
HELENA (Act I, Scene 1- jealous of her good friend, Hermia) 
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. 

 

HERMIA (Act III, Scene 2- to Helena, angry) 
Puppet? why so? ay, that way goes the game. 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures; she hath urged her height; 
And with her personage, her tall personage, 
Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with him. 
And are you grown so high in his esteem; 
Because I am so dwarfish and so low? 
How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak; 
How low am I? I am not yet so low 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

 

TITANIA (Act III, Scene 1- under a spell, falls in love with Bottom in his donkey form) 
(Awaking) What angel wakes me from my flowery bed? 

I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again: 
Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note; 
So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape; 
And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me 
On the first view to say, to swear, I love thee. 

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.  
****************************************************************************** 
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DEMETRIUS (Act III, Scene 2- waking, now under a spell; love interests have changed!) 
(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! 

(seeing Lysander) 
Lysander, keep thy Hermia; I will none: 
If e'er I loved her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her but as guest-wise sojourn'd, 
And now to Helen is it home return'd, 
There to remain. 

 
OBERON (Act III, Scene 2- giving commands to Puck, his faerie helper) 
Thou see'st these lovers seek a place to fight: 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night. 
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. 
 

 
 
BOTTOM (Act III, Scene 1- taking charge of the actors’ rehearsal, making plans) 
Are we all met? 

(to Quince, the director) 
Peter Quince,-- 
There are things in this comedy of Pyramus and 
Thisby that will never please. First, Pyramus must 
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draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies 
cannot abide.  

But I have a device to make all well. 
Write me a prologue; and let the prologue seem to 
say, we will do no harm with our swords, and that 
Pyramus is not killed indeed; and, for the more 
better assurance, tell them that I, Pyramus, am not 
Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver: this will put them 
out of fear. 

And Masters, you ought to consider with yourselves: to 
bring in--God shield us!--a lion among ladies, is a 
most dreadful thing; he himself must speak, saying 

'Ladies,'--or 'Fair-ladies--I would wish 
You,'--or 'I would request you,'--or 'I would 
entreat you,--not to fear, not to tremble: my life 
for yours. If you think I come hither as a lion, it 
were pity of my life: no I am no such thing; I am a 
man as other men are. 

 

****************************************************************************** 

 
PUCK (Act II, Scene 2- wandering through the forest) 
Through the forest have I gone. 
But Athenian found I none, 
On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower's force in stirring love.  
Night and silence.—(discovering the sleeping couple) 

Who is here? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear: 
This is he, my master said, 
Despised the Athenian maid; 
And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 
On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty soul! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy. 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owe. 
When thou wakest, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eyelid: 
So awake when I am gone; 
For I must now to Oberon. 
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