
MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM 
 ROYALTY/UPPERCLASS CHARACTERS 
• Theseus—Duke of Athens 

• Hippolyta—Queen of the Amazons 

• Egeus—father of Hermia 

• Hermia—daughter of Egeus, in love with Lysander 

• Lysander—in love with Hermia 

• Demetrius—suitor to Hermia 

• Helena—in love with Demetrius 

• Philostrate—Master of the Revels 

 MECHANICALS/WORKING CLASS CHARACTERS 
• Peter Quince—a carpenter 

• Nick Bottom—a weaver (also plays Pyramus in the play within a play) 

• Francis Flute—a bellows-mender (also plays Thisbe in the play within a play) 

• Tom Snout—a tinker 

• Snug—a joiner 

• Robin Starveling—a tailor 

 FOREST FAIRIES 
• Oberon—King of the Fairies 

• Titania—Queen of the Fairies 

• Robin "Puck" Goodfellow—a sprite with magical powers 

• Peasblossom, Cobweb, Moth, Mustardseed—fairy servants to Titania 

!!!!!



Act 1, Scene 1 
Act 1 opens at the palace of Theseus, the Duke of Athens. Theseus is anxiously awaiting his 
marriage to Hippolyta, the Queen of the Amazons, which is to be held in four days on the first 
night of the new moon. Theseus sends his director of entertainment at court, Philostrate, to 
"Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments" and ensure that the duke's subjects are in a festive 
mood and prepared for the wedding. A commoner named Egeus arrives with his daughter, 
Hermia, and her two young suitors, Demetrius and Lysander. The furious Egeus lodges a formal 
complaint against Hermia because she is in love with Lysander and refuses to marry her father's 
choice, Demetrius. Egeus claims that Lysander has deviously bewitched his innocent child.  !
Egeus demands that, if Hermia does not agree to marry Demetrius, Theseus must grant him 
"the ancient privilege of Athens", the barbaric license to kill Hermia for her disobedience or 
send her to a nunnery to forever live in seclusion. Although Theseus finds Lysander to be an 
upstanding young man, he advises Hermia to perform her duty as a respectful child and marry 
Demetrius as her father commands, for he feels obligated to uphold Athenian law. When she 
refuses, Theseus tells her to think over her decision more carefully. He gives her until the day of 
his own wedding to make her final choice.  !
Demetrius interjects with a smug plea to Hermia and Lysander to yield to his "certain right". 
Defiantly, Lysander insists that he is the better man, noting that Demetrius had wooed and then 
discarded Hermia's dear friend, Helena, who still "dotes in idolatry/Upon this spotted and 
inconstant man". Theseus admits that he is simply too preoccupied with his own concerns to 
care about the subtleties of the feud between Lysander and Demetrius, and he leaves, taking 
with him Egeus and Demetrius. Now alone, Lysander and Hermia decide to elope, agreeing to 
meet the following night in the woods near Athens. Meanwhile Helena appears, obsessed with 
thoughts of her beloved Demetrius. She begs Hermia to tell her with what charms she won 
Demetrius' heart. Hermia comforts Helena by revealing her plan to marry Lysander and leave 
Demetrius and Athens behind. Lysander and Hermia run off, and Helena, in a desperate 
attempt to regain Demetrius' attention, decides to expose Hermia's plan to Demetrius so that 
she can go with him to find the fleeing lovers.  !
Act 1, Scene 2: A carpenter named Quince and his fellow workmen, Snug the joiner, Bottom 
the weaver, Flute the bellows-mender, Snout the tinker, and Starveling the tailor gather in 
Quince's house. The group has heard that Theseus is to be wed and they want to produce a 
play in his honor. Quince, the director, announces that the play will be "The most lamentable 
comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby" and he announces who will play which 
part. Bottom, who has appointed himself "assistant director", is determined to produce the 
play his way. Although he already is to play the role of Pyramus, Bottom thinks he should play 
the lion and Thisby as well. It is decided, however, that Flute should play Thisby, Snug should 
play the lion, Starveling should be Thisby's mother, and Snout Thisby's father. Quince tells the 
men they must all know their lines by the next night when they will rehearse in secret in the 
woods near Athens. !



Act 2, Scene 1: The woods outside Athens are filled with fairies, presided over by their king 
and queen, Oberon and Titania. A mischievous servant to Oberon, Puck (also known as Robin 
Goodfellow), and a fairy who serves the queen discuss the intense fight raging between the 
magical royal couple. The feud is over a changeling (half mortal) boy whom Titania has made 
her personal attendant. Jealous Oberon desires to take the boy from Titania but Titania refuses 
to let Oberon make the changeling his page. Puck and the fairy hear their masters approach 
from different sides of the forest. As soon as Oberon and Titania see each other they begin to 
quarrel. Oberon again asks for the boy but Titania insists that she can never part with the 
changeling due to an obligation to his dead mother, a mortal who was once in her service. 
Titania leaves and Oberon vows revenge. He orders Puck to pick a flower called love-in-
idleness and, while Titania is sleeping, Oberon will squeeze drops of its juice onto her eyelids. 
The juice will cause Titania to fall in love with the first thing she sees when she opens her eyes. 
Puck rushes off to find the flower, assuring his master that he will "put a girdle round about the 
earth/In forty minutes". While Oberon awaits Puck's return, he sees Demetrius, followed by 
Helena, begging to be taken back. Demetrius is cruel, telling Helena that he becomes sick 
when he looks at her, but nothing he can say or do will quell her consuming desire. Oberon is 
unhappy that Demetrius does not return Helena's love and decides Demetrius should have a 
dose of the magical juice also. When Puck returns, Oberon explains the change in plans. !
Act 2, Scene 2: In another part of the forest Titania's fairies sing a lullaby to protect their 
queen. They leave her sleeping and Oberon quietly enters to put the magic drops on Titania's 
eyelids. The two lovers, Hermia and Lysander, weary and lost in the dense wood, decide to rest 
until morning. But, before they lie down, Hermia instructs Lysander to keep his distance. As 
they sleep Puck arrives and naturally assumes that, since they are Athenian and sleeping apart 
from one another, they must be Demetrius and Helena. Thus Puck mistakenly sprinkles the juice 
onto Lysander's eyelids. Demetrius comes running through the forest pursued by Helena who 
cannot keep up the chase. Demetrius leaves Helena behind and when Lysander awakes, 
Helena is the first person he sees. The juice works -- Lysander falls madly in love with Helena. 
She is offended by his advances and runs away but Lysander follows her, leaving the sleeping 
Hermia alone. When Hermia wakes, terrified by a nightmare, she sees Lysander is gone, and 
sets off to find him.  !
Act 3, Scene 1 
Bottom and his associates arrive in the wood to begin rehearsing the play. Quince is ready to 
start at once but Bottom insists that the script needs changes. Puck happens upon the 
rehearsal and decides to play a trick on the tradesmen. He gives Bottom the head of an ass, 
which everyone can see but Bottom. The men are horrified by Bottom's transformation and 
they run off screaming. Bottom thinks that his friends are trying to frighten him and, to prove 
his courage, he sings a song. Bottom's booming voice awakens Titania, who, under the spell of 
the flower, falls instantly in love with him and calls on four of her fairies, Peaseblossom, 
Cobweb, Moth, and Mustardseed to grant his every wish. Bottom introduces himself to the 
fairies as they lead him to Titania's dwelling. !



Act 3, Scene 2 
In another part of the forest, Puck reports to Oberon that Titania has fallen in love with an ass, 
and Oberon is delighted by the news. Puck also tells Oberon that he has successfully 
bewitched the mortal Athenian, but when Demetrius enters, arguing with Hermia, Oberon is 
baffled. Hermia demands to know what Demetrius has done with Lysander, and when 
Demetrius insists he knows nothing about what happened to Lysander, Hermia rages off into 
the wood. Exhausted, Demetrius goes to sleep on the forest floor. Oberon chides Puck for 
placing the wrong Athenian under the spell, and he commands him to find Helena, while he 
himself puts the magical juice on Demetrius' eyes. When Helena returns, Lysander is following 
behind, begging her to accept his love. Demetrius wakes and he too falls in love with Helena. !
Helena believes both men are mocking her and she is outraged. Hermia enters, searching for 
Lysander, and is astounded by Lysander's behaviour toward Helena. Helena assumes Hermia 
must be involved in the malicious mockery, and a verbal battle ensues amongst the four. 
Lysander and Demetrius storm away to fight a duel and Oberon sends Puck to straighten out 
the situation once and for all. When with Lysander, Puck pretends to be Demetrius, and when 
with Demetrius, Puck pretends to be Lysander, sending them running throughout the forest in 
order to prevent the deadly confrontation. When Lysander falls asleep, Puck applies an 
antidote to the magical juice to Lysander's eyelids.  !
Act 4, Scene 1  
Titania, her fairies, and Bottom arrive and Titania wants to place musk-roses around Bottom's 
hairy head and kiss his floppy ears, but all Bottom can think about is oats and hay. When 
Bottom grows tired, Titania curls up in his arms and they take a nap together. Oberon and Puck 
enter and Oberon tells Puck that he will release Titania from the spell because she has 
consented to give him the changeling. Oberon orders Puck to change Bottom's head back to 
its original form and he awakens his queen, who is astonished by the dreams she has had. The 
reconciled royal fairies can now prepare to celebrate at Theseus' wedding the next day and 
Oberon vows that all the pairs of "faithful lovers" will be wed.  !
The next morning, Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and the duke's entourage are in the wood 
hunting. Theseus sees the four sleeping lovers and orders the huntsmen to wake them with 
their horns. Lysander immediately tells Theseus of his plan to elope with Hermia, and Egeus 
demands that Theseus execute Lysander for his treachery. But Demetrius quickly interjects that 
he no longer has any desire to wed Hermia, now that Helena is the sole "object and pleasure" 
of his eyes. Theseus is overjoyed and graciously insists that the two reunited couples should 
marry on the same day that he marries Hippolyta. They all return to Athens, except for Bottom 
who wakes up in the forest, puzzled by the strange dream he has had. He decides to write a 
ballad about his dream which he will sing at the wedding. He calls it "Bottom's dream, because 
it hath no bottom”. !!!



Act 4, Scene 2 
Quince, Flute, Snout, and Starveling meet at Quince's house. They are troubled by the 
disappearance of Bottom, their prize leading man who has "simply the best wit of any 
handicraft man in Athens". Snug arrives with news that the duke is coming and he brings with 
him two other couples who are to be married the same day. Snug believes that if they could 
only perform the play for all three couples they would become wealthy men. Just when the 
men are about to give up hope, Bottom enters, ready to take center stage. !
Act 5, Scene 1 
The hour of Theseus' wedding has come, and he discusses the planned festivities with the four 
lovers and his master of revels, Philostrate. Philostrate hands him a list of activities, on which is 
'a tedious brief scene of young Pyramus/And his love Thisbe". The master of revels pleads with 
the duke to cut the play from the agenda, but, when Theseus hears that a group of common 
workmen have laboured over the production, he decides to keep it on the roster, for "never 
anything can be amiss/When simpleness and duty tender it". And so the play is performed, 
and the audience finds the performances of Bottom and his colleagues very amusing. 
Hippolyta asserts, "This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard”, but Theseus is more forgiving. By 
the time the performance is over it is midnight, and the newlyweds, performers, and guests 
retire for the evening. When all is quiet, Puck and the fairies come out of the shadows to bless 
the marriages. For those of us who may be offended by being asked to believe in such 
nonsense as fairies, Puck leaves us with some final advice. !!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!



Helena. (1.1) 

!
Call you me fair? that fair again unsay.  

Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair! 

Your eyes are lode-stars; and your tongue's sweet air  

More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear, 

When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear.  

Sickness is catching: O, were favour so, 

Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go; 

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye,  

My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet melody.  

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 

The rest I'd give to be to you translated. 

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

You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart. 

!
!
!
!



Helena. (1.1) 

!
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; He will not know what all but he do know:  
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes, 
So I, admiring of his qualities: 
Things base and vile, folding no quantity, 
Love can transpose to form and dignity: 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind;  
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind:  
Nor hath Love's mind of any judgement taste;  
Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste: 
And therefore is Love said to be a child,  
Because in choice he is so oft beguiled. 
As waggish boys in game themselves forswear,  
So the boy Love is perjured every where: 
For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne, 
He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine; 
And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt,  
So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt.  
I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight: 
Then to the wood will he to-morrow 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. 

!



Helena. (2.2) 

!
O, I am out of breath in this fond chase! 

The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace.  

Happy is Hermia, wheresoe'er she lies; 

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 

How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt tears:  

If so, my eyes are oftener wash'd than hers. 

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear; 

For beasts that meet me run away for fear:  

Therefore no marvel though Demetrius 

Do, as a monster fly my presence thus. 

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine  

Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne?  

But who is here? Lysander! on the ground!  

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

Lysander if you live, good sir, awake. 

!
!



Helena. (2.2) 

!
Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born?  

When at your hands did I deserve this scorn?  

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man,  

That I did never, no, nor never can, 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye, 

But you must flout my insufficiency? 

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do,  

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well: perforce I must confess 

I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, that a lady, of one man refused. 

Should of another therefore be abused! 

!
!
!
!
!



Helena. (3.2) 

!
Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 

I evermore did love you, Hermia, 

Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong'd you;  

Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 

I told him of your stealth unto this wood. 

He follow'd you; for love I follow'd him;  

But he hath chid me hence and threaten'd me  

To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too:  

And now, so you will let me quiet go, 

To Athens will I bear my folly back 

And follow you no further: let me go: 

You see how simple and how fond I am. 

!
!
!
!
!



Hermia. (1.1) 

!
I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power I am made bold,  

Nor how it may concern my modesty, 

In such a presence here to plead my thoughts;  

But I beseech your grace that I may know  

The worst that may befall me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Hermia. (1.1) 

!
My good Lysander! 

I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow,  

By his best arrow with the golden head, 

By the simplicity of Venus' doves, 

By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves,  

And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen,  

When the false Troyan under sail was seen, 

By all the vows that ever men have broke, 

In number more than ever women spoke, 

In that same place thou hast appointed me,  

To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

!
!
!
!
!
!



Hermia (2.2.) 

!
[Awaking] Help me, Lysander, help me! do thy best  

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast! 

Ay me, for pity! what a dream was here! 

Lysander, look how I do quake with fear:  

Methought a serpent eat my heart away, 

And you sat smiling at his cruel pray. 

Lysander! what, removed? Lysander! lord!  

What, out of hearing? gone? no sound, no word?  

Alack, where are you speak, an if you hear;  

Speak, of all loves! I swoon almost with fear.  

No? then I well perceive you all not nigh 

Either death or you I'll find immediately. 

!
!
!
!
!



Hermia. (3.2) 

!
Now I but chide; but I should use thee worse,  

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse, 

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 

Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep,  

And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day 

As he to me: would he have stolen away 

From sleeping Hermia? I'll believe as soon 

This whole earth may be bored and that the moon  

May through the centre creep and so displease  

Her brother's noontide with Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him; 

So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim. 

!
!
!
!



Hermia. (3.2) 

!
Puppet? why so? ay, that way goes the game.  

Now I perceive that she hath made compare  

Between our statures; she hath urged her height;  

And with her personage, her tall personage, 

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with him.  

And are you grown so high in his esteem;  

Because I am so dwarfish and so low? 

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. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Puck (2.1) 

!
The king doth keep his revels here to-night:  

Take heed the queen come not within his sight;  

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 

Because that she as her attendant hath 

A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king; 

She never had so sweet a changeling; 

And jealous Oberon would have the child 

Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild; 

But she perforce withholds the loved boy, 

Crowns him with flowers and makes him all her joy:  

And now they never meet in grove or green, 

By fountain clear, or spangled starlight sheen,  

But, they do square, that all their elves for fear  

Creep into acorn-cups and hide them there. 

!
!
!



Puck (2.1) 

!
Puck. Thou speak'st aright; 

I am that merry wanderer of the night. 

I jest to Oberon and make him smile 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 

Neighing in likeness of a filly foal: 

And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl, 

In very likeness of a roasted crab, 

And when she drinks, against her lips I bob 

And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me; 

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 

And 'tailor' cries, and falls into a cough; 

And then the whole quire hold their hips and laugh,  

And waxen in their mirth and neeze and swear 

A merrier hour was never wasted there. 

But, room, fairy! here comes Oberon. 



Puck. (2.2) 

!
Through the forest have I gone.  

But Athenian found I none, 

On whose eyes I might approve  

This flower's force in stirring love.  

Night and silence.--Who is here?  

Weeds of Athens he doth wear:  

This is he, my master said,  

Despised 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.  

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 

All the power this charm doth owe.  

When thou wakest, let love forbid  

Sleep his seat on thy eyelid: 

So awake when I am gone; 

For I must now to Oberon. 



Puck (3.2) 

!
On the ground  

Sleep sound: 

I'll apply 

To your eye, 

Gentle lover, remedy. 

(Squeezing the juice on LYSANDER's eyes) 

When thou wakest,  

Thou takest 

True delight 

In the sight 

Of thy former lady's eye: 

And the country proverb known, 

That every man should take his own, 

In your waking shall be shown: 

Jack shall have Jill; 

Nought shall go ill; 

The man shall have his mare again, and all shall be well. 

!
!



Puck. (5.1) 

!
If we shadows have offended,  

Think but this, and all is mended,  

That you have but slumber'd here  

While these visions did appear.  

And this weak and idle theme,  

No more yielding but a dream,  

Gentles, do not reprehend: 

if you pardon, we will mend: 

And, as I am an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 

Now to 'scape the serpent's tongue,  

We will make amends ere long;  

Else the Puck a liar call; 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends,  

And Robin shall restore amends. 

!



Titania. (2.1) 

!
Set your heart at rest: 

The fairy land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a votaress of my order: 

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 

Full often hath she gossip'd by my side, 

And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands, 

Marking the embarked traders on the flood, 

When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive 

And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind; 

Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait  

Following,--her womb then rich with my young squire,--  

Would imitate, and sail upon the land, 

To fetch me trifles, and return again, 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die; 

And for her sake do I rear up her boy, 

And for her sake I will not part with him. 

!
!



Titania. (3.1)  

[Awaking]  

What angel wakes me from my flowery bed? 

I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again: 

Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note; 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape; 

And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me  

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

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Titania. (3.1) 

!
Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Out of this wood do not desire to go: 

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a spirit of no common rate; 

The summer still doth tend upon my state; 

And I do love thee: therefore, go with me; 

I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee, 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,  

And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep;  

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.  

Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed! 

!
!
!
!
!



Oberon. (2.1) 

!
Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from this grove  

Till I torment thee for this injury. 

My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou rememberest  

Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid on a dolphin's back  

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath  

That the rude sea grew civil at her song 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres,  

To hear the sea-maid's music. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Oberon. (2.1) 

!
That very time I saw, but thou couldst not,  

Flying between the cold moon and the earth,  

Cupid all arm'd: a certain aim he took 

At a fair vestal throned by the west, 

And loosed his love-shaft smartly from his bow,  

As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts;  

But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 

Quench'd in the chaste beams of the watery moon,  

And the imperial votaress passed on, 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell: 

It fell upon a little western flower, 

Before milk-white, now purple with love's wound,  

And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

Fetch me that flower; the herb I shew'd thee once:  

The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 

Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb; and be thou here again 

Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

!



Oberon. (2.1) 

!
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:  

And ere I take this charm from off her sight,  

As I can take it with another herb, 

I'll make her render up her page to me. 

But who comes here? I am invisible; 

And I will overhear their conference. 

!
!
!
!
!



Oberon (2.1) 

!
I know a bank where the wild thyme blows,  

Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows, 

Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine,  

With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine: 

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night, 

Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight;  

And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin,  

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in: 

And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

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. 

Effect it with some care, that he may prove  

More fond on her than she upon her love. 



Oberon. (2.2) 

!
What thou seest when thou dost wake,  

Do it for thy true-love take, 

Love and languish for his sake: 

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 

Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 

In thy eye that shall appear 

When thou wakest, it is thy dear:  

Wake when some vile thing is near. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Oberon. (5.1) 

!
 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; 
And the issue there create 
Ever shall be fortunate. 
So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be; 
And the blots of Nature's hand 
Shall not in their issue stand; 
Never mole, hare lip, nor scar, 
Nor mark prodigious, such as are  
Despised in nativity, 
Shall upon their children be. 
With this field-dew consecrate, 
Every fairy take his gait; 
And each several chamber bless,  
Through this palace, with sweet peace;  
And the owner of it blest 
Ever shall in safety rest. 
Trip away; make no stay; 
Meet me all by break of day. 

!



Demetrius. (2.1) 

!
 I love thee not, therefore pursue me not.  

Where is Lysander and fair Hermia? 

The one I'll slay, the other slayeth me. 

Thou told'st me they were stolen unto this wood;  

And here am I, and wode within this wood,  

Because I cannot meet my Hermia. 

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Demetrius. (3.2)   

!
[Awaking]  

O Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine!  

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne? 

Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 

Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow! 

That pure congealed white, high Taurus snow,  

Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow  

When thou hold'st up thy hand: O, let me kiss  

This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss! 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Demetrius. (4.1) 

!
My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth,  

Of this their purpose hither to this wood; 

And I in fury hither follow'd them, 

Fair Helena in fancy following me. 

But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,--  

But by some power it is,--my love to Hermia,  

Melted as the snow, seems to me now 

As the remembrance of an idle gaud 

Which in my childhood I did dote upon;  

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart,  

The object and the pleasure of mine eye,  

Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 

Was I betroth'd ere I saw Hermia: 

But, like in sickness, did I loathe this food;  

But, as in health, come to my natural taste,  

Now I do wish it, love it, long for it, 

And will for evermore be true to it. 



Bottom. (1.2) 

!
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 from far 

And make and mar 

The foolish Fates. 

This was lofty! Now name the rest of the players.  

This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein; a lover is more condoling. 

!
!
!



Bottom. (4.1) 

!
[Awaking]  

When my cue comes, call me, and I will  

answer: my next is, 'Most fair Pyramus.' Heigh-ho!  

Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender! Snout, 

the tinker! Starveling! God's my life, stolen 

hence, and left me asleep! I have had a most rare vision.  

I have had a dream, past the wit of man to 

say what dream it was: man is but an ass, if he go  

about to expound this dream. Methought I was--there  

is no man can tell what. Methought I was,--and  

methought I had,--but man is but a patched fool, if  

he will offer to say what methought I had. The eye  

of man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not 

seen, man's hand is not able to taste, his tongue 

to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream  

was. I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of  

this dream: it shall be called Bottom's Dream,  

because it hath no bottom; and I will sing it in the  

latter end of a play, before the duke: 

peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I shall  

sing it at her death. 



Bottom. (4.2) 

!
Not a word of me. All that I will tell you is, that  

the duke hath dined. Get your apparel together,  

good strings to your beards, new ribbons to your  

pumps; meet presently at the palace; every man look  

o'er his part; for the short and the long is, our 

play is preferred. In any case, let Thisby have  

clean linen; and let not him that plays the lion  

pair his nails, for they shall hang out for the  

lion's claws. And, most dear actors, eat no onions  

nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet breath; and I  

do not doubt but to hear them say, it is a sweet  

comedy. No more words: away! go, away! 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Pyramus. (5.1) 

!
O grim-look'd night! O night with hue so black!  

O night, which ever art when day is not! 

O night, O night! alack, alack, alack, 

I fear my Thisby's promise is forgot! 

And thou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall, 

That stand'st between her father's ground and mine! 

Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall, 

Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne! 

(Wall holds up his fingers) 

Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well for this! 

But what see I? No Thisby do I see. 

O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss! 

Cursed be thy stones for thus deceiving me! 

!
!
!
!
!



Pyramus. (5.1) 

!
Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy sunny beams;  

I thank thee, Moon, for shining now so bright; 

For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering gleams, 

I trust to take of truest Thisby sight. 

But stay, O spite! 

But mark, poor knight, 

What dreadful dole is here! Eyes, do you see? 

How can it be? 

O dainty duck! O dear! Thy mantle good, 

What, stain'd with blood! Approach, ye Furies fell! 

O Fates, come, come, 

Cut thread and thrum; 

Quail, crush, conclude, and quell! 

!
!
!
!
!



Pyramus. (5.1) 

!
O wherefore, Nature, didst thou lions frame?  

Since lion vile hath here deflower'd my dear:  

Which is--no, no--which was the fairest dame  

That lived, that loved, that liked, that look'd 

with cheer. 

Come, tears, confound; Out, sword, and wound  

The pap of Pyramus;  

Ay, that left pap,  

Where heart doth hop: 

(Stabs himself) 

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.  

Now am I dead, 

Now am I fled; 

My soul is in the sky:  

Tongue, lose thy light;  

Moon take thy flight: 

Now die, die, die, die, die. 

(Dies) 

!



Thisbe. (5.1) 
!
Asleep, my love? What, dead, my dove? 
O Pyramus, arise! 
Speak, speak. Quite dumb?  
Dead, dead? A tomb 
Must cover thy sweet eyes.  
These My lips, 
This cherry nose, 
These yellow cowslip cheeks,  
Are gone, are gone: 
Lovers, make moan: 
His eyes were green as leeks.  
O Sisters Three, 
Come, come to me, 
With hands as pale as milk;  
Lay them in gore, 
Since you have shore 
With shears his thread of silk.  
Tongue, not a word: 
Come, trusty sword; 
Come, blade, my breast imbrue:  (Stabs herself) 
And, farewell, friends;  
Thus Thisby ends:  
Adieu, adieu, adieu.   (Dies) 
!



Theseus. (1.1) 

!
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! she lingers my desires,  

Like to a step-dame or a dowager 

Long withering out a young man revenue. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Theseus. (1.1)  

!
Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments;  

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth;  

Turn melancholy forth to funerals; 

The pale companion is not for our pomp. 

Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword, 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries; 

But I will wed thee in another key, 

With pomp, with triumph and with revelling. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Theseus. (1.1) 

!
What say you, Hermia? be advised fair maid:  

To you your father should be as a god; 

One that composed your beauties, yea, and one  

To whom you are but as a form in wax 

By him imprinted and within his power  

To leave the figure or disfigure it.  

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

!
!
!
!
!
!



Theseus. (1.1) 

!
Take time to pause; and, by the nest new moon--  

The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 

For everlasting bond of fellowship-- 

Upon that day either prepare to die 

For disobedience to your father's will,  

Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would;  

Or on Diana's altar to protest 

For aye austerity and single life. 

!
!
!
!
!
!
!



Theseus. (1.1) 

!
 I must confess that I have heard so much, 

And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof;  

But, being over-full of self-affairs, 

My mind did lose it. But, Demetrius, come; 

And come, Egeus; you shall go with me, 

I have some private schooling for you both. 

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 

To fit your fancies to your father's will; 

Or else the law of Athens yields you up-- 

Which by no means we may extenuate-- 

To death, or to a vow of single life. 

Come, my Hippolyta: what cheer, my love?  

Demetrius and Egeus, go along: 

I must employ you in some business 

Against our nuptial and confer with you 

Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 



Theseus. (4.1) 

!
Fair lovers, you are fortunately met: 

Of this discourse we more will hear anon.  

Egeus, I will overbear your will; 

For in the temple by and by with us 

These couples shall eternally be knit: 

And, for the morning now is something worn,  

Our purposed hunting shall be set aside.  

Away with us to Athens; three and three,  

We'll hold a feast in great solemnity. 

Come, Hippolyta. 

!
!


