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Rovolts from’s true birth ftumbling on abufe:
Virtue itfelf turns vice, being mifapplied,
And vice fometime by a&ion’s dignified.

W ithin the infant rind of this fmall flower
Poifon hath refidence, and medicine power : 5 |
For this, being fmelt, with that fenfe cheers each part;

Being tafted, {lays all fenfes with the heart.

Two {uch oppofed foes encamp them ftill

In man, as well as herbs ; grace, and rude will:

And where the worfer is predominant,

Full-foon the canker death eats up that plant.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. Good morrow, father!
Fri. Benedicite!
What carly tongue fo {fweet falutes mine ear ? —
Young fon, it argues a diftemper’d head,
So foon to bid good morrow to thy bed :
Care keeps his watch in every old man’s eye,
And where care lodgeth, fleep will never lie;
But where unbruifed youth with unftuff’d brain
Doth couch his limbs, there golden {leep doth reign.
Therefore thy earlinefs doth me affure,
Thou art uprous’d by fome diftemp’rature ;
Or if not fo, then here I hit it right,
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.
Rom. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was mine.
Fri. God pardon fin! waft thou with Ro/aline 2
Rom, With Rofaline, my ghoftly father? no:
I have forgot that name, and that name’s wo.
Fri. That’s my good fon: but where haft thou been then ?
Rom. 1 tell thee, ere thou afk it me again:
I have been feafting with mine enemy ;
Where, on a {udden, one hath wounded me,
That’s by me wounded ; both our remedies
Within thy help and holy phyfick lies: :
I bear no hatred, blefled man; for, o - My



