Mercutio (skip over Benvolio’s line):

Thou art like one of these fellows that, when he enters the confines of
a tavern, claps me his sword upon the table and says 'God send me no
need of thee!' and by the operation of the second cup draws him on the
drawer, when indeed there is no need.

[Benvolio: Am I like such a fellow?]

Mercutio: Come, come, thou art as hot a jack in thy mood. Thou! why,
thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more or a hair less in
his beard than thou hast. Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking
nuts, having no other reason but because thou hast hazel eyes. Thy
head is as full of quarrels as an egg is full of meat; and yet thy
head hath been beaten as addle as an egg for quarrelling. And yet thou

wilt tutor me from quarrelling!



