
DEMETRIUS/HELENA  
Enter Demetrius, Helena following him.  

DEMETRIUS  
I love thee not; therefore pursue me not.  
Where is Lysander and fair Hermia?  
Thou told’st me they were stol’n unto this wood,  
And here am I, and wood within this wood  
Because I cannot meet my Hermia.  
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.  

HELENA  
You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant!  
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart  
Is true as steel. Leave you your power to draw,  
And I shall have no power to follow you.  

DEMETRIUS  
Do I entice you? Do I speak you fair?  
Or rather do I not in plainest truth  
Tell you I do not, nor I cannot love you?  

HELENA  
And even for that do I love you the more.  
I am your spaniel, and, Demetrius,  
Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave  
(Unworthy as I am) to follow you.  
What worser place can I beg in your love  
(And yet a place of high respect with me)  
Than to be usèd as you use your dog?  

DEMETRIUS  
I will not stay thy questions. Let me go,  
Or if thou follow me, do not believe  
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood.  

HELENA  
Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,  
You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius!  
We cannot fight for love as men may do.  
We should be wooed and were not made to woo.  
Demetrius exits.  
I’ll follow thee and make a heaven of hell  
To die upon the hand I love so well. Helena exits.  



 


