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A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM

Scene 1.
Athens. The Palace of Theseus. Day.  
Everywhere there is preparation for the marriage of Duke Theseus to Hippolyta, the Queen he has won in battle. Enter Theseus and Hippolyta.

Theseus:
Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour

Draws on apace. Four happy days bring in

Another moon – but O, methinks how slow

This old moon wanes!

Hippolyta:
Four days will quickly steep themselves in night;



Four nights will quickly dream away the time.

Enter Egeus and his Daughter Hermia, Lysander and Demetrius.

Egeus:

Happy be Theseus!

Full of vexation come I, with complaint against my daughter Hermia. Stand forth, Demetrius!

(Demetrius steps forward.)

My noble lord, this man hath my consent to marry her.

Stand forth, Lysander!

(Lysander steps forward.)

And this man hath bewitched my child.

If she will not marry Demetrius as I wish, I will use the ancient law of Athens, which says: as she is my daughter I may dispose of her, either to this gentleman or to her death.

Theseus:
Be advised, fair maid. Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.

Hermia:
So is Lysander! I beg your grace to tell me the worst that may befall me in this case if I refuse to wed Demetrius.

Theseus:
Either to die the death, or never see another man again. Take time to think.

Lysander:
I am my lord as well derived as Demetrius, and, which is more, I am beloved of beauteous Hermia. Demetrius loves Helena!

Theseus:
Enough! Demetrius and Egeus come with me. For you, fair Hermia, look you fit your fancies to your father’s will.

Theseus and Hippolyta depart followed by Egeus and Demetrius.
Lysander:
The course of true love never did run smooth.

If thou lovest me,

Then steal from thy father’s house tomorrow night,

And in the wood, a league out of the town, there will I stay for thee.

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee;

And to that place the sharp Athenian law

Cannot pursue us.

Hermia:
I swear to thee by Cupid’s strongest bow,

Tomorrow truly will I meet with thee!

Lysander:
Keep promise, love. Look here comes Helena!

Helena enters, in distress.
Hermia:
God speed, fair Helena!

Helena:
Call you me ‘fair’? O teach me with what art you sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart.

Hermia:
Take comfort: he no more shall see my face.

Lysander:
Tomorrow night we will steal away.

Hermia:
And in the wood Lysander and myself shall meet. Farewell, sweet playfellow; pray thou for us!

Lysander and Hermia exit.

Helena:
How happy some o’er other some can be!

Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so.

I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight!

Then to the wood will he tomorrow night

Pursue her; and for this intelligence

If I have thanks it is a dear expense.

But herein mean I to enrich my pain,

To have his sight thither, and back again.



Exit Helena.

Scene 2.
A room in Quince’s house in Athens. Day.
Enter Quince the carpenter, Bottom the weaver, Snug the joiner, Flute the bellows mender and Starveling the tailor. 

Quince:
Is all our company here?

Bottom:
First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats on; then read the names of the actors.

Quince:
Marry, our play is the most lamentable comedy and most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisbe.

Bottom:
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!

Quince:
Answer as I call you. Nick Bottom, the weaver?

Bottom:
Ready! - Name what part I am for, and proceed.

Quince:
You are set down for Pyramus.

Bottom:
What is Pyramus?

Quince:
A lover that kills himself, most gallant, for love. Francis Flute?

Flute:

Here, Peter Quince.

Quince:
Flute, you must take Thisbe on you.

Flute:
What?! Oh no! Let not me play a woman: I have a beard coming!

Bottom:
Let me play Thisbe too!

Quince:
No! You must play Pyramus; and Flute, you Thisbe. Starveling?

Starveling:
Here, Peter Quince.

Quince:
You must play the moon, because they meet by moonlight. Snout?

Snout:

Here.

Quince:
You are the wall through which the lovers must whisper. And Snug?

There is no reply.

Quince:
Snug, the joiner?

Snug:

Here.

Quince:
You will play the lion.

Snug:
The lion? Have you got the part written down, because I am slow of study.

Quince:
You won’t need it written down, because it is nothing but roaring!

Bottom:
Let me play the Lion too! I will roar that I will make the Duke say, ‘Let him roar again!’

Quince:
You can play no part but Pyramus! Here are your parts.

(He hands out the parts.)

I entreat you to learn them by tomorrow night. Meet me at the Duke’s oak in the palace wood by moonlight and there we will rehearse. I pray you fail me not!


They all exit.

Scene 3.
The wood outside Athens. Night.

The moon shines down. It is a place of mystery. Enter Oberon with Puck and Titania with her train of Fairies; among them is a pretty little boy. The Fairy King and Queen stare at one another with hostility.

Oberon:
Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania!

Titania:
What, jealous Oberon?  Fairies, skip hence!  I have forsworn his bed and company!

Oberon:
Tarry, rash wanton!  Why should Titania cross her Oberon?  I do but beg a little changeling boy to be my henchman.

Titania:
Set your heart at rest:


The fairy land buys not the child of me.

Oberon:
Give me that boy!

Titania:
Not for thy fairy kingdom!  Fairies, away!


Titania and her train vanish from the glade.

Oberon:
(shouting after her) 


Well, go thy way; thou shalt not from this grove


Till I torment thee for this injury.


My gentle Puck, come hither.


(Puck approaches.)

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!

Fetch me this herb!

Puck:

I’ll put a girdle round the earth in forty minutes!



Puck races off.

Oberon:
Having once this juice

I’ll watch Titania when she is asleep,

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes.

The next thing then she, waking, looks upon – 

Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull,

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape – 

She shall pursue it with the soul of love!

But who comes here? I am invisible

And I will overhear their conference.


First Demetrius, then Helena, burst into the glade.

Demetrius:
I love thee not. Therefore pursue me not!


Where is Lysander, and fair Hermia?


Hence, get thee gone and follow me no more!

Helena:
(Clutching tearfully at him.)


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!

Demetrius:
(Flinging her off.)



 I am sick when I do look on thee!

Helena:
(Clutching him again.) 


And I am sick when I look not on you!

Demetrius:
Let me go,


Or, if thou follow me, do not believe


But I shall do thee mischief in the wood!


He escapes and plunges away into the wood.

Helena:
We should be woo’d, and were not made to woo!


Helena follows, weeping. Oberon becomes visible again.

Oberon:
Fare thee well, nymph.  Ere he do leave this grove, 


Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love!


(Puck returns as swiftly as he departed. He kneels at his master’s feet, and holds up a purple flower. Oberon takes it and gazes at it musingly.)


I know a bank where the wild thyme blows,


Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows,


Quite overcanopied with luscious woodbine,


With sweet muskroses and with eglantine.


There sleeps Titania some time of the night.


With the juice of this I’ll streak her eyes


And make her full of hateful fantasies.


(Oberon takes a petal from the flower and gives it to Puck.)


Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove.


A sweet Athenian lady is in love


With a disdainful youth - anoint his eyes;


But do it when the next thing he espies


May be the lady. Thou shalt know the man


By the Athenian garments he hath on.

Puck:
Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so.


They both exit.

Scene 4.
Another part of the wood. Continuous.

Titania reclines upon a mossy bank. Her attendants watch over her while her beautiful boy plays happily.

Titania:
Come now, a roundel and a fairy song.

Fairies:
You spotted snakes with double tongue,


Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen.


Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong,


Come not near our Fairy Queen.


Weaving spiders come not here;


Hence you long-legged spinners, hence!


Beetles black, approach not near,


Worm nor snail, do no offence.


As they sing, Titania closes her eyes and sleeps. The attendants creep away, taking with them the boy. Titania is alone. Suddenly Oberon appears. He smiles, and, bending over his sleeping queen, squeezes the magic liquor from the flower upon her eyelids.

Oberon:
What thou seest when thou dost wake,


Do it for thy true love take;


Wake when something vile is near!


Oberon vanishes. Titania sleeps on. Into the glade, come Hermia and Lysander. They are plainly weary from walking.

Lysander:
We’ll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good.

Hermia:
Be it so, Lysander; find you out a bed,


For I upon this bank will rest my head.


She seats herself. Lysander promptly sits beside her very close.

Lysander:
One turf shall serve as pillow for us both.

Hermia:
Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my dear,


Lie further off yet; do not lie so near.


(He moves a small distance away.)


Lie further off, in human modesty!


(He moves slightly further.)


Such separation as may well be said


Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid.


So far be distant, and goodnight, sweet friend.


They both settle down and in moments, are asleep. No sooner are their eyes closed than Puck appears.

Puck:
This is he my master said


Despisèd the Athenian maid;


And here the maiden, sleeping sound,


On the dank and dirty ground.


Pretty soul, she durst not lie


Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy!


(He bends over Lysander and anoints his eyes with juice from the magic flower.)


Churl upon thy eyes I throw


All the power this charm doth owe.


Sounds of a violent approach causes Puck to vanish. Into the glade  rushes Demetrius, followed by the weeping Helena.

Demetrius:
I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus!


He plunges on, Helena pauses, and stares fearfully about her.

Helena:
(shouting after him) 


O’wilt thou darkling leave me?


(She discovers Lysander.)


But who is here? - Lysander, on the ground?


Dead - or asleep?  I see no blood, no wound.


Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake!


She bends over him and shakes him. He opens his magically anointed eyes. Instantly he falls in love with Helena. He frowns and shakes his head. He looks again at Helena, now radiant in his eyes.

Lysander:
Not Hermia, but Helena I love:


Who will not change a raven for a dove!


He rises and tries to embrace her. Helena leaps back with a squeal of alarm.

Helena:
Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do!  Fare you well!


She flees from the glade in great distress. Lysander stares at the sleeping Hermia. His expression is far from loving.

Lysander:
Hermia, sleep thou there,


And never mayest thou come Lysander near!


All my powers, address your love and might,


To honour Helena and to be her knight!


He pursues Helena. Hermia is left alone. She is in the grip of a bad dream.

Hermia:
Help me, Lysander, help me! Do thy best


To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast!


(She wakes and looks about her.)


Lysander – what removed? Lysander, lord!


Alack, where are you?


She rushes from the glade.


For a moment, the place is quiet; then comes the tramp of sturdy feet. The Athenian workmen enter.

Bottom:
Are we all met?

Quince:
Here’s a marvellous convenient place for our rehearsal. Come let’s rehearse our parts. Pyramus, you begin.


Puck enters.

Puck:
What hempen homespuns have we swaggering here, so near the cradle of the Fairy Queen?


Flute goes behind a bush.

Bottom:
(as Pyramus) Thisbe, the flowers have odious savours sweet!


(Flute forgets to enter.)


But hark, a voice.


(Flute still doesn’t come on.)


Stay here a while, and by and by to thee I will appear.


Bottom exits behind another bush.

Flute:
(peeking from behind his bush) 


Must I speak now?

Quince:
Yes, yes!

Flute:
(like a girl) 


Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue! I’ll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny’s tomb.

Quince:
At ‘Ninus’ tomb, man!  Why, you must not speak that yet; that you answer to Pyramus.  You speak all your part at once, cues and all!  Pyramus, enter!  Your cue is past.


Pyramus enter!


As he speaks, Puck makes a magical movement with his hands. Bottom emerges from the bush. In place of his human head is now the head of an ass.  

Bottom:
If I were fair, fair Thisbe – 


Bottom’s companions stare at him in terror.

Quince:
O monstrous!

Snout:
O strange!

Starveling:
We are haunted!

Snug:
Pray, masters!

Quince:
Fly, masters!  Help!


They fly madly from the glade, leaving Bottom alone.

Bottom:
Why do they run away?



Briefly, Quince returns, as if to make sure of what he has seen.

Quince:
Bless thee, Bottom, bless thee!  Thou art translated!


He runs away.

Bottom:
I see their knavery: this is to make an ass of me, to fright me, if they could. I will sing, that they shall hear I am not afraid.


(sings) 


The ousel cock, so black of hue,


With orange-tawny bill,


The throstle, with his note so true,


The wren with little quill.


As he sings, Titania wakes, and feasts her magically anointed eyes upon the donkey-headed Bottom.

Titania:
What angel wakes me from my flowery bed?


I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again!


Mine ear is much enamoured of thy note.


So is mine eye enthrallèd to thy shape,


On the first view to say, to swear, I love thee!

Bottom:
Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason for that.

Titania:
I am a spirit of no common rate!


I do love thee: therefore go with me.


I’ll give thee fairies to attend on thee.


Peaseblossom, Cobweb, Moth and Mustardseed!


The four fairies enter.


Be kind and courteous to this gentleman.

Fairies:
Hail mortal!

Titania:
Come, wait upon him. Lead him to my bower.


They all exit.

Scene 5.
Another part of the wood. Continuous.
            Oberon and Puck enter.

Puck:
My mistress with a monster is in love!

Oberon:
This falls out better than I could devise!


But hast thou yet latched the Athenian’s eyes


With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do?

Puck:
I took him sleeping; that is finished too.


Enter Hermia pursued by Demetrius.

Oberon:
Stand close; this is the same Athenian.

Puck:
This is the woman, but not this the man!

Hermia:
Out, dog!  Out, cur!  Hast thou slain him then?

Demetrius:
I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood!

Hermia:
See me no more, whether he be dead or no!

Demetrius:
(sighs) 


There is no following her in this fierce vein.


He sighs and sinks to the ground. He sleeps.

Oberon:
What has thou done?  Thou hast mistaken quite,


And laid the love-juice on some true love’s sight.


About the wood go swifter than the wind,


And Helena of Athens look thou find.

Puck:
I go, I go, look how I go!


Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow!


Puck flies off. Oberon bends over the sleeping Demetrius and anoints his eyes with liquor from the magic flower.

Oberon:
Flower of this purple dye


Hit with Cupid’s archery,


Sink in the apple of his eye.


Puck returns, out of breath.

Puck:
Captain of our fairy band, 


Helena is here at hand.


And the youth mistook by me,


Pleading for a lover’s fee!

Oberon:
Stand aside. The noise they make


Will cause Demetrius to awake.


Helena, followed by the ardent Lysander, comes into the glade.

Lysander:
Why should you think that I should woo in scorn?

Helena:
You do advance your cunning more and more.

Helena falls over Demetrius. He wakes and falls instantly in love with her.

Demetrius:
O Helen, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine! 


He tries to embrace her. Alarmed she backs away into the arms of Lysander. She cries out and frees herself. She stares from one young man to the other.

Helena:
O spite! O hell! I see  you are all bent


To set against me for your merriment.


You both are rivals, and love Hermia;


And now both rivals, to mock Helena!

Demetrius:
Lysander, keep thy Hermia. I will none.


If ere I loved her, all that love is gone,


And now to Helen it is home returned!

Lysander:
Helen, it is not so!

Demetrius:
Look where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear!


Enter Hermia. She rushes to Lysander

Hermia:
Lysander, why unkindly didst thou leave me so?

Lysander:
(pushing her away) 

Why seek’st thou me? 

Could not this make thee know,

The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so?

Hermia:
Hate me? Why? Am I not Hermia? Are not you Lysander?

Lysander:
Ay, by my life; and never did desire to see thee more. I do hate thee and love Helena.

Hermia stares at Helena.

Hermia:
You juggler! You canker-blossom! You thief of love!

Helena:
Have you no modesty? 

No maiden shame? 

You puppet, you!

Hermia:
Puppet?!

Now I perceive she hath made compare

Between our statures!

How low am I, thou painted maypole! Speak!

How low am I? I am not yet so low

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes!

She rushes at Helena. Helena runs behind Demetrius and Lysander.

Helena:
Let her not hurt me! She was a vixen when she went to school!

Hermia:
Let me come to her!

Lysander:
Get you gone, you dwarf!


Lysander draws his sword. Demetrius does likewise. They circle each other, and back out of the glade. Hermia and Helena glare at each other.

Hermia:
(advancing towards Helena) 


You, mistress! All this coil is long of you!

Helena:
(backing away) 


Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray;


My legs are longer though, to run away!


Helena bolts out of the glade pursued by Hermia. Oberon and Puck reappear.

Puck:
Lord, what fools these mortals be!

Oberon:
This is thy negligence: still thou mistak’st


Or else commitest thy knaveries wilfully.

Puck:
Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook.

Oberon:
Thou seest these lovers seek a place to fight.


Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night.


Lead these testy rivals so astray,


As one come not within another’s way.


(He gives Puck another flower.)


Then crush this herb into Lysander’s eye.


I’ll to my Queen and beg her changeling boy,


And then I will her charmed eye release


From monster’s view, and all things shall be peace.


Puck overcasts the night. (This needs either or both sound and light effects to make clear that Lysander and Demetrius can now no longer see one another.)


Puck now teases and confuses Lysander and Demetrius so that they collapse exhausted. (In the original he imitates their voices but, for brevity, the suggestion is perhaps to make this musical and have Puck tap their shoulders so they turn the wrong way etc.) 



Similarly Helena and Hermia, who have been chasing, sink down and fall asleep.


Puck bends over Lysander and crushes the herb onto his eyelids.

Puck:
When thou wak’st


Thou tak’st


True delight


In the sight


Of thy former lady’s eye.


And the country proverb known,


That every man should take his own.


Puck exits.

Scene 6.
Titania’s Glade. Continuous.

The Fairy Queen entertains the donkey-headed Bottom. Wreathed in flowers he reclines in Titania’s arms. Her attendants gently fan him and tickle his hairy ears. The boy plays on his own.

Titania:
Sweet love, what would you like to eat?

Bottom:
Some oats, some peas perhaps.

(he yawns) 

But I pray you, let none of your people stir me. I have an exposition of sleep come upon me.

Titania:
Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. O, how I love thee! How I dote on thee!

The attendants steal away, except the boy. Oberon appears with Puck. He looks with pity upon the unnatural scene. He sees the boy. He nods to Puck who bears the boy away.

Oberon:
Now I have the boy, I will undo this hateful imperfection of her eyes.


(He squeezes the herb into Titania’s sleeping eyes.)


Be as thou wast wont to be;


See as thou wast wont to see


Wake you my sweet Queen.


Titania opens her eyes.

Titania:
My Oberon! What visions have I seen!  Methought I was enamoured of an ass!

Oberon:
There lies your love!


(Titania is disgusted.)


Puck, take off this head.


Puck restores Bottom to his proper human shape. Titania seems unimpressed by this improvement.

Oberon:
Come, my Queen, take hands with me.


They all exit. Bottom is left alone.

Bottom:
Flute, the bellows mender? 

Snout, the tinker?

Starveling?

They have gone and left me asleep.

(He touches his ears. They are human. His eyes widen.)

I have had a most rare dream. I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream and it shall be called..err..‘Bottom’s Dream’! - because it has no bottom!


Bottom exits
.

Scene 7.
Another part of the wood. Continuous.

There are sounds of hunting horns. Enter Theseus, Hippolyta and Egeus. Theseus sees the four lovers still sleeping.

Theseus:

But soft, what nymphs are these?

Egeus:

My lord, this is my daughter here asleep. And this 



Lysander; this Demetrius and this Helena.

Theseus:
Go bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns.

Horns sound. The lovers awake in some confusion.

Theseus:

I pray you all, stand up.

Egeus:

I beg the law, the law upon his head!

Theseus:
Fair lovers, you are fortunately met.


Egeus, I will overbear your will; 


For in the temple, by and by, with us,


These couples shall eternally be knit.


Away with us, to Athens: three and three.


We’ll hold a feast in great solemnity.

Theseus and his followers leave the glade. The four lovers gaze wonderingly at each other.

Demetrius:
These things seem small, like far-off mountains.

Hermia:

Methinks I see these things with parted eye, when everything seems double.

Helena:

So methinks.

Demetrius:
Are you sure that we are awake? Was not the Duke here?

Lysander:

And he did bid us follow him to the temple.

Demetrius:
Why, then, we are awake. Let’s follow him, and tell our dreams on the way.


They all exit.

Scene 8.
A room in Quince’s house in Athens. Evening.

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, Starveling and Snug.

Quince:
Have you been to Bottom’s house?

Starveling:
He cannot be heard of.

Flute:

If he come not then, the play is marred!



Bottom enters.

Bottom:
Where are these lads? Where are these hearts?!

Quince:
Bottom! Oh most happy hour!

Bottom:
Get your apparel together! Actors eat no onions or garlic! Away – go, away!

They run out excitedly.

Scene 9.
The Palace. Later.

Theseus and Hippolyta and the four lovers prepare to sit down to watch the new and fantastic play ‘Pyramus and Thisbe’.

Theseus:
Let us see the play!

The actors enter slowly. They are scared and nervous.

Quince:
Let me present to you our show - the tragic story of Pyramus and Thisbe.

(He signals to Bottom.)

This man is Pyramus.

(Signals to Flute.)

This is beautiful Thisbe

(To the other actors.)

This man doth present Wall

This man with lantern is Moonshine

This man the grisly lion.

The court applaud the lion.

Theseus:
Here comes Pyramus! Silence!

Bottom:
Oh lovely wall show me the chink to blink through with mine eyne!

Snout raises two fingers to blink through.

Bottom:
No Thisbe do I see!

Enter Flute as Thisbe.

Flute:

Oh Wall!

Bottom:
I see a voice! I can hear my Thisbe’s face. Thisbe?

Flute:

My love!

Bottom:
Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me straight way?

Flute:

I come without delay!

The actors exit leaving everyone laughing their heads off. Flute re-enters very quickly.

Flute:

This is old Ninny’s tomb. Where is my love?

Snug enters dressed as a lion. He roars. Thisbe screams and runs away leaving her shawl. The lion ravages it. Enter Bottom. He sees the shawl stained with blood.
Bottom:
AAAGGHHH!! What dreadful dole is here? Eyes do you see? Come tears, my love is dead! Out sword and wound the pap of Pyramus.

(He draws a sword.)



Thus die I! Thus, thus, thus!



(He stabs himself.)

My soul is in the sky! Now die, die, die, die, die!

(He dies.)

Thisbe enters and sees Pyramus.

Flute:

Asleep my love? What dead my dove? No!

(She takes the sword used by Bottom and stabs herself.)



Thus Thisbe ends! Adieu, adieu, adieu…

Applause from all. Theseus rises.

Theseus:
No epilogue, I pray you! Sweet friends, to bed; ‘tis almost fairy time.

They all exit and their places are taken by Oberon, Titania, Puck and the fairies who have been watching the play too.

Oberon:
Through this house give glimmering light.

Titania:
Hand in hand with fairy grace, we will sing and bless this place.

Oberon:
Now, until the break of day,

Through this house each fairy stray,

To the best bride-bed will we

Which by us shall blessed be

Trip away, make no stay; meet me all by break of day.



They all exit except Puck.

Puck:

If we shadows have offended



Think but this, and all is mended:



That you have but slumbered here



While these visions did appear.



Give me your hands if we be friends,



And Robin shall restore amends.




He exits.

END
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