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duellift, a duellift; a gentleman of the very firft houfe of the firft

and fecond caufe: ah, the immortal paffado! the punto reverfo!
the, hay!

Ben, The what?

Mer. The pox of fuch antick, lifping, affe@ed fantafies, thefe
new tuners of accents | — Jefu, & very good blade! — a very tall
man ! — a very good whore/ —Why is not thisa lamentable thing,
grandfire, that we fhould be thus aflicted with thefe firange flies,
thefe fafthion-mongers, thefe pardonnex moy’s; who ftand {fo much
on the new form that they cannot fit at cafe on the old bench ?
O their bones, their bones!

Enter Romeo.

Ren. Here comes Romeo.

Mzr. Without his roe, like a dried herring, — O flefh, flefh,
how art thou fithified ? — Now is he for the numbers that Petrarch
flowed in: Lawra to his lady was but a kitchenwench; (marry,
{he had a better love to berhyme her : Dido, a dowdy; Cleopatra,
a giply ; Helen and Hero, hildings and harlots ; Z5i/be, a gray
eve or {fo: but now to the purpofe. — Signior Rozmeo, bonjour !
there’s a French falutation to your French {lop.*

Rom. Good morrow to you both |

Enter Nurfe and her Man.

Here’s goodly gear: a {fail! a faill
Mer. Two, two; a fhirt and a {fmock.

a .. to your French flop. You gave us the counterfeit fairly laft night,

Rom. What counterfeit did I give you?

Mr. The flip, fir, the flip: can you not conceive ?

Rom, Pardon, Mercutis, my bufinefs was great 5 and in fuch a cafe as mine, 2 man may ftrain
courtefy.

]Wer?, That’s as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours conftrains a man to bow in the hams.

Rom. Meaning to court’sy.

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it.

Rom. A moft courteous expofition.

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtefy.

Rom. Pink for flower.

Mer. Right.

Rom. Why then is my pump well flower’d. :

Mer. Suré wit: follow me this jeft, now, till thou haft worn out thy pump; that, when the
fingle fole of it is worn, the jeft may remain after the wearing, folely-fingular.

Rom. O fingle-fol’d jeft,
Solely fingular, for the finglenefs!

Mer, Come between us, good Benvolio, my wit faints. Rom.




