HELENA

Lo, she is one of this confederacy!

Now | perceive they have conjoin’d all three

To fashion this false sport, in spite of me.
Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid!

Have you conspired, have you with these contrived
To bait me with this foul derision?

Is all the counsel that we two have shared,

The sisters’ vows, the hours that we have spent,
When we have chid the hasty-footed time

For parting us,—0, is it all forgot?

All school-days’ friendship, childhood innocence?
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods,

Have with our needles created both one flower,
Both on one sampiler, sitting on one cushion,
Both warbling of one song, both in one key,

As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds,
Had been incorporate. So we grow together,
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted,

But yet an union in partition;

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem;

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart;
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry,

Due but to one and crowned with one crest.
And will you rent our ancient love asunder,

To join with men in scorning your poor friend?

It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly:

Our sex, as well as |, may chide you for it,
Though | alone do feel the injury.

HELENA

So, she’s in on this too! Now | see that all three of
them have gotten together to play this cruel trick on
me. Hurtful Hermia, you ungrateful girl, have you
conspired with these two to provoke me with this
horrible teasing? Have you forgotten all the talks
we’ve had together, the vows we made to be like
sisters to one another, all the hours we spent
together, wishing that we never had to say
goodbye—have you forgotten? Our friendship in
our schooldays, our childhood innocence? We
used to sit together and sew one flower with our
two needles, sewing it on one piece of cloth, sitting
on the same cushion, singing one song in the same
key, as if our hands, our sides, our voices and our
minds were stuck together. We grew together like
twin cherries—which seemed to be separate but
were also together—two lovely cherries on one
stem. We seemed to have two separate bodies, but
we had one heart. Do you want to destroy our old
friendship by joining these men to insult your poor
friend? It's not friendly, and it's not ladylike. All
women would be angry with you for doing it, even
though I'm the only one who’s hurt by it.
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