1. Hippolyta, I wooed thee with my sword

      And won thy love doing thee injuries. . . (1.1.17-18)

2. Stand forth, Demetrius.-My noble lord,

     This man hath my consent to marry her. (1.1.25-26)

3. Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes 

    And interchanged love tokens with my child. (1.1.129-130)

4.                           If thou lovest me, then

    Steal forth thy father’s house tomorrow night . . . (1.1.165-166)

5. O, teach me how you look and with what art

     You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart! (1.1.196-197)

6. Pray thou for us,

    And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius. (1.1.225-226)

7. Love looks not with the eyes but with the mind;

    And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind. (1.1.240-241)

8. A very good piece of work, I assure you, and a merry. Now, good Peter Quince,               call forth your actors by the scroll. Masters, spread yourselves. (1.2.14-16)

9. An I may hide my face, let me play Thisbe too. I’ll speak in a monstrous little voice: “Thisne, Thisne!” (1.2.49-51)

10. How now, spirit? Whither wander you? (2.1.1)

11. The King doth keep his rebels here tonight. 

      Take heed the Queen come not within his sight . . . (2.1.18-19)

12. Either I mistake your shape and making quite,

      Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite

      Called Robin Goodfellow. (2.1.33-35)

13. Do you amend it, then. It lies in you

      Why should Titania cross her Oberon?      

      I do but beg a little changeling boy

      To be my henchman. (2.1.121-124)

14. Fetch me that flower; the herb I showed thee once.

      The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid

      Will make or man or woman madly dote 

      Upon the next live creature that it sees. (2.1.175-178)

15. I am your spaniel, and, Demetrius,

      The more you beat me I will fawn on you.

      Use me but as your spaniel: spurn me, strike me,

      Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave

      (Unworthy as I am) to follow you. (2.1.210-214)

