beft,

Mer. Helpeme into fome houfe Bewwbolio,

Or 1 fhall faingsa plague a both your houfes.

\ g
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'Thaue it, and foundly:o yml' Houfes.
Rom. This G;n:lrman the Princes neere Alie
M wry! riend hath got his mortall hure
Ia my behalfe,my reputation {tain’'d
With Tibales launder, Tybalt that anhoure
Hath beenc my Cozin: O Sweet Tuliet,
Thy Beauty hath made me ffcmm:\rc
And inmy tempe r foftned Valours ﬁm-u
Enter‘Besnolio.
Bexn. O R:‘H’I’P,R”mw,‘ﬂf we Mercario’s is dead,
Thac Gallant:fpiric hath afpir’d the Cloudes,
Which too vntmm:l" here did (corne the easth.
Rom, This daics blacke Fate,on mo daies deth depend,
This bue begins,the wo ochers muﬂ end,
Enter Tybalr.
Ben. Here comes the Furious Tybalt backe againe.
Rom. He gon in tmmp. ,and Aercntis flaine?
Aww to heauen refpective Lenitie,
And fire and Fury,be my condut now.
Now Trbalt takethe Villaine backe againe
That lace thou gau'lt me,for Mercutios foule
Isbut alittle way aboue our heads,
Staying for thine t o keepe him companie :
Either thou or I,0r beth,muft goe wichhim.
773b. Thou wretched Boy that didft confort him here,
Shalc with him hence.
Rom. This fhall d..tcrmmc’ thae.
e}*ﬁfr."yr Tybalt falles.

Ben, Romee,away be gone:
The Citizens are vp,and Tybalt flaine,
Stand not amaz 'd,the Prince will Doome thee deach
If thou art taken:hence,be gone, away.
Rems. O !'lam Forwunes foole.
Bes. Why doft thou ftay ?
Exst Roweo.
Enter Citizens,
Citi. Which way ran he that kild CHercntio?
Tibalt that Murtherer,which way ranhe?
Bes. There lies that Tybalt,
Citi. Vp fir go with me
Ich ugc theein the Prmcm names obey.
Euter Prince 0ld Montague Capuf}t their
Wines and m’[
FPrin. Where arethe vile begin wners of thisFray 2
Ber. ONoblePrince,I can difcouerall
The vnlackie Mannags of this fatall brall:
There lies the man {laine by young Ryrmﬁo,
That flew thy kinfman braue Mercssi
Cap. Wi. I;[sw'; my Cozin ? O my Brochrrs Child,
O Prince,O Cozin, Husband, O the blood is {pild
Ofmy deare kiatmari Princess tholl are true,
For bloud of ours,thed bloud of Adonntague.
O Cozin,Cozin.
Prin, Beanolin,who began this Fray 2
Ben. Tybalt here (laine, whom Romsed’s hand did {lay,
Rosneo that { {poke him faire,bid him bethinke
How nice the Quarrell was,and vrg’d withs
Your high difpleafure:al lthnutrrcd,
With gentle breath, calme looke knees humbly bow’d
Could not take truce with the varuly fpleene
Of Tybalts deafe to peace,but that he 'Ti!rs
Wich Peircing (eele at bold Adereutio’s breaft,
Who 2ll as hot,turne sdeadly point to point,
And with a Mart ,\hth one hand beatgs
Cold death afide and with che other {ends
It back to Tybalt ,whofe dexterity

all

all {corne
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: Romeohe cries alou d,
Hold I-;;mfh Friends parc,and '(wifter then ks tongue,
Hisaged Mﬂ:t\bc ats downe their fatall poines, L
And rwixt them rofhes,vnder
An enuions thruft from Tybals,hic chelife
43{ ftout Mercmtio,and then Tybalt fled.

But by and by comes bxc’f ¢ toRomeo,

Who had but ncww entertained Reuenge,
And roo’tthey goe like Im*‘*m'm forered
Cou d draw to part the,was ftout Tybal: flai

And as he fell  did Romeo turne and flie:
This is the truch,or let Bensolio die., {

Cap. Wi. Heis akinfmanrto the Meuntague, !
Affeétion makes him fal{e he fpcak(" nort trie: {
Some ewenry of them fought in this blacke firife,
And al chofe twenty could but kill one life.

1 beg for Tuftice,which thou Prince muft giue:
Romeo lew Tybalt ,Romeo muft not liue, ‘

Prin. Romeo{lew him,he flew Mercutio,
Who now the price of his deare blood ddth owe, §

Cap. Not Romseo Prince,he was Mercutios Friend, ‘
His fault concludes,but what the law fhould end, |
The life of Tybult.

Fria. Aundforthat oﬂence, ;
Immediately we doeexile him hence : e
I haue an mfm:ﬂ injyour hearts proceeding:

My bloud foryour rude brawles doth lieable eding
Buz Ile Amierce you with fo ftrong a fine,

Th Apyou fmll all repenc the loffe “of mine.

Tt willbedeafe to pleading and cxmics,

Nor teares,nox prayers (hall pérchale our abufe

neath whofe arnie,

Th ‘:’d*evicnm‘ Jec Roy e 2 hence nhafk,

Lm’ wi hen heis found,thac | ("I.Lsam*},n“f f
Beare ue:h shod:,, r(‘;;"z d our mll ‘3
.-"\«iu : i tha kill. i

Eoxewnts

S——

Ent

er Inliet alone,

Tul. Goallop apace,youfiery footed rcu:K
Towards Pbxfaaiuum‘o !“C"’l Wagone ‘
As Phagion would whip you to the weft, .
Andbring in Cleudie night immediately,

Spred thy clofe Curcaine Loue- penurmmﬂ night
That run-awayes eycs may wincke,and Romeo
Leape to théfe armes,vnt alkrefand vnleene,
i_umrc an feeto due heir Amorous rights,
Andby their owne Beauries:or if Loue beblind,
Tt beft agrees wich night:come ciuill nighr,

Thou fober {uted Matren allin blacke, "
And learne me how to loofe a winning match,

Plaid for a paire of Rainleflc Maiden lu(:d::,

Hood r“v vnman’d blood bl)tm in my Cheekes,
Withthy Blacks mantle,il! m:\ugc Loue grow bu“
Thinke true Loue acted fimple modeftie’:

y

.

Come night,come Romes,come thou day innight,
For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night
W hiter then new Snow vpon a Pnr».n.haxk“
f'.“lz,u. L'Ch:!i‘ night,come uu-un blackebrow'd ni !
and when'T fhzll die ¢ :
ind cut him out inlicele flar .”t.f;
And he will miake the Face of heauen fo fine,
That 2ll the world will be'in Louc with nighty
Hdp’V"nv orfhip to :”run” Sun,
O 1 haue bought ¢ anfion of a Loue,
Butnot pofieft it,and though lam fold,
Not yet eniey’d, o tedious is this day, !
Asis the night before 'u».lm*t-mﬂ {
‘ff 3 Tol
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Toan 1mpat1f:nt child tharbath new robes
And may not weare them, O here comes my Nurfe ;
Enter ] JW_;E’ with cords,

And fhe brings newes and cuery tongue that fpeaks
Buc Romeos, namcgmeakcsnca! nlrmocuencch
Now Nurle, what new th,l[ hatt thou there »
The Cords that Romeo bid thee ferch ?

Neur, I,ItheCords.

Ieli. Ay oe;waatnewes ?
Why doft thou wring thy hands.

Nur, Awcladyhee’s dead,hee’s dead,
We are vndone Lady,we are yvndone.

Alacke the day,hee’s gone hee’s kil'd,he’s dead.
#l, Can heauen be foenvious ?
Nur. Romeocan,
Though heaven cannot,ORemeo, Romeo,
Who euer would haue thought it Remes.
Juli, What diuell a fﬁ.cmou,
That dof} corment me thus 2
This torture (hould be roar’d in difmall hell,
Hath Romseo {laine himfelfe 2 fay thoy but I,
And that bare vowell I {hall poyfon more
Thern the icdrla-d“rnnq eye of Cockatrice,
I amnotI,ifthere be fuch an 1.
Or thofe eyes thot,that makes thee anfwere X :
Ifhe be flaine fay I,0r ifnog,no.
Bricfe,founds,determine of iny weale or wo.
Nur. 1{aw the wound,I {aw it with mine eyes,
God (auethe marke here on his manly brefi,
A pitteous Coarfe,a bloody piteons Coarfe:
Pale,pale as afhes,all bedawb’d in blood,
Allin gore blood I founded atthe fight-

o - N —

Yo

Iul. Ol breake my heart,
Poore Banckrout breake ar once,
To prifoneyes,nere looke on lxbc tie.
Vile earth to carth ¢ ,!sgne,end motion here,
And thouand Romeo prefle on heauie beere.
Nur, O T‘w:’r Tybale,the beft Friend 1 had:
O curteous 7¥balt honef® Gentleman,
That euer I {thould line to fec thee dead.
Inl. What flormeis this that blowes fo contrarie?
Is Romeo {laughtred ? and is Tybalz dead ?
My deareft Cozen,and my ¢ dearer Lord:
Then dreadfull Trumpet (ound the generall doome,
For who is liuing,if thele two aregone ;
Nur. Tybalt is gone,and Romeo banifhed,
Romeo that kil'd him)'ne is banifhed.
Inl. OGod
Did Rem’os hand fhed Tyalts blood
It did, it did,alas the day,ic did,
Niur. OScrpent heart,hid with aﬁowring face,
Isl. Did ener Dragon keepe fo faire a Cane ?
Beautifull Tyrant,fiend Angelicall:
Rauenous Doue.feather’d Rauen,
Woluifh-rauening Lambe,
Difpifzd fubfance of Diuineft thow :
l"f‘ oppolite to what thou iuftly feem’(ty
dimne S =mt,‘ n Honourable Vi lnmc.
\ h % ‘mu l. ithouto dn,e in hell,

11

mortall ;F;‘;i'ﬁ(!jit uf fuch fwcetﬁeﬂw
! yataining fuch vile matter

\

that deceit fhould dwell

s Pallace,
.
’s'no trult,no faith,no honeflie in men,

all for{w all mug‘n all diffemblers,

VYOI A)E

Tée ‘ngea’ze q/ Romea vand Jiliet, .

t Ah where’s my man ?gme me fome Aqm ~Vitae P
Thefe griefes,thefe woes,thefe forrowes mak emeold: |
Shame come to Romeo.
Jul, Blifter’d be thy tongue {
For {uch a wifh,he was nmbrm,r to fhame :
Vpon his me fhame is afham’d to fit 5
For’tis 2 throane where | Iom\urmay Lc Crown’d
Sole Monarch of the vniuerf{all earth:
O whata beaft was I to chide him 2
Nur. Will you fpeake well ofhim,
Thatkil'd your Cozen?
Inl. ShallIfpeakeill of'| him that is my husband?
Ah poore my Lord, what tongue fhall imooth thy name,
When 1thy three hourcs wife haue mangled it.
But wherefore Villaine did’f} thou kill my fo,zm ?
That Villaine Cozin would haue kil’d m y busband ;
Backe foolifh teares,backe to yo"r-wmmef\ ing,
Your tributarie dmps belong towoe,
Which you mif ftaking offer "p toioy :
My husband lives that Tibalt would have {la ne.
And Tibalt dead that would haue flain emy husband:
All thisis COmbet,U“hU‘l‘.,,AL weepe | then?
Some words there was worferthen 7 ybalts death
That murdered me,l would forger itteine,
But oh,it prefles to my memory, 4
Iike damned guilty deedes to finners minds,
T}bz ¢ 15 dead and Romeo banifhed :
That banifhed,cthat one werd benifhed, ;
Hath flaine ten thou{and T#balts: Tibalts death
Was woe inough if it had (’.‘Pued there:
Or 1ff0w:rWo<: delightsin fellowfhip
And needly will be rankt with other gnefcs,
Why followed not when fhe faid T7balts dead,
Thy Father or thy Mother, ynay or both,
\Viﬂcn moderne lamentation mighc haue mou’d.
But which a rere-ward following Tybalts death
Romeo is banifhed to fpe.d'ﬁ thag v'.md
Is Father,Mother s Ty0alt Romco, Inliet,,
Aliflaine;all dead: Romseo is banifhed,
There is no end,no limit,meafure,bound,
Inthat words death,no words can that woe found,
Whereis my Father and m; Mother Nurfe 2
Nur. Weeping : 'md wailing over Tybales Coarle,
Will you ;'r) to them p1 will lmnb you thither.
I'n. W afh they his wounds wnh tears;mine fhal be fpent
When theirsare drie for Romees s banithment.
Take vp thofe Cordes,poore ropes you are beguil’d,
Both you and I for Rormeo is exild:
He made you for ajhigh-way to my bed,
Butla M'ﬂd,mrz Maiden widowed.
Come Cord,come Nurfe,Ile to my we dding bed,
And death not Romeo,take my Maiden b Cad.
Nur.. Hie to your Cbammr Lle find Remeo
To comfort you, Twot well where heis :

Hatkeye ) our Romeo will be heere at nighr,
lle to him,he is hid at Lawrence Cell,
Zul, O find him ,giue this Ring to my true Knight,
And bid him come,to take - hislaft farewe ell,
Exit.

Enter Frier and Romes,

Fri. Romeo comeforth,
Come forth thou fearfull mao,
Aftliction is enamor’d of thy parts :
And thou art wedded to calamitie,
Kom. Father whatnewes ?
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What is the Princes Doome ?
What forrow craues acquaintance ag

my hand,

That Iyet knownot?

Fri. Too famibiar
Is my dearc Sonne wi ith fiich fowre Camp: any ¢
1 br ,nfy theet Vulﬂ”ﬁ ofthe Princes IJM one,

Rom. What lefle then Doomefday,

[sthe Princes Doome ?

Fri. A gentler judgement s umfht from bis lips,
Not hboz‘xcc deach,but bodies banithment.

Rom. Ha, Ew-nfhlmn-_ be mercifull,fay death:
For exile hath more terror in his loo ke,
I”l"'hm«,rbthr’n death:do not {ay mmﬂmwnr,

Fri, Here from Perona arc thou banifhed:

Be patient,for the world is broad and wide,

Rom. Thereis no world without Uerona walles,
But Purgatorie,Torture , hell it felfe :

ence banithed,is banifhz from the world,

And worlds exileis death, Thenb gmthed

[s deathymiftearm’d,calling death b Mncd

Thou cut’t my head off ‘witha go dcn ,.,’\),e,

And {milef vpon the firoke that murders me.

;"7'1' O deadly fin,0O rade vnthankefulnefic!
Thy falc our Law calles death,but the kind Prince
Takmg t!':‘;’mz' hach rutht afide the Law,

And turn’'d that blacke word death,to banifhment.

_H];s is deare mercy,and thou feeft it not,

Rons, °Tis Torture and notmercy,heauen is here
W here Juliet Iiues‘:md euery Cat and Dog
And lictle Moufe ,euery voworthy Lhmo
Liuve here in “Jeauen and may looke on hc*

But & omeo may not.More Validitie,

More Honourable ftate,more Courtfhip lives

In carrion Flies t‘lcn&omw' they may feaze

On the white wonder of deare Ju/iets hand,

And fteale immorrall bleffing from her lips,

Who cueninpure and ve ftall modefie

Still blufb,as thinkin g their owne kiffes fin.

This may Flies doe,when I from this muft flic,

aift thou yet,that exile isnot death ?

weo may not,hee is banifhed.

ou no poyfon mixt,no fharpe ground knife,

No {udden meane of death,though nere fo meane,

ifhed to kill me? Banithed ?

O Frier,the damned vie that word inhell :

Howlxnus attends it,how haft theu the hart

Being 1Dm!m a Ghofily Confeflor,

A Sin-Abfoluer,and ms 7Fl‘l“h\1"‘I\‘xC‘.|

Tomangleme wnH that word, meHw*f{ P
Fri. Thenfond Mad man, hean e {peake,

‘7’0975, lJr‘mqu]tﬁt‘deﬂqg ne of banifhment,

Fri, 1le giue thee Armour to keepe off that wo*d’
faumlﬁms{wtctc milke,Philofo n]]_c‘.
Tocom tmrt thee,though thou art b"r\i{hui

Rom. Yeu nam[hcd rang vo Philofophie:
Vnlefle Philofohpie can ma?«c a luler
an anta Towne,reuerfe a Princes Doome,
It helpes not,itpreuailes noc,ralke no more,

Fri. Othenl fee,that Mad men haue no eares.

Rom. How ﬂ.omutnc;_

When wifemen haueno eyes
Fri. Letmedifpaire with thee nf’r}\v eftate,
Rozm, 1 Thoucan'{t not ﬁ‘(‘ ke

Were chou as young as Fiiliie my Loue:

Ao houre butmatried, 7ybaltmurdered,

Doting like'me,and like me banifhed,

1o 0y

e of that { dofkr lmﬂ,cl

V4 l’b 7mgea’fp of omeo and Iulies.

e e i

Then .m%h:eﬁ thou {peake,
Then mighteft thou teare thy 1’:;1_*,;::?.5
And fall vpon meorouvd as I doe now,
Taking the mcamae of an viimade graue.
Euter Nurfe,and knockes.
Erier. Arife one knockes,
Good Romes hide thy felfe.
[’om Not I,
1leffe the br:m h of Hartficke gr oanes

I

"\.‘:ﬂa;mc infold me from the fearch of eyes

Kroeke

Iri. Ha'“?;'.‘ how they knocke:

(Whe's there ) Romseo arife,
Thoeu wiit "-;:t. taken, {tay a while,ftand vp ¢

Kecke,
Run to my ftudy:by and by Geds will )
W hat isnﬁplcncﬂcigzt"::fs.i‘:om‘ I'come,

ocke.

Who ‘x"m‘«:s {ohard ?

Whence come yoa ? what’s your will 2
Enter Nurfe,
MNzr. Letme comein,

And you thall know my errand :
m Lady. Inlict:
Welcome then.,
O holy Frie:r,O mkn“}wly Frier,
Where's my Ladies Lord>where’s Romseo 2
Fri, Thereon the ground,
With his owne teares made drunke.
Nur. O he is enen in my Miftrefle cafe,
Jufl in her cafe.O woful Ihmp ithy :
Pittious prﬂdkmmmt, uen fo lies fhe
Blubbring and weeping, Weﬂmnu and blubbring,
Stand vp,ftand vp.ftand and you bf:ﬂmun
3 or mr;sr.rz’w,.\ Jor her fakerfeand ftand ;
you fallinto fo deepe an O,

= e e e e ————

Why fhould
Rom. I\urle.
Nur. Ah fir,ah {ir,deaths the end of all.
Roms, Speak’(t thou of Iuliesthow is it with her ?
f‘}or“ not {he thinke me an old Murtherer,
ow I haue ftain’d the Childhood of cur oy,
".f ith blood remoued,but little from her owne ?
Where is fhe ? and how doth fhe ? and what fayes
My conceal’d Ladyto our conceal’d Loue ?
"Nur. Oh fhe ia;.csnor'wn-f
And now fals on her bed,and then ftares vp,
Aod Tybalt calls,and ¢ ht.n on Romeo cries,
And then dowie falls againe.
Ro.As if that name fhot from the dead leuell of a Gun;
Did murder ber,as that names curfed hand
Murdred her kinfman.Oh tel! me Frier,tell me,
In what vile part ofthis Anatomie
Doth my name lodge ? Tell me,that I may facke
The hatefull Mannon,
Fri, Hold thy defperate’hand :
Artthonaman? thy forme cries out thou are :
Thy teares are "’vmamﬁ],thy wild a&ls denote
The voreafonable Furie of a beaft,
Viafeemelywoman,in a feeming man,
And il bef.

eeming bealtin feemmi bothy
Thou haft :H‘]'W’u me.

.. n]v “\) v‘ l)fd 2Ty
I (lmu ghtthy dify son

,-11 creer temper’d,
aft thou flaine Tybalr ? wilt thouflay thy felfe?
Aﬂ’ {lay thy Lady,thatinthylifelies,
By dumn fi,g Tned  hate VE o1 \’hy'l Eler
Why my! {t thou onthy birth? the heauenand earth

e
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fr, but weeps and weeps,
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irth,and heauen and earth ,all ;5:;3
ee at once,which thou atonce w
Fie f;c huu (ham’ I:ﬂf (hape,thy
Wh c'xE ke furer abound'tin all :
And vielt nonein that true vie indeed,
Which fheuld bedecke thy {hape,thy lot
Thy Noble fhape,is bnt a mam: of w«
Dl"reﬂlm' Falour of 2 mai
"Hy d&.,SIL Loue {worne buchollow periurie,
K mmf} that Loue which thou hali vow d to n.m‘;fiﬁh
Thy wit,that Ornament,to {hape and Loue,
Mlﬂup ninthe cont du& ofmcm both
Like powder in a sk:lleffe Souldiers flaske,
Is fet a fire by thine owne ignordnce,
And cthou difmembred with thi“e owne defi
W hat,rowfe thee man,thy Ju/zt isaliue,
For whole deare fake chou waft but lacely dead.
There artthou happy. 'I‘/’J’ a/t would kill thee,
Jutthou flew’t Tyb.alt, there arcthou happie.
Thelaw that threatned death became th\,; Friend,
And curn’d it to exile,there art chou happy,
A packe or blefling light vpon thy backe,
Happinz(le Courts s thee in her beft array,
But like 2 mifhaped and fullea wench,
Thou putteft vp thy Fortune and thy Loue:
Take heed,tal ccheed Jfor fuch die miferable.
Goe get thee to rhy Loue 25 was decreed,
Afcc,m her Chamber,hence and comforc her
But looke chou ftay not till the watch be fet,
Forthen twu canft not pam to Mantua,
W here thou (hale liue till we cn findeatime
To blaze your marriage,reconcile yeur h:cnds,
Beg pmrdon of thy FL"’C’_‘ and ca‘l thee backe,
Wi t-n twenty hundred thoufand times more ioy
Then thou went’ft forth in lamentation
Goe before Murfe, com(..c"m‘ me tothy Ladyj
And bid her haften all che houfe tobed,
Which heauy forrow makes them apt vato,
Romeo is compming,
Nur. O Lozd k[ could haue (taid here all night,
To heate "or:d counfell:oh what lc"wr";“ng is!
My Lor d le tell m] Luu/ youw Il come,
{ “Rom. Dofo,and bid my Sweete prepare to chide
Nur. Heere fir,a Ring J;mb':d me giue you fir::
Hie you,make ha& forit growe :vaht(!.
Rom. How w c‘l my comfor isrenin’d by this.
Fri. GD hﬁui,-.,
Goodnight,and here ftands all your ftate:
{ Either ‘)c gone before the watch be fet,
Or by reake of day difguis’d from hencc,
i SOiOi!THL in Mz uz,,[‘.-_ find out your man,
Aand he (hall from time to time,
Cucry gc »pd hap to you,that chaunces hccre .
iue me thy hand ”mluc farewcll,goodnight.
sthat aioy pafl ioy,calls outon me,
2 griete;{o briefe to parc with thee :
Extunt,

o mecie

T 137
oty bty |
ISUIGNY

& q )
()LA‘C",C:!\

rom fIh Y

'nce.

r ‘\o-l !‘
LAl U

t\C

! X
!
i
|

Enter old Caprlet fass Wife and Paris.

¢ our Dn(l[,h[.(“l‘i’,
wd hm kinfman ,«}bﬂk dearely,
Well we were borne to die.

Lfhe) 0ot ¢ come downe te night :
yOour company,

C>

f:}:.'t'»r Wit
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(!ze 0/?@%?0 and Julies,

I would haue bin 2 bed an }‘omewo.
Par. Thefetimes of wo, affoord notimesto wooe
Madam goodnight,commend me to your Davghuer,
Lady. 1 will,and know her mind early tomorrew,
To night,fhe is mewed vp to her heavinefle.
Cap. Sit Pariz,Iwill make a defperate tender
Ofmy Childes loue : I thinke fhe wili be rul’d
Inall zefpeéts by me : nay more,l doubtit nor.
Wife,go you toher ere you go to bed,
Acquaint her hereyof my Sonne Parss lous,
And bid her,matke youme,on Wend{day next,
But foft,whar day is this?
Par. Monday my Lord,
Cap. Monday,ha ha:well Wend(day is toe foéne,
AT ]U!(Cldy let ubc. a Thurfday tell her,
She fhall be married to this Neble Earle :
Will yoube ready ? do you like this haft ?
Weele keepe no great adoe,a Friend ortwo,
For harke you,7ybalt being flaine {o late,
It may be chouobt we held him c.‘xclcﬂy,
Being our Lm(man,xfwc renell much :
Therefore weele haue fome halfe a dozen Friends,
And there an end. But what fay you to Thur{day ?
aris. My Lord,
I would that Tnurxd ay Were to morrow,
Cap. Well,get you gone, a Thurfday,be it then:
Go you to Julier ere you goto bed,
Prepare her wife,againft chis wedding day.
Farewell my Lord,light to my Chamber hoa,
Afore me,it is fo late, that we may call ir early by and
Goodnight,

Enter Romeo and Islict alofr.

Wilt chou be gone ? It is not yet neere day 3
It was the Nwhr?r\gnle and not the Larke,
Thatpier’t the fearefull hollow of thine eare,
Nightly fhe fings on yond Pomgran
Beleeneme Lmle it was the highnnf;lm
Rom, 1twasthe Larke the Herauld of the Morne:
No Nightingale:looke Loue whatenuious fireakes
Do lace the ;cummr’ Cloudes in yonder Eaft :
Nights Candles are burnt out,and Iocond day
Starids tipto onthe miftie Mounraines tops,
Imuft be gone and line,or ftay and die.
Iul. Yond lightis not daylighe,] knowitX
It is fome Meteor that the Sun cxhales,
Tobeto theethis nighta Torch-bearer,
And lightthee on (hy’ way to Maniwa.
Tl herefore ftay yet,thounced ot to be gone,
Rom. Let me berane,let me be puttodeath,
I am content,fo thou wilt haueitfo.
llc {ay yon gray is not the mornings eye,'
Tisbuc the palereflexe c-mer!mu brow.
Northat is not Larke whofe noates do beate
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads,
I haue more care to ftay,then willto go :
Come death and welcome, fu/ier wills it fo,
How ift my foule,lets talke itia notday.
Juli. Itis,it is,hie hence be zone away :
Itis che Larke that fings fo oue of ¢ une,
Stmmng,l\arth fcords,and mplea{mg Sharpes.
Some fay the Larke makea fweete Divifion;
This doth not fo:for fhe divideth vs.
Some fay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes,
O now 1 would they had chang’d voyces too:

St Lree,
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Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affiay ay, \
Hunting thee nencﬁ,wmh Hunt {-vp to the day, |
O now be gone,more light and itli ght growes.
Rom. Morc light & light,more daike &, darke ou:
“Enter M’.ﬁdﬁm and Nuy e, g'
Nar. Madam.
Tul, Nutfe.
Nur.Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber,
The day is broke,be wary ,looke about,
Iul, Then window let day in,and lec life out.
Rom. Farewell farewell,ofe kiffe and e defcend.
Iul, Artthon gone fJ’L(m” Lord,ay Husband,Friend,
I muft heare from thee euery day in LhL houre;
For in a minace chere ’”c 'mv:v dayes,
O by this count I {hall be miuch in yeares,
Ere I againe behold my f‘zama.
Rom. Farewell:
I will omit

|
i
WWOES.,

0o ()d"'t”l]n .i‘

That may conuey my greetings L u"::‘-é"o thee,
Izl, O :"!}xc"cr‘xo-l we {hall engr mecet againe?
Rom, 1don se,and al 1'1':‘: {e waoes thall (erue

For fweet du:om"cs in our time to come.
Tuilet. O God! lec an *'lTB‘;:wmm {oule
Me thinkes I fee ot art fo lowe
Asone deadin r.h{: bottome of e Tombe,
Either my eye- ':r"ut failes,or thou look'ft pale.
Rom, And truft me Loue,in my eye foc oyou:
Drie {orrow drinkes our blouu, xdux,audc. Exit,
Ial, O Fortune,Fortune,all men call thee fickle,
Ifchou art fickle, what deft thou with him
That is renown’d for faith ? be fickle Fortune:
Forthen I hope thou wiltnot keepe him Iong,
But fend him backe.

Cnow, '{

Euter Aother,

Lad. HoDaughter,are youvp?
Inl: Whoift thac calls 3 Isica 1y Lady Mother.

Is fhe not downe fo late, orvp fo carl_y ?

What vnaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither ?

Lad, Why how now [u/iet?

led. Madam]am not well.

Lad, Euvrmorew ccpi ng for your Cozins death ¢
What wilt thou wath him from his graue wich teares 2
And ifthou could’ftthou could’ nor make him live :
Therefore haue done, fome griefe fhewes much of Loue,
But much of pncfe,ﬂmwcs (-‘r Il fome want of wit

Inl, Yetlet meé wcepe forfuch a fecling Iafﬁ.

Lad. Sofhall youfeele the lofle,bucnot cthe Friend
Which you VH(P""{OI‘

Iul. Feeli ing {o the loffe,

I cannot chufe but euer wee pe the Friend.

La. Well Girle,thou weep'ft not fo much for his death,
As that the Villaine lives which flaughter’d him,

Iul, What Villaine;Midam?

Lad. Tnt ame Villaine Romeo.

Tul. Haink 4nd lieybe ma hy ] Miles dffunder:
Godr I)n‘mn FPddewith Lﬂl miy heart:

And yu no man like he,doth’ gricoe'my heatt. L
Lad. T nnhbrruie1thtWox lines. i
l:f[ 1 Madami from'thieteach 6fthefe my hands:

Would none'but I might véngemy Cozitis deach.

Lad, Weéwill haue ﬂf""ﬂ""ncc for it feare thou not,
Then weepeno more,1le {"r(.ro onein Mavtza,
thrc chat fame banifhe R agate doth liue,

Shall giue him fuch an vaa Lcu'tom’* dram,

That he (hall Toone keepe Tybalr company :

And then I hope thou wilt e fatisfied.

N —— e e e 2 o
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Ixl. IndeedI neucr - (hall be faci s‘lnl
Nich Romes,till I1behold him. D
ts my poore heart fo for a kinfinanvext
Madam if you could find out but a man
I'obease a poylon,! would temn per it
‘That Remeo (hould vpog eceit thereof
Noone ﬂee"t’ mqmct O howmy heart
Foheare him nam’d,and cannot come 1o }'vm
To wreakethe Loue I bore my Cozin,

"::,"vtﬁff his bodv thar hach flavghret’d hins,

1 4%
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Find chou the meanes, and 11e find{uch 2 mnan.
But now 1’f~wllthn toyfull tidings Gyrle,

Lul, \n_:x Oy comes well ,in {tich aneed ly tim
Whar are the Y befe vd.}our Ladyfhip ?

cMa. Well, well,thiou hal tamarn‘xfl Facher Child?

One who to put thee from thy heauinefle;
Hath forred oura fudden dayofioy,
That thou expelts not,nor I looke not for.,

Jel. Madamin hwpv time,what day is chis?

M. Marry my Child,early next Thurfday morne,
The gallant young and Nubic Gentleman,
The L,nunuc Jﬂem at Saiat Perers Churchg!
Shall happily make thee atoyfull Bride: git=g!

Il. Now by SainePeters C‘sura.h,and?’.'etc-;r‘too.,
He fhall not make me there aioyfull Bride,
I wonder at this haft,thac I muft wed
Ere he that thould be Husband comesto we ¢
I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam,
I willnot marrie yer,and when 1 doe, | fweare
It (hallbe Remz0,whom you know I hate
Rather then Paris. Thefe are newes indeed.

Mo, Here comes your Father tell him {o your {clfe,
And fee how he will take it at your hands.

Turfe.

Cap. Whenthe Son fees the earth doth drizzle dacw
But for the Sunfet of my Brothers Sonne,
Itraines downright,
How now ¢A Conduit Gyrle,what flill in teares 2
Euermore{howring inonefittle body ?
Thou counterfaits a Barke,a Sez,a Wind: "« )
For fill thy eyes,which I may call the Sea;
Do ebbe and flow with teares;the Barke thy body is
Sayling in this falt floud,the windes thy fighes,
Who raging with the teares and they with them
Without a {udden calme willouer fet
Fhv tempeft toffed body. How now w1ﬂ:?
Haue you delivered to heronr decr
Lady, 1fir; o
But {he will none, fhe ginez you thankes, **- X
1 w-)uld the foolc were marriedto her graue, «
p. Soft,take me with yon,také me it youwlfc,
How,wxh (he noné?doth fhe not gine vs thanks?
Is {he not prend?doth {he nor'@ount her bleft,
Viworthy as fheis, that we haue wteught
So wnrthy a Gcntlcman to beher Bndcoroomc
Inl. Notproud you haue 3
But chankfull tharyou haue :
Proud can I neger be of What I baue,
But thankfull cuen for hace,that is megnt Loucn
Cap. How notw ?
How now 2 (,hopr Logicke ?what s thlsP
Proud, and I thanke you:and I thanke you not, ;
Thanke me no thatikings,iot proud me no prods,
But fettle your fine ioints 'gainft Thar{day next;

Enter Capplet and N
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To go with Pars o Saint Peters Church
{ Or I will drag thee,on a Hurdle thither,
Out you greenc ficknefle carrion,out you baggage,
You tallow face.
Lady. Fie,fie,what are youmad ?
Iul. GoodFather,I be(eech you on my knees
Heare me with patience,butto fpeake a word.
Fa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch,
I tell thee what,gec thee to Caurch a Thurfday,
Or neuer after looke me in the face,
Speakeinot,reply not,conot anfwere me.
My fingers itch,wife : we fcarce thought vs blef?,
That God bad Jent vs buc this enely Child,
But now I {ee this one is one too much,
' And that we have a curfe in hauing her :
Out on her Hilding.
Nur. Godinheauen bleffe her,
Youare too blame my Lord to rate her fo,
Fa. And why my Lady wifedome?hold yeur tongue,
Good Prudence,{matter with your goffip,go.
Niur, 1{peake no treafon,
Father,G Godigaden,
May not one fpeake ?
Fa. Pcace you mumbling foole
Viter your grauitie ore a Goffips bowles
Forhere we need it not,

La. Youare toohot.
Fa. Godsbread, itmakes me mad:
Day,night,lioure,ride,time, worke,play,
lone in companie,(ill my care hath bin
To haueher matcht,and hauing now prouided
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage,
Of faire Demieanes, Youthfull,and Nobly Allied,
Stuft as they fay with Honourable parts,
Prop ortion’d as.ones thought would with a man,
And thento haue a weetched puling foole,
A whiniog mammet,in her Fortunes tender,
"To an{wer,lle not wed, 1 cannot Loue :
I am too young,I pray you pardon me,
But,and you willnotwed,l'e pardon you.
Graze where you will,you thall not heufe withme :
 Jso0ke too't,thinke ont,I donatvicro ieft.
T hurfday is neere,lay hand on heart,aduife,
Alnd you be mine,Ile gine you tomy Friend::
Aihd you benot,hang,beg,ftraue,diein the freets,
Folr by my f{oule,lle nere acknowledge thee,
1 for what 1s mine fhail nguer.do thee good :
T % ult too’t,bethinke you, llg not be forfworne
Iuli. Istherenopitcie fitzingin the Cloudes,
THhat fees into the bottome of my griefe?
| GB(weer my Mother calt mgnot aways

lay this magrjage,for.amansh,s weeke,
ifiyoude natymakethe Bridall bed
that dun'Motumeut where 7264k lies.
Ao, Talkenotto mic,fer Ile not fpeake a word,
o as thou wilg,for. I haue done with thee,
F iul. O God!.-
) Nutfe,how [ball this be prevented ?,
My Husband is on earth,my faith in heauen,
{ How {hall that faith returne againeto earth,
Volefls thag Husband {fend 1wme from heanen,
4By i.enuin;i earth pComfort me,counfaile me :
Hlacke,alackeghat heauen fhould praéife fixatagems
: 'V"pon fo fofs a fubiect as my {elfey.

What faify thauthalt thou not awerd of ioy 2

:Some comfort Nurfe, :

Exits

Exit,

 TheTrugedieof RomeoandFulic.
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Nur, Faith hereitis,
Romeo is banifhed,and all the world to nothing,
Thac he dares nere come backe to challenge you :
Or if he do,it needs muft be b y fteglth,
Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth,
I thinke it beft you married with the Countie,
O hee’s aLously Gentleman :
Romees a difh-clout to him: an Eagle Madam
Hath not forgreene,fo quicke,fo faire an eye
As Parus hath,befhrow my very heart,
I thinke you are happy in this fecond match,
Forit excels your firk:or ifit did not,
Your firft isdead,or twere s good he were,
Asliving hiere and you no vfe of him.

Iul. Speakeftthou from thy heart ¢

N#r. And from my/foule too,
Or elfe befhrew them both.

Jul. Amen,

Nur, What? .

Iul, Well thou haft comforted me marue’ious much,
Gotin,and tell my Lady I am gone,

Hauing difpleaf’d my Father,to Lawrence Cell,
To make confeflion,and to be abfolw’d.

Nwr, Marrie I will,and this is wifely done,

Zul, Auncient damnation,Q moft wicked fiend!
It is more fin te wifh me thus for{worne,

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue

Which fhe hath praif’d him with aboue compare,

So many theufand times ? Go Counfellor,

Thou and my bofome henchforth thall be twaine 2

Ile to the Frier to know his remedie,

1t all elfe faile,my feife haue power to dic. Exenns.
Enter Fricr and Copntie Paris,

Fréi. OnThur{day firtthe time is very fhort.
Par. My Father Capulet will haue it fo,
And I 2m nothing {low toflack bis ha(t,
Fri. You fay youdo not know the Ladies mind?
Vneten is the courfe, I like itnot.
Pa. Immoderately fhe weepes for Tybalss death,
And therfore haue Llistle talke of Loue,
For Penss {miles not in a houfe of teares.
MNow fir,her Facher counts it dangerous
That fhe doth give her forrow fo much fway :
And in his wifedome,hafts our marriage,
To ftop the inundation of her teares,
Whichitoo much minded by her felfe alone,
May be put from her by focietie.
Now dee you know the realon of this haft ?
Fri. T would I knew not why it thould be flow’d,
Looke fir,here comesthe Lady towards oy Cell.
Euter Tuljer.
Par. Happily met,my Lady and my wife,
Iul, Tharmay be fir,when Lmay be a wife.
Par. Tharmay be.muft be Loue,on Thur{day next,
Ix!, Wharmuft befhall be,
Fri, That’s a cestaine text.
Par. Comeyoutomake confeffionto thisFather?
Iul. To anfwere thac,] {hould confefle to you.
Far. Donordenie to him,that you Loue me.
Jwd. 1 will confeffe to youthat I Loue him
Par. Sowill ye,]1am fure that you Loue me.
Iul. If1 dofo,it will be of more price,
Benig fpoke bebind your backe, then to your face.
Par. Poore {oule,thy face is much abuf’d with teares,
Iali. The
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Inl, The teares haue got fmall victorie by that:

For it was bad mough before their fpight.
Pa. Thou wrong'tt it more then teares with that report,
Inl, Thatisnoflaunder fir,whichisatruth,

And what 1 {pake,I {pake it tochy face.
Par. Thyfaceismine,and thou hatt flaundred ir,
Iul. It may be fo,for it is not mine owne,

Are youat leifure,Holy Father now,

Or fhall i come to you aveuening Maffe?

Fris Mylmfun erues re penfins daughternow,
My L ord you muftintreat the time '?’nnc.

Par. Godflheild: 1 thould difturbe Deuotion,
Tuliet ,on Thurlday early wiil Irow(e yee
Till then adue,and keepe this ho]}" kifle. Exit

Inl. O thotthe doore,and when thou ha %
COIUEV‘!?GPE‘.\‘]E[] me,pa {t hoy. 5P+ it ca z,,c

Fri. O Iuliet,] alreadie know thy griete,

It ftreames me p s% hr. comp 1(’ of my wics :
[ hearethou muft 2 ing may prorogue it,
On Tnurldayncxc be married to LI 15 -‘; ouutie,

Iul. Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of this,
Vilefle thou tell me:thow I may preuent it
Ifinthy wiledome,thou canlt giucn 10 helpe,

Do thou but call myrefolution wi e,

And with’ i.a, knife, Ile} helpe it p Lim Y.

Godi lm,m ! my heart,and Romeos,thou our hands,

And erc this hand bythee to Remeo | feal'd :

Sha!l be the Labell to another Deede,

Or my true heare with trecherous reuvolt,

Turne to another,this {hall {la 'y them both ;

Therefore outofr.hylougcxl ctien’f} time,

Giue me {fome prefent countell,or behold

¢ Twixtmy extreames and me, this bloody knife
Shall play the vmpeere,arbitrating thar,

Which the commiffion of thy yeares and art,

Could to noiffue of true honour bring :

Be not folong to ipeai\ | long to die

If what thou f,nal\ ft,fpeake not of rc nedy.

Fri. Hol dDanmﬂtu IuoL F‘c akind of}oj oe,
Which craves as def perate at
Asthacis defperate whuh we woulid prengar,

Ifirather tln;'n ro marrie Countie Paris

Thou haft the trength of will to ftay thy felfe,
Then s it likely thou wilt vndertakc

A Uuingl"'c death to chide away this thame,
That coap >'(t with death himlelte,tofcapefro it :
And 1{'tnou dar’lt,lle giue [h e remedie,

Isl. Ohbid mclcspr” rat her then marrie Pare,

From of theBattlements of ny Towver,
Or walke in theeuifh waies,or bid me lurke
‘Whete e Serpents are : chaine me with roaring Beares
Or hide me nightlyin a Charnell boule,
Orecouerzad quite with dead mensrathing bones,
With reckie fhankesand yellow ¢ L:r-;: pels feulls :
Ot bid me gointo anew made grauc,
And hide me with 2 dead man in his graue,,
Things thoet to heare them told have made .uctrembl's,
At'fi“‘ out feare or doube,
Tolive an vnffained wifeto m er LLoue,

Fri. tiold then: goe home be mi ;:ic,jgi_ue confent,
To matrie Parts : w
Tomerrow nichtlooke that thou lie alone,
Letnot tthurib lie with theein thy Chamber:
Take [hou this Violl being then in bed,

And chis diftilling liquor drinke
When pre,cnmy turoliégn all thy veines (hall run;

Pares,
1oue r")
paft nLli.C.
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A cold and drowfie humour : for no pulfe
Shall keepe his ratiue progrelfe, but furceafe:
No warmth,n0 breath (hall teftifie thou liueft,
The Rofesin thy lips and cheekes (hall fade
To many afhes,the eyes windowes fall
Like death wlwzn he fhut vp the day oflife :
Each pmd- riw’d oﬂimpk\ gouernment,
Shall fiffe and (tarke,and cold appeare like death,
And inthis borrowed likeneffe of {hrunke death
Thou thalc continue two and forty houres,
Andchenawake,as from a plf:afamﬂ epe.
Now when the Bndsgmome in the morning comes,
Torowf{e thee from thy bed,there are thou dead :
hen as the maniner of our country is,
In thy beft Rubes vncouer’d on the Beere,
Be bosne to bariallin thy kindreds graue
Thou fhal: be borne to that fame ancient vaule,
Where all the kindred of the Capalets lie,
Iu the meane time againft thou thalcawake,
Shall Romee by my Letters know our drift,
And hither fhall he come,and that verynight
Shall Rewseo bearethee hence to Muntna. .
And this fhall free thee from this prefent ﬂmrm'E
If no inconftant toy nor womanith feare,
Abate thy valourinthe a&ting ir.
Jnl. Gige me,giue me,Q tell not me ofcare,
Fri. Hold geryougoane, be firong and profperous:
In this refolue, e fend a Frier with 1pe-r1
To Alantua wuh my Letters to thy Lotd,
In. Loue giue me firength,
And ftrength fhall helpe afford ;
Farewell deare father. Exit
Enter Father Capuler, Mother, Narfe, and
Sersting men two or three

e

Cap. Somany guefls inuite as bere are wrir,
Sirrah,go hire me twenty cunriing Cookes,
Ser. Y outhall haue none ill fir, for Ileuieifthey can
I'.icl;e Lhcn' fingers.
, How canftthou ts
Masrie fir, 'tis an
owne ﬁumr; . thercfore
ooes not with me.
& #. Go be gone,we [hall be much vnfurnifht fot this
time : whatismy Daugutm gofie to Frier Lawrence ?
Nur. Itorfooth.
Cap. Well hemay chance to do fome good on her;
A peeuiii felfe-wild harlotry itis.
Euter Iulive.
See where fhe comes from fhrift
With merrie looke. _
Cap. How now my headftrong,
Where haue you bin gadding 2
Inl. Where I haue learnt meto repent the fin
Of difobedient appofition :
To youand your behefts,and am enioyn’d
By holy Lawrence,to fall proftrate here,
Tobeg your par dﬂn ipardon I befeech you,
Henceforward [ am euer rul’d by you.
Cap. Send for the Countie,goe te ell him ofthis,
Ile haue this knot knic vpto morrow morning.
/ul, 1mettheyouthfull L ord at Lawrence Ccii
And gaue him wharbecomed Loue I might,
Not tepping ore the bounds of modefiie.
Cap. Why [am glad on’t,ehisis well, ftand vp,

ethem {o?
ill Cooke that cannot licke his
he that cannot i
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72 The Tra g edie
Thisis as’t fhould be,let me fec the County:
marrie go I {ay,and fetch him hither.
Now afore Goa,this reucren’d holy Frier,
{ All our whole Cittie is much bound to him,

Inl. Nurle will you goe with me into my Clofet,
To helpe me fort fuch peedfull orpaments,
Asyouthinke fitto furnifh me to morrow?

Mo, No nottill Thur{day,

Fa, Go Nurfe,go with her,
Weele to Church to morrow.

1

there’s time inough,

Exeunt Inlset and Nurfe,
Mo, W e fhall be fhort in our prouifion,
'Tis now neere night,
Fa. Tafh,I will firre sbout,
And all things thall be well, I warrant thee wife :
{ Gothouto {nlet hclpero deckevp her,
Ilenotto bedeo night,let me alone :
He play the hufwife for this once. What ho ?
They are all forth,well T wil

[ walke my felfe

Exennt Father and Mothere

Enter Inliet and Nurfe.
Tul. 1 thofeattires are beft,but g

sentle Nusfe
I pray thee leaue me to my felfero night :
For 1 haue need ofmany Oryfons,
To moue the heauensto finile vpon my fate,
Waich well thou know’,is croffe and full of .
Enter  Atuther,
AMo. What are you bufie ho?need you my help ?
Inl. No Madam, we haue cul’d fuch neceflaries
As are behoouefull for our Rate to morrow :
Sopleale you,let menow be left alone;
And let the Nurfe this night fic vp with you,
For I am fure,you haue your hands full all,
In this fo fudden bufinefTe,
,/l{o. GL)Odl’sig’ﬂf.
Gettheeto bed and reft, for thou hat need.
ful, Farewell;
God knowes when we fhall meete againe.
4 1 haue afaint cold feare thrills through my veines,
That almoft freezes vp the heate of fire ;
Ile call them backe againe to comfort me.
Nutfe, what thould fhe do here
My difmall Sceane,I needs mu® 2& alone:
Come Viall,what if this mixture do not worke ar al]?
Shall I be married then to morrow morning ?
No, no, this thall forbidit. Lie !

1
bt e Brt o
CNLDe Irier

Exeunt,

+] -
Juthere,

Subtilly hath
Leaft inthis m

Becaufe hen

’}fnum..ur"d‘,

Nomeo ?

>uld be
. D
eto R

es it hould not,

holy man.

into the Tombe,

fore the time that Romeo

deemezme? There’sa fcmtg:f'u!lpnint :
(ifledinthe Vaule 2

To whofz foule mouth no healthfome ayre breathsin,

| And there die Brancled ere my Komeo comes.

Orif [ liueis itnot very like,

The horrible conceit ofdeath and night,

Together withtheterror ofthe place,

As in 2 Vaulte,an ancient recepracle,

ShallInot then be

|
.
f
|

of Romeo and Julset.

\ Where for thefe many hundred yeeres the bones
Of all my buried Aunceflors are packe,
Whete bloody 73éalt,yet but greencinearth,
Lies feftring in his fhrow’d,where as they fay,
At fome houres in the night,Spirits refores
Alacke,alacke,is it not like that T

So early waking,what wich loathfome fmels,

And fhrikes like Mandrakes torre out of the carth,
That liuing mortalls hearing them,run mad, I
Oitl walke,fhall I not be diftraught,

Inuironed with all thefe hidious feares,

And madly play with my forefachers ioynts 2

And plucke the mangled Ty64/t from his fhrow’d ?
And in this rage,with fome great kinfmans bone,
As (witha clab) dafh out my defperate braines.

O looke,me thinks [ fee my Cozins Ghoft,
Seeking out Romses that did {pithis body

Vponmy Rapiers poine : Ray Tybalr,Ray;
Romeo,Romeo, Romeo,here’s drinke : 1 drinke to thee,

Enter Lady of the bonfe and Nuwrz.

Lady. Hold,
Take thefe keies,and fetch more fpices Nurfe.
Nur, They call for Dates and Quincesin the Pafirie.
Enter old Capules,
Cap. Come,ftir,fRir,fir,
The fecond Cocke hath Crow?d,
The Curphew Bell hath rung, *tis three a clocke :
Looke tothe bakte meates,good wAngelica,
Spare not for coft.
Nur. Go you Cot-queane,go,
Gzt you to bed, faith youle be ficke to morrow
For this nights watching.
Cap, Nonot a whit:what ? | haue watchrere now
All night for leffe caufe,and nere beene ficke.
La. 1 you have bina Moule-hunt in your time,
But I willwatchyou from fuch watching now.
ExitLa ‘xj,‘ and ﬁ“wvr!rﬁ:',
Cap. Aiealous hood aiealous hood,
Now fellow,wharthere?
Enter three or foure with [bits,and logs,and baskets.
Fel. Thamgs for the Cooke fir,but I know noxwhat.
Cap. Make hat, make hatt,Grrah ferch drier Logs.
Call Peter,he will fhew thee where theyare,
Fel, 1have ahead fir,that will find out logs,
And neuer trouble Peter for the matter.
Cap. Mafle and well (aid,a merrie horfon,ha,
Thou fhalvbe loggerhead; good Father, 'tis day.
Play CMu ficke
TheCountie will be here with Muficke Rraight, 1
For fo he {aid he would,I heare him necre,
Nurfe,wife;what ho?what Nurfe [ fay ?
Enter Narfe.
Go waken Juliet,go and trim her vp,
Hle go and chat with Parzs:hie,make haft,
Makehaft,the Bridegroome,heis come already :
Make haftl fay,
Nur, Mificis,what Miftris? Iuliet:Fafl T warrant her the, |
- Why Lambe,why Ladyfie you fluggabed,
Why Louel fay?Madam,{weet heart: why Bride?
What notaword ? You take your peniworths now,
{ Sleepe foraweeke for the next night I warranc
TheCountie Paris hath fec vp his reft,
That you fhal! reft but little,God forgine me :

Marrie and Amen : how found is fhe a fleepe ?

11
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74 The Tragedie of Romeo and Juliet, |
Becaufe Muficions haue no gold for {ounding: | As Iremember,this fhould be the houfe, A
Then Muficke with her {luar found, with {peedy helpe Being holy day,the beggers fhopis fhur, : :
deth lend redrefle, Exite | Whatho? Appothecarie? ;
Mr. What a peftilent knaue is this fame 2 Enter Appsthecarie. 3
21.2. Hang him lacke, come weele in here, tarrie for App. Who call’s (o low’d
the Mourners,and ffay dinner, Exit, Rom. Come hither man, 1 fee that thau art peore, ‘
Enter Romeo. Hold,rhereis fortie Duckets let me haue
Rom, Iflmayrrultthe ﬂatrcring:ru hof{leepe, A dram of poyfon,fuch foone !‘peeding geare, |
My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newes at hand : Aswili difperfeit felfechrough allthe veines,
My bofomes L.fits lightly in his throne : That the life-wearie-taker may fa1l dead,
And all thisan d&y an veeuftom’d f‘Pi[i(, And that the Ti‘unkc may be dﬂ.chgrg"d bercgih’
Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughis. As violently,as haftie powder fier’d
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, Doth hurry from the tatall Canons wombe, f
(Strange dreame that gives a dead man leaveto thinke,) «pp. Such mortall drugs 1 haue,but Manrss law ;
And breath’d fuch life with kiffes in my lips, Is death to any he, that vtters them. R
That I reuin’d and was an Emperour. Rom. Artthon fo bare and full of wretchednefle,
Ahme how {weet is loue it felfe pofleft, And fear't to die ? Famine is in thy cheekes, i
Whenbut lougs fhadowes are fo richin i0y. Need and opreffion farvethin thy eyes, i
) Enter Romeo's mas, Contemptandbeg gery hangs vpon thy backe i i
Newes from Ueroza,how now Balthazer? The world is not thy friend ,nor the worlds Jaws o
Deftthounot bring me Letters from the Frier 2 The world affords no law to make theerich. i
How doth my Lady ? Is my Father well 2 Then be not poore,but breake it,and take chis.
How doth my Lady Zuliet ? that I aske againe, App. My pouerty but not my will confents.
Fornothing can beillif {he be well. Ram. 1pray thy pouerty,and not thy will, i
Man. Thentheis well,and nothing can beill. App. Putthisinany liquid thing youwill il
Her body fleepes in Capels Monumenc, And drinke it off,and if vou had the firength W
| And herimmoreall part with Angels liue, Of twenty men,ic would difpacch you flraighs. i
I {aw ber laid low in her kindreds Vault, Rom. There’sthy Gold,
And prefently rooke Pofte to tell it you : Worfe poyfon townens foules,
O parden me for bringing thefeill newes, Doing more murther in this loath{ome worid,
Since you did leaue it for ey office Sir. Then rhefe poore compounds that thou maie® not fell, i
Rows. lsiteuenfo? ; I fell Lheepo}-fon,thou haft fold me none, i
Then I denie youa Starres, Farewell,buy food,and ger thy felfe in fleth, i
Thou knoweft my lodging,get me inke and paper, Come Cordiall,and not poyfon,go with me f
And hire Poft-Horfes, [ will hence tonight. To Iulwts grave,for there muft I vic thee, !
Man. 1 dobefeech you ﬁr,hm:cguieucc : Exenre.
Yourlookesare pale and wild,and do import Exnter Friev Lobs to Frier Lawrence. 1
Some mifaduanture. Iobn. Holy Francifcan Fricr Brother,ho? I
Roms. Tufh,thou art decein’d, Enter Frier Lawrence, i
Leaue me,and do the thing 1 bid thee do, Law, This fame (hould be the voice of Frier Joba,
Haft thou no Lettess to me from the Frier ? Welcome from ¢ asntua, what fayes Romeo ?
Man, Nomy good Lord. ‘ Or if his mind be writ,give me his Letter,
Exit Adan. Zobn. Gaing to find abare-foote Brothcr out,
Rom. Mo matter : Getthee gone, One of our order toaffociate me,
And hyre thofe Horfes, Ile be with thee firaight, { Herein thisCitie vifiting the fick,
Well fuliet,1 will lic with thee to nighe : Auad finding him,the Searchers of the Towne f
Letsfee for meanes: O milchiefe thou art {wift, Sufpecting that we both were ina houfe |
To enter inthe thoughts of defperate men: Where the infectious peflilence did raigne,
I do remember an Appothecarie, Scal’d vp the doores,and would notlet vs forth, |
And here abouts dwells,which late I noted So that my fpeed to Mantssthere was faid, b
In tattred weeds,with ouerwhelming browes, Eaw, Who bare my Letter then to Rosce? Ag«m
Culling of Simples,meages were his lookes, lohbn. 1could not fend it,here it is againe, k
Sbarpe miletie had worne him to thebones ; Nor geta meflenger to bring it thee, i
Andinhisnzediefhop a Tortoyrshung, So fearefull were they of infeétion. I
An Allegater (tuft,and other skins Law. Vnhappie Fortune: by my Brotherhood i
Ofill thap’d filhes,and about his (helues, The Letter wasnot nige,bur ﬂdl‘ofchargc, By
A beggerly account of emptie boxes, Of deare import,and the neglecting it i
Greene carcthen pots,Bladders, and mutie feedes,' May do much danger : Frier Johu go hence, }
Remnants of packchred,and old cakes of Rofes Get mean Iron Crow,and bring it Araighe 1
Were thinly fcactered to make vp a thew, Vntomy Cell. . J'h
Noting this penury,to my felfe I faid, Jobn. Brother Jle goand bring it thee. Exit.} |
An if a mandid needa poyfon now, Law. Now mult I to the Monument zlone, .‘ i
Whofe {ale is perfent death in Mantua, Within this three houres will faire Julier wake, 9
Here liues a Caitiffe wretch would (el it him, Shee will befhrew me much that Romeo "
O this {ame thought did bot fore-run my need, Hath had ne notice of thefe accidents ;
And this fame needie man muft fell itme. Buc I'will write againe to Mautua, al |
| AT




The Tragedie of %m eo and Juliet.

And kecpe her at my Cell till Romzeo come,
: iy
Pooreliving Coarfe,clos'd in a dead mans Tombe,
Exis,
Enter Paris and bis Page,

Par. Giue me thy Torch Boy,hence and frand alofs,
Yetpuric ous,for Iwould not be {cene :
Vnder yond young Trees lay thee all along,
Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground,
Sofhallnofoor vpon the Churchyard tread,
Being loofe,vnfirme with digging vp of Graues,
Bii thott fhalt heare it:whifile then tome,
As fignall that thou hearet {omc thing appreach,
Giue me thofe flowers, Do as I bid thee, g0,

Page. 1am almoft afraid to Rand alone
Here tnthe Churchyard,yet I will aduenture.

Pa.Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed Iftrew:
O woe,thy Canopie is duft and fones,
Which with fweet water nightly I wili dewe,
Or wanting that,wich teares deltil'd by mones;
The obfequies that I for thee will keepe,
Nightly fhall be,to frew thy graue, and weepe,

& hiftie Boy.

The Boy giues warning,fomezhing dothapproach,
Whart curfed foot wanders this wayes tonight,
To crofle my obfequies,and true [oues right 7
What with a Torch? Muffle me night a while.

Enter Romeo and Peter,

Rors. Giueme that Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron,
Hold take this Letter early in the morning
Sce thou deliuer it to my Lord and Father,
Giueme the light ; vpon thy life I charge thee,
What ere thou hear’t or feeft, ftand all aloofc,

And do not interrupt me in my coutfe,

Why T defcend into this bed of death,

1s partly to behold my Ladies face:

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger,
A precious Ring : 2 Ring that T muft vie,

In deare ernployment,therefore hence be gone :
Butifthou icalous doft returne to prie

In what I further thall intend to do,

By heauen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt,

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs :
Thetime,and my intents are {anage wilde:
More fierce and more inexorable farre,

Then emptie Tygers,or the roaring Sea,

Pet. I will be gone fir,and not troub] eyou

Ro. Solhaltthou (hew me friend (hip:take thou thar,
Live and be profperous,and farewell good fellow.

Per. Forallthis fame,Ile hide me here abour,

His bookes I feare,and his intents I doubrt.

Row, Thou dereflable mawe, thou wombe of death,
Gorg’d withthe deareft morfell of the earth :
Thus I enforce thy rotten lawes to open,

And in defpight,lle cram thee with more food.

Par, Thisis that banifht haughtie Monnt agne,
That murdred my Loves Cozin ; with which griefe,
Itis {uppofled the faire Creature died,

Andhereis come to do fome villanous fhame
To the dead bodies : 1 will epprehend him,
Stop thy vnhallowed toyle vile Monntagss :
Can veogeance be purfued further then death?
Condemned vallaine,I do 2pprehend thee,

J

Obey and go with me,for thou muft die,

———e
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Rom, Imuftindeed,and chetfore cameT hither:
Good gentle youth,t=mpt not a defperate man,
Flie hence and leaue me,thinke vpon thofe gone,
Letthem affright thee, Ibefeechthee Youth,
Pacnot an other finvpon my head,
By vrging me 1o furic. O be gone,
By heauen 1loue thee berter then my felfe, .
For I come hither arm’d againit my felfe:
Stay not,be gone,live,and hereafter !hy,
A mad mans mercy bid chee run away,
Par. 1da defiechy commifferation,
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here.
Re. Wiltthou prouoke me # Then haue at thee Boy,
Per, O Lord they fighe,T will go call the Wartch,
Pa. Olamflaine,ifthon be mercifull,
Open the Tombe,lay me with Julict,
Row. In faich Iwilller me perufe this face:
Mercmtins Kinfman,Noble Countie Pars,
What faid my man, whenmy betofled foule
Did notattend him as we rode 2 I thinke
He told mz Parss thould haue married fuliet.
Said he notfo ? Or did I dreame it fo?
Or am I mad,hearing him alke of Zuliez,
Tothinkeitwas 6720 giue me thy hand,

One,writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke.
Lle burie thee ina triumphant graue,

A Graue; Ono,a Lanthorne {laughtred Youth:

For here lies Zuliet,and her beautic makes

This Vault a teafting prefence full of Lighe,

Death lie thou there,by 2 dead maninter'd.

How oft when men are ac the point of death,

Haue they beene merrie? Which their Kecpers call

Alightning before death? Oh how may 1

Call thisa lightoing ? O my Loue,my Wife,

Decath that hath fucke the honey of thy breath,

Hath had no poweryet vponthy Beautie:

Thou are not conquer’d : Beacties enfigne yet

Is Crymfon in thy lips,and in thy cheekes,

And Deatchs pale flagis notaduvanced there,

Tybalt,ly'ft thou there in thy bloudy fheet ?

O what mare fauour canl do 1o thee,

Then woidh chat hand that cuc thy yeuth in twaing,

To fundes his thac was thy encmie 2

Forgiveme Cazen, Ah deare Julicr:

Why artthou yet {o faire ? I will belecus,

Shall I'belecue,chat vafubftanciall deach is amerous ?

And thzt the leane abhorred Monfler kecpes

Thee herein darke to be his Paramour 2

For feare of that, T fill will ftoy wich thee,

And neper from this Pallace of dym night

Departagaine:come lie thou in my armes,

Heere's to thy healih,whereere thou tumbleft in.

O true Appothecaiie !

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with 2 kiffe I die.

Depastagaiae; here,here will I remaine,

With Wormes that are thy Chambermaides: O here

Will I fez vp my eaerlafting reft ;

And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres

From this world wearied flefh : Eyes looke your Jaft ¢

Armes take your laft embrace: And lips Qyouy

The dootes of breath feale with a righreous kiffe

A datelefle bargaine 1o ingroffing death:

Come bitter conduét,come vifauoury guide,

Thou defperate Piiot,now at once run on

The dafhing Rocks,ihy Sea-ficke wearie Bagke s

Heere's to my Loue. O true Appothecary ;
E63
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T marricd them; and their flolne marriage d A

Was Tybalts Do oﬁch_ﬂay : whofe vn’zm Iy

Banifh'd the ne ridegroome fromth L. (, ities
For whom (andnot for Tybals) Iuier pmdc.

You, to remoue that fiege of Greefe from her,

| Betrothd,and would unuem&m\.d her puritm,ﬂ
ToCountic Paris. Then comes (he to me,

And (with wilde lookes) bid me deuife {ome meanes
To rid her from chis fecond Marriage
Or inmy Cell there would fhe kill ber {elfe.
Then gaue [ ber (fo Tuter’d by my Ar:)
A i‘ﬂer-t"; Potion, whichfo tooke effect

AsT inten ‘m'ﬁht on her

The forme of death. Mca.lc time, I writ to Romea,
l'h.;tm-‘ﬁmr'd’wirhr". me, as this dyre nighe,

To help peto take her from her bonoa ed graue,
Being the time the Potions force thould LCJ_C.
But hf’ which bore nay Letter, Frier loba,
Was flag’d by accident jand 'fc.”mmi:‘hc
Returr’d my Letter backe. Then all alone,
At the prefixed houre of her waking
Came I to take her from ber Kin dredsvault,
Meaning to keepe her clofely 2t my Cell,
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lzt;tﬂ“ ied mf my mhI\,,
faba facrificd. (ome houre before the
Lecmy old life be facrilic’d,lome houre before tite
Vnie the rigour of {euercft Law.
Prin. We fill haue knowne theefora Holy man.
Where’s '}{fxs'c;a’ man ? What can he {ay tothis?
1 broug Mafter newes of Jn/sets death,
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And then in pofte he came from Mantus

To this fame place, to this fame Monument.
This Letter he early bid me giue his Father,
And threatned me with death, going in the Vaulr,
1f I departed not,and left him there.

Prin, Giueme the Letter,I will look onit.

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch ?
Sirra, what made yom‘ Mafter in chis Flac".‘?

Page.He came with flowres to firew his Ladies graue,
And bid me fland aloofe, and fo 1 did :

Aoon comes one with [avhc to ope the Tombe,
And by and by my Maif ter drew on him,
And then T ran away to call the Watch.

Prin. Thi" Letter doth make good the Friers words,
Their courfe of Loue, the tydings of her death : }
And heere hﬂ writes, that he did buy a Da}r;}m
Of a poore Pothecarie, and therewithall
Came to this Vault to dye, ‘.rdayc wich Zrlset,
Where be ahef}: Fnemic; ? Capuler, Mountague,
See whata fcourge islaide vpen your hate, |
That Hezuen tmda meanes to kill your 1oy::s with E,ouc;
And I, for winking at your difcords too,

Hm» loft a brace of Kinfmen : Allare punifh’d.
ap. O Brother 21omntague, give me thy hand,
Tl-;s is my Daughters ioyniure, forno more
Can I demand,
Mesm, But T can giue thee more :
For I will raife her Statuein pure Gold,
That whiles Uerona uy that name is l{.;ownc,
There fhallno figure at thar Rate be fer,
As i:hf?.t of True and Faithfull Ja/Zer.
Cap. Asrich {hnll}?mm by his Lady ly,
Pomemcn?:r four enmity. )
Prin. A glooming peace this morning y with it brmaﬁ

The Sunne for f)rro'n will not fhew his head g
Go hence, to have more talke of thefe | adthmgs,

Some | mgl be pardon'd, and fome punifhed.
Forneuer was a Storie of more Wo,
Then this of Iuliet, and her Romeo,
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