
	
A	Midsummer	Night’s	Dream	(Act	1,	Scene	1)	

	
THESEUS	What	say	you,	Hermia?	Be	advised	fair	maid:	
To	you	your	father	should	be	as	a	god;	
One	that	composed	your	beauties,	yea,	and	one	
To	whom	you	are	but	as	a	form	in	wax	
By	him	imprinted	and	within	his	power	
To	leave	the	figure	or	disfigure	it.	
Demetrius	is	a	worthy	gentleman.	
	
HERMIA	So	is	Lysander.	
	
THESEUS		 	 	 In	himself	he	is;		
But	in	this	kind,	wanting	your	father's	voice,	
The	other	must	be	held	the	worthier.	
	
HERMIA	I	would	my	father	look'd	but	with	my	eyes.	
	
THESEUS	Rather	your	eyes	must	with	his	judgment	look.	
	
HERMIA	I	do	entreat	your	grace	to	pardon	me.	
I	know	not	by	what	power	I	am	made	bold,	
Nor	how	it	may	concern	my	modesty,	
In	such	a	presence	here	to	plead	my	thoughts;	
But	I	beseech	your	grace	that	I	may	know	
The	worst	that	may	befall	me	in	this	case,	
If	I	refuse	to	wed	Demetrius.	
	
THESEUS	Either	to	die	the	death	or	to	abjure	
For	ever	the	society	of	men.	
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A	Midsummer	Night’s	Dream	(Act	2,	Scene	1)	

	
DEMETRIUS	I	love	thee	not,	therefore	pursue	me	not.	
Hence,	get	thee	gone,	and	follow	me	no	more.	
	

HELENA	You	draw	me,	you	hard-hearted	adamant	
	

DEMETRIUS	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?	
	

HELENA	And	even	for	that	do	I	love	you	the	more.	
I	am	your	spaniel;	and,	Demetrius,	
The	more	you	beat	me,	I	will	fawn	on	you:	
	

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

HELENA	And	I	am	sick	when	I	look	not	on	you.	
	

DEMETRIUS	I'll	run	from	thee	and	hide	me	in	the	brakes,	
And	leave	thee	to	the	mercy	of	wild	beasts.	
	

HELENA	The	wildest	hath	not	such	a	heart	as	you.	
Run	when	you	will,	the	story	shall	be	changed:	
	

DEMETRIUS	I	will	not	stay	thy	questions;	let	me	go:	
Or,	if	thou	follow	me,	do	not	believe	
But	I	shall	do	thee	mischief	in	the	wood.	
	

HELENA	I'll	follow	thee	and	make	a	heaven	of	hell,	
To	die	upon	the	hand	I	love	so	well.	
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A	Midsummer	Night’s	Dream	(Act	5,	Scene	1:	Epilogue)	
	
PUCK		
If	we	shadows	have	offended,	
Think	but	this,	and	all	is	mended,	
That	you	have	but	slumber'd	here	
While	these	visions	did	appear.	
And	this	weak	and	idle	theme,	
No	more	yielding	but	a	dream,	
Gentles,	do	not	reprehend:	
if	you	pardon,	we	will	mend:	
And,	as	I	am	an	honest	Puck,	
If	we	have	unearned	luck	
Now	to	'scape	the	serpent's	tongue,	
We	will	make	amends	ere	long;	
Else	the	Puck	a	liar	call;	
So,	good	night	unto	you	all.	
Give	me	your	hands,	if	we	be	friends,	
And	Robin	shall	restore	amends.	
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