
Act I scene 1 

Helena. Call you me fair? that fair again unsay.  

Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair!  

Your eyes are lode-stars; and your tongue's sweet air  

More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear,  

When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear.  

Sickness is catching: O, were favour so,  

Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go;  

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye,  

My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet melody.  

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated,  

The rest I'd give to be to you translated.  

O, teach me how you look, and with what art  

You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart.  

 

 

Act II scene 2 

Helena. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born?  

When at your hands did I deserve this scorn?  

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man,  

That I did never, no, nor never can,  

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye,  

But you must flout my insufficiency?  

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do,  

In such disdainful manner me to woo.  

But fare you well: perforce I must confess  

I thought you lord of more true gentleness.  

O, that a lady, of one man refused.  

Should of another therefore be abused!  

 

 

Act III scene 2 

Hermia. Now I but chide; but I should use thee worse,  

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse,  

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep,  

Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep,  

And kill me too.  

The sun was not so true unto the day  

As he to me: would he have stolen away  

From sleeping Hermia? I'll believe as soon  

This whole earth may be bored and that the moon  

May through the centre creep and so displease  

Her brother's noontide with th' Antipodes.  

It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him;  

So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim.  



Act II scene 1 

Oberon. I know a bank where the wild thyme blows,  

Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows,  

Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine,  

With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine:  

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night,  

Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight;  

And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin,  

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in:  

And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes,  

And make her full of hateful fantasies.  

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove:  

A sweet Athenian lady is in love  

With a disdainful youth: anoint his eyes;  

But do it when the next thing he espies  

May be the lady: thou shalt know the man  

By the Athenian garments he hath on.  

Effect it with some care, that he may prove  

More fond on her than she upon her love:  

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

 

 

 

Act II scene 1 

Puck. The king doth keep his revels here to-night:  

Take heed the queen come not within his sight;  

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath,  

Because that she as her attendant hath  

A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king;  

She never had so sweet a changeling;  

And jealous Oberon would have the child  

Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild;  

But she perforce withholds the loved boy,  

Crowns him with flowers and makes him all her joy:  

And now they never meet in grove or green,  

By fountain clear, or spangled starlight sheen,  

But, they do square, that all their elves for fear  

Creep into acorn-cups and hide them there.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Act III scene 2 

Oberon. Thou see'st these lovers seek a place to fight:  

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night;  

The starry welkin cover thou anon  

With drooping fog as black as Acheron,  

And lead these testy rivals so astray  

As one come not within another's way.  

Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue,  

Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong;  

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius;  

And from each other look thou lead them thus,  

Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep  

With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep:  

Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye;  

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property,  

To take from thence all error with his might,  

And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight.  

When they next wake, all this derision  

Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision,  

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend,  

With league whose date till death shall never end.  

Whiles I in this affair do thee employ,  

I'll to my queen and beg her Indian boy;  

And then I will her charmed eye release  

From monster's view, and all things shall be peace.  

 

 

 

Act III scene 1 

Titania. Out of this wood do not desire to go:  

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.  

I am a spirit of no common rate;  

The summer still doth tend upon my state;  

And I do love thee: therefore, go with me;  

I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee,  

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,  

And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep;  

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so  

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.  

Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed!  

 

 

 

 

 



Act II scene 2 

Lysander. Content with Hermia! No; I do repent  

The tedious minutes I with her have spent.  

Not Hermia but Helena I love:  

Who will not change a raven for a dove?  

The will of man is by his reason sway'd;  

And reason says you are the worthier maid.  

Things growing are not ripe until their season  

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason;  

And touching now the point of human skill,  

Reason becomes the marshal to my will  

And leads me to your eyes, where I o'erlook  

Love's stories written in love's richest book.  

 

 

Act III scene 2 

Demetrius. [Awaking] O Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine!  

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne?  

Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show  

Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow!  

That pure congealed white, high Taurus snow,  

Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow  

When thou hold'st up thy hand: O, let me kiss  

This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss!  

 

 


