Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour
Draws on apace; 

Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke!

Full of vexation come I, with complaint
Against my daughter Hermia.

I would my father look'd with my eyes.

I do entreat your grace to pardon me.
I know not by what power I am made bold,

Either to die the death or to abjure
Forever the society of men.

How now, my love! why is your cheek so pale?

The course of true love never did run smooth;

Call you me fair? Demetrius loves your fair!
The more I love, the more he hateth me.

he hath turn'd a heaven into a hell!

Our play is the most lamentable comedy, and
most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby.

What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant?


Have you the lion's part written? Pray you, if it
be, give it to me, for I am slow of study.

I do wander everywhere,
Swifter than the moon's sphere;

And jealous Oberon would have the child
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild;


Either I mistake your shape and making quite,
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite


Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me;
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she,

Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord?

These are the forgeries of jealousy!


I'll put a girdle round about the earth
In forty minutes.

Do I entice you? do I speak you fair?
Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth
Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot love you?

I am your spaniel Demetrius!
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you:


Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit;
For I am sick when I do look on thee.

What thou seest when thou dost wake,
Do it for thy true-love take,

Through the forest have I gone.
But Athenian found I none.


No, no, I am as ugly as a bear;
For beasts that meet me run away for fear:

Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born?
When at your hands did I deserve this scorn?


Help me, Lysander, help me! do thy best
To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast!

God shield us!--a lion among ladies, is a
most dreadful thing! 

A calendar, a calendar! look in the almanac; find
out moonshine, find out moonshine!

Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.

My mistress with a monster is in love!

This falls out better than I could devise!

What hast thou done? Thou hast mistaken quite
And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight:

I go, I go; look how I go,
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow.

Captain of our fairy band,
Helena is here at hand;

Lord, what fools these mortals be!

O Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine!


O spite! O hell!

To join with men in scorning your poor friend?
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly:

Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! vile thing, let loose,
 
I will shake thee from me like a serpent!

What, will you tear
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue?

Fie, fie! you counterfeit, you puppet, you!

Up and down, up and down,
I will lead them up and down:

Methinks I have a great desire to a bottle
of hay.

Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms.

Fairies, begone!

My Oberon! what visions have I seen!
Methought I was enamour'd of an ass!
Fairy king, attend, and mark:
I do hear the morning lark.

To say the truth, reason and
love keep little company together now-a-days;

For never anything can be amiss,
When simpleness and duty tender it.

If we offend, it is with our good will.


I, one Snout by name, present a wall;

If we shadows have offended,
Think but this, and all is mended,

Else the Puck a liar called,

So, good night unto you all.

Give me your hands, if we be friends,


The raging rocks and shivering shocks!

Lovers, to bed, ‘tis almost fairy time

What, dead, my dove?

And Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead.

Now, die, die, die, die, die, die!

O dainty duck!

This is the silliest stuff I have ever heard. 

I shall sing it at her death!

I beg the law, the law upon his head!

I am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me I must scratch!
Where art thou, proud Demetrius?

Ho, ho, ho, Coward!

Out dog! Out Cur!

I have foresworn his bed and company!

Wake when some vile thing is near!

Lysander! Lie further off!

Who will not change a raven for a dove?

What angel wakes me from my flowery bed?
