ROMEO AND JULIET.

Moer. This cannot anger him: "twould anger him
To raife a {pirit in his miftres’circle
Of fome ftrange nature, letting it there ftand
Till fhe had lay’d it, and conjur’d it down;
That were fome fpite : my invocation is
Honeft and fair, and in his miftrefs’ name
I conjure only but to raife up him.
Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelf among thefe trees,
To be conforted with the hum’rous night :
Blind is his love, and beft befits the dark.
Mor. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark,
Now will he fit under a medlar-tree,
And wifh his miftrefs were that kind of fruit,
Which maids call medlars, when they laugh alone. —
Romeo, good night: T'll to my truckle-bed ;
This field-bed is too cold for me to fleep:
Come, fhall we go?
Ben. Go then; for ’tis in vain

To feek him here that means not to be found. [Exeum‘.

SCENE I1.
Capulet’s Garden.

Enter Romeo.

T E jefts at {cars that never felt a wound. —

Rom. §

It is the eaft, and Fulier is the fun! —

[Juliet appears above at a window.

Arife, fair fun, and kill the envious moon,
Who is already fick and pale with grief

That thou, her maid, art far more fair than fhe.
Be not her maid fince fhe is envious :

Her veftal livery is but fick and green,

And none but fools do wear it; caft it off.
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But, foft! what light through yonder window breaks?

She
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