
SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
Monologues 

Midsummer Night’s Dream: Lysander, Act 1 Scene 1 
 

You have her father's love, Demetrius; 
Let me have Hermia's: do you marry him.  
I am, my lord, as well derived as he, 
As well possess'd; my love is more than his;  
My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd, 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius'; 
And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 
I am beloved of beauteous Hermia: 
Why should not I then prosecute my right?  
Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head, 
Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena, 
And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes, 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 
Upon this spotted and inconstant man. 

 

 
 



SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
Midsummer Night’s Dream 

Act 5, Scene 1: Duke Theseus 

 

 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains,  
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend  
More than cool reason ever comprehends.  

The lunatic, the lover and the poet  
Are of imagination all compact:  
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold,  
That is, the madman:  

the lover, all as frantic,   
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt:  

The poet's eye, in fine frenzy rolling,  
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven;  
And as imagination bodies forth  
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen  
Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing  
A local habitation and a name.  

Such tricks hath strong imagination,  
That if it would but apprehend some joy,  
It comprehends some bringer of that joy;   
Or in the night, imagining some fear,  
How easy is a bush supposed a bear! 
	



SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
Midsummer Night’s Dream 

Act 5, Scene 1: 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 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 sepent’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. 
 
 



SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
Monologues 

Midsummer Night’s Dream: Bottom 

 
I have had a most rare vision. I have had a dream—past the 
wit of man to say what dream it was.  

Man is but an ass if he go about to expound this dream.  

Methought I was—there is no man can tell what. 
Methought I was, and methought I had—but man is but a 
patched fool if he will offer to say what methought I had.  

The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not 
seen, man’s hand is not able to taste, his tongue to 
conceive, nor his heart to report what my dream was. I will 
get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream. 

It shall be called “Bottom’s Dream” because it hath no 
bottom.. 

 
 



SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
Monologues 

Midsummer Night’s Dream: Oberon 

 

I know a bank where the wild thyme blows, 
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows, 
Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine,  
With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine: 
There sleeps Titania sometime of the night, 
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight; 
And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes, 
And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

 
Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove: 
A sweet Athenian lady is in love 
With a disdainful youth:  

anoint his eyes;  

 
But do it when the next thing he espies 
May be the lady: thou shalt know the man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 
Effect it with some care, that he may prove 
More fond on her than she upon her love: 
And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

 

	



SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
	

Midsummer	Night’s	Dream	
	

Act	III,	scene	2:	Helena	Soliloquy	
	

O	spite!	O	hell!	I	see	you	all	are	bent	
To	set	against	me	for	your	merriment:	
If	you	we	re	civil	and	knew	courtesy,	
You	would	not	do	me	thus	much	injury.	
Can	you	not	hate	me,	as	I	know	you	do,	
But	you	must	join	in	souls	to	mock	me	too?	
If	you	were	men,	as	men	you	are	in	show,	
You	would	not	use	a	gentle	lady	so;	
To	vow,	and	swear,	and	superpraise	my	parts,	
When	I	am	sure	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	enterprise,	
To	conjure	tears	up	in	a	poor	maid's	eyes	
With	your	derision!	none	of	noble	sort	
Would	so	offend	a	virgin,	and	extort	
A	poor	soul's	patience,	all	to	make	you	sport.	

	



SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
	

Midsummer	Night’s	Dream	
	

Act	III,	scene	2:	Hermia	Soliloquy	
	
	
	

Puppet?	why	so?	ay,	that	way	goes	the	game.	
Now	I	perceive	that	she	hath	made	compare	
Between	our	statures;	she	hath	urged	her	height;	
And	with	her	personage,	her	tall	personage,		
Her	height,	forsooth,	she	hath	prevail'd	with	him.	
And	are	you	grown	so	high	in	his	esteem;	
Because	I	am	so	dwarfish	and	so	low?	
How	low	am	I,	thou	painted	maypole?	speak;	
How	low	am	I?	I	am	not	yet	so	low		
But	that	my	nails	can	reach	unto	thine	eyes.	
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