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A Midsummer Night’s Dream 
By William Shakespeare 

(Adapted by Caroline Good) 

 

Act I, Scene 1 Duke Theseus’ Palace 

 (Enter Duke Theseus and Hippolyta, arm in arm, followed by 

Philostrate.) 

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! She lingers my desires. 

Hippolyta: Four days will quickly steep themselves in night; 

Four nights will quickly dream away the time; 

And then the moon, like to a silver bow 

New-bent in heaven, shall behold the night 

Of our solemnities. 

Theseus: Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments; 

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth. 

(Exit Philostrate.) 

 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. 
(Enter Egeus, dragging Hermia, followed by Demetrius and Lysander.) 

Egeus: Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke! 

Theseus: Thanks, good Egeus: what's the news with thee? 
Egeus: Full of vexation come I with complaint 

 Against my child, my daughter Hermia. 

 Stand forth Demetrius. --- My noble lord, 

 This man hath my consent to marry her.  --- 

 Stand forth, Lysander.  --- And my gracious duke, 

 This man hath bewitched the bosom of my child. 

It is my right to choose her husband and I choose Demetrius.   

He’s every bit as noble as your Lysander,  

And he doesn’t have his head in the clouds. 
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Theseus: What say you, Hermia? be advised fair maid: 

To you your father should be as a god. 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Hermia: So is Lysander. 

Theseus: In himself he is; 

 But in this kind, wanting your father’s voice, 

 The other must be held the worthier. 

Hermia: (Throwing herself at the Duke’s feet.) 

 I do beseech your grace that I may know 

The worst that may befall me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 
Theseus: Either to die the death or to abjure 

Forever the society of men. 
Demetrius: Relent, sweet Hermia: and, Lysander, yield 

Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Lysander: You have her father's love, Demetrius; 

Let me have Hermia's: do you marry him. 

Theseus: Good 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-- 

To death, or to a vow of single life. 

Come, my Hippolyta: what cheer, my love? 

Egeus: With duty and desire we follow you. 
(Theseus and Hippolyta exit followed by Egeus and Demetrius.) 

Lysander: How now, my love! why is your cheek so pale? 

How chance the roses there do fade so fast? 

Hermia: Belike for want of rain, which I could well 

Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes. 

Lysander: Ay me! for aught that I could ever read, 

Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth. 

Hermia: O hell! To choose love by another's eyes. 

Lysander: Hear me, Hermia. 

I have a widow aunt, a dowager. 

From Athens is her house remote seven leagues; 
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And she respects me as her only son. 

(Kneels.)  There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee. 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 

Cannot pursue us. If thou lovest me then, 

 Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night; 

And in the wood, there will I stay for thee. 

Hermia: My good Lysander! 

In that same place thou hast appointed me, 

To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

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

 (Enter Helena with flower muttering “He loves me, he loves me not.”) 

Hermia: God speed fair Helena! Whither away? 

Helena: (Plops down.)  Call you me fair? That fair again unsay. 

Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair! 

(Rises.)  O, teach me how you look, and with what art 

You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart. 

Hermia: I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

Helena: O that your frowns would teach my smiles such skill! 

Hermia: I give him curses, yet he gives me love. 

Helena: O that my prayers could such affection move! 

Hermia: The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

Helena: The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

Hermia: His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Helena: None, but your beauty: would that fault were mine! 

Hermia: Take comfort.  He no more shall see my face; 

Lysander and myself will fly this place.  (Taking Helena’s hands.)   

 Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us; 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius! 

Lysander: Helena, adieu: 

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you! 

 (Exit Hermia and Lysander, skipping off.) 

Helena: But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so; 

He loves me, he loves me not…oh!   

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: 
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But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither and back again. 

 (Exit Helena.) 

 

 
 

Act I, Scene 2 Quince’s House in Athens 

 (Enter Quince with scrolls, followed by Snug, Snout, Bottom, Flute, 

and Starveling.) 

Quince: Is all our company here? 

 (Players gather close to Quince, hovering around him.) 

Quince: Here is the scroll of every man's name, which is thought fit, 

through all Athens, to play in our interlude, before the duke and 

the duchess, on his wedding-day at night. 

Bottom: First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats on, then read 

the names of the actors, and so grow to a point. 

Quince: Marry, our play is, The most lamentable comedy, and most cruel 

death of Pyramus and Thisby. 

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.   

 (Players disperse about the room.) 

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

Bottom:   Ready.   

Quince: You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus. 

Bottom: What is Pyramus, a lover or a tyrant? 

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

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. 

 The raging rocks 

And shivering shocks 

Shall break the locks 

Of prison gates… 

Quince: Francis Flute, the bellows-mender? 

Flute: Here, Peter Quince. 

Quince: Flute, you must take Thisbe on you. 

Flute: What is Thisbe?  A wandering knight? 
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Quince: It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Flute: (Rubbing his “beard.”)  Nay, i’ faith, let not me play a woman:  I 

have a beard coming. 

Quince: That's all one: you shall play it in a mask, and you may speak as 

small as you will. 

Bottom: An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby too!  (Grabbing the 

scroll from Quince.)  I'll speak in a monstrous little voice. 'Thisne, 

Thisne.'  

Quince: (Grabbing scroll back.)  No, no; you must play Pyramus; and Flute, 

you Thisbe.  Robin Starveling, the tailor? 

Starveling: Here, Peter Quince. 

Quince: Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby's mother.  Tom Snout, 

the tinker. 

Snout: Here, Peter Quince. 

Quince: You, Pyramus’ father.  Snug, the joiner; you, the lion's part: and, 

I hope, here is a play fitted. 

Snug: Have you the lion's part written?  Pray you, if it be, give it me, 

for I am slow of study. 

Quince: You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but roaring. 

Bottom: (Jumping up on box.)  Let me play the lion too: I will roar, and I 

will roar, and I will make the duke say 'Let him roar again, 

let him roar again.' 

Quince: (Pulling him down.)  An you should do it too terribly, you would 

fright the duchess and the ladies, that they would shriek; and 

that were enough to hang us all. 

All: (Grabbing throats.)  That would hang us, every mother’s son. 

Quince: You can play no part but Pyramus; for Pyramus is a sweet-faced 

man; a most lovely gentleman-like man:  therefore you must 

needs play Pyramus. 

Bottom: Well, I will undertake it. 

Quince: Masters, here are your parts: and I am to entreat you to con them 

by to-morrow night; and meet me in the palace wood, by 

moonlight; there will we rehearse. I pray you, fail me not.  

(Players start to exit, but are stopped by Bottom’s next line.) 

Bottom: We will meet; and there we may rehearse most 

obscenely and courageously. Take pains; be perfect: adieu. 

 (Players start to exit again, but are stopped by Quince’s next line.) 

Quince: At the duke's oak we meet. 
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Bottom: (Getting in the last word.)  Enough; hold or cut bow-strings. 

 (Players wait to be certain of dismissal and then exit.) 

 

 
 

Act II, Scene 1 A Wood Near Athens 

(Puck at rise; Fairy enters.)  

Puck: How now, spirit; whither wander you? 

Fairy: Over hill, over dale, 

 Thorough bush, thorough briar, 

 Over park, over pale, 

 Thorough flood, thorough fire; 

 I do wander everywhere, 

Swifter than the moon's sphere; 

And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs upon the green. 

Puck: (Warning Fairy.) 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. 

Fairy: (Recognizing him.)  Either I mistake your shape and making quite, 

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite 

Call'd Robin Goodfellow: are not you he 

That frights the maidens of the villager? 

 Are not you he? 

Puck: Thou speak'st aright; 

I am that merry wanderer of the night.  

 But, room, fairy! Here comes Oberon. 

Fairy: And here my mistress. Would that he were gone! 

 (Enter Oberon and Titania, with her entourage of fairies.) 

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: am not I thy lord? 
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Titania: Then I must be thy lady.  (Suspecting.)  Why art thou here? 

 For I but know the bouncing Amazon, 

Your warrior love to Theseus must be wedded.   

Oberon: How canst thou thus for shame, Titania, 

 Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 

 Knowing I know thy love to Theseus? 

Titania: These are the forgeries of jealousy! 

Oberon: 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. 

His mother was a votaress of my order 

 And for her sake I will not part with him. 

Oberon: How long within this wood intend you stay? 

Titania: Perchance till after Theseus' wedding-day. 

If you will patiently dance in our round 

And see our moonlight revels, go with us; 

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 

Oberon: Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 

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

We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 

 (Exit Titania and her train of fairies.) 

Oberon: (Calling after her.) Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from this grove 

Till I torment thee for this injury. 

My gentle Puck, come hither. 

 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. 

Puck: (Running a circle around Oberon.)   

 I'll put a girdle round about the earth 

In forty minutes. 

 (Exit Puck.) 

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

But who comes here? I am invisible.  (He “zips” himself up and 

hides behind a bush.) 
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 (Enter Demetrius followed by Helena.) 

Demetrius: 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; 

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

Helena: You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant! 

Demetrius: Do I entice you? do I speak you fair? 

Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 

Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot love you? 

Helena: And even for that do I love you the more.   

 (She grabs hold of Demetrius’ leg; he continues to try to break free.) 

I am your spaniel; and, Demetrius, 

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you. 

Demetrius: Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit; 

For I am sick when I do look on thee.  (He breaks free.) 

Helena: And I am sick when I look not on you.   

Demetrius: (As he tries to run away from Helena, she blocks him at every turn.)  

 I'll run from thee and hide me in the brakes, 

And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

 (Helena grabs hold of him again.) 

Helena: The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 

Demetrius: Let me go!  (She continues to hold him.) 

Helena:    Fie, Demetrius! 

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex: 

We cannot fight for love, as men may do; 

We should be wooed and were not made to woo. 

 (He finally breaks free and exits.) 

 (Calling after him.) I'll follow thee and make a heaven of hell, 

To die upon the hand I love so well. 

 (Exit Helena.  Oberon comes out of hiding.) 

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

Thou shalt fly him and he shall seek thy love. 

 (Enter Puck with flower.) 

 Welcome, wanderer.  Hast thou the flower there?  

Puck: Ay, there it is.  (Oberon takes some of the flower and gives the rest 

back to Puck.) 
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Oberon: 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. 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

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

 (Exit Puck; Oberon goes back to his hiding place, peaking out as 

Titania enters.) [Alternatively: Puck and Oberon could exit together.] 

 

 
 

Act II, Scene 2 Another Part of the Wood 

 (Enter Titania with her train.) 

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

 (Lying down.)  Sing me now asleep; 

Then to your offices and let me rest. 

 (Fairies sing, fan her, and play “ukuleles.”  Titania sleeps.) 

Cobweb: Hence away!  Now all is well.   

 (Fairies exit; Cobweb shoves Peaseblossom to stand guard.) 

 One aloof stand sentinel! 

 (Exit Cobweb.) 

 (Enter Oberon; he scares Peaseblossom.  Peaseblossom jumps in fear 

and exits.  Oberon squeezes the juice on Titania’s eyes as she sleeps.) 

Oberon: What thou seest when thou dost wake, 

Do it for thy true-love take, 

When thou wakest, it is thy dear: 

Wake when some vile thing is near. 

 (Exit Oberon.) 

 (Enter Hermia and Lysander with a map, tired and apparently lost.) 

Lysander: Fair love, you faint with wandering in the wood; 

And to speak troth, I have forgot our way: 

We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

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

For I upon this bank will rest my head. 

Lysander: (Sitting near Hermia.) One turf shall serve as pillow for us both. 
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Hermia: Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my dear, 

Lie further off yet, do not lie so near.  (Three times he moves away 

from her, and each time she gestures him to settle further off.)  

Lysander: Amen, amen, amen, I say! 

 Here is my bed, and here is where I lay.  (They sleep.) 

 (Enter Puck.) 

Puck: Night and silence.--Who is here? 

(Noticing Lysander’s clothes.) Weeds of Athens he doth wear. 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 

On the dank and dirty ground. 

 (Puck administers the juice to Lysander’s eyes.) 

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 

All the power this charm doth owe. 

So awake when I am gone; 

For I must now to Oberon. 

 (Exit Puck.) 

 (Enter Demetrius and Helena, running.) 

Helena: Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 

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

Helena: O wilt thou darkling leave me?  Do not so! 

Demetrius: Stay, on thy peril; I alone will go. 

 (Exit Demetrius.) 

Helena: Happy is Hermia, wheresoe'er she lies; 

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 

But who is here? Lysander! On the ground!  (She pokes him.) 

Lysander if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lysander: (Waking and full of love for Helena.)  

 And run through fire I will for thy sweet sake. 

Transparent Helena! Nature shows art, 

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 

Helena: (Backing away.)  Do not say so, Lysander; say not so 

What though he love your Hermia? Lord, what though? 

Yet Hermia still loves you: then be content. 

Lysander: Content with Hermia! No; I do repent 

The tedious moments I with her have spent. 

Not Hermia but Helena I love: 

Who will not change a raven for a dove? 
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Helena: O, that a lady, of one man refused. 

Should of another therefore be abused! 

 (Exit Helena.) 

Lysander: (Calling to Helena.) May all my powers bestow her glorious sight 

 To honour Helen, and to be her knight! 

 (Exit Lysander.) 

Hermia: (Waking from a nightmare.)   

 Help me, Lysander, help me!  

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. 

 (Realizing he is gone.) 

  Lysander! What, removed? Lysander! Lord! 

What, out of hearing? Gone? No sound, No word? 

 (Calling as she exits.)  Lysander!  Lysander! 

(Exit Hermia.) 

 

 
 

Act III, Scene 1 Another Part of the Wood 

 (Enter Bottom, Quince, Snout, Starveling, Snug, and Flute.  Titania 

remains onstage, sleeping.) 

Bottom: Are we all met? 

Quince: Pat, pat.  And, here’s a marvellous convenient place for our 

rehearsal.  This green plot shall be our stage, this… 

Bottom: Peter Quince! 

Quince: What sayest thou, bully Bottom? 

Bottom: There are things in this comedy of Pyramus and Thisby that will 

never please. First, Pyramus must draw a sword to kill himself; 

which the ladies cannot abide. How answer you that? 

Snout: A parlous fear! 

Starveling: I believe we must leave the killing out, when all is done. 

Bottom: Not a whit: I have a device to make all well.  Write me a 

prologue to say, we will do no harm with our swords, and that 

Pyramus is not killed indeed; and, that I, Pyramus, am not 

Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver: this will put them out of fear. 

Quince: Well, we will have such a prologue. 
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Snout: But, will not the ladies be afeard of the lion? 

Starveling: I fear it, I promise you. 

Snug: A lion among ladies is a most dreadful thing, and we ought to 

look to it. 

Starveling: Masters, God shield us! A lion among ladies IS a most dreadful 

thing; for there is not a more fearful wild-fowl than your lion 

living, and we ought to look to it. 

Snout: Therefore another prologue must tell he is not a lion. 

 (All nod in agreement.) 

Quince: Well, it shall be so.  (Up on box to look at sky.)  But, to bring the 

moonlight into the chamber; for, Pyramus and Thisbe meet by 

moonlight. 

Snout: Doth the moon shine that night we play our play? 

Bottom: A calendar, a calendar!   (Starveling shows Quince the calendar.)  

Quince: (Sits and examines the calendar.)  Yes, it doth shine that night.  One 

must come in with a lanthorn and say he comes in to present the 

person of “Moonshine.”   

 (All are much relieved.  Another problem:  he stands.)  

 Then there is the wall in the chamber; for Pyramus and Thisbe, 

says the story, did talk through the chink of a wall. 

Snout: You can never bring in a wall.  What say you, Bottom? 

Bottom: Some man or other must present “Wall.”  (Bottom grabs Snout and 

demonstrates.)  Let him hold his fingers thus, and through the 

cranny shall Pyramus and Thisbe whisper.  

 (All are much relieved.) 

Quince: Come, every mother’s son, and rehearse your parts.  Pyramus, 

you will begin. 

 (Players “warm up.”  Enter Puck.  The players do not see Puck.) 

Puck: What hempen homespuns have we swaggering here  

 So near the cradle of the fairy queen? 

 What, a play toward! I'll be an auditor; 

An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. (He settles to a spot on the 

ground.) 

Quince: (Gesturing the two lead actors to take their places.) Speak, Pyramus. 

Thisby, stand forth. 

Bottom: [As Pyramus] Thisby, the flowers of odious savours sweet,-- 

Quince: Odours---‘odorous.’! 
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Bottom: [As Pyramus]--odours savours sweet: 

So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear.  

 (“Hearing” a voice off.)  But hark, a voice!  

 Stay thou but here awhile, 

And by and by I will to thee appear. 

 (Exit Bottom, followed by Puck, giggling.) 

Flute: Must I speak now? 

Quince: Ay, marry must you!  For you must understand he goes but to 

see a noise that he heard, and is to come again. 

Flute:  Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue, 

 Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier, 

 As true as truest horse that yet would never tire. 

 I’ll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny’s tomb. 

Quince: (Correcting Flute.) ‘Ninus’ Tomb,’ man!  And, you must not speak 

that yet. You speak all your part at once.  (Calling off.)  Pyramus, 

enter—your cue is past.  It is ‘never tire’. 

Flute: (In a low voice.) O, [as Thisbe, in a high voice] --As true as truest 

horse, that yet would ‘NEVER TIRE.’   

Quince: Pyramus, enter—YOUR CUE IS PAST!  IT IS ‘NEVER TIRE.’ 

 (They wait, but Bottom does not return.  Flute tries once more.)   

Flute: …NEVER TIRE! 

 (Enter Puck, and Bottom with a donkey ears, or head, on.) 

Bottom: [As Pyramus.]  If I were fair, fair Thisbe, I were only thine. 

Players: (Running around and bumping into one another.)  O monstrous!  O 

strange!  We are haunted!  Pray masters, fly, masters!  Help! 

 (Exit Quince, Snug, Snout, Flute, and Starveling.) 

Bottom: Why do they run away?  What, ho?  Gone?  I see their knavery.  

This is to make a donkey of me, to frighten me, if they could; but 

I will not stir from this place, do what they can.  (He jumps up on 

Titania’s box and sings with abandon.) 

Titania:  (Waking.)  What angel wakes me from my flowery bed? (Bottom 

continues to sing as she slithers up from her 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. 
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Bottom: Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason 

for that. 

Titania: Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Bottom: Not so, neither: but if I had wit enough to get out 

of this wood…  (He starts to exit, but is “caught” by Titania’s spell.) 

Titania: 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,  

 (Snaps for Fairies; but gets no response.) 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 

And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep;  

 (Snaps again.) 

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go. 

(Stomps foot.)  Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed! 

 (Enter Peaseblossom, Cobweb, Moth, Mustardseed stand at attention.) 

Peaseblossom: Ready. 

Cobweb: And I. 

Moth: And I. 

Mustardseed: And I. 

All: Where shall we go? 

Titania: Be kind and courteous to this gentleman. 

Peaseblossom: Aye, your Fairy Highness! 

Titania: Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes. 

Cobweb: With pleasure, your Fairy Highness! 

Titania: Attend my love to bed and to arise… 

Moth: At your Worship’s orders! 

Titania: And pluck the wings from painted butterflies… 

Mustardseed: With utmost pleasure, your Fairy Majesty! 

Titania: To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes. 

 (Fairies kneel at Bottom’s feet.) 

Peaseblossom: Hail, mortal! 

Cobweb: Hail! 

Moth: Hail! 

Mustardseed: Hail! 
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Bottom: I cry your worships mercy, heartily.  I beseech your worships’ 

names. 

Cobweb: Cobweb. 

Peaseblossom: Peaseblossom. 

Moth: Moth. 

Mustardseed: Mustardseed. 

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

 (Fairies carry Bottom out while Puck looks on.) 

  

 
 

Act III, Scene 2 Another Part of the Wood 

 (Enter Oberon and Puck from a different side, laughing heartily.) 

Oberon: How now, mad spirit! 

Puck: My mistress with a monster is in love. 

When in a moment, so it came to pass, 

Titania waked and straightway loved a mule!   

 (They “high-five.”) 

Oberon: This falls out better than I could devise. 

But hast thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes 

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

Puck: I took him sleeping,--that is finish'd too,-- 

And the Athenian woman by his side: 

That, when he waked, of force she must be eyed. 

 (Enter Demetrius, followed by Hermia.) 

Oberon: Stand close: this is the same Athenian? 

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

 (Oberon gives Puck a disdainful look; Puck returns an apologetic 

shrug.  They remain, mimicking the lovers’ quarreling.) 

Hermia: (Stopping him.)  Where is my love, Lysander?  Where is he? 

 Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? 

Demetrius: I had rather give his carcass to my hounds, Hermia! 

Hermia: (She shoves him to the ground.)   

 Out, dog! out, cur! Thou drivest me past the bounds 

Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him, then? 

Demetrius: I am not guilty of Lysander's blood;  

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 

Hermia: (Grabs his shirt.)  I pray thee, tell me then that he is well. 
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Demetrius: (Flirting with her.) An if I could, what should I get therefore? 

Hermia: (Slaps his face.)  A privilege never to see me more. 

And from thy hated presence part I so: 

See me no more, whether he be dead or no. 

 (Exit Hermia.) 

Demetrius: There is no following her in this fierce vein: 

Here therefore for a while I will remain. 

 (Demetrius lies down and sleeps.) 

Oberon: (He boxes Puck’s ears.) 

 What hast 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!  

 By some illusion see thou bring her here: 

I'll charm his eyes against she do appear. 

Puck: I go, I go; look how I go, 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. 

 (Puck exits. Oberon drops some “love-juice” onto Demetrius’ eyes.  

Puck re-enters with Helena and Lysander not far behind.) 

Puck: (Stepping close to Demetrius.) Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand. 

Lord, what fools these mortals be!   

Oberon: Stand aside: the noise they make 

Will cause Demetrius to awake.   

 (Puck steps over Demetrius and the two plotters hide.) 

 (Enter Lysander with Helena on his heels.) 

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

Helena: These vows are Hermia's!  Will you give her o'er? 

  (Lysander throws himself at her feet.) 

Demetrius: (Awaking and scrambling close to her at her feet, opposite Lysander.)   

 O Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine! 

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

To set against me for your merriment. 

Lysander: For you love Hermia; this you know I know— 

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

 Look, where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear. 

 (Enter Hermia.) 
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Hermia: Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found; 

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound 

But why unkindly didst thou leave me so? 

Lysander: Why should he stay, whom love doth press to go? 

Hermia: You speak not as you think: it cannot be. 

 (Helena charges at Hermia.) 

Helena: Lo, she is one of this confederacy! 

Injurious Hermia! Most ungrateful maid! 

Hermia: I understand not what you mean by this. 

 (Lysander and Demetrius reposition themselves at Helena’s feet.) 

Helena: Make mouths upon me when I turn my back; 

Wink at each other; hold the sweet jest up. 

(She breaks free.)  But fare ye well!  ‘Tis partly my own fault; 

Which death or absence soon shall remedy. 

Lysander: Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuse: 

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena! 

Helena: (She sits.)  O excellent! 

Lysander: Helen, I love thee; by my life, I do! 

Demetrius: I say I love thee more than he can do! 

Lysander: (Challenging him.)  If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 

Demetrius: Quick, come! 

Hermia: (Grabbing Lysander.)  Lysander, whereto tends all this? 

Lysander: (Struggling with Hermia.)   

 Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! Vile thing, let loose, 

Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent!  (He breaks free.) 

Hermia: (Turning on Helena.  Helena hops up on box.) 

 O me! You juggler! You canker-blossom! 

You thief of love! What, have you come by night 

And stolen my love's heart from him? 

Helena: Fie, fie! You counterfeit, low puppet, you! 

Hermia: Puppet? Why so? Ay, that way goes the game. 

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. 

Helena: I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen?  Gentlemen!! 

 (Lysander and Demetrius grab Hermia and drag her away from 

Helena.  They face upstage each hooking Hermia’s elbows as she faces 

downstage, all while she rages at Helena and struggles with them.)  
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Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think, 

Because she is something lower than myself, 

That I can match her. 

Hermia: ‘Lower’!  Hark, again! 

Helena: O, when she's angry, she is keen and shrewd! 

And though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Hermia: 'Little' again! nothing but 'low' and 'little'! 

(To the men.)  Why will you suffer her to flout me thus? 

Let me come to her.   

 (She breaks free; Lysander rushes to protect Helena.) 

Lysander: (To Hermia, confronting her.) Get you gone, you dwarf; 

You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made! 

(To Demetrius.)  Now follow if thou dar’st.   

 (Lysander exits.) 

Demetrius: Follow! Nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by jole. 

 (Exit Demetrius.) 

Helena: Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray, 

My legs are longer though, to run away. 

 (Exit Helena, running.) 

Hermia: I am amazed, and know not what to say. 

 (Exit Hermia, wailing. Oberon and Puck come out from hiding.) 

Oberon: (Boxes Puck’s ears.) This is thy negligence.  Still thou mistak’st. 

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

And so far am I glad it so did sort 

As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Oberon: Thou see'st these lovers seek a place to fight. 

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night; 

And lead these testy rivals so astray 

As one come not within another's way. 

(Handing Puck flower.) Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye; 

When they next wake, all this derision 

Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision. 

Puck: My fairy lord, this must be done with haste, 

For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast. 

 (Exit Oberon.) 

 Up and down, up and down, 

I will lead them up and down: 
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I am fear'd in field and town: 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here comes one. 

 (Enter Lysander in hot pursuit of Demetrius.) 

Lysander: Where art thou, proud Demetrius? Speak thou now. 

Puck: (In Demetrius’ voice, on box.)  Here, villain, drawn and ready.  

Where art thou? 

Lysander: I will be with thee straight. 

Puck: Follow me then 

 To plainer ground. 

 (Exit Lysander, following the voice.  Enter Demetrius.)  

Demetrius: Lysander, speak again! 

 Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled? 

 Speak!  In some bush?  Where dost thou hide thy head? 

Puck: (In Lysander’s voice, on opposite box.)   

 Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars, 

 Telling the bushes that thou look’st for wars? 

Demetrius: Yea, art thou there? 

Puck: Follow my voice:  we’ll try no manhood here. 

 (Exit Puck followed by Demetrius. Enter Lysander, exhausted and out 

of breath.) 

Lysander: The villain is much lighter-heeled than I. 

 I follow’d fast, but faster he did fly.  (Lies down.) 

 Come, thou gentle day! 

 For if but once thou show me thy grey light, 

 I’ll find Demetrius and revenge this spite.  (He sleeps.) 

 (Enter Puck.)  

Puck: (In Lysander’s voice, on opposite box.)   

 Ho, ho, ho!  Coward, why com’st thou not? 

 (Enter Demetrius, exhausted and out of breath.) 

Demetrius: Where art thou now? 

Puck: Come hither:  I am here. 

Demetrius: Nay, then thou mock’st me.  Thou shalt buy this dear, 

 If ever I thy face by daylight see. 

 Now, go thy way, faintness constraineth me. (Lies down and sleeps.)   

 (Enter Helena, weary.) 
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Helena: O weary night, O long and tedious night, 

Steal me awhile from mine own company. 

 (Lies down and sleeps.)   

Puck: Yet but three? Come one more; 

Two of both kinds make up four. 

(Enter Hermia, also weary.) Here she comes, curst and sad. 

Cupid is a knavish lad, 

Thus to make poor females mad. 

Hermia: Never so weary, never so in woe, 

I can no further crawl, no further go. (Lies down and sleeps.) 

Puck: On the ground 

Sleep so sound.  

 (Squeezes juice on Lysander’s eyes.) 

 When thou wakest, 

Thou takest 

True delight 

In the sight 

Of thy former lady's eye: 

Jack shall have Jill; 

Nought shall go ill. 

 (Exit Puck.) 

 

 
Act IV, Scene 1 The Same 

 (Lysander, Demetrius, Helena, Hermia remain asleep.  Enter Titania, 

Bottom, and Fairies; Oberon hiding.  Titania leads Bottom to sit with 

Fairies surrounding him.) 

Titania: Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed, 

 While I thy amiable cheeks do coy, 

 And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head, 

 And kiss thy fair large ears, my gently joy. 

Bottom: Where’s Peaseblossom?  And, Moth? 

Peaseblossom/ 

Moth: Ready! 

Bottom: Scratch my head, Peaseblossom and Moth.  (Fairies head with 

backscratchers.)  Where’s Ms. Cobweb? 

Cobweb: Ready! 
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Bottom: Ms. Cobweb, good mistress, get you your weapons in your 

hand, and kill me a red-hipped humble bee on top of a thistle; 

and, bring me the honey-bag.   

Cobweb: As you desire, your Furry Highness!  I will hunt you a red-

hipped humble bee…on top of a thistle!  (She starts to leave.) 

Titania: Ah, ah, ah!  Don’t forget the honeybag! 

 (Cobweb bows and exits.) 

 Where’s mistress Mustardseed? 

Mustardseed: Ready! 

Bottom: Mistress Mustardseed. 

Mustardseed: What is your will? 

Bottom: Nothing, good mistress, but to help scratch. I am marvelous 

hairy about the face.  (Fairy scratches his “beard” with scratcher.) 

Titania: What, wilt thou hear some music, my sweet love? 

Bottom: I have a reasonable good ear in music. 

 (Titania snaps to start music.  Fairies sing and play their ukuleles.) 

Titania: Or say, sweet love, what thou desir’st to eat. 

Bottom: Truly, I could munch your good dry oats.  Methinks I have a 

great desire to a bottle of hay.  Good hay, sweet hay. 

Titania: I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 

 The squirrel’s hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Bottom: I had rather have a handful or two of dried peas.  (Yawning.)  

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. 

 Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. 

 (Exit Fairies.) 

 O, how I love thee!  How I dote on thee! 

 (They sleep.  Enter Puck.) 

Oberon: (Comes out of hiding.)  Welcome, good Robin. 

 Seest thou this sweet sight? 

 And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 

 From off the head of this Athenian swain.  (Bottom slides off above 

bed out of sight; Puck removes Bottom’s donkey ears.  Bottom remains 

hidden behind bed.) 

 Now, my Titania, wake you, my sweet queen. 

 (Titania starts up and rubs eyes, as if hungover.)  

Titania: My Oberon, what visions have I seen! 
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 Methought I was enamour’d of a mule. 

Oberon: There lies your love. 

Titania: How came these things to pass? 

 O, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now! 

Oberon: Sound, music!  Come, my queen, take hands with me, 

 And rock the group whereon these sleepers be. 

 (Oberon snaps on music. Fairies enter; they dance until music fades.) 

Puck: Fairy king, attend, and mark: 

 I do hear the morning lark. 

Oberon: Then, my queen, in silence sad, 

 Trip we after the night’s shade; 

 We the globe can compass soon, 

 Swifter than the wandering moon. 

Titania: Come, my lord, and in our flight 

 Tell me how it came this night 

 That I sleeping here was found 

 With these mortals on the ground. 

 (Titania, Oberon, Puck, and Fairies exit.  Horns sound in the distance.)   

 (Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, and Egeus.) 

Theseus: (Seeing the sleeping lovers.) But, soft!  What nymphs are these? 

Egeus: My lord, this is my daughter here asleep, 

 And this, Lysander; this Demetrius is; 

 This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena. 

 I wonder of their being here together. 

Theseus: But, speak, Egeus, is not this the day 

 That Hermia should give answer of her choice? 

Egeus: It is, my lord. 

 (Theseus wakes the lovers with his voice. Lysander, Demetrius, Helena, 

and Hermia wake with a start. They scramble to kneel at the sight of 

Duke Theseus.) 

Theseus: Good morrow, friends!  Saint Valentine is past: 

 Begin these wood-birds but to couple now? 

Lysander: Pardon, my lord. 

Egeus: I beg the law, the law, upon his head. 

They would have stolen away; they would, Demetrius, 

 Thereby to have defeated you and me, 

 You of your wife and me of my consent, 

 Of my consent that she should be your wife.  
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Demetrius: But, my good lord, I know not by what power— 

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

Melted as the snow. 

The object and the pleasure of mine eye, 

Is only Helena. 

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. 

Come, Hippolyta. 

 (Exit Theseus, Hippolyta, and Egeus.) 

Demetrius: (Shaking off sleep.)  Are you sure 

 That we are awake?  It seems to me 

 That yet we sleep, we dream.  Do not you think 

 The duke was here, and bid us follow him? 

Hermia: Yea, and my father. 

Helena:    And Hippolyta. 

Lysander: And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

Demetrius: Why, then, we are awake: let's follow them 

And by the way let us recount our dreams.   

 (Lovers exit, ad libbing fondly about the night’s adventures.) 

Bottom: (Waking and emerging from behind the flower bed.)  When my cue 

comes, call me, and I will answer.  My next is, 'Most fair 

Pyramus.' (Noticing he is alone.) Heigh-ho! Peter Quince? Flute, 

the bellows-mender, Snout, the tinker?! Starveling?! God's my 

life, stolen hence, and left me asleep!  (Beat.) 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 mule.  (Rubbing his head—where his 

donkey ears had been, and rubbing where his “tail” had been.) 

Methought I was—and methought I had—(Getting philosophical.) 

 (Aha!) 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!  

 (He exits singing.) 
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Act IV, Scene 2 Athens.  Quince’s House. 

 (Enter Quince, Flute, Snug, Snout, and Starveling, pacing.) 

Quince: Have sent to Bottom’s house?  Is he come home yet? 

Starveling: He cannot be heard of.  Out of doubt he is transported. 
Flute: If he come not, then the play is marred.  It goes not forward.  

Doth it? 

Quince: It is not possible.  You have not a man in all Athens able to 

discharge Pyramus but he. 

Flute: No, he hath simply the best wit of any handicraft man in Athens. 

 (Enter Snug.) 

Snug: Masters, the duke is coming from the temple, and there is two or 

three lords and ladies more married.  If our sport had gone 

forward, we had all been made men!  

 (Enter Bottom as the rockstar.) 

Flute: O sweet bully Bottom! 

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

Quince: Bottom!  O most courageous day!  O most happy hour! 

Bottom: Masters, I am to discourse wonders—but ask me not what; for if 

I tell you, I am no true Athenian. 

Quince: Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bottom: Not a word of me.  All that I will tell you is, that the duke hath 

dined.  Get your apparel together, meet presently at the palace.  

Every man look o’er his part.  And most dear actors, eat no 

onions nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet breath.   

 (Snug starts to speak; the others smell their breath.)  

 No more words.  Away!  Go, away! 

 (They Exit.) 

 

 
 

Act V, Scene 1 Duke of Athens’ Palace 

 (Enter Theseus & Hippolyta.) 

Hippolyta: ‘Tis strange my Theseus, that these lovers speak of. 

Theseus: More strange than true.  I never may believe 

 These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 

 Lovers and madmen have such seething brains. 

Hippolyta: But all the story of the night told over, 
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 And all their minds transfigured so together, 

 More witnesseth than fancy’s images 

 And grows to something of great constancy. 

 But, howsoever, strange and admirable. 

Theseus: Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. 

 (Enter Lysander and Hermia, Demetrius and Helena.) 

 Joy, gentle friends, joy and fresh days love 

 Accompany your hearts!   

 (The lovers find their seats.) 

Lysander:      More than to us 

Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed! 

Theseus: Come now; what masques, what dances shall we have? 

Where is our usual manager of mirth? 

 What revels are in hand?  Is there no play 

 To ease the anguish of a torturing hour? 

 Call Philostrate! 

Lovers: Philostrate! 

 (Philostrate rushes in.) 

Philostrate: Here, mighty Theseus! 

Theseus: Say, what abridgement have you for this evening? 

Philostrate: A play there is, my lord, some ten words long, 

 Which is as brief as I have known a play; 

 But by ten words, my lord, it is too long. 

Theseus: And we will hear it! 

Philostrate:     No, my noble lord. 

 It is not for you. 

Theseus:     Let him approach. 

 (Enter Quince, Bottom as Pyramus, Flute as Thisbe, Snout as Wall, 

Starveling as Moonshine, and Snug as Lion. Each steps forward when 

Quince announces their parts.) 

Quince: Gentles, perchance you wonder at this show; 

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 

This man is Pyramus, if you would know; 

This beauteous lady Thisby is certain. 

 This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 

Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers sunder; 

And through Wall's chink, poor souls, they are content 

To whisper. At the which let no man wonder. 
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 (Players move to sides, Snout takes his place as Wall.) 

Snout: [As Wall.]  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, 

(Puts his fingers together to make the “chink.”) 

 That had in it a crannied hole or chink, 

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 

Did whisper often very secretly. 

And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 

 (Enter Bottom as Pyramus.) 

Bottom: [As Pyramus.]  O night, O night! alack, alack, alack, 

I fear my Thisby's promise is forgot! 

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

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

 (Snout as Wall holds up fingers for chink.) 

 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! 

 (Enter Flute as Thisbe.) 

Flute: [As Thisbe.]  O wall, full often hast thou heard my moans, 

For parting my fair Pyramus and me! 

My cherry lips have often kiss'd thy stones, 

Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee. 

Bottom: [As Pyramus.]  I see a voice: now will I to the chink, 

To spy an I can hear my Thisby's face. Thisby! 

Flute: [As Thisbe.]  My love thou art, my love I think. 

Bottom: [As Pyramus.]  Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace; 

O kiss me through the hole of this vile wall! 

Flute: [As Thisbe.]  I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all. 

Bottom: [As Pyramus.]  Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me straightway? 

Flute: (As Thisbe.)   'Tide life, 'tide death, I come without delay. 

 (Exit Bottom as Pyramus and Flute as Thisbe to opposite sides.) 

Snout: [As Wall.]  Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so; 

And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. 

 (Exit Snout as Wall.  Enter Snug as Lion and Starveling as 

Moonshine. Starveling stands atop a box.) 
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Snug: [As Lion.]  You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear 

The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor, 

May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 

When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 

Then know that I, one Snug the joiner, am 

A lion-fell, nor else no lion's dam.  (Roars.) 

Starveling: [As Moonshine.] (Struggling with lantern.)   

 This lanthorn doth the horned moon present— 

Demetrius: He should have worn the horns on his head. 

Starveling: [As Moonshine.]  (Clearing his throat and holding up the lantern.)  

 This lanthorn doth the horned moon present; 

Myself the man i' the moon do seem to be. 

Hippolyta: I am weary of this moon.  Would he would change! 

Lysander: Proceed, Moon. 

Starveling: [As Moonshine.] All that I have to say, is, to tell you that the 

lanthorn is the moon; I, the man in the moon.   

 (Enter Flute as Thisbe.) 

Flute: [As Thisbe.]  This is old Ninny's tomb. Where is my love? 

 (Snug as Lion, roaring viciously, chases Thisbe.  Thisbe runs off, 

leaving behind cloak.) 

Helena: Well roared, Lion. 

 (Lion sniffs cloak, paws at it, and exits.) 

Hermia: Well moused, Lion. 

 (Enter Bottom as Pyramus.) 

Bottom: [As Pyramus.]  (Sees “torn” cloak.) 

 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! 

 (Draws his sword.) 

 Out, sword, and wound 

The pap of Pyramus; 

 (Stabs himself.) 

 Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.  (Stabbing himself on each “thus.”) 

Tongue, lose thy light; 

(To Starveling.)  Moon take thy flight! 
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 (Exit Starveling as Moonshine.) 

 Now die, die, die, die, die.  (Dies.) 

Theseus: With the help of a surgeon he might yet recover. 

 (Enter Flute as Thisbe.) 

Flute: [As Thisbe.]  Asleep, my love? 

What, dead, my dove?   

O Pyramus, arise! 

Speak, speak. Quite dumb? 

Dead, dead? Come, trusty sword; 

Come, blade, my breast imbrue:  (Stabs herself.) 

 And, farewell, friends; 

Thus Thisby ends: 

Adieu, adieu, adieu.  (Dies.) 

 (Silence as audience is deeply moved at Flute’s sincere rendering of the 

ancient text.  After a long pause, Bottom speaks humbly.) 

Bottom: Will it please you to see the epilogue? 

Theseus: No epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs no 

excuse.  It is, truly; and very notably discharged. 

 (They bow.  The court applauds enthusiastically as the Players exit.) 

 The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 

 ‘Tis almost fairy time.  Sweet friends, to bed. 

 (All exit.  Enter Puck with a broom.)  

Puck (Robin): And we fairies, that do run 

 Following darkness like a dream, 

 Now all frolic.  Not a mouse 

 Shall disturb this hallowed house. 

 I am sent with broom before 

 To sweep the dust behind the door. 

 (Enter Fairies, Titania, and Oberon.) 

Oberon: Through the house give glimmering light, 

By the dead and drowsy fire: 

Every elf and fairy sprite 

Hop as light as bird from brier; 

And this ditty, after me, 

Sing, and dance it trippingly. 

Titania: Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 

Will we sing, and bless this place. 

 (Delicate music plays.  They dance out.) 
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Oberon: Trip away; make no stay; 

Meet me all by break of day. 

Puck: 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. 

 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. 

 (Exit Puck.) 

 

 

    The End 
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A Midsummer Night’s Dream Scenes 

Act I, Scene 1 Duke of Athens Palace  

Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate 

Egeus, Hermia, Lysander, Demetrius, Helena   

Act I, Scene 2 Outside Quince’s House in Athens  

 Quince, Snout, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Starveling  

Act II, Scene 1 A Wood Near Athens 

 Puck, Fairy 

   Oberon, Titania, Fairies   

 Demetrius, Helena  

Act II, Scene 2 Another Part of the Wood  

 Titania, Fairies, Oberon 

 Lysander, Hermia 

 Puck 

 Helena, Demetrius 

Act III, Scene 1 Another Part of the Wood  

 Bottom, Quince, Snout, Starveling, Snug, and Flute 

 Titania 

 Puck 

 Fairies 

Act III, Scene 2 Another Part of the Wood  

 Oberon, Puck   

 Hermia, Lysander, Demetrius, Helena 

Act IV, Scene 1 The Same  

 Titania, Bottom, Fairies 

 Hermia, Lysander, Demetrius, Helena  

 Oberon, Puck 

 Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus  

 Bottom  

Act IV, Scene 2 Outside Quince’s House in Athens  

 Quince, Snout, Starveling, Snug, and Flute 

 Bottom 

Act V, Scene 1 Duke of Athens’ Palace 

 Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, (Egeus) 

 Lysander, Hermia, Demetrius, Helena  

 Quince, Starveling, Snout, Snug, and Flute, Bottom 

 Titania, Oberon, Fairies, Puck 
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NOTE to Directors:  A Midsummer Night’s Dream can be set in a variety of times and 

places.  Some productions have set it traditionally in Elizabethan England even though 

Shakespeare set the play in ancient Athens.  Many of Shakespeare’s plays used 

contemporary costumes, and found within the play are many Elizabethan references; they 

were not worried about historical accuracy.  However, the play is very malleable in terms 

of time and place.  It can be set in ancient Greece, in modern day, during the 1920’s, or 

even in modern day New York City whereas the Duke’s Palace represents Wall Street, 

and the Woods are represented as Central Park.  You may change some of the wording to 

fit your concept (Shakespeare won’t mind.)  Be creative and keep your audience in mind.  

How can this production best communicate the themes of the play to this audience?   

 

A minimal set for the play can consist simply of boxes, or blocks.  For the Palace, no boxes 

are needed; for Quince’s house and the Players’ rehearsal in the Woods, only one box 

center stage is needed; for the various Wood settings, one long box upstage center for 

Titania’s flower bed could remain throughout along with perhaps some shrubbery; for the 

Lover’s quarrel in Act IV, Scene 1, two boxes stage right and left for Puck are needed; and 

for the Pyramus & Thisbe play in the last scene, one single box set center stage for 

Moonshine, along with the seats for the Royals and the Lovers upstage left or right. 

 

I would suggest using few blackouts.  This version is condensed and written with some of 

the action continuing from one scene to the next in order to keep the flow and momentum.  

Nothing kills this like a quiet blackout.  If you do choose to incorporate blackouts, please 

play music fitting to your concept of the play during these.  Begin the music immediately 

after the last line of the scene, and then as the lights are coming up, slowly fade out the 

music.  

 

This condensed version was adapted for the “Shakespeared!” Youth Theatre Workshop 

at the Putnam County Playhouse in Greencastle, Indiana in 2011.  In it, Shakespeare’s 

language is almost entirely kept intact; there are very few instances where a word has 

been changed for clarity.  My own stage directions were added.  These are obviously 

suggestions, and as I always tell my young actors, “Be creative!  Look up what you are 

saying, but know what it means to you!  Only then will you be able to connect to this 

exquisite language and make it your own.” 

 


