252 ROMEO AND JULIET.
She {peaks, yet fhe fays nothing; what of that?

Her eye difcourfes, I will anfwer it. —
I am too bold, ’tis not to me fhe {peaks:
Two of the faireft ftars of all the heav’n,
Having {fome bufinefs, do entreat her eyes
To twinkle in their {pheres till they return.
What if her eyes were there, they in her head ?
The brightnefs of her cheek would fhame thofe ftars,
As daylight doth a lamp 3 her eyes in heav'n
Would through the airy region ftream {o bright,
That birds would fing, and think it were not night.
See how fhe leans her cheek upon her hand!
O, that I were a glove upon that hand,
That I might touch that cheek !

Jul. Ah me! '

Rom. She {peaks. —
O, fpeak again, bright angel; for thou art
As glorious to this night, being o’er my head,
As is a winged mefilenger from heav'n
Unto the white upturned wond’ring eyes
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him,
When he beftrides the lazy-pacing clouds,
And fails upon the bofom of the air.

wl. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Rosmeo &

Deny thy father, and refufe thy name:
Or, if thou wilt not, be but {worn my love,
And T'll no longer be a Capule:.

Rom. Shall I hear more, or fhall I fpeak at this?

/. Tis but thy name that is my enemy :

Thou’rt not thyfelf {o, though a Mountague.
What's Mountague @ it is not hand, nor foot,
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part.
What’s in a name ? that which we call a rofe,
By any other name would {mell as {weet ;
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d,
Retain that dear perfection which he owes,

[afide.
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