ROMEO AND JULIET.

To prifon, cyes! ne’er look on liberty |
Vile earth to earth refign, end motion here,
And thou and Romeo prefs one heavy bier !
WNurfe. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft friend I had!
O courteous Tybalt, honeft gentleman,
That ever I fhould live to fee thee dead !
Ful. What ftorm is this that blews fo contrary ?
Is Romeo {laughter’d ? and is Tybalt dead ?
My dear-lov'd coufin, and my dearer lord ? —
Then let the trumpet found the general doom ;
For who is living, if thofe two are gone ?
WNurfe. Tybalt is dead, and Remeo banifhed ;
Rusmeo that kill’d him, he is banifhed.
Ful. O god | did Romeo’s hand thed Tybalt’s blood ?
Nurfe. It did, it did; alas the day! it did.
Ful. O ferpent heart, hid with a flow’ring face!
Did ever dragon keep fo fair a cave?
Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical |
Dove-feather’d raven! wolvith-rav'ning lamb! —
O nature! what hadft thou to do in hell,
When thou didft bower the fpirit of a fiend
In mortal paradife of fuch {weet fleth? —
Was ever book containing fuch vile matter
So fairly bound? O that deceit thould dwell
In fuch a gorgeous palace!
Nurfe. There’s no truft,
No faith, no honefty in men; all perjur'd;
All, all forfworn ; all naught; and all diffemblers. —
Ah, where’s my man? give me {ome aqua vite : —
Thefe griefs, thele woes, thefe forrows make me old.
Shame come to Romeo !
Ful. Blifter'd be thy tongue .
For fuch a with! he was not born to thame:
Upon his brow fhame is afham’d to f3t;
For ’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d
Sole monarch of the univerfal earth, :
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