
HENRY IV / MIDSUMMER – FEMALE OVER 30 (ish) 

KING HENRY IV 
(giving terms to one of the rebel leaders before they fight) 
 
How now, my Lord of Worcester? 'Tis not well 
That you and I should meet upon such terms 
As now we meet. You have deceived our trust, 
And made us doff our easy robes of peace 
To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel: 
This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 
Your wrongs indeed you have articulate, 
Proclaim'd at market-crosses, read in churches, 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With some fine colour that may please the eye 
Of fickle changelings and poor discontents. 
And never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours to impaint his cause. 
We love our people well; even those we love 
That are misled upon your cousin's part, 
And, will they take the offer of our grace, 
Both he and they and you, every man 
Shall be my friend again and I'll be his. 
So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
What he will do: but if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us 
And they shall do their office. So, be gone; 
We will not now be troubled with reply. 
We offer fair; take it advisedly. 
 

TITANIA 
(criticizing Oberon for the impact their quarrel has had on 
mortals) 
 
Never, since the middle summer's spring, 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest or mead, 
By paved fountain or by rushy brook, 
Or in the beachèd margent of the sea, 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea 
Contagious fogs, which falling in the land 
Have every pelting river made so proud 
That they have overborne their continents. 
The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn 
Hath rotted ere his youth attain'd a beard. 
The human mortals want their winter cheer; 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest. 
And through this distemperature we see 
The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose, 
And on old Hiems' thin and icy crown 
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set. The spring, the summer, 
The childing autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries, and the mazèd world, 
By their increase, now knows not which is which. 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension; 
We are their parents and original. 
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FAIRY 
(greeting Puck in the woods) 
 
Over hill, over dale, 
Through bush, through brier, 
Over park, over pale, 
Through flood, through fire, 
I do wander everywhere, 
Swifter than the moon's sphere; 
And I serve the fairy queen, 
To dew her orbs upon the green. 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be. 
In their gold coats spots you see –  
Those be rubies, fairy favours; 
In those freckles live their savours. 
I must go seek some dewdrops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 
Farewell, thou lob of spirits; I'll be gone: 
Our queen and all our elves come here anon. 
 

SNOUT as Wall: 
(A working man playing a wall in a play at court) 
 
In this same interlude it doth befall 
That I, one Snout by name, present a wall; 
And such a wall, as I would have you think, 
That had in it a crannied hole or chink, 
Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 
Did whisper often very secretly. 
This loam, this rough-cast and this stone doth show 
That I am that same wall; the truth is so. 
And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 
Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 
 


