
My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
My love as deep; the more I give to thee,
The more I have, for both are infinite.

But soft! What light through yonder
window breaks?
It is the East and Juliet is the sun!

'Tis almost morning. I would have thee
gone-
And yet no farther than a wanton's bird,
That lets it hop a little from his hand,
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,

II.2.133-135

II.2.2-3

II.2.177-180


