262 ROMEO AND JEE LE T
WNurfe. Peter!

Pez. Anon.

WNurfe. My fan, Peter.

Mer. Do, good Peter, to hide her face; for her fan’s the fairer
of the two.

WNurfe. God ye good morrow, gentlemen.

Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman.

WNurfe. Is it good den ?

Mer. "'Tis no lefs, I tell you; for the bawdy hand of the dial
is now upon the prick of noon.

Nurfe. Out upon you! what a man are you?

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that god hath made, himfelf to mar.

WNurfe. By my troth, it is well faid : — for himfelf to mar,
quoth’a ? — Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may
find young Romeo &

Rom. I can tell you; but young Romeo will be older when

ou have found him, than he was when you fought him: I am

the youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe.

WNurfe. You fay well.

Mer. Yea, is the worft well ?
Very well took, i'faith, wifely, wifely.

WNurfe. If you be he, ir,

Rom. Switch and fpurs,

Switch and {purs ; or Ill cry a match. .

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild-goofe chafe, T am done ; for thou haft more of the wild-
goofe in oPne of thy wits, than, Iam fure, I have in my whole five. Was I with you there for
the goofe ! :

]gom. Thou waft never with me for any thing, when thou wa#t not there for the goofe.

Mer. 1 will bite thee by the ear for that jeft,

Rom. Nay, good goofe, bite not.

Aer. ‘Thy wit is a very bitter fweeting ;
it is a moft {harp fauce.

Rom. And is it not well ferv’d in to a {weet goofe ?

Mer. O, here’s a wit of cheveril | that ftretches from an inch narrow, to an ell broad.

Rom. 1 ftretch it out for that word, broad; which added to the goofe, proves thee far and
wide a broad goofe. :

Mer. Why, is not this better than groaning for love?

Now thou art fociable; now art thou Romeo 3 now art thou what thou art, by art ‘as well as
by nature; for this driveling ‘love is like a great natural, that runs lolling up and down to hide
his bauble in a hole.

Ben. Stop there, ftop there,

Mer. Thou defireft me to ftop in my tale againft the hair.

Ben. Thou wouldft elfe have made thy tale large.

Mer. O, thou art deceiv’d, I would have made it fhort, for I was come to the whole depth
of my tale; and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument no longer, I deﬁre



