ABRAHAM, SAMPSON, GREGORY
ABRAHAM
[bookmark: 1.1.40]Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.41]I do bite my thumb, sir.
ABRAHAM
[bookmark: 1.1.42]Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.43][bookmark: 1.1.44][Aside to GREGORY] Is the law of our side, if I say
ay?
GREGORY
[bookmark: 1.1.45]No.
SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.46][bookmark: 1.1.47]No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir, but I
bite my thumb, sir.
GREGORY
[bookmark: 1.1.48]Do you quarrel, sir?
ABRAHAM
[bookmark: 1.1.49]Quarrel sir! no, sir.
SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.50]If you do, sir, I am for you: I serve as good a man as you.
ABRAHAM
[bookmark: 1.1.51]No better.
SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.52]Well, sir.
GREGORY
[bookmark: 1.1.53]Say 'better:' here comes one of my master's kinsmen.
SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.54]Yes, better, sir.
ABRAHAM
[bookmark: 1.1.55]You lie.
SAMPSON
[bookmark: 1.1.56]Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember thy swashing blow.




ROMEO, ROMULUS, MERCUTIO
ROMEO
[bookmark: 1.4.52]I dream'd a dream to-night.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: 1.4.53]And so did I.
ROMULUS
[bookmark: 1.4.54]Well, what was yours?
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: 1.4.55]That dreamers often lie.
ROMEO
[bookmark: 1.4.56]In bed asleep, while they do dream things true.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: 1.4.57][bookmark: 1.4.58][bookmark: 1.4.59][bookmark: 1.4.60][bookmark: 1.4.61][bookmark: 1.4.62][bookmark: 1.4.63][bookmark: 1.4.64][bookmark: 1.4.65][bookmark: 1.4.66][bookmark: 1.4.67][bookmark: 1.4.68][bookmark: 1.4.69][bookmark: 1.4.70][bookmark: 1.4.71][bookmark: 1.4.72][bookmark: 1.4.73][bookmark: 1.4.99]O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you.
She is the fairies' midwife, and she comes
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone
On the fore-finger of an alderman,
Drawn with a team of little atomies
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep;
Her wagon-spokes made of long spiders' legs,
The cover of the wings of grasshoppers,
The traces of the smallest spider's web,
The collars of the moonshine's watery beams,
Her whip of cricket's bone, the lash of film,
Her wagoner a small grey-coated gnat,
Not so big as a round little worm
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid;
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut
Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub,
Time out o' mind the fairies' coachmakers….
This is she--
ROMEO
[bookmark: 1.4.100]Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace!
[bookmark: 1.4.101]ROMULUS
Thou talk'st of nothing.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: 1.4.102][bookmark: 1.4.103][bookmark: 1.4.104][bookmark: 1.4.105][bookmark: 1.4.106][bookmark: 1.4.107][bookmark: 1.4.108][bookmark: 1.4.109]True, I talk of dreams,
Which are the children of an idle brain,
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy,
Which is as thin of substance as the air
And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes
Even now the frozen bosom of the north,
And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence,
Turning his face to the dew-dropping south.


TYBALT, CAPULET
TYBALT
[bookmark: 1.5.56][bookmark: 1.5.57][bookmark: 1.5.58][bookmark: 1.5.59][bookmark: 1.5.60][bookmark: 1.5.61]This, by his voice, should be a Montague.
Fetch me my rapier, boy. What dares the slave
Come hither, cover'd with an antic face,
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity?
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin,
To strike him dead, I hold it not a sin.
CAPULET
[bookmark: 1.5.62]Why, how now, kinsman! wherefore storm you so?
TYBALT
[bookmark: 1.5.63][bookmark: 1.5.64][bookmark: 1.5.65]Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe,
A villain that is hither come in spite,
To scorn at our solemnity this night.
CAPULET
[bookmark: 1.5.66]Young Romeo is it?
TYBALT
[bookmark: 1.5.67]'Tis he, that villain Romeo.
CAPULET
[bookmark: 1.5.68][bookmark: 1.5.69][bookmark: 1.5.70][bookmark: 1.5.71][bookmark: 1.5.72][bookmark: 1.5.73]Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone;
He bears him like a portly gentleman;
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him
To be a virtuous and well-govern'd youth:
I would not for the wealth of all the town
Here in my house do him disparagement:
TYBALT
[bookmark: 1.5.78][bookmark: 1.5.79]It fits, when such a villain is a guest:
I'll not endure him.
CAPULET
[bookmark: 1.5.80][bookmark: 1.5.81][bookmark: 1.5.82][bookmark: 1.5.83][bookmark: 1.5.84][bookmark: 1.5.85]He shall be endured:
What, goodman boy! I say, he shall: go to;
Am I the master here, or you? go to.
You'll not endure him! God shall mend my soul!
You'll make a mutiny among my guests!
You will set cock-a-hoop! you'll be the man!
TYBALT
[bookmark: 1.5.86]Why, uncle, 'tis a shame.
CAPULET
[bookmark: 1.5.87][bookmark: 1.5.90][bookmark: 1.5.91][bookmark: 1.5.92][bookmark: 1.5.93]Go to, go to;
You must contrary me! marry, 'tis time.
Well said, my hearts! You are a princox; go:
Be quiet, or--More light, more light! For shame!
I'll make you quiet. What, cheerly, my hearts!
TYBALT
[bookmark: 1.5.96][bookmark: 1.5.97]I will withdraw: but this intrusion shall
Now seeming sweet convert to bitter gall.  Exit


ROMEO, JULIET
ROMEO
[bookmark: 1.5.98][bookmark: 1.5.99][bookmark: 1.5.100][bookmark: 1.5.101][To JULIET] If I profane with my unworthiest hand
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this:
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.
JULIET
[bookmark: 1.5.102][bookmark: 1.5.103][bookmark: 1.5.104][bookmark: 1.5.105]Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion shows in this;
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch,
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.
ROMEO
[bookmark: 1.5.106]Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?
JULIET
[bookmark: 1.5.107]Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.
ROMEO
[bookmark: 1.5.108][bookmark: 1.5.109]O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do;
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.
JULIET
[bookmark: 1.5.110]Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' sake.
ROMEO
[bookmark: 1.5.111]Then move not, while my prayer's effect I take.





JULIET, NURSE
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.5.22][bookmark: 2.5.26]Now, good sweet nurse,--O Lord, why look'st thou sad?
NURSE
[bookmark: 2.5.27]I am a-weary, give me leave awhile:
Fie, how my bones ache! what a jaunt have I had!
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.5.28][bookmark: 2.5.29]I would thou hadst my bones, and I thy news:
Nay, come, I pray thee, speak; good, good nurse, speak.
[bookmark: 2.5.30]NURSE
[bookmark: 2.5.31]Jesu, what haste? can you not stay awhile?
Do you not see that I am out of breath?
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.5.32][bookmark: 2.5.33][bookmark: 2.5.36][bookmark: 2.5.39]How art thou out of breath, when thou hast breath
To say to me that thou art out of breath?
Is thy news good, or bad? answer to that;
NURSE
[bookmark: 2.5.40][bookmark: 2.5.41][bookmark: 2.5.42][bookmark: 2.5.43][bookmark: 2.5.44][bookmark: 2.5.45][bookmark: 2.5.46]Well, you have made a simple choice; you know not
how to choose a man: Romeo! no, not he; though his
face be better than any man's, yet his leg excels
all men's; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body,
though they be not to be talked on, yet they are
past compare: he is not the flower of courtesy,
but, I'll warrant him, as gentle as a lamb. Go thy
ways, wench; serve God. What, have you dined at home?
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.5.47][bookmark: 2.5.48]No, no: but all this did I know before.
What says he of our marriage? what of that?
[bookmark: 2.5.49]NURSE
[bookmark: 2.5.50][bookmark: 2.5.51][bookmark: 2.5.52][bookmark: 2.5.53]Lord, how my head aches! what a head have I!
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.
My back o' t' other side,--O, my back, my back!
Beshrew your heart for sending me about,
To catch my death with jaunting up and down!
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.5.54][bookmark: 2.5.55]I' faith, I am sorry that thou art not well.
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love?
[bookmark: 2.5.56]NURSE
[bookmark: 2.5.57][bookmark: 2.5.58]Your love says, like an honest gentleman, and a
courteous, and a kind, and a handsome, and, I
warrant, a virtuous,--Where is your mother?
JULIET
[bookmark: 2.5.59][bookmark: 2.5.60][bookmark: 2.5.61][bookmark: 2.5.62]Where is my mother! why, she is within;
Where should she be? How oddly thou repliest!
'Your love says, like an honest gentleman,
Where is your mother?'
[bookmark: 2.5.63]NURSE
[bookmark: 2.5.64][bookmark: _GoBack]O God's lady dear!
Are you so hot? 
