A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’s DREAM.

ITX

Dem. [awaking.] O Helen, goddefs, nymph, perfed, divine,

To what, my love, fhall I compare thine eyne?
Cryftal is muddy ; o how ripe in thow

Thy lips, thofe kifling cherries, tempting grow |
That pure congealed white, high Zawrus’ fnow,
Fann’d with the eaftern wind, turns to a crow,
When thou hold’ft up thy hand. O let me kifs
* This purenefs of pure white, this feal of blifs.

Hel. O fpite, o hell! I fee you all are bent

To fet againft me for your merriment:

If you were civil, and knew courtefy,

You would not do me thus much injury.

Can you not hate me, as I know you do,

But you muft join in flouts to mock me too?

If you were men, as men you are in thow,

You would not ufe a gentle lady fo:

To vow, and fwear, and {uper-praife my parts,
When I am fure you hate me with your hearts.
You both are rivals, and love Hermia,

And now both rivals to mock Helena.

A trim exploit, a manly enterprize, :

To conjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes

With your derifion! none of noble fort

Would fo offend a virgin, and extort

A poor foul’s patience, all to make you f{port.

Ly/. You are unkind, Demetrius; be not {o;

For you love Hermia ; this, you know, I know.
And here with all good will, with all my heart,
In Hermia’s love 1 yield you up my part;

And yours of Helena to me bequeath,

Whom I do love, and will do to my death.

EHel. Never did mockers wafte more idle breath,
Dem. Lyfander, keep thy Hermia; 1 will none 3

If e’er I lov’d her, all that love is gone.

My heart to her but as gueft-wife {ojourn’d ;
And now to Helen it is home return’d,
‘There ever to remain.




