ACT I Scene iv
 
          :  Street near Capulet’s House
 
                     {Enter ROMEO, MERCUTIO, BENVOLIO, with five or six
                      Maskers, Torch-bearers, and others.}

           BENVOLIO: But let them measure us by what they will;
                     We'll measure them a measure, and be gone!             

             ROMEO:  Give me a torch:  I am not for this ambling;
                     Being but heavy, I will bear the light.

          MERCUTIO:  Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you dance.

             ROMEO:  Not I, believe me:  you have dancing shoes
                     With nimble soles:  I have a soul of lead
                     So stakes me to the ground I cannot move.

          MERCUTIO:  You are a lover; borrow Cupid's wings,
                     And soar with them above a common bound.
                     Give me a case to put my visage in:
                     A visor for a visor!  what care I                        
                     What curious eye doth quote deformities?
                     Here are the beetle brows shall blush for me.

          BENVOLIO:  Come, knock and enter; and no sooner in,
                     But every man betake him to his legs.

             ROMEO:  And we mean well in going to this mask;
                     But 'tis no wit to go.

          MERCUTIO:                       Why, may one ask?

             ROMEO:  I dream'd a dream to-night.

          MERCUTIO:                            And so did I.                  

             ROMEO:  Well, what was yours?

          MERCUTIO:                      That dreamers often lie.

             ROMEO:  In bed asleep, while they do dream things true.

           MERCUTIO:  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 collars of the moonshine's watery beams,
                     Her whip of cricket's bone, the lash of film,
                     Her wagoner a small grey-coated gnat,
                     And in this state she gallops night by night             
                     Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love;
                     O'er ladies ' lips, who straight on kisses dream,
                     Sometime she gallops o'er a lawyer's nose,
                     And then dreams he of smelling out a suit;
                     Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,
                     And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,
                     Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,
                     Of healths five-fathom deep; and then anon
                     Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes,
                     And being thus frighted swears a prayer or two
                     And sleeps again.  This is that very Mab
                     That plats the manes of horses in the night,
                     And bakes the elflocks in foul sluttish hairs,           
                     This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs,
                     That presses them...

             ROMEO:              Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace!
                     Thou talk'st of nothing.

          MERCUTIO:                         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.

          BENVOLIO:  This wind, you talk of, blows us from ourselves;
                     Supper is done, and we shall come too late.

             ROMEO:  I fear, too early:  for my mind misgives
                     Some consequence yet hanging in the stars
                     But He, that hath the steerage of my course,
                     Direct my sail!  On, lusty gentlemen.

          BENVOLIO:  Strike, drum.
                                                        [Exeunt.]

