120 A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’s DREAM.
If ever I thy face by day-light fee.

Now, go thy way: faintnefls conftraineth me
To meafure out my length on this cold bed,
By day’s approach look to be vifited. [ Lyes down.

SGENE X
Enter Helena.,

Hel. O weary night, o long and tedious night,
Abate thy hours; fhine comforts from the eaft,
That I may back to Athens by day-light,
From thefe that my poor company deteft ;
And {leep, that fometimes fhuts up forrow’s eye,
Steal me a while from mine own company ! [ Sleeps.
Puck. Yet but three here? come one more,
Two of both kinds make up four.
Here fhe cometh, curft and f{ad :
Cupid is a knavifh lad, g

Thus to make poor females mad.

Enter Hermia.

Her. Never {o weary, never fo in wo,
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briars,
I can no further crawl, no further go 3
My legs can keep no pace with my defires :
Here will I reft me ’till the break of day.
Heav'ns thield Ly/ander, if they mean a fray | [ Lyes down.
Puck. On the ground, fleep thou found ;
I'll apply to your eye, gentle lover, remedy.
[ Squeezing the juice on Lyfander’s eye.
When thou wakeft next, thou takeft
True delight in the fight of thy former lady’s eye;
And the country proverb known,
That every man fhould take his own, %
In your waking fhall be thown.




