ROMEO AND JULIET,

Therefore, farewel; I fee, thou know’ft me not.

7yb. Boy, this fhall not excufe the injuries
That thou haft done me; therefore turn, and draw.

Rom. 1 do proteft I never injur'd thee;

But love thee better than thou canft devife,
Till thou fhalt know the reafon of my love:
And fo, good Capulet, (which name I tender
As dearly as my own,) be fatisfied.

Mer. O calm, difhonourable, vile fubmiffion!
Hu! la floccata carries it away. —

Tybalt, you rat-catcher,® come, will you walk ?

Tyb. What wouldft thou have with me?

Mer. Good king of cats,® nothing but one of your nine lives,
that I mean to make bold withal; and, as you fhall ufe me
hereafter, dry-beat the reft of the eight. Will you pluck your
{fword out of his pilcher by the ears? make hafte, left mine be
about your ears ere it be out.

Zyb. 1 am for you. [ drawing.

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.

Mer. Come, fir, your paflado. . [Mercutio and Tybalt fighs.

Rom. Draw, Benvolio; beat down their weapons: —
Gentlemen, for thame forbear this outrage ; —

Tybalt — Mercutio — the prince exprefsly hath
Forbidden bandying in #erona fireets. —
Hold, Zybalt; — good Mercutio. [ Exiz Tybalt.

Mer. I am hurt; —

A plague of both the houfes! — I am {ped: —

Is he gone, and hath nothing ?

Ben. What, art thou hurt?

Mer. Ay, ay, a {cratch, a feratch; marry, ’tis enough, —
Where is my page ? — go, villain, fetch a {urgeon.

Rem. Courage, man; the hurt cannot be much.

Mer. No, ’tis not fo deep as a well, nor fo wide as a church
door ; but ’tis enough, ’twill ferve: afk for me to-morrow, and

* See the note, p.260.

you



