RE2 A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’s DREAM.

Ly/. It is not {o. S

Dem. Difparage not the faith thou doft not know,
Left to thy peril thou abide it dear.
Look, where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear.

5S-G B NaBs NVILIT.
Enter Hermia.

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his fun&ion takes,
The ear more quick of apprehenfion makes:
Wherein it doth impair the feeing {enfe,
It pays the hearing double recompence.
Thou art not by mine eye, Ly/ander, found ;
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy {found.
But why unkindly didft thou leave me {o?
Ly/. Why fhould he ftay, whom love doth prefs to go?
Her. What love could prefs Ly/ander from my fide?
Ly/. Lyfander’s love, that would not let him bide,
Fair Helena, who more engilds the night
Than all yon fiery o’s, and eyes of light.
Why feek’ft thou me? could not this make thee know,
The hate I bear thee made me leave thee {o?
Her. You {peak not as you think ; it cannot be.
Hel. Lo, fhe is one of this confed’racy ;
Now, I perceive, they have conjoin’d all three,
To fafthion this falfe fport in fpite of me.
Injurious Hermia, moft ungrateful maid,
Have you confpir’d, have you with thefe contriv’d
To bait me with this foul derifion ?
Is all the counfel that we two have fhar’d,
The fifters vows, the hours that we have Tpent,
When we have chid the hafty-footed time
For parting us; o, and is all forgot ? 1
All {chool-days friendfhip, childhood innocence?
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods,
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