
BOTTOM: That will ask some tears in the true performing of it. If I do it, let the 
audience look to their eyes: I will move storms, I will condole in some measure. To 
the rest – yet my chief humour is for a tyrant. I could play Ercles rarely, or a part 
to tear a cat in, to make all split.  
     The raging rocks,  
     And shivering shocks,  
     Shall break the locks 
     Of prison-gates; 
     And Phibbus’ car 
     Shall shine form far  
     And make and mar 
     The foolish fates.  
And I may hide my face, let me play Thisbe too. I’ll speak in a monstrous little 
voice: ‘Thisne, Thisne!’ – ‘Ah, Pyramus, my lover dear! Thy Thisbe dear, and lady 
dear!’ Let me play the lion too. I will roar, that I will do any man’s heart good to 
hear me. I will roar, that I will make the Duke say: ‘Let him roar again; let him roar 
again!’ 
 


