266 ROMEO AND JULIET.

Nurfe. Peter, ftay at the gate. [ Exit Peter.
Ful. Now, good {weet nurfe, — o lord, why look’ft thou fad ?
Nurfe. I am aweary, let me reft a while;
Fie, how my bones ake! what a jaunt have I had!
Ful. 1 would thou hadft my bones, and I thy news:
Nay, come, I pray thee, {peak; good nurfe, {peak.
WNurfe. Give me {fome agua vite.
Ful. Is thy news good or bad ? anfwer to that;
Say either, and I'll ftay the circumftance:
Let me be fatisfied, is’t good or bad ?
WNurfe. Well, you have made a fimple choice; you know not
How to choofe a man: Romeo! no, not he;
Though his face be better than any man’s, yet his legs
Excel all men’s; and for a hand, and a foot,
And a body, though they be not to be talk’d on,
Yet they are paft compare.
He is not the flower of courtefy, but, I warrant him,
As gentle as a lamb. Go thy ways, wench; ferve god :
What, have you dined at home?
#l. No, no: but all this did I know before:
What fays he of our marriage? what of that?
WNurfe. Lord, how my head akes! what a head have I ?
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.
My back o’ t'other fide — O my back, my back | —
Befhrew your heart, for {fending me about,
To catch my death with jaunting up and down!
Ful. T faith, I am forry that thou art fo ill.
Sweet, {weet, {weet nurfe, tell me, what fays my love?
Nurfe. Your love fays like an honeft gentleman,
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handfome,
And, I warrant, a virtuous: — where is your mother ?
ul. Where is my mother? why, fhe is within;
Where fhould fhe be? how oddly thou reply’ft!
Your love Jays like an bonef} gentleman :
Where is your mother 2 :
Nurfe. O, god’s lady dear |
Are you {o hot? marry come up, I trow; Is



