UNIT 18

TITANIA
(Waking) What angel wakes me from my flow’ry bed?

BOTTOM
(Sings)

TITANIA

| pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again:

Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note;

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape:

And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me
On the first view to say, to swear, | love thee.

BOTTOM

Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason
for that: and yet, to say the truth, reason and
love keep little company together nowadays.

TITANIA
Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.

BOTTOM
Not so, neither: but if | had wit enough to get out
of this wood, | have enough to serve mine own turn.

TITANIA

Out of this wood do not desire to go:

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.
And | do love thee: therefore, go with me.

I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee,

Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! Mustardseed!

UNIT 19

Enter PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWEB, MOTH, and MUSTARDSEED

PEASEBLOSSOM
Ready.

COBWEB
And |.



