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A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
PERFORMED IN THE ORIGINAL PRONUNCIATION
UNIVERSITY OF KANSAS
NOVEMBER 11-21, 2010
DIRECTOR: PAUL MEIER

INTRODUCTION

I first encountered the idea of Original Pronunciation in 2005 when | read David Crystal’s Pronouncing Shakespeare. This is his
account of the OP experiment at Shakespeare’s Globe’s in 2004 in which just one weekend out of the entire run of Romeo and Juliet
was devoted to performances in the dialect. David was retained by the company to guide them in this bold project, and again the
following year when the company produced Troilus and Cressida, this time more boldly devoting the entire run to OP.

When | read about this very rare, but highly successful experiment (prior to his production Crystal knew only of John Barton’s Julius
Caesar at Cambridge in the 1950s as a precedent in living memory) | was very keen to engage in this research myself. | invited David
to give an OP workshop to the group of American acting students | took to Stratford-upon-Avon in June, 2007. His workshop was a
huge hit, and only confirmed my enthusiasm to direct an OP production. | proposed a production of A Midsummer Night’s Dream to
the University Theatre at the University of Kansas, where | am the voice, speech, dialect and heightened text specialist on the faculty.
My proposal included a two week residency by David to coach the cast. Thanks to funding by KU’s upper administration, he was
engaged for this purpose, and to deliver a range of talks university-wide on the many linguistic topics for which he is famous.

Prior to his visit we decided to transcribe the play using phonetic symbols to show the differences in pronunciation between Early
Modern and Modern English, and to produce recordings to guide the cast. The document you are reading now is what the cast used.
We used both the ordinary and the phonetic alphabets, thus avoiding redundant detail, and making it easier for actors not familiar with
the International Phonetic Alphabet (about half the company). IPA phonetic symbols are colored in red to distinguish them from
ordinary Roman letters.
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Since the actors in this production were all Americans, and mid-Westerners to boot, and already used post-vocalic r-coloration in their
own speech, indications of that feature were omitted (for example, burn was transcribed as ‘bern’ rather than ‘ben’). Other features

(e.g. the [a] pronunciation of the THOUGHT and LOT lexical sets) that today’s mid-Western American English shares with the Early

Modern English of Shakespeare’s day, were also largely omitted. David’s uncut version will vary somewhat from this transcription
convention.

You will see some differences in transcription style for high and low characters, and for formal versus informal speech. For example,
h-dropping was variable in Shakespeare’s time, as was the reduction of unstressed —ing endings. So rehearsing might be spoken by
one character in one context as rehersing and re’ersin’ in another. In Pyramus and Thisbe, the mechanicals’ speech reflects their
attempt to adopt a high style of diction.

I produced and listed several other aids for the company and for others who are tempted to try an OP production:
e My online interactive IPA charts, at http://www.paulmeier.com/ipa/charts.html.

e An OP dialect tutorial in eBook form, based on David’s analysis, and with his oversight, with both text and embedded sound
files, online at http://paulmeier.com/OP.pdf.

e David may be heard speaking in the dialect at his Website, http://www.pronouncingshakespeare.com/.

e My eBook, Voicing Shakespeare; | gave the cast subscriptions to this. It’s available at http://paulmeier.com/shakespeare.html

e | extracted my Top Ten Tips from Voicing Shakespeare and embedded a sound file in that document. It’s freely available at
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/Top_Ten_Tips.pdf

e Two actors from David’s Troilus and Cressida cast can be heard in OP on this Signum Records 2-CD set:
http://www.signumrecords.com/catalogue/early-music/this-world~s-globe/sigcd077.html.

Two students who came with me to Stratford in 2007, Amy Virginia Buchanan and Chris McGillivray, shared the transcription task
with me; David Crystal guided and corrected our work. Click the links to hear him speak the text. Since this was meant to guide only
the actors’ pronunciation rather than their performance, his reading is deliberately flat and without interpretation. However, since he
is skilled in Shakespeare’s verse, his transcription and reading are metrically observant and are excellent guides to the speaking in that
regard. Notice, for instance, the difference between strong and weak forms; for example, | appears as [a], [2i], or [2] depending on its
metrical context.
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I produced this edition after careful comparison of several others; my performance cuts are indicated by the use of strike-through.
David is planning a full version, with all cuts restored, and following his established transcription convention without color-coding. It
will be available at his Website: http://www.pronouncingshakespeare.com/.

The stage production was recorded in high-definition video and a DVD is available. 1 further cut the text and adapted it for radio, and
the original cast recorded this radio drama version immediately following the close of the stage production; it is available as an mp3
download. For details of these, see http://paulmeier.com/shakespeare.html.

Finally I must pay tribute to my wonderful company. It was a truly joyous collaboration, one that I shall never forget.

The company was as follows:

DIRECTOR Paul Meier

MUSICAL DIRECTOR/COMPOSER Ryan McCall
CHOREOGRAPHER Leslie Bennett

SCENIC AND LIGHTING DESIGNER Delbert Unruh
COSTUME DESIGNER Dennis Christilles
SOUND DESIGNER Erin Tomkins

DIALECT COACHES David Crystal, Paul Meier
MAKEUP DESIGNERS Phillip Schroder, Tammy Keiser
THESEUS Matt Gieschen
HIPPOLYTA Claire Vowels
LYSANDER Austin Robinson
DEMETRIUS Ben Sullivan

HERMIA Hannah Roark

HELENA Lynsey Becher

EGEUS Festus Shaughnessy
PHILOSTRATE Troy Clifford Dargin
OBERON John Staniunas *

TITANIA Leslie Bennett *
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DRAGONSNAP - A FAIRY
PEASEBLOSSOM
COBWEB

MOTH

MUSTARDSEED

PUCK

PETER QUINCE

NICK BOTTOM

FRANCIS FLUTE

TOM SNOUT

SNUG

ROBIN STARVELING
UNDERSTUDY TO TITANIA

Jennifer Walker
Mary McNulty
Hailey Lapin
Sara Kennedy
Margaret Hanzlick
J.T. Nagle
Garrett Lawson
Scott Cox

Ryan Lueders
Charlie Stock
James Teller
Sam Voelker
Mary McNulty
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*GUEST FACULTY ARTISTS

Paul Meier
University of Kansas
December, 2010
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David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dreaml 1.mp3

ACT I

SCENE I. Athens. The palace of THESEUS.

Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, and Attendants
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,
Like to a step-dame or a dowager
Long with’ring out a young man’s revenue.
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 th’ 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.

Exit PHILOSTRATE

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dreaml 1.mp3

ACT I

SCENE I. Athens. The palace of THESEUS.

Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, and Attendants
THESEUS

Nau, feir Hippolyta, or nypsial o:r

Draws on ape:ce; fo:r happar de:ys bring in
Ano:ther moon: bxt, o:, mrthinks, ‘au slo:w
This o:ld moon we:nes! shr lingers mar desaires,
Loike to a step-de:me or a douvager

Long with’rin' aut a y¥ng man’s revenue.
HIPPOLYTA

Fo:r de:ys will quicklai ste:p themselves in naight;
Fo:r naights will quicklai dre:m awe:y the toime;
And then the moon, Iaike to a silver bo:w
New-bent in heaven, sholl br’o:ld the naight

Of o:r solemnitais.

THESEUS

Go: Philostre:te,

Ster vp th' Ate:nian youth to merriments;

Awe:ke the pert and nimble sprait @ merth;

Tern melancholsi fo:rth to funerals;

The pe:le companion is not fo:r or pomp.

Exit PHILOSTRATE
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Hippolyta, | 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, HERMIA, LYSANDER, and DEMETRIUS

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 bewitch'd the bosom of my child;
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast giv’n her rhymes,
And interchang’d love-tokens with my child:
Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung,
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love,

And stol’n the impression of her fantasy

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits,
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, messengers
Of strong prevailment in unharden'd youth:

With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart,
Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me,

To stubborn harshness: and, my gracious duke,
Be it so she will not here before your grace
Consent to marry with Demetrius,

Hippolyta, 2 woo'd thr with mr swo:rd,

And wyn thr Ixve, doin’ thr injurais;

But 2i will wed thr in ano:ther ke:y,

With pomp, with traixmph and with revellin’.

Enter EGEUS, HERMIA, LYSANDER, and DEMETRIUS

EGEUS

Happai br The:seus, o:r renavwnid duke!
THESEUS

Thanks, good Ege:us: hwat's the news wi’ the:?
EGEUS

Full o vexe:sjan cyme i, with comple:nt

Agenst mr chaild, mr da:ghter Hermia.

Stand fo:rth, Deme:trius. M1 no:ble lo:rd,

This man “oth mai consent to marrai her.

Stand fo:rth, Lizander: and mr gre:sjas duke,
This man “ath b’witch'd the bosom of mr chaild;
Thau, thau, Lizander, thau *ast giv’n ‘er rhaimes,
and interche:ng’d Ixve-to:kens with mi chaild:
Thav hast br moonlaight at ‘er winda s¥ng,

Wi’ fexgnin’ vaice, verses o fe:gnin’ Ixve,

an’ sto:I’n th” impresjan of ‘er fantasai

Wi’ bre:celets of thr her, rings, gawds, conce:ts,
Knacks, traifles, nosege:ys, swe:tme:ts, messengers
Of strong preve:lment in vnharden'd youth:

With cynnin’ hast thau filch'd mr da:ghter's hart,
Tern'd her obe:dience, hwich is due to me:,

Ta stybborn harshniss: and, mi gre:sjous duke,
Be:’t so: sh1 will not hi:re befo:re yar gre:ce
Consent to marrai with Deme:trius,
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| beg the ancient privilege of Athens,

As she is mine, | may dispose of her:

Which shall be either to this gentleman

Or to her death, according to our law
Immediately provided in that case.
THESEUS

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.

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

I would my father look'd but with my eyes.
THESEUS

Rather your eyes must with his judgment look.
HERMIA

I do entreat your grace to pardon me.

I know not by what power | 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 | refuse to wed Demetrius.

2 beg the e:nsjent privilege of atens,

As she: is maine, @ mery dispose of her:
hwich sholl be ether to this gentleman

or to ‘er death, accordin’ to or law
Imme:diatelai provaided in that ce:se.
THESEUS

hwat sexy ya, Hermia? be: advoaised fe:r me:d:
Ta you yar father should be as a god;

o:ne that compo:sed yar beautais, ye:, and o:ne
To whom you are but as a fo:rm in wax

B1 him imprintid and within his po:r

To le:ve the figjure o:r disfigjure it.
Deme:trius is a werthai gentleman.
HERMIA

So: is Lizander.

THESEUS

In “imself ‘1 is;

Bt in this kaind, wantin’ yar father's vaice,
The o:ther mys’ be held the werthier.
HERMIA

2 would mi father look'd but with mai ais.
THESEUS

Rather your ais mus' with ‘is jydgment look.
HERMIA

2 do 1ntre:t yar gre:ce to pardon me:.

2 kno:w not bai hwat po:r ai am me:de bo:ld,
Nor havu it me:y concern mr modestai,

In sxch a presence hi:re to ple:d mr thoughts;
But ai bese:ch yar gre:ce that o1 me:y kno:w
The werst that me:y befall mr in this ce:se,

If i refuse to wed Deme:trius.
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THESEUS
Either to die the death or to abjure
For ever the society of men.
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires;
Know of your youth, examine well your blood,
Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice,
You can endure the liv’ry of a nun,

be in-shady.cloi "
To live a barren sister all your life,
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon.

Thrice-bless’d be they that master so-their blood;

; i | dies in sinale bl Inass.
HERMIA

So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord,
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up

Unto his lordship, whose unwishéd yoke
My soul consents not to give sovereignty.
THESEUS

Take time to pause; and, by the next 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

ether to doi the death or to abjure

For ever the socaietai @ men.

Therefo:re, fer Hermia, questjon yu:r desaires;
Kno:w of yar youth, examine well yar blxd,
hwe:r if ya ye:ld not to yar father's chaice,

Yo can endju:re the liv’rai of a n¥n,

To live a barren sister all yar Iaife,

HERMIA

Sa will o gro:w, sa live, sa dai, mr lo:rd,

Ere oi will ye:ld m1 vergin pe:tent vp

Unto 'is lo:rdship, whose ¥nwishid yo:ke

M so:l consents not to give sovereigntoi.
THESEUS

Te:ke taime to pause; an’, bai the nex' new moon--

The se:ling-de:y betwix' mr Ivve an’ me:,
Far everlastin’ bond o fellaship--

Upon that de:y ether prepe:re to doai

For disobe:dience to yar father's will,

or else to wed Deme:trius, as 't would;

or on Daiana’s altar to protest

For ai austeritai an' single Iaife.
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DEMETRIUS

Relent, sweet Hermia: and, Lysander, yield
Thy crazéd title to my certain right.
LYSANDER

You have her father's love, Demetrius;

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

Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my love,
And what is mine my love shall render him.
And she is mine, and all my right of her

I do estate unto Demetrius.

LYSANDER

I am, my lord, as well derived as he,

As well possess'd; my love is more than his;
My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd,

If not with vantage, as Demetrius’;

And, which is more than all these boasts can be,
I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia:

Why should not | then prosecute my right?
Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head,

Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena,
And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes,
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry,

Upon this spotted and inconstant man.
THESEUS

I must confess that | 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.

DEMETRIUS

Relent, swe:t Hermia: and, Lizander, ye:ld
Thr cre:zid taitle to mr certain raight.
LYSANDER

You have ‘or father's Ixve, Deme:trius;

Let me: 'ave Hermia's: do you marrai him.
EGEUS

Sco:rnful Lizander! true, ‘1 hath mr lvve,
And hwat is maine mr Ivve shall render him.
An’ she: is maine, and all mr raight of her

2 do este:te unto Deme:trius.

LYSANDER

I am, m1 lo:rd, as well deraived as he:,

As well possess'd; ma l¥ve is mo:re thon his;
M1 fo:rtones everai wery as feirlai rank'd,

If not wi’ vanta:ge, as Deme:trius’;

And, hwich is mo:re thon all the:se bo:sts con be:,
oi am bilxvved of beauteous Hermia:

hwai should not ai then prosecute mr raight?
Deme:trius, 2i'll avouch it to 'is head,

Me:de lvve to Ne:dar's da:ghter, Helena,

an” wyn “er so:l; an’ she:, swe:t lexdai, do:tes,

Devoutlai do:tes, do:tes in aidolatrai,
Upon this spotted and inconstant man.

THESEUS

2 mys’ confess that ai ave herd s mxch,

an’ with Deme:trius thought t'ave spo:ke thereof;
But, be:in’ o:ver-full of self-affe:rs,

M1 maind did lose it. But, Deme:trius, cyme;
An’ cyme, Ege:us; you shall go: with me:,

2 have some praivate schoolin' fo:r ya bo:th.
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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.
EGEUS

With duty and desire we follow you.
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 | could well
Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes.

Far you, fe:r Hermia, look you arm yarself
Ta fit yar fancais to yor father's will,

Or else the law of atens ye:lds you ¥p--

hwich bai no me:ns wi me:y extenue:te--

To death, or to a vou of single Ilaife.

Cyme, mai Hippolyta: hwat chi:r, mr Ivve?
Deme:trius and Ege:us, go: along:

2 myst emplai you in syme business

Agenst or nyptial an” confer with you

Of symething ni:rlai that concerns yarselves.
EGEUS

Wi’ dutai an’ desaire wi folls you.
LYSANDER

Havu nau, mi Ixvel hwai is yar che:k so pe:le?
Hau chance the ro:ses the:re do fe:de so fast?
HERMIA

Bilaike for want o re:n, hwich ai could well
Bite:m them from the tempest of mr ais.
LYSANDER

Ay me! for aught that | could ever read, oi me:! for aught that ai could ever re:d,
Could-ever-hear-by-tale-or-history, Could ever hi:r br te:le or historai,
Thecourse-of true love never did-run-smooth; The course o true 1vve never did ryn smooth;
HERMIEA HERMIA
LYSANDER LYSANDER

I g rad i : | I . frad i : ’
HERMIEA HERMIA
LYSANDER LYSANDER

lce | I he choi  friends. ! ) ) |
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LYSANDER

A-good-persuasion-therefore; hearmeHermia:
I have a widow aunt, a dowager

Of great revenue, and she hath no child:

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

There, gentle Hermia, may | marry thee;

And to that place the sharp Athenian law
Cannot pursue us. If thou lov’st me then,

Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night;
And in the wood, a league without the town,
Where | did meet thee once with Helena,

LYSANDER
A-good-persuasion-therefore-hi:r me, Hermia.
2 have a widow ant, a douwager

Of gre:t revenue, an' shr hath no chaild:

From atens is 'er house remo:te se’n le:gues;
An’ she: respects mr as 'er o:nlai syn.

There, gentle Hermia, me:y o marrai the:;
And to that ple:ce the sharp Ate:nian law
Cannot pursue us. If thou I¥v’s’ mi then,

Ste:l forrth thr father's hause to-morra naight;
And in the wood, a le:gue withaut the toun,
hwere ai did me:t the: pnce with Helena,
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To do observance to a morn of May,
There will | stay for thee.
HERMIA

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 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.
LYSANDER

Keep promise, love. Look, here comes Helena.

Enter HELENA

HERMIA

God speed fair Helena! whither away?
HELENA

Call you me fair? that fair again unsay.
Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair!

To do observance to a mo:rn ov Mgy,
There will o stery for the:.
HERMIA

Mt good Lizander!
2 swerr to the:, br Cjopid's strongrst bo:w,
Br his best arra wi’ the go:lden head,

5 E ES”“EIIEI%GI VERUS deuesy

Br all the vous that ever men ave bro:ke,

In nymber mo:re than ever women spo:ke,
In that se:me ple:ce thau hast appainted me:,
To-morra trulai will 9 me:t wi’ the:.

LYSANDER
Ke:p promise, I¥ve. Look, hi:re cymes Helena.

Enter HELENA

HERMIA
God spe:d fer Helena! hwither awe:y?

HELENA
Call you mu fer? that fer agen vnse:y.
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I drmine. us being bated.
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 | hate, the more he follows me.
HELENA

The more | 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.
Before the time | did Lysander see,

Seem'd Athens as a paradise to me:

O, then, what graces in my love do dwell,
That he hath turn'd a heav’n unto a hell!
LYSANDER

Helen, to you our minds we will unfold:
To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold
Her silver visage in the wat’ry glass,

Were-the-world-mine, Demetrius-being-bated;
O:, te:ch mr havu ya look, an’ with hwat art
Yo swery the mo:sjon of Deme:trius' hart.
HERMIA

2 fraun upon 'im, yit '1 Ixves mi still.
HELENA

O: that yu:r frouns would te:ch mar smailes sxych skill!
HERMIA

2 give 'im cerses, yit 1 gives mi Ixve.
HELENA

0: that ma pre:rs could s¥ch affecsjon myve!
HERMIA

The mo:re ai he:te, the mo:re ‘1 follas me:.
HELENA

The mo:re 2i I¥vve, the mo:re ‘1 he:teth me:.
HERMIA

‘is follai, Helena 's no faut @ maine.
HELENA

No:ne bat yar beautai: would that faut were maine!
HERMIA

Te:ke cymfort: he: no mo:re shall se: mr fe:ce;
Lizander and miself will flai this ple:ce.
Befo:re the toime o did Lizander se:,

Se:xm'd atens as a paradoaise to me::

O, then, hwat gre:ces in ma Ixve do dwell,
That he: oth tern'd a heav’n unto a hell!
LYSANDER

Helen, to you o:r mainds wr will vnfo:ld:
To-morra naight, hwen Phe:be dvth beho:ld
‘or silver visa:ge in the wat’rai glass,
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Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,
A time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,

Through Athens' gates have we devised to steal.

HERMIA

And in the wood, where often you and |
Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie,
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet,
There my Lysander and myself shall meet;
And thence from Athens turn away our eyes,
To seek new friends and stranger companies.
Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us;
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius!
Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight
From lovers' food till morrow deep midnight.
LYSANDER

I will, my Hermia.

Exit HERMIA

Helena, adieu:
As you on him, Demetrius dote on you!

Exit

HELENA

How happy some o'er other some can be!
Through Athens | am thought as fair as she.
But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;
He will not know what all but he do know:

Deckin’ wi’ liquid perl the ble:ded grass,

A toime that Ixvers' flaights dsth still conce:l,
Through atens' ge:tes ‘ove we: devaised to ste:l.
HERMIA

and in the wood, hwere often you and i

Upon fe:nt primrose-beds wore wo:nt to 1ai,
Emptyin’ or bosoms of thar counsel swe:t,
Theire mai Lizander an” miself shoall me:t;

an thence from atens tern awe:y or ais,

Ta se:k njew frien's on stre:nger cympanais.
Ferewell, swe:t ple:fella: pre:y thou far ¥s;

an good Ivck grant thr thai Deme:trius!

Ke:p werd, Lizander: we: mus’ starve or saight
From Ivvers' fud till morra de:p midnaight.
LYSANDER

9 will, m1 Hermia.

Exit HERMIA

Helena, adiu::
As you on him, Deme:trius do:te on you!

Exit

HELENA

Hau happai syme 0:'er o:ther syme can be:!
Through atens ai am thought as fe:r as she:.
But hwat of that? Deme:trius thinks not so:;
‘1 will not kno:w hwat all but he: do kno:w:

1
1 )
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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.

Exit

‘1 he:I'd doun o:ts that he: was o:nlai maine;
an’ hwen this he:l some he:t fram Hermia felt,
So he: dissolved, an’ sho:rs of o:ts did melt.

2 will go tell 'im of fexr Hermia's flaight:
Then to the wood will he: ta-morra naight
Pursue ar; and far this intelligence

If o1 ove thanks, it is a de:r 1xpense:

But he:rein me:n ai to enrich mr pe:n,

To have 'is saight thither an back age:n.

Exit
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David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dreaml 2.mp3

SCENE I1. Athens. QUINCE'S house.

Enter QUINCE, SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, and
STARVELING

QUINCE

Is all our company here?

BOTTOM

You were best to call them generally, man by man, according to
the scrip.

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, | assure you, and a merry. Now, good
Peter Quince, call forth your actors by the scroll. Masters, spread
yourselves.

QUINCE

Answer as | call you. Nick Bottom, the weaver.

BOTTOM

Ready. Name what part | am for, and proceed.

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dreaml 2.mp3

SCENE II. Athens. QUINCE'S house.

Enter QUINCE, SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, and
STARVELING

QUINCE

Is all or cymp’nai ‘i:re?

BOTTOM

You were bes’ to call ‘em gen’rallsi, man br man, acco:rdin’ to
the scrip.

QUINCE

‘irre is the scro:ll of ev’rai man's nexme, hwich is thought fit,
through all at’ens, to ple:y in o:r interljude befo:re the djuke on’
the dxvchess, on ‘is weddin’-de:y at naight.

BOTTOM

Ferst, good Pe:ter Quince, sety hwat the ple:y tre:ts on, then re:d
the ne:mes o’ the actors, and so: gro:w to a paint.

QUINCE

Marrai, ar ple:y is, The mo:s' lamentable comedai, an” mo:s'
cruel death o” Pyramas an’ Thisbai.

BOTTOM

A verai good pe:ce o” werk, 2i afju:re ya, and a merrai. Nau,
good Pe:ter Quince, call fo:rth yor actors bi the scro:ll. Masters,
spread yoarselves.

QUINCE

answer as o call ya. Nick Bottom, the we:ver.

BOTTOM

Readoai. Ne:me hwat part 2i am fo:r, an’ proce:d.
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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, 1 will condole
in some measure. To the rest: yet my chief humour is for

a tyrant: | 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.

QUINCE

Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.

FLUTE

Here, Peter Quince.

QUINCE

Flute, you must take Thisby on you.

FLUTE

What is Thisby? a wandering knight?

QUINCE

You, Nick Bottom, are set doun for Pyramas.

BOTTOM

hwat is Pyramas? a lvver, ar a tairant?

QUINCE

A Iyver, thot Kills “‘imself mo:s' gallant far Ixve.

BOTTOM

That’ll ask syme te:rs in the true perfo:rmin’ of it: if ai do it, let
the audience look to thar ais; ai will myve sto:rms, ai will
condo:le in some mezare. Ta the rest: yit mi che:f ‘umour is for a
tairant: o could plery ercle:s re:relai, or a part to te:r a cat in, to
me:ke all split.

The re:gin’ rocks

and shivering shocks

Sholl bre:k the locks

Of prison ge:tes;

And Phibbus' car

Sholl shaine from far

And me:ke and mar

The fxlish Fe:tes.

This was loftai! Nou ne:me the rest o’ the ple:yers. This is ercle:s'
ve:n, a tairant's ve:n; a lyver is mo:re condo:lin’.

QUINCE

Francis Flute, the bellas-mender.

FLUTE

‘irre, Pe:ter Quince.

QUINCE

Flute, you mus’ te:ke Thisbai on ya.

FLUTE
hwat is Thisbai? a wand’rin’” knaight?
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QUINCE

It is the lady that Pyramus must love.

FLUTE

Nay, faith, let me not play a woman; | 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 | may hide my face, let me play Thisby too, I'll speak in a
monstrous little voice. 'Thisne, Thisne;' 'Ah, Pyramus, lover dear!
thy Thisby dear, and lady dear!’

QUINCE

No, no; you must play Pyramus: and, Flute, you Thisby.
BOTTOM

Well, proceed.

QUINCE

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: myself, Thisby's father: Snug, the joiner;
you, the lion's part: and, | 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

It is the le:dai that Pyramas mas’ Ivve.

FLUTE

Ne:y, fe:th, let mr not plexy a woman,; ai “‘ove a beird cymin’.
QUINCE

That's all o:ne: yo shall pley it in a mask, and yo me:y spe:k as
small as yo will.

BOTTOM

an o me:y ‘oide mu fe:ce, let me: ple:y Thisbai too, 9'll spe:k in a
monstrous little vaice. 'Thisnai, Thisnai;' 'Ah, Pyramas, lvver
de:r! thr Thisbai de:r, on’ le:dai deir!’

QUINCE

No:, no:; you mus’ plery Pyramas: an’ Flute, you Thisbai.
BOTTOM

Well, proce:d.

QUINCE

Robin Starvelin’, the te:lor.

STARVELING

‘irre, Pe:ter Quince.

QUINCE

Robin Starvelin', you mus’ ple:y Thisbai's myther. Tom Snaut,
the tinker.

SNOUT

‘irre, Pe:ter Quince.

QUINCE

You, Pyramas' father: miself, Thisbai's father: Snyg, the jainer;
you, the laion's part: and, ai ‘o:pe, ‘i:re is a ple:y fitted.

SNUG

‘ave you the laion's part written? pre:y yo, if it be:, give it mi, for
2i am slorw o stydai.
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QUINCE

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

Let me play the lion too: I will roar, that | will do any man's heart
good to hear me; I will roar, that I will make the duke say 'Let
him roar again, let him roar again.’

QUINCE

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

That would hang us, every mother's son.

BOTTOM

I grant you, friends, if that you should fright the ladies out of their
wits, they would have no more discretion but to hang us: but |
will aggravate my voice so that I will roar you as gently as any
sucking dove; I will roar you an 'twere any nightingale.
QUINCE

You can play no part but Pyramus; for Pyramus is a sweet-faced
man; a proper man, as one shall see in a summer’s day; a most
lovely gentleman-like man: therefore you must needs play
Pyramus.

BOTTOM

Well, I will undertake it. What-beard-werebest-to-play-it-in?

QUINCE

You me:y do it extempori, for it is no:tin’ but ro:rin’.

BOTTOM

Let mi ple:y the Iaion too: o will ro:r, that @ will do any man's “art
good to “er mr; 2i will ro:r, that o will me:ke the djuke se:y 'Let
‘im ro:r agen, let ‘im ro:r agen.'

QUINCE

an ya should do it too terriblai, yo would fraight the dvchess an’

the le:dais, thot they would shre:k; an that ware envgh t” “ang ¥s
all.

ALL

That would ‘ang s, ev’rai myther's syn.

BOTTOM

2 grant y9, frien's, if thot ya should fraight the le:dais aut o’ ther
wits, thery would “‘ave no: mo:re discresion byt t” “ang ¥s: byt o
will aggrave:te m1 vaice sa that o will ro:r yo as gentlai os anai
syckin’ dyve; o will ro:r ya an ‘twere anai naightin’ge:le.
QUINCE

Yo can ple:y no: part bat Pyramas; for Pyramas is a swe:t-fe:ced
man; a proper man, as o:ne shall se: in a symmer's de:y; a mo:s'

Ivvelai gentlemon-loike man: therefo:re you mas' ne:ds ple:y
Pyramas.

BOTTOM
Well, o wall wnderte:ke it. What-beard-were-Hbest-to-play-H-in?
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QUINCE

: | | hai I_and.4 "
play-bare-faced—But; masters, here are your parts: and-+am-te
entreat-you,regquest-you-and-desire-you-te con them by to-

morrow night; and meet me in the palace wood, a mile without
the town, by moonlight; there will we rehearse, for if we meet in
the city, we shall be dogged with company, and our devices
known. In the meantime I will draw a bill of properties, such as
our play wants. | pray you, fail me not.

BOTTOM

We will meet; and there we may rehearse most obscenely and
courageously. Take pains; be perfect: adieu.

QUINCE

play-bare-faced—But; masters, ‘i:re ore yor parts and tam to
eﬂtlﬂea{—yeu—req%st—yeu—and—dewe—yeu—te con am br to-morra

naight; an’ me:t mr in the palace wood, a maile withaut the toun,
br moonlaight; there wall wr re’erse, for if wr me:t in the citoi, wi
shall br dogged wi cxmp’nai, and ar devaices kno:n. In the
me:ntoime o wall draw a bill o propertais, sych as ar ple:y
wants. o prety yo, fe:l mr not.

BOTTOM

Wo wall me:t; on’ the:re wi me:y re’erse mo:st obsce:nelai on’
coure:geouslai. Te:ke pe:ns; br perfr't: adiu:.

QUINCE

At the duke's oak we meet.

BOFFOM

Exeunt




Page 21 of 109

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream2 1.mp3

ACT Il

SCENE I. A wood near Athens.

Enter, from opposite sides, a Fairy, and PUCK
PUCK

How now, spirit! whither wander you?

Fairy

Over hill, over dale,

Thorough bush, thorough brier,

Over park, over pale,

Thorough flood, thorough fire,

| do wander everywhere,

Swifter than the moon's sphere;

And | serve the fairy queen,

To dew her orbs upon the green.

}must go seek some dewdrops here

Farewell, thou lob of spirits; I'll be gone:

Our queen and all our elves come here anon.
PUCK

The king doth keep his revels here to-night:
Take heed the queen come not within his sight;

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream?2 1.mp3

ACT Il

SCENE I. A wood near Athens.

Enter, from opposite sides, a Fairy, and PUCK
PUCK

‘ou nou, spirit! hwither wander you?

Fairy

o:ver ‘“ill, o:ver de:le,

Thyra bush, thyra brarr,

o:ver park, o:ver pe:le,

Thyra flxd, thyro forr,

o1 do wander ev’rathwe:r,

Swifter than the moon's sphe:re

And a1 serve the fe:ror que:n,

To djew “ar 0:rbs upon the gre:n.

}must go seek some dewdrops here
Fe:rewell, thoo lob o spirits; or'll b1 gone:
o:r que:n and all ar elves cxme '1:re anon.
PUCK

The king doth ke:p “1s revels 'r:r ta-nait:
Te:ke ‘e:d the que:n cyme not within 'is sait;
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For Oberon is passing fell and wrath,
Because that she as her attendant hath
A lovely boy, stol’n 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 lovéd 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.
FAIRY
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 villagery;

icload nicl I aughi heir | .
Those that Hobgoblin call you and sweet Puck,
You do their work, and they shall have good luck:
Are not you he?
PUCK
Thou speak'st aright;
I am that merry wanderer of the night.
I jest to Oberon and make him smile
When | a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal:
And sometime lurk | in a gossip's bowl,

Far 0:beron is passin' fell on” wrath,
Because thot she: os "er attendant “ath
A Ixvelar bar, sto:I’n from an Indjan king;
Shr never 'ad so swe:t a che:ngoling;
an’ jealous o:beron would “ave the chaild
Knoart of 1s tre:n, to tre:ce the forests waild;
But she: perfo:rce wit’o:lds the Ixvid bar,
Craons ‘tm with flo:rs an” me:kes im all or jor:
an’ nou the:y never me:t in gro:ve ar gre:n,
B fountain cli:r or spangled starlort she:n,
But the:y do skwe:r, that all thor elves for fe:r
Cre:p into e:co:rn-cxps an’ ‘arde am the:r.
FAIRY
e'er o1 miste:ke yor she:pe an’ me:Kin’ quarte,
or else you are that shro:wd an’ kne:vish sprort
Call'd Robin Goodfells : are not you ‘e:
Thot froits the me:dens of the villag’rar;

icload nicl I \aughi heir | .
Tho:se that ‘obgoblin call ys on” swe:t Pxck,
Yo do ther werk, on’ the:y sholl “ave good lsck:
are not you ‘e:?
PUCK
thou spe:k'st arart;
o1 am that merrar wand’rer of the not.
a1 jest to 0:beron an” me:ke ‘tm smoaile
hwen ar a fat an be:n-fed ‘o:rse begaile,
Ne:in” in lorkeniss of a fillor fo:l:
on’ symetorme lerk o1 in a gossip's bo:l,
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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.

Fairy

And here my mistress. Would that he were gone!

Enter, from one side, OBERON, with his train; from the other,
TITANIA, with hers

OBERON

11l 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?
TITANIA

Then | must be thy lady: but I know
When thou hast stolen away from fairy land,
And in the shape of Corin sat all day,
Playing on pipes of corn and versing love
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here,
Come from the farthest Steppe of India?

In verar larkeniss of a ro:sted crab,

an’ hwen shr drinks, agenst “or lips o bab

and on ‘or wither'd djewlap po:r the «:le.

The waisest ant, tellin’ the saddest te:le,
symetorme for thre:-foot stool miste:keth me:;
Then slip a1 from “ar bym, dovn topples she:,
an’ 'te:lor' crais, on’ falls into a caf;

on’ then the “o:le gorre “o:1d thor “ips an’ laf,
an’ waxen in thar merth on’ ne:ze an’ swe:r
A merrier o:r was never wested the:re.

But, ro:m, fe:rar! “r:re cymes o:beron.

Fairy

and ‘r:re mr mistriss. Would that “‘e: ware gone!

Enter, from one side, OBERON, with his train; from the other,
TITANIA, with hers

OBERON

Il met br moonlart, proud Titania.
TITANIA

hwat, jealous o:beron! Fe:rars, skip ‘ence:
o1 'ave fo:rswo:rn 1s bed an’ cympanar.
OBERON

Tarrar, rash wanton: am not a1 thr lo:rd?
TITANIA

Then or mxs' be: thr le:dor: byt o kno:w
hwen thou ‘ast sto:I’n awe:y from fe:rar land,
and in the she:pe o Corin sat all de:y,
Ple:yin® on parpes o co:rn an’ versin’ lxve
To am’rous Phillida. hwar art thoo ‘1:re,
Cyme from the farthist Steppe of India?
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But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,

Your buskin'd mistress and your warrior love,
To Theseus must be wedded, and you come

To give their bed joy and prosperity.

OBERON

How canst thou thus for shame, Titania,

Glance at my credit with Hippolyta,

Knowing | know thy love to Theseus?

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night
From Perigenia, whom he ravishéed?

And make him with fair Aegle break his faith,
With Ariadne and Antiopa?

TITANIA

These are the forgeries of jealousy:

And never, since the middle summer's spring,
Met we on hill, in dale, forest or mead,

By pavéd fountain or by rushy brook,

Or in the beached margent of the sea,

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind,

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport.
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,

As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea
Contagious fogs; which falling in the land

Have every pelting river made so proud

That they have overborne their continents:

The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn
The fold stands empty in the drownéd field,

And crows are fatted with the murrion flock;
The nine men's morris is fill'd up with mud,

But that, farsooth, the baoncin” amazon,
Yor byskin'd mistriss an' yar warrior lxve,
To The:seus mys' br wedded, an’ ya cyme
To give thor bed jor an' prosperitar.
OBERON
‘ou cans' thou thys for she:me, Titania,
Glance at mr credit with 'ippolyta,
Kno:win’ o kno:w thr Iyve to The:seus?
Dids' thou not le:d ‘im through the glimm’rin’ nort
From Perige:nia, ‘om 1 ravishid?
on’ me:ke ‘im with fe:r i:gle: bre:k “is fe:th,
With ariadnr and antsropa?
TITANIA
The:se are the fo:rgerais o jealousar
an’ never, since the middle ssmmer’s spring,
Met we: on 'ill, in de:le, forest or me:d,
B1 pe:vid fountain o:r br ryshar brook,
ar in the be:chid margent of the se:,
To dance o:r ringlets to the hwistlin® waind,
But with thr brawls thou “ast disterb'd o:r spo:rt.
The:refo:re the wainds, paipin’ to ¥s in ve:n,
oS in revenge, ‘ave syck'd xp from the se:
Conte:grous fogs; hwich fallin’ in the land
‘ave ev’rar peltin’ river me:de so proaod
That the:y ‘ave o:verbo:rne ther continents:
| hath theref ree-his-yoke in-vain-
The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn
The fo:1d stan's em'tar in the draovnid fe:ld,
an’ cro:ws or fatted with the mxrrion flock;
The noine men's morris is fill'd xp wi” myd,
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And-the-guaint-mazesin-the-wanton-green
The human mortals want their winter here;
No night is now with hymn or carol blest:
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,
Pale in her anger, washes all the air,
That rheumatic diseases do abound:
And thorough this distemperature we see
The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose,
And on old Hiems' thin and icy crown
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds
Is, as in mock’ry, set: the spring, the summer,
The childing autumn, angry winter, change
Their wonted liveries, and the mazéd world,
By their increase, now knows not which is which:
And this same progeny of evils comes
From our debate, from our dissension;
We are their parents and original.
OBERON
Do you amend it then; it lies in you:
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 vot’ress of my order:
And, in the spicéd Indian air, by night,
Full often hath she gossip'd by my side,
And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands,

i . T
The 'uman mo:rtals want ther winter 'c:r;
No: nart is nou with 'ymn or carol blest:
The:refo:re the moon, the gyverniss o flxds,
Pe:le in 'ar anger, washes all the «:r,
Thot rheumatic dise:ses do abound:
an’ thyra this distemp'ratare wi se:
The se:sons alter: 'o:ror-eaded frosts
Fall in the fresh lap o the crimson ro:se,
ond on o:ld ‘artams' thin and a1car cravn
on 0:d’rous chaplet o’ swe:t symmer bxds
Is, as in mock’rar, set: the spring, the symmer,
The chaildin” autumn, angrar winter, che:nge
Ther wo:nted liv’rais, an’ the me:zid werld,
Br1 the:r incre:se, nauv kno:ws not hwich is hwich:
an’ this se:me progenar of e:vils cymes
From o:r debe:te, from o:r dissension;
Wi are ther pe:rents and original.
OBERON
Do you amend it then; it la1s in you:
hwar should Titania cross “ar 0:beron?
o do but beg a little che:ngelin’ bar,
To be: mi ‘enchman.
TITANIA
Set yor ‘art ot rest:
The fe:rar land bars not the chaild o” me..
‘is myther was a vo:t’riss of mr o:rder:
and, in the sparcid Indian «:r, br natt,
Full often “ath shr gossip'd bar mi sarde,
on’ sat wit” me: on Neptjone's yello sands,
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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.
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 | longer stay.

Exit TITANIA with her train

OBERON

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 | sat upon a promont’ry,

Markin’ th’embarkid tre:ders on the flxd,
hwen we: ‘ove lagh'd to se: the se:ls conce:ve
an’ gro:w big-bellid with the wanton wind;
hwich she:, with prettor an” with swimmin’ ge:t
Foll’win’,-- ar womb then rich with mor yxng squoire,--
Would imite:te, on’ se:1 upon the land,

To fetch mi traifles, an’ retern agen,

As from a varage, rich with merchandaise.
But she:, be:in” mo:rtal, of that bar did dor;
an’ fo:r “or se:ke do a1 rr:r ¥p ar bar,

an’ fo:r “or se:ke o will not part with “im.
OBERON

‘ou long within this wood intend yo ste:y?
TITANIA

Perchance till a'ter The:seus' weddin’-de:y.

If you will pe:sientlar dance in o:r round

an’ se: 0:r moonloit revels, go: with xs;

If not, shyn me:, an’ ar will spe:re yu:r ‘aunts.
OBERON

Give me: that bar, an’ a1 will go: with the:.
TITANIA

Not for thar fe:ror kingdom. Fe:rars, awe:y!
Wi sholl chaide doonrart, if o longer ste:y.

Exit TITANIA with her train

OBERON

Well, go: thr we:y: thou sholt not from this gryve
Till a1 to:rment thr fo:r this injurar.

M1 gentle Pxck, cxme ‘ither. Thou rememb’rist
Since pnce o sat upon a promont’rai,
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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.
PUCK

I remember.
OBERON
That very time | 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 vot’ress passed on,
In maiden meditation, fancy-free.
Yet mark'd | 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.
PUCK
I'll put a girdle round about the earth
In forty minutes.

and “erd a merme:d on a dolphin's back
¥tt’rin’ sach dxlcet and ‘armo:n’jas breath
Thot the rude se: grew civil at “or song
an’ certain stars shot madlar from thor sphe:res,
To 'cr the se:-me:d's music.
PUCK

o1 remember.
OBERON
That verar tarme o saw, but thoo coulds' not,
Flarin’ betwe:n the co:ld moon an' the erth,
Cjopid all arm'd: a certain €:m 1 took
At a fe:r vestal thro:nid bar the west,
on loosed “1s lxve-shaft smartlor from 'is bo:w,
As it should pr:rce a “yndred thausand “arts;
But o1 mait se: yxng Cjopid's forrar shaft
Quench'd in the chast be:ms o the wat’rar moon,
on the impr:rjal vo:t’riss passid on,
In me:den medite:sion, fancar-fre:.
Yet mark'd o1 hwe:re the bo:lt o Cjopid fell:
It fell upon a little western flo:r,
Befo:re milk-hwaite, nov perple with Ixve's woond,
on me:dens call it Ixve-in-ardlensss.
Fetch mi that flo:r; the “erb o sho:'d thr bnce:
The jarce of it on sle:pin’ ar-lids le:d
Will me:ke o:r man o:r woman madlar do:te
Upon the nex' laive cre:tore that it se:s.
Fetch mr this “erb; on be: thou ‘rire agen
e:re the levarathan con swim a le:gue.
PUCK
o'll put a gerdle round about the erth
In fo:rtar minutes.
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Exit

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:
And ere | take this charm from off her sight,
As | can take it with another herb,

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

But who comes here? | am invisible;

And | will overhear their conference.

Enter DEMETRIUS, HELENA, following him

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,;
And here am I, and wode within this wood,
Because | cannot meet my Hermia.

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

HELENA
You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant;
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart

Exit

OBERON

‘avin’ once this joice,

o'll watch Titania hwen shr is asle:p,

an’ drop the liquor of it in or a1s.

The nex' thing then shr we:kin’ looks upon,
Be: it on laron, be:r, or wolf, ar bull,

On meddlin” mynkar, ar on busar €:pe,

Shr sholl pursjue it with the so:l o Ixve:

an’ e:re o te:ke this charm from off “or sart,
As a1 con te:ke it with anxther “erb,

o'l me:ke or render xp or pe:ge to me..

But ‘0 cymes '1:re? ar am invisible;

an’ a1 will o:ver’r:r ther conference.

Enter DEMETRIUS, HELENA, following him

DEMETRIUS

a Iyve thr not, the:refo:re pursjue mr not.

hwe:re is Lizander on’ fe:r Hermia?

The o:ne 2'll sle:y, the o:ther sle:yeth me:.

Thoo to:I'st mi the:y were sto:I’n unto this wood;
an’ hr:re am a1, an” wode within this wood,
Because o cannot me:t mr Hermia.

Hence, get thr gone, an’ follo me: na mo:re.

HELENA
Yo draw mi, you hard-harted adamant;
But yit ys draw not orron, fo:r mr hart
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Is true as steel: leave you your power to draw,
And I shall have no power to follow you.
DEMETRIUS

Do | entice you? do | speak you fair?

Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth

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

And e’en for that do I love you the more.

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 | am, to follow you.

What worser place can | beg in your love,--
And yet a place of high respect with me,--
Than to be uséd as you use your dog?
DEMETRIUS

Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit;
For | am sick when I do look on thee.
HELENA

And I am sick when | look not on you.
DEMETRIUS

You do impeach your modesty too much,
To leave the city and commit yourself

Into the hands of one that loves you not;
To trust the opportunity of night

And the ill counsel of a desert place

With the rich worth of your virginity.
HELENA

Your virtue is my privilege: for that

It is not night when | do see your face,

Is true oz ste:l: le:ve you yor po:r to draw,
an' a1 shall ‘ave no: po:r ts folls you.
DEMETRIUS

Do a1 entaice ya? do o spe:k yo fe:r?

o:r, rather, do o not in ple:nist truth

Tell you, o do not, no:r o cannot Ixve ya?
HELENA

and e:n far that do a1 Ixve you the mo:re.
o1 am yar spaniel; and, Deme:trius,

The mo:re ys be:t mi, a1 will fawn on you:
Use me: but as yar spaniel, spern mi, strotke mi,
Neglect mr, lose mi; o:nlar give mr le:ve,
ynwerthar as ai am, to follo you.

hwat werser ple:ce can a1 beg in yar Ixve,--
on’ yit a ple:ce o’ har respect wit' me:,--
Thon to br usid as ys use yar dog?
DEMETRIUS

Tem't not too mxch the he:tred of mr spir't;
For a1 om sick hwen a1 do look on the:.
HELENA

an’ a1 am sick hwen ar look not on you.
DEMETRIUS

Yo do impe:ch yar modestar too mxch,

To le:ve the citor an’ commit yarself

Into the hands of 0:ne that Ixves ys not;
To tryst the opportjunitar of nait

an’ the ill counsel of a desert ple:ce

With the rich werth of yu:r virginitor.
HELENA

Yor vertjo is mr privilege: for that

It is not nart hwen a1 do se: yar fe:ce,
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Therefore I think | am not in the night;

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company,
For you in my respect are all the world:
Then how can it be said | am alone,

When all the world is here to look on me?
DEMETRIUS

I'll run from thee and hide me in the brakes,
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts.
HELENA

The wildest hath not such a heart as you.

DEMETRIUS

I will not stay thy questions; let me go:
Or, if thou follow me, do not believe
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood.
HELENA

the:refo:re o think a1 am not in the nait;

No:r dxth this wood lack werlds o cympanar,
Far you in mar respect are all the werld:
Then hoo can it be said oi am alo:ne,

hwen all the werld is hr:re to look on me:?
DEMETRIUS

o'll ryn from the: an’ haide mi in the bre:kes,
an' le:ve thr to the mercar of waild be:sts.
HELENA

The warldist 'ath not sxch a hart oz you.

DEMETRIUS

o will not ste:y thr questjons; let mi go::
o:r, if tho follo me:, do not bele:ve

Byt a1 shall do thr mischief in the wood.
HELENA

Exit DEMETRIUS

I'll follow thee and make a heaven of hell,
To die upon the hand I love so well.

Exit DEMETRIUS

o'll follo the: an” me:ke a he’en of hell,
To dar upon the hand o Ixve so well.
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Exit

OBERON
Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave this grove,
Thou shalt fly him and he shall seek thy love.

Re-enter PUCK

Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer.
PUCK

Ay, there it is.

OBERON

| pray thee, give it me.

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

Exit

OBERON
fe:r thr well, nymph: :r “e: do le:ve this grxve,
Thoo sholt flar “im on’ 'e: sholl se:k thr Ixve.

Re-enter PUCK

‘ast thoo the flo:r the:re? Welcome, wand'rer.
PUCK
a1, the:re it is.
OBERON

o pre:y thi, give it me:.
o1 kno:w a bank hwe:r the waild tharme blo:ws,
hwe:r oxlips an’ the noddin’ vailet gro:ws,
Quoarte o:ver-canopard wi’ Ixfious woodbaine,
Wi’ swe:t myskro:ses an’ with eglantaine.
The:r sle:ps Titania symetorme o the narght,
Lxlled in the:se flo:rs wi’ dances an’ delarght.
an’ the:r the sne:ke thro:ws ar enamell’d skin,
We:d waide enxgh to wrap a fe:rar in.
an’ wi’ the juice o this 2'll stre:k or a1s
an’ me:ke or full of 'e:teful fantasars.
Te:ke thou syme of it, on” se:k through this gryve.
A swe:t Ate:nian le:dar is in lxve
With a disde:nful youth — anaint “1s ars;
But do it hwen the nex' thing 'e: espais
Me:y br the le:dar: thou shalt kno:w the man
Boar the Ate:nian garments 'e: oth on.
Effect it wi” syme ce:re, thot 'e: me:y pryve
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More fond on her than she upon her love: Mo:re fond on "er than she: upon ar Ixve.

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. an’ look thou me:t mr e:re the ferst cock cro:w.
PUCK PUCK

Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. Fr:r not, mr lo:rd, yar servant sholl do so:.

Exeunt Exeunt
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David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream2 2.mp3

SCENE I1. Another part of the wood.

Enter TITANIA, with her train

TITANIA

Come, now a roundel and a fairy song;

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence;

Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds,

Some war with rere-mice for their leathern wings,
To make my small elves coats, and some keep back
The clam’rous owl that nightly hoots and wonders
At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep;

Then to your offices and let me rest.

The Fairies sing

You spotted snakes with double tongue,
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen;

Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong,
Come not near our fairy queen.
Philomel, with melody

Sing in our sweet lullaby;

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby:
Never harm,

Nor spell nor charm,

Come our lovely lady nigh;

So, good night, with lullaby.

Weaving spiders, come not here;

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream2 2.mp3

SCENE I1. Another part of the wood.

Enter TITANIA, with her train

TITANIA

Cyme, nou a roondel an’ a fe:rar song;

Then, fo:r the therd part of a minute, ‘ence;

Syme to kill cankers in the mysk-ro:se bxds,

Syme war with rr:re-moice fo:r thar leathern wings,
To me:ke mi small elves co:ts, an” syme ke:p back
The clam’rous oul thot nartlor ‘oots an” wynders

At o:r que:nt spirits. Sing m1 nov asle:p;

Then to yar offices an’ let mr rest.

The Fairies sing

You spotted sne:kes with dxble tongue,
Tho:rnar 'edge’ogs, be: not se:n;

Njewts on’ bloind-werms, do no: wrong,
Cyme not nu:r o:r fexrar que:n.
Philomel, with melodar

Sing in o:r swe:t Ixllabar;

Lxlla, Ixlla, Ixllabar, Ixlla, Ixlla, Ixllabar:
Never harm,

No:r spell no:r charm,

Cyme o:r lyvelar le:dar nar;

So:, good nait, with Ixllabar.

We:vin’ sparders, cxme not 'e:re;
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Hence, you long-legg'd spinners, hence!
Beetles black, approach not near;
Worm nor snail, do no offence.
Philomel, with melody, & c.

Fairy

Hence, away! now all is well:

One aloof stand sentinel.

Exeunt Fairies. TITANIA sleeps
Enter OBERON and squeezes the flower on TITANIA's eyelids

OBERON

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.

Exit
Enter LYSANDER and HERMIA

LYSANDER

Fair love, you faint with wandering in the wood,;
And to speak troth, | have forgot our way:

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

And tarry for the comfort of the day.

‘ence, ya long-legg'd spinners, ‘ence!
Be:tles black, appro:ch not ne:r;
Werm nar sne:l, do no: offence.
Philomel, with melodar, & c.

Fairy

‘ence, awe:y! nou all is well:

0:ne aloof stand sentinel.

Exeunt Fairies. TITANIA sleeps
Enter OBERON and squeezes the flower on TITANIA's eyelids

OBERON

hwat thoou se:st hwen thoo dys' we:ke,
Do it fo:r thor true-lxve te:ke,

Lxve an’ languish fo:r 'is se:ke:

Be: it ounce, or cat, or be:r,

Pard, ar bo:r with bristled 'c:r,

In thar a1 that sholl appe:r

hwen thou we:K'st, it is thor de:r:
We:ke hwen s¥me vaile thing is ne:r.

Exit
Enter LYSANDER and HERMIA

LYSANDER

Fe:r Iyve, ya fe:nt with wand'rin’ in the wood;
an’ to spe:k tro:th, o have forgot o:r we:y:
W'l rest xs, Hermia, if yo think it good,

on’ tarrar fo:r the cymfort of the dey.
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HERMIA

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

For I upon this bank will rest my head.
LYSANDER

One turf shall serve as pillow for us both;
One heart, one bed, two bosoms and one troth.
HERMIA

Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my dear,
Lie further off yet, do not lie so near.
LYSANDER

O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence!
Love takes the meaning in love's conference.
I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit

So that but one heart we can make of it;
Two bosoms interchained with an oath;

So then two bosoms and a single troth.

Then by your side no bed-room me deny;
For lying so, Hermia, | do not lie.
HERMIA

Lysander riddles very prettily:

Now much beshrew my manners and my pride,
If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied.

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy

Lie further off; in human modesty,

Such separation as may well be said
Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid,

So far be distant; and, good night, sweet friend:

Thy love ne'er alter till thy sweet life end!
LYSANDER

Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I,
And then end life when | end loyalty!

HERMIA

Be:'t so:, Lizander: faind you oot a bed,;

Far o1 upon this bank will rest mr head.
LYSANDER

0:ne terf shall serve as pills fo:r as bo:th;
0:ne hart, o:ne bed, two bosoms and o:ne tro:th.
HERMIA

Ne:y, good Lizander; for mi se:ke, mr de:r,
Lor ferther off yit, do not lor so ne:r.
LYSANDER

0:, te:ke the sense, swe:t, of mar innocence!
Lxve te:kes the me:nin’ in lxve's conference.
o me:n, thot mar hart unto yu:rs is knit

So that byt 0:ne hart we: con me:ke of it;
Two bosoms interche:nid with an o:th;

Sa then two bosoms and a single tro:th.
Then bar yar sarde no: bed-room me: denar;
Far larin® so:, Hermia, o do not lar.
HERMIA

Lizander riddles verar prettilor:

Nau mxch beshro:w mr manners an’ mi praide,
If Hermia meant to se:y Lizander lard.

Bxt, gentle friend, for Ixve an’ co:rtesar

Lor ferther off; in human modestar,

Sxch separe:sion as me:y well br se:d
Becymes a vert’ss bach’lor and a me:d,

So: far br distant; and, good nort, swe:t friend:
Thr Ixve ne:r alter till thr swe:t lorfe end!
LYSANDER

Amen, amen, to that fe:r pre:r, sey or;

on’ then end larfe hwen a1 end laraltor!
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Here is my bed: sleep give thee all his rest!
HERMIA
With half that wish the wisher's eyes be press'd!

They sleep
Enter PUCK

PUCK

Through the forest have I gone.

But Athenian found I none,

On whose eyes | 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 | throw

All the power this charm doth owe.
When thou wakest, let love forbid
Sleep his seat on thy eyelid:

So awake when | am gone;

For | must now to Oberon.

Exit

Hi:re is mr bed: sle:p give thr all “1s rest!
HERMIA
With half that wish the wisher's a1s br press'd!

They sleep
Enter PUCK

PUCK

Through the forest ‘ave o1 go:ne.
But Ate:nian found a1 no:ne,

On “ose a1S o moit apprsve

This flo:r's fo:rce in sterrin’ Ixve.
Noit on’ sorlence.—‘0 is ‘c:re?
We:ds of atens 'e: doth we:r:

This is “e:, m1r master se:d,
Desparsid the Ate:nian me:d;

an’ ‘r:re the me:den, sle:pin’ saond,
On the dank an’ dertar groond.
Prettor so:I! shr derst not lor

Nr:r this lack-Ixve, this kill-co:rtsar.
Cherl, upon thar a1s o thro:w

all the po:r this charm doth o..
hwen thou we:k’st, let Ixve forbid
Sle:p “1s se:t on thar a1lid:

So: awe:ke hwen a1 am gone;

Far o mys' nou to o:beron.

Exit
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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

HELENA

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

I " it ol :
But who is here? Lysander! on the ground!
Dead? or asleep? | see no blood, no wound.
Lysander if you live, good sir, awake.

Enter DEMETRIUS and HELENA, running

HELENA

Ste:y, tho: tha kill m1, swe:t Deme:trius.
DEMETRIUS

a charge thi, hence, an’ do not haunt mi thxs.
HELENA

0:, wilt thou darklin’ le:ve mi? do not so..
DEMETRIUS

Ste:y, on thr peril: o1 alo:ne will go..

Exit

HELENA

0:, a1 am oot o breath in this fond che:se!
The mo:re mr pre:r, the lesser is mr gre:ce.
Happar is Hermia, hwe:reso:e:r shi lais;

Far she: “oth blessid ond attractive a1s.

Hou ce:me “or a1s so brait? Not with salt te:rs:
If so:, mar a1s ore oft’ner wash'd thon he:rs.
No:, no:, ai am as xglor as a be:r;

Far be:sts thot me:t mr ryn awe:y for fe:r:
The:refo:re no: marvel tho: Deme:trius

Do, as a monster flor mr presence thys.

“l'ellt wicked and dlss_ ellnbllng'gllasslel FHRE .
But who is hi:re? Lizander! on the ground!
Dead? or asle:p? o se: no: blxd, no: waund.
Lizander if ya live, good ser, awe:ke.
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LYSANDER

[Awaking] And run through fire I will for thy sweet sake.
Transparent Helena! Nature shows art,

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart.
Where is Demetrius? O, how fit a word

Is that vile name to perish on my sword!

HELENA

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; | do repent

The tedious minutes | with her have spent.

Not Hermia but Helena I love:

Who will not change a raven for a dove?

Fhe-wit-of-man-is-by-his-reason-sway'd;

HELENA

Wherefore was | 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,

LYSANDER

[Awaking] an’ r¥n through foire o will for thar swe:t se:ke.
Transparent Helena! Ne:tore sho:ws art,

Thot through thr bosom me:kes mr se: thr hart.
hwe:re is Deme:tr’us? o:, hoo fit a wo:rd

Is that vaile ne:me to perish on mr swo:rd!
HELENA

Do not se:y so:, Lizander; se:y not so:

hwat tho: ‘1 lyve yor Hermia? Lo:rd, hwat tho:?
Y1t Hermia still Ixves you: then be: content.
LYSANDER

Content with Hermia! No:; o do repent

The tidious minutes a1 with her ove spent.

Not Hermia bxt Helena o Ixve:

Who will not che:nge a re:ven fo:r a dxve?

TFhe-wit-of-man-is-by-his-reason-sway'd;

HELENA

hwe:refo:re was a1 to this ke:n mock’rar bo:rn?
hwen at yar hands did a1 deserve this sco:rn?
Is't not enxgh, is't not enxgh, yxng man,

That 21 did never, no:, no:r never can,

Deserve a swe:t look from Deme:tr’us’ ar,

Bat you mas' flost mr insuffisiencar?
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Should-of anothertherefore beabused!

Exit

LYSANDER

She sees not Hermia. Hermia, sleep thou there:
And never mayst thou come Lysander near!
For as a surfeit of the sweetest things

The deepest loathing to the stomach brings,

Or as the heresies that men do leave

Are hated most of those they did deceive,

So thou, my surfeit and my heresy,

Of all be hated, but the most of me!

And, all my powers, address your love and might
To honour Helen and to be her knight!

Exit

HERMIA

[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 | 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?

Should-of-another-therefore be-abused!

Exit

LYSANDER

Shr se:s not Hermia. Hermia, sle:p thoo the:re:
an’ never me:s' thou cyme Lizander ne:r!
Far as a serfeit of the swe:tist things

The de:prst lo:thin’ to the stymach brings,
0:r as the he:resars that men do le:ve

ore he:ted mo:st o tho:se the:y did dece:ve,
Sa thau, mr serfeit an mr he:resar,

Of all br he:ted, bxt the mo:st o me:!

and, all mr po:rs, address yar Ixve an moait
To honour Helen an to be: ar knat!

Exit

HERMIA

[Awaking] Help mi, Lizander, help mi! do thr best
To plwck this crawlin’ serpent from mi breast!

o1 me:, for pitar! hwat a dre:m was he:re!

Lizander, look ‘av o1 do que:ke wi’ fe:r:
Mithought a serpent et mr hart awe:y,

an’ you sat smailin’ at ‘1s cruel pre:y.

Lizander! hwat, remxved? Lizander! lo:rd!

hwat, oot o” hr:rin’? gone? no: saund, no: wo:rd?
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Alack, where are you? speak, an if you hear;

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

No? then | well perceive you all not nigh
Either death or you I'll find immediately.

Exit

Alack, hwe:re are ya? spe:k, an’ if yo her;
Spe:k, of all Ixves! o swoon almo:st wi’ fe:r.
No:? then o well perce:ve you are not nar
e’er death ar you o'll farnd imme:diatelor.

Exit
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David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream3 1.mp3

ACT I

SCENE I. The wood. TITANIA lying asleep.

Enter QUINCE, SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, and
STARVELING

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 hawthorn-brake our tiring-house; and we
will do it in action as we will do it before the duke.
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

By'r lakin, a parlous fear.

STARVELING

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

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream3 1.mp3

ACT I

SCENE I. The wood. TITANIA lying asleep.

Enter QUINCE, SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, and
STARVELING

BOTTOM

are wi all met?

QUINCE

Pat, pat; ond 'r:re's a marv'llous conve:nient ple:ce
for o:r re’ersal. This gre:n plot shall be: or

ste:ge, this “awtho:rn-bre:ke or torrin’-ause; on we:
will do it in acsion as we: will do it befo:re the djuke.
BOTTOM

Pe:ter Quince,--

QUINCE

hwat se:y’s’ thao, bullor Bottom?

BOTTOM

There are things in this comedar o Pyramas an’
Thisbar thot will never ple:se. Ferst, Pyramas mxs'
draw a swo:rd to kill “imself; hwich the le:da1s
cannot aborde. ‘ou answer yo that?

SNOUT

Bor'r le:kin, a parlous fe:r.

STARVELING

o bele:ve wi mas' le:ve the killin” aut, hwen all is dyne.
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BOTTOM

Not a whit: | have a device to make all well.

Write me a prologue; and let the prologue seem to
say, we will do no harm with our swords, and that
Pyramus is not killed indeed; and, for the more
better assurance, tell them 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; ane-it-shat-be
tian in il ! cix.

BOTTOM

ke Jetit! . i cicl | aiaht.
SNOUT

Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion?
STARVELING

| fear it, | promise you.

BOTTOM

Masters, you ought to consider with yourselves: to
bring in--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 't.

SNOUT

Therefore another prologue must tell he is not a lion.
BOTTOM

Nay, you must name his name, and half his face must
be seen through the lion's neck: and he himself

must speak through, saying thus, or to the same
defect,--'Ladies,'--or 'Fair-ladies--1 would wish
You,'--or 'l would request you,'--or 'l would

BOTTOM

Not a hwit: o1 *ave a devaice to me:ke all well.
Wrarte mr a pro:logue; on’ let the pro:logue se:m to
se:y, wi will do no: ‘arm with or swo:rds, an’ that
Pyramos is not killed inde:d; and, for the mo:re
better assurance, tell am that o1, Pyramas, am not
Pyramas, bot Bottom the we:ver: this will put om
out o ferr.

QUINCE

Well, wr will ‘ave sxch a pro:logue; ang-it-shal-be
tion in il sin.

BOTTOM

ke Jetitd : i sicl | aight.
SNOUT

Will not the le:dars br afe:rd o the laton?
STARVELING

a1 fe:r it, o promise yo.

BOTTOM

Masters, you ought to consider wi’ yourselves: to

bring in--God she:ld as!--a laton amxng le:dars, is a
mo:s’ dreadful thing; for thare is not a mo:re fe:rful
woail’-faul than yar laron livin’; an” wr ought to

look to 't.

SNOUT

The:refo:re ano:ther pro:logue mxs’ tell 1 is not a laron.
BOTTOM

Ne:y, yo mys ne:me 1s ne:me, on’ “a:f 1s fe:ce mas’

br se:n through the loron's neck: on” “e: ‘imself

mxs’ spe:k through, se:yin’ thxs, o:r ta the se:me
defect,-- le:dars,'--0:r 'Fe:r-le:dors-- ar would wish
Yo,'--0:r 'ar would regest yo,"--0:r "ar would
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entreat you,--not to fear, not to tremble: my life

for yours. If you think | come hither as a lion, it
were pity of my life: no I am no such thing; I am a
man as other men are;' and there indeed let him name
his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug the joiner.
QUINCE

Well it shall be so. But there is two hard things;

that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber; for,
you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by moonlight.
SNOUT

Doth the moon shine that night we play our play?
BOTTOM

A calendar, a calendar! look in the almanac; find
out moonshine, find out moonshine.

QUINCE

Yes, it doth shine that night.

BOTTOM

Why, then may you leave a casement of the great
chamber window, where we play, open, and the moon
may shine in at the casement.

QUINCE

Ay; or else one must come in with a bush of thorns
and a lanthorn, and say he comes to disfigure, or to
present, the person of Moonshine. Then, there is
another thing: we must have a wall in the great
chamber; for Pyramus and Thisby 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: and let him

entre:t ya,--not to fe:r, not to tremble: mr lorfe

for yu:rs. If ya think o cyme ‘ither os a laron, it

wore pitar o mr larfe: no: a1 om no: sxch thing; o1 om a
man as o:ther men are;' an the:re inde:d let “im ne:me
1S ne:me, on’ tell om ple:nlar “e: is Snxg the jorner.
QUINCE

Well it sholl br so:. But thare is two “ard things;

that is, to bring the moonlarit into a che:mber; fo:r,

ya kno:w, Pyramas on’ Thisbar me:t br moonlatt.
SNOUT

Doth the moon shaine that nort wi ple:y o:r ple:y?
BOTTOM

A calendar, a calendar! look in the almanac; foind
out moonshaine, faind aut moonshaine.

QUINCE

Yes, it dxth shomne that nart.

BOTTOM

hwar, then me:y ya le:ve a ce:sement o’ the gre:t
che:mber winda, hwe:re wi ple:y, o:pen, an’ the moon
me:y sharne in ot the ce:sement.

QUINCE

or1; or else 0:ne mys' cyme in with a bush o tho:rns
an’ a lant’o:rn, an’ se:y ‘1 cymes to disfigjure, o:r to
present, the person o Moonshaine. Then, thore is
ano:ther thing: wi myst ‘ave a wall in the gre:t
che:mber; for Pyramas on” Thisbar sez the sto:rar, did
talk through the chink of a wall.

SNOUT

Yo con never bring in a wall. hwat se:y ys, Bottom?
BOTTOM

Some man or o:ther mys' present Wall: on’ let im
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have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough-cast
about him, to signify wall; and let him hold his
fingers thus, and through that cranny shall Pyramus
and Thisby whisper.

QUINCE

If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit down,
every mother's son, and rehearse your parts.
Pyramus, you begin: when you have spoken your
speech, enter into that brake: and so every one
according to his cue.

Enter PUCK behind

PUCK

What hempen home-spuns 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 | see cause.
QUINCE

Speak, Pyramus. Thisby, stand forth.
BOTTOM

Thisby, the flowers of odious savours sweet,--
QUINCE

Odours, odours.

BOTTOM

--odours savours sweet:

So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear.
But hark, a voice! stay thou but here awhile,
And by and by I will to thee appear.

‘ave some plaster, ar some lo:m, ar some rygh-cast
about 1m, to signifor wall; an” let im “o:1d 1s

fingers thys, on’ through that crannar shall Pyramas
an’ Thisbar hwisper.

QUINCE

If that mey be:, then all is well. Cxme, sit doun,
ev’rar myther's syn, an’ re’erse yor parts.

Pyramas, you begin: hwen you “ave spo:ken yar
spe:ch, enter into that bre:ke: an so: evrar 0:ne
acco:rdin’ to 1s cue.

Enter PUCK behind

PUCK

hwat 'empen '0:me-spx¥ns ‘ave wi swagg’rin’ 'r:re,
Sa nur the cre:dle of the fe:rar que:n?

hwat, a ple:y to:rd! or'll be: an auditor;

An actor too, paraps, if a1 se: cause.
QUINCE

Spe:k, Pyramas. Thisbar, stand fo:rth.
BOTTOM

Thisbai, the flo:rs of o:dious se:vours swe:t,--
QUINCE

o:dours, o:dours.

BOTTOM

--0:dours se:vours swe:t:

So: “ath thar breath, mor dr:rest Thisbar drr.
But 'ark, a vaice! ste:y thou bot '1:re ahwaile,
and bar and bar o1 will to the: apprr.
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Exit

PUCK
A stranger Pyramus than e'er played here.

Exit

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,

Most brisky juvenal and eke most lovely Jew,

As true as truest horse that yet would never tire,

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

QUINCE

‘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; it is, 'never tire.'

FLUTE

O,--As true as truest horse, that yet would

never tire.

Re-enter PUCK, and BOTTOM with an ass's head

Exit

PUCK
A stre:nger Pyramas thon &:'er ple:yed ‘r:re.

Exit

FLUTE

Most a1 spe:k nav?

QUINCE

a1, marrar, myst yo; for yo myst ynderstand ‘1 go:s
bot to se: a naise that ‘1 “erd, an’ is to c¥me agen.
FLUTE

Mo:st re:djant Pyramas, mo:st lilar-hwarte of 'ue,
o colour latke the red ro:se on trarsmphant bror,
Mo:st briskar juvenal and e:ke mo:st Ixvelor Jew,
As true as truist 'o:rse that yit would never taire,
or'll me:t the:, Pyramas, at Ninnar's tomb.
QUINCE

‘Narnus' tomb," man: hwar, ya mxs' not spe:k that
yit; that you answer to Pyramoas: ya spe:k all yor
part at bnce, cues on’ all. Pyramas enter: yar cue
IS past; it is, 'never torre.'

FLUTE

0:,--As true az truist 'o:rse, that yit would

never toire.

Re-enter PUCK, and BOTTOM with an ass's head
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BOTTOM

If I were fair, Thisby, | were only thine.
QUINCE

O monstrous! O strange! we are haunted. Pray,
masters! fly, masters! Help!

Exeunt QUINCE, SNUG, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING

PUCK

I'll follow you, I'll lead you about a round,

Through bog, through bush, through brake, through brier:
Sometime a horse I'll be, sometime a hound,

A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire;

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn,

Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn.

Exit

BOTTOM
Why do they run away? this is a knavery of them to
make me afeard.

Re-enter SNOUT

SNOUT

O Bottom, thou art changed! what do | see on thee?
BOTTOM

What do you see? you see an asshead of your own, do
you?

BOTTOM

If or wore fe:r, Thisbar, a1 ware o0:nlar thamne.
QUINCE

0: monstrous! o: stre:nge! wr are ‘aunted. Pre:y,
masters! flor, masters! “elp!

Exeunt QUINCE, SNUG, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING

PUCK

o'll follo ya, 2'll le:d ya “baut a raund,

Through bog, through bush, through bre:ke, through brar:
Symetorme a 'o:rse o'll be:, symetorme a ‘aond,

A '0g, a 'eadliss be:r, symetarme a farre;

an’ ne:, oan’ bark, an’ grynt, oan’ ro:r, an’ bern,

Loike 'o:rse, 'sund, 'og, be:r, farre, at ev’rar tern.

Exit

BOTTOM
hwar do they ryn awe:y? this is a kne:vrar of om to
me:ke mr afe:rd.

Re-enter SNOUT

SNOUT

0: Bottom, thau art che:nged! hwat do o se: on the:?
BOTTOM

hwat do yo se:? yo se: an ass’ead of yar 0:n, do

ya?
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Exit SNOUT
Re-enter QUINCE

QUINCE
Bless thee, Bottom! bless thee! thou art
translated.

Exit

BOTTOM

I see their knavery: this is to make an ass of me;

to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir

from this place, do what they can: I will walk up
and down here, and | 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,--

TITANIA

[Awaking] What angel wakes me from my flowery bed?
BOTTOM

[Sings]

The finch, the sparrow and the lark,

The plain-song cuckoo gray,

Whose note full many a man doth mark,

Exit SNOUT
Re-enter QUINCE

QUINCE
Bless thr, Bottom! bless thi! thou art
transle:ted.

Exit

BOTTOM

o se: ther kne:vrar: this is to me:ke an ass o mi;

to frort my, if the:y could. But o1 will not ster

from this ple:ce, do hwat the:y can: o will walk xp
an’ doun ‘rre, an” o will sing, that the:y shoall “r:r
or am not afre:d.

Sings

The ousel cock so: black of ‘ue,

With orange-tawnar bill,

The throstle with 'is no:te so: true,
The wren with little quill,--
TITANIA

[Awaking] hwat e:ngel we:kes mi from mi flo:rai bed?
BOTTOM

[Sings]

The finch, the sparrs and the lark,

The ple:n-song cuckoo gre:y,

‘ose no:te full manar a man dath mark,
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And dares not answer nay;--

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish

a bird? who would give a bird the lie, though he cry
‘cuckoo’ never so?

TITANIA

| 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, | love thee.
BOTTOM

Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason
for that: and yet, to say the truth, reason and

love keep little company together now-a-days; the
more the pity that some honest neighbours will not
make them friends. Nay, | can gleek upon occasion.
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, | have enough to serve mine own turn.

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 | 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 | will purge thy mortal grossness so

an’ de:res not answer ne:y;--

for, inde:d, ‘o would set 1s wit to so fulish

o berd? ‘o would give a berd the a1, tho: ‘1 crar
‘cuckoo’ never so:?

TITANIA

o pre:y thr, gentle mo:rtal, sing agen:

Min 1:r is mych enamour'd of thi no:te;

So: is min a1 enthrallid to thr she:pe;

an’ thar fe:r vertjo's fo:rce perfo:rce doth myve mi
On the ferst view to se:y, to swe:r, ar lyve thr.
BOTTOM

Mithinks, mistriss, ya should ‘ove little re:son
for that: on’ yit, to se:y the truth, re:son an’

Ixve ke:p little cymp’nar toge'er nov-a-de:ys; the
mo:re the pitar that some honest ne:bours will not
me:ke am friends. Ne:y, a1 can gle:k upon occe:zion.
TITANIA

Thou art oz waise oz thou art beautiful.
BOTTOM

Not so:, nether: bat if o1 “‘ad wit enxgh to get oot
o this wood, a1 “ave enxgh to serve min o:n tern.
TITANIA

oot o this wood do not desarre to go::

Tho sholt reme:n '1:re, hwe’er tha wilt or no:.

o1 am a spirit of no: common re:te;

The symmer still dath tend upon mi ste:te;

an' a1 do Ixve the:: the:refo:re, go: with me:;

o'll give thr fe:rais to attend on the:,

an’ the:y shall fetch thr jewels from the de:p,
an’ sing hwaile thaw on pressid flo:rs das’ sle:p;
an’ a1 will perge thr mo:rtal gro:ssniss so:
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That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.
Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed!

Enter PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWEB, MOTH, and
MUSTARDSEED

PEASEBLOSSOM

Ready.

COBWEB

And I.

MOTH

And I.

MUSTARDSEED

And I.

ALL

Where shall we go?

TITANIA

Be kind and courteous to this gentleman;

Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes;
Feed him with apricocks and dewberries,
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries;
The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees,
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs
And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes,
To have my love to bed and to arise;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies
To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes:
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.
PEASEBLOSSOM

Hail, mortal!

Thot thoo shalt latke an e:rar spirit go:.
Pe:seblossom! Cobweh! Mo:t! an” Mystordse:d!

Enter PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWEB, MOTH, and
MUSTARDSEED

PEASEBLOSSOM

Reador.

COBWEB

ond or.

MOTH

ond or.

MUSTARDSEED

ond oar.

ALL

hwe:re shall wr go:?

TITANIA

B1 kaind an’ co:rtas to this gentleman;

‘op in 1s walks an’ gambol in 1s a18;

Fe:d im with e:pricocks an’ djewberras,
Wi’ perple gre:pes, gre:n figs, an” mylberrais;
The 'ynar-bags ste:l from the 'vmble-bais,
an’ fo:r nart-te:pers crop thor waxen thars
on’ lait om at the farrar glo:-werm's a1s,
To “ave mr lyve to bed an to araise;

an’ plxck the wings from pe:nted bxtterflors
To fan the moonbe:ms from 1s sle:pin’ ais:
Nod to im, elves, an’ do 'im co:rtesais.
PEASEBLOSSOM

He:l, mo:rtal!
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COBWEB

Hail!

MOTH

Hail!

MUSTARDSEED

Hail!

BOTTOM

I cry your worship's mercy, heartily: | beseech your
worship's name.

COBWEB

Cobweb.

BOTTOM

I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good Master
Cobweb: if I cut my finger, | shall make bold with
you. Your name, honest gentleman?
PEASEBLOSSOM

Peaseblossom.

BOTTOM

| pray you, commend me to Mistress Squash, your
mother, and to Master Peascod, your father. Good
Master Peaseblossom, | shall desire you of more
acquaintance too. Your name, | beseech you, sir?
MUSTARDSEED

Mustardseed.

BOTTOM

Good Master Mustardseed, | know your patience well:

that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef hath

devoured many a gentleman of your house: | promise
you your kindred had made my eyes water ere now. |
desire your more acquaintance, good Master
Mustardseed.

COBWEB

He:I!

MOTH

He:I!

MUSTARDSEED

He:I!

BOTTOM

o crar yar wership's mercar, ‘art'lor: o bese:ch yar
wership's ne:me.

COBWEB

Cobweb.

BOTTOM

a shall desarre you of mo:re acge:ntance, good Master
Cobweb: if o cxt mi finger, o shall me:ke bo:ld with
you. Yu:r nexme, honest gentleman?
PEASEBLOSSOM

Pe:seblossom.

BOTTOM

o pre:y ya, commend mi to Mistriss Squash, yor
mxther, on’ to Master Pe:scod, yor father. Good
Master Pe:seblossom, o shall desaire you of mo:re
acge:ntance too. Yu:r ne:me, o bese:ch yo, ser?
MUSTARDSEED

Mystardse:d.

BOTTOM

Good Master Mxystardse:d, o kno:w yar pe:sience well:
that se:me co:rdlar, garant-laike ox-be:f oth
devoured manar a gentleman o your “suse: o promise
ya yar kindred ‘od me:de mr o1s water e:re nov. o
desarre yar mo:re acqe:ntance, good Master
Mystardse:d.
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TITANIA

Come, wait upon him; lead him to my bower.
The moon methinks looks with a watery eye;
And when she weeps, weeps every little flower,
Lamenting some enforced chastity.

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him silently.

Exeunt

TITANIA

Cyme, we:t upon im; le:d im to mi bo:r.
The moon mithinks looks with a wat’rar a1;
an’ hwen shr we:ps, we:ps ev’rar little flo:r,
Lamentin’ syme enfo:rcid chastitor.

Tor xp mi lxve's tongue, bring im sailentlar.

Exeunt
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David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream3 2.mp3

SCENE I1. Another part of the wood.

Enter OBERON

OBERON

I wonder if Titania be awaked:;

Then, what it was that next came in her eye,
Which she must dote on in extremity.

Enter PUCK

Here comes my messenger.
How now, mad spirit!
What night-rule now about this haunted grove?

PUCK

My mistress with a monster is in love.

Near to her close and consecrated bower,
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour,
A crew of patches, rude mechanicals,

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls,
Were met together to rehearse a play
Intended for great Theseus' nuptial-day.

The shall’west thick-skin of that barren sort,
Who Pyramus presented, in their sport
Forsook his scene and enter'd in a brake
When | did him at this advantage take,

An ass's nole | fixed on his head:

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream3 2.mp3

SCENE I1. Another part of the wood.

Enter OBERON

OBERON

o wynder if Titania be: awe:ked;

Then, hwat it was thot nex' ce:me in “or a1,
hwich she: mxs' do:te on in extremitor.

Enter PUCK

‘1:re cxmes mi messenger.
‘ou nou, mad spir't!
hwat nart-rule nav abaut this *‘aunted gryve?

PUCK

M1 mistriss with a monster is in Ixve.
Nr:rto ‘or clo:se an’ consecre:ted bo:r,
hwaile she: was in ar dxll an sle:pin’ ‘o:r,
A crew o patches, rude mechanicals,
Thot werk for bread upon Ate:nian stalls,
Woare met together to re’erse a ple:y
Intended fo:r gre:t The:seus' nypsial-de:y.
The shall’west thick-skin of that barren so:rt,
‘0 Pyramas presented, in ther spo:rt
Farsook 1s sce:ne and enter'd in a bre:ke
hwen a1 did “im ot this odvantage te:ke,
an’ ass's no:le o fixid on 1s 'ead:
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Anon his Thisbe must be answered,

And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy,
As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye,

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort,

Rising and cawing at the gun's report,

Sever themselves and madly sweep the sky,

So, at his sight, away his fellows fly;

And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls;
He murder cries and help from Athens calls.
Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong,
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong;
For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch;

Some sleeves, some hats, from yielders all things catch.

I led them on in this distracted fear,

And left sweet Pyramus translated there:
When in that moment, so it came to pass,
Titania waked and straightway loved an ass.
OBERON

This falls out better than | could devise.

But hast thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes
With the love-juice, as | 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 HERMIA and DEMETRIUS

OBERON
Stand close: this is the same Athenian.

Anon as Thisbar mys br answered,

an’ fo:rth mr mimic cymes. hwen the:y ‘im spoar,
os waild ge:se that the cre:pin’ fouler or,

or rysset-pe:ted chxyghs, manar in so:rt,

Raisin’ an’ cawin’ at the gxn's repo:rt,

Sever themselves an” madlor swe:p the skar,
So:, at "1z sart, awe:y "1s fellas flor;

an’, at o:r stamp, 't:re o:r and o:r o:ne falls;

‘t merder crais an’ ‘elp from atens calls.

Thor sense thys we:k, lost wi’ thar fe:rs thys strong,
Me:de senseliss things begin to do om wrong;
Far brairs on’ tho:rns ot the:r apparel snatch;
Some sle:ves, some ‘ats, from ye:lders all things catch.
o led om on in this distracted fe:r,

on’ lef” swe:t Pyramys transle:ted the:re:

hwen in that mo:ment, so: it ce:me to pass,
Titania we:ked on stre:twe:y lyved an ass.
OBERON

This falls aut better than o could devarse.

Bot 'ast tho yit latch'd the Ate:nian's a1s

Wi’ the Ixve-jaice, os a1 did bid thr do?

PUCK

o took 1m sle:pin’,--that is finish'd too,--

an’ the Ate:nian woman bor 1z soide:

Thot, hwen 1 we:ked, of fo:rce shr mxs' br aid.

Enter HERMIA and DEMETRIUS

OBERON
Stand clo:se: this is the se:me Ate:nian.
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PUCK

This is the woman, but not this the man.
DEMETRIUS

O, why rebuke you him that loves you so?

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe.
HERMIA

Now | but chide; but I should use thee worse,
For thou, | 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 stol’n away

From sleeping Hermia? +H-believe-as-seon
Fhis-whole-earth-may-be-bor’d-and-that the-moeon
May-through-the-centre-creep-and-so-displease

It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him;

So should a murd’rer look, so dead, so grim.
DEMETRIUS

So should the murder'd look, and so should I,
Pierced through the heart with your stern cruelty:
Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear,
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.
HERMIA

What's this to my Lysander? where is he?

Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me?
DEMETRIUS

I had rather give his carcass to my hounds.
HERMIA

Out, dog! out, cur! thou driv’st me past the bounds

PUCK

This is the woman, bxt not this the man.
DEMETRIUS

0:, hwar rebuke ys him that Ixves ys s0:?

Le:y breath so bitter on yar bitter fo..
HERMIA

Nou a1 but charde; but a1 should use thr werse,
Far thou, o fe:r, 2s’t gi’en mr cause to cerse,

If thov os’t sle:n Lizander in ‘s sle:p,

Be:in’ o:rshoes in blxd, plynge in the de:p,

an’ kill me: too.

The s¥n was not ss true unto the de:y

as he: to me:: would he: ‘ove sto:I’'n awe:y
From sle:pin’ Hermia? o :

It cannot be: but thou ast merder'd him;

So: should a merd’rer look, sa dead, so grim.
DEMETRIUS

So: should the merder'd look, an’ so: should a1,
Pr:rced through the hart with yu:r stern crueltor:
Y1t you, the merd’rer, look as brart, os cle:r,

oS yonder Ve:nus in “ar glimm’rin’ sphe:re.
HERMIA

hwat's this to mor Lizander? hwe:re is he:?

Ah, good Deme:tr’us, wilt tho give im me:?
DEMETRIUS

o'd rather give ‘s carcass to mr haonds.
HERMIA

out, dog! aut, cer! thoo draiv’st mr past the boonds
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Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him, then?
Henceforth be never number'd among men!

O, once tell true, tell true, ev’n for my sake!
Durst thou have look'd upon him being awake,
And hast thou kill'd him sleeping? O brave touch!

DEMETRIUS

You spend your passion on a misprised mood:
I am not guilty of Lysander's blood;

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

| pray thee, tell me then that he is well.
DEMETRIUS

An if I could, what should I get therefore?
HERMIA

A privilege never to see me more.

And from thy hated presence part | so:

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

Exit

DEMETRIUS

There is no foll’wing her in this fierce vein:

Here therefore for a while 1 will remain.

So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow

For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe:
hict : lic i will pay:

Of me:den’s pe:sience. Has' thau sle:n im, then?
Hencefo:rth br never nymber'd amyng men!
0:, once tell true, tell true, e:’n fo:r mr se:ke!
Dorst thou “ave look'd upon im be:in' awe ke,
an’ hast thoo kill'd im sle:pin’? o: bre:ve txch!
Could not a werm, an adder, do ss mxych?

\der-did it for with-doubl
DEMETRIUS
Ya spend yor passion on a misprarsed mxd.
o1 am not guiltar of Lizander‘s blxd,;
No:r is ‘1 dead, for aught thot or can tell.
HERMIA
o pre:y thi, tell mr then thot he: is well.
DEMETRIUS
an if o could, hwat should o get the:refo:re?
HERMIA
A privilege never to se: mr mo:re.
an’ from thr he:ted presence part o so:
Se: me: no mo:re, hwe'er he: br dead ar no..

Exit

DEMETRIUS
Thore is no: foll’win’ her in this fe:rce ve:n:
Here the:refo:re for a hwaile o will reme:n.
So: sorra's heaviniss dath heavjer gro:w
Far debt that bankraot sle:p dsth sorrs 0.

hicl : lig it will pay.
mm‘ 0
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Lies down and sleeps

OBERON

What hast thou done? thou hast mistaken quite
And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight:
Of thy misprision must perforce ensue

Some true love turn'd and not a false turn'd true.
PUCK

Then fate o'er-rules, that, one man holding troth,
A million fail, confounding oath on oath.

OBERON

About the wood go swifter than the wind,
And Helena of Athens look thou find:
All fancy-sick she is and pale of cheer,

With sighs of love, that costs the fresh blood dear:

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.

Exit

OBERON

Flower of this purple dye,
Hit with Cupid's archery,
Sink in apple of his eye.
When his love he doth espy,

Lies down and sleeps

OBERON

hwat hast tho dyne? thou “ast miste:ken quorte
an’ le:d the Ixve-joice on syme true-lxyve's soit:
Of thar misprizjon mxs' perfo:rce ensjue

Some true Ixve tern'd an’ not a false tern'd true.
PUCK

Then fe:te o:r-rules, thot 0:ne man “o:1din’ tro:th,
A million fe:l, confoundin’ o:th on o:th.

OBERON

About the wood go: swifter than the waind,
ond 'elena of at’ens look tho faind:

all fancar-sick shr is an’ pe:le of che:r,

With sa1s o Ixve, that costs the fresh blxd de:r:
B1 syme illuzion se: tho bring “or 'e:re:

o'll charm 1s a1s agens' shr do appe:r.

PUCK

2 go:, 2 go:; look “au o go:,

Swifter thon arro from the Tartar's bo:w.

Exit

OBERON

Flo:r of this perple dar,
‘it with Cjopid's archerar,
Sink in apple of "1z a1
hwen '1s Ixve '1 dxth espoar,




Page 57 of 109

Let her shine as gloriously

As the Venus of the sky.

When thou wak’st, if she be by,
Beg of her for remedy.

Re-enter PUCK

PUCK

Captain of our fairy band,

Helena is here at hand;

And the youth, mistook by me,
Pleading for a lover's fee.

Shall we their fond pageant see?
Lord, what fools these mortals be!
OBERON

Stand aside: the noise they make
Will cause Demetrius to awake.
PUCK

Then will two at once woo one;
That must needs be sport alone;
And those things do best please me
That befall prepost’rously.

Enter LYSANDER and HELENA

LYSANDER

Why should you think that I should woo in scorn?
Scorn and derision never come in tears:

Look, when I vow, | weep; and vows so born,

In their nativity all truth appears.

How can these things in me seem scorn to you,

Let “or shomne os glo:riouslar

as the Ve:nus of the ska.

hwen thoo we:ks’, if she: b1 ba,
Beg of ‘or for remedor.

Re-enter PUCK

PUCK

Captain of or fe:rar band,

‘elenais ‘ere at ‘and,

an’ the youth, mistook br me:,
Ple:din’ fo:r a Ixver's fe:.

Sholl wr the:r fond pageant se:?
Lo:rd, hwat fols the:se mo:rtals be:!
OBERON

Stand asorde: the naise the:y me:ke
Will cause Deme:tr’us to awe:ke.
PUCK

Then will two at bnce woo o:ne —
That mxs' ne:ds br spo:rt alo:ne;
An’ tho:se things do best ple:se me:
That befall prepost’rouslar.

Enter LYSANDER and HELENA

LYSANDER

hwar should ys think thot o1 should woo in sco:rn?
Sco:rn on’ derizion never cxme in te:rs:

Look, hwen o vou, o we:p; an vaus Sa bo:rn,

In the:r nativitar all truth appe:rs.

Hou can the:se things in me: se:m sco:rn to you,
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Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true?
HELENA

You do advance your cunning more and more.
When truth Kills truth, O devilish-holy fray!
These vows are Hermia's: will you give her o'er?
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh:
Your vows to her and me, put in two scales,
Will even weigh, and both as light as tales.
LYSANDER

I had no judgment when to her | swore.
HELENA

Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er.
LYSANDER

Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you.
DEMETRIUS

[Awaking] O Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine!
To what, my love, shall | 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!
HELENA

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

To set against me for your merriment:

If you were civil and knew courtesy,

You would not do me thus much injury.

Can you not hate me, as | know you do,

But you must join in souls to mock me too?

If you were men, as men you are in show,

Be:rin’ the badge o fe:th, to pryve am true?
HELENA

Yo do advance yar cxnnin’ mo:re an’ mo:re.
hwen truth kills truth, o: dev’lish-ho:ly fre:y!
The:se vous ore Hermia's: will yo give “or 0:r?
We: o:th with o:th, an” you will nxtin” we:.
Yar vaus to her on” me:, put in two sce:les,
Will e:ven we:, an’ bo:th as lart os te:les.
LYSANDER

o had no: jydgment hwen to her o swo:re.
HELENA

Nor no:ne, in mar maind, nav ya give ar O:r.
LYSANDER

Deme:tr’us lxves 'ar, an' 't lxves not you.
DEMETRIUS

[Awaking] o: Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divaine!
To hwat, mr Ixve, shall a1 compe:re thin aine?
Crystal is myddor. 0:, hou raipe in sho:w

Thr lips, tho:se kissin’ cherrais, temptin’ gro:w!
That pu:re conge:lid hwarte, har Taurus sno:w,
Fann'd with the e:stern wind, terns to a cro:w
hwen thau ho:I'st ¥p thr hand: o:, let mr kiss
This princess of pu:re hwaorte, this se:l 2" bliss!
HELENA

0: spatte! o0: hell! o se: you all are bent

To set agenst mi fo:r yar merriment:

If you wore civil an” knjew co:rtesar,

Yo would not do mr thys mxch injurar.

Con you not he:te mi, as o kno:w ys do,

But you mxs’ jain in so:Is to mock mi too?

If you wore men, as men you are in sho:w,




Page 59 of 109

You would not use a gentle lady so;
To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts,
When | am sure you hate me with your hearts.
You both are rivals, and love Hermia;
And now both rivals, to mock Helena:
A trim exploit, a manly enterprise,
To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes
With your derision! none of noble sort
Would so offend a virgin, and extort
A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport.
LYSANDER
You are unkind, Demetrius; be not so;
For you love Hermia; this you know | know:
And here, with all good will, with all my heart,
In Hermia's love | yield you up my part;
And yours of Helena to me bequeath,
Whom | do love and will do till my death.
HELENA
Never did mockers waste more idle breath.
DEMETRIUS
Lysander, keep thy Hermia; I will none:
If e'er I loved her, all that love is gone.
My heart to her but as guest-wise sojourn'd,
And now to Helen is it home return'd,
There to remain.
LYSANDER

Helen, it is not so.

DEMETRIUS
Disparage not the faith thou dost not know,
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.

Yo would not use a gentle le:da1 so;;

To vou, an swe:r, on’ superpre:se mr parts,
hwen o1 am su:re yo he:te mi with yor harts.
Ya bo:th are rawvals, an’ Ixve Hermia;

an’ nau bo:th rarvals, to mock Helena:

A trim explart, a manlar enterpraise,

To conjure trrs xp in a po:r me:d's a1s

With yu:r derizion! no:ne of no:ble so:rt
Would so: offend a vergin, and exto:rt

A po:r so:l's pe:sience, all to me:ke ya spo:rt.
LYSANDER

You are ¥nkoind, Deme:tr’us; be: not so:;
Far you Ixve Hermia; this yo kno:w o kno:w:

an' hezre, with all good will, with all mr hart,

In Hermia's Ixve o ye:ld yo xp mr part;
an yu:rs of Helena to me: bequeth,
Whom a1 do Ixve an will do till mr death.
HELENA
Never did mockers wast mo:re aidle breath.
DEMETRIUS
Lizander, ke:p thar Hermia; a1 will no:ne:
If e:r o Iyved ar, all that Ixve is go:ne.
M hart to her but as guest-warse sojern'd,
an’ nou to Helen is it ho:me retern'd,
The:re to reme:n.
LYSANDER

Helen, it is not so:.

DEMETRIUS
Disparage not the fe:th tho dyst not kno:w,
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Look, where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear.
Re-enter HERMIA

HERMIA

Dark night; that .I'g”' the-eye |IIS'|HIIGEI9II ta;laes
I |||e ea ||_|e||e qlu_lels 9.' apl plelle_n ISR |||a’lses

1t pays the hearing double recompense.

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found;
Mine ear, | 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

What love could press Lysander from my side?
LYSANDER

Lysander's love, that would not let him bide,
Fair Helena, who more engilds the night

Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of light.

Why seek'st thou me? could not this make thee know,
The hate | bear thee made me leave thee so?
HERMIA

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

Lo, she is one of this confederacy!

Now I perceive they have conjoin'd all three

To fashion this false sport, in spite of me.
Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid!
Have you conspired, have you with these contrived

Lest, to thi peril, thou abar it de:r.
Look, hwe:re thr Ixve cxmes; yonder is thr de:r.

Re-enter HERMIA

HERMIA

Thoo art not bar min a1, Lizander, faond,;

Min 11, o thank it, brought mr to thr soond

But hwar ynkarndlar dids' tho le:ve mr so:?
LYSANDER

hwar should s ste:y, whom lxve doth press to go:?
HERMIA

hwat Ixve could press Lizander from mr sarde?
LYSANDER

Lizander’s Ixve, that would not let ‘tm baide,

Fe:r Helena, who mo:re engilds the nart

Thon all yon farrar 0:s oand 215 o lait.

hwar se:k'st thav me:? could not this me:ke thr kno:w,
The he:te o be:r thr me:de mr le:ve thr so:?
HERMIA

Yo spe:k not as ya think: it cannot be:.

HELENA

Lo:, she: is 0:ne o this confed’racai!

Noo a1 perce:ve they 'ave conjoin'd all thre:

To fashron this false spo:rt, in sparte o” me:.
Inju:rious Hermia! mo:st yngre:teful me:d!

‘ove you conspaired, ‘ove you with the:se controaived
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To bait me with this foul derision?

Is all the counsel that we two have shared,

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

For parting us,--O, is it all forgot?

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

Have with our needles created both one flower,
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion,
Both warbling of one song, both in one key,
As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds,
Had been incorporate. So we grow together,
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted,

But yet an union in partition;

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

To join with men in scorning your poor friend?
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly:

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

HERMIA

I am amazed at your passionate words.

I scorn you not: it seems that you scorn me.
HELENA

Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn,

To follow me and praise my eyes and face?
And made your other love, Demetrius,

Who e’en but now did spurn me with his foot,

To be:t mr with this foul derizion?

Is all the counsel that wi two ‘ove she:red,
The sisters' vous, the o:rs that we: ove spent,
hwen we: ‘ove chid the hastor-footed torme
For partin’ ¥s,--0:, is it all forgot?

all school-de:ys' frien'ship, charldhood innocence?
We:, Hermia, laike two art'fisial gods,

‘ove with o:r ne:dles cre:ted bo:th o:ne flo:r,
Bo:th on 0:ne sampler, sittin’ on o0:ne cushion,
Bo:th warblin’ of 0:ne song, bo:th in 0:ne ke:y,
as if or hands, or sardes, vaices an’ mainds,
‘ad be:n inco:rp’rate. So: wr gro:w toge'er,
Loike to a dxble cherrar, se:min’ parted,

But yit an union in partision;
Due-but-te-one-and-crowned-with-one-erest:
an” will ya rent or e:nsient Ixve asynder,

To jorn with men in sco:rnin’ yu:r po:r friend?
It is not friendlor, 'tis not me:denlor:

0:r sex, as well as a1, me:y charde yo for't,
Tho: a1 alo:ne do fe:l the injurar.

HERMIA

o1 am ame:zid at yar passionate wo:rds.

2 5C0:rn ya not: it se:ms that you sco:rn me:.
HELENA

‘ave you not set Lizander, as in sco:rn,

To follo me: on’ pre:se mi a1s on’ fe:ce?

an’ me:de yor o:ther Ixve, Deme:trius,

Who e:n bat nov did spern mr with ‘s foot,
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To call me goddess, nymph, divine and rare,
Precious, celestial? Wherefore speaks he this
To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander
Deny your love, so rich within his soul,
And tender me, forsooth, affection,
But by your setting on, by your consent?
What though I be not so in grace as you,
So hung upon with love, so fortunate,
But miserable most, to love unloved?
This you should pity rather than despise.
HERMIA
I understand not what you mean by this.
HELENA
Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks,
Make mouths upon me when | turn my back;
Wink each at other; hold the sweet jest up:
This sport, well carried, shall be chronicl’d.
If you have any pity, grace, or manners,
You would not make me such an argument.
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
O excellent!
HERMIA

Sweet, do not scorn her so.

DEMETRIUS
If she cannot entreat, | can compel.

To call mr goddess, nymph, divaine on’ re:re,
Presious, celestial? hwe:refo:re spe:ks ‘1 this
To her 't he:tes? an” hwe:refo:re dxth Lizander
Denar yar Ixve, s rich within 1s so:l,
an’ tender me:, farsooth, affecsion,
But bar yu:r settin’ on, br yu:r consent?
hwat tho: o be: not so: in gre:ce as you,
So hyng upon wi’ Ixve, so fo:rtancte,
But miserable mo:st, to Ixve ¥nlyved?
This you should pitar rather than despaise.
HERMIA
a1 ynderstand not hwat ya me:n br this.
HELENA
a1, do, persever, counterfit sad looks,
Me: ke mouths upon mr hwen o tern mr back;
Wink e:ch ot o:ther; ho:ld the swe:t jest xp:
This spo:rt, well carrard, sholl br chronicl’d.
If you “ove anar pitar, gre:ce, of manners,
Y2 would not me:ke mr sxch an argament.
But fe:re yo well: 'tis partlor mor 0:n faut;
hwich death or absence soon shall remedar.
LYSANDER
Ste:y, gentle Helena; hi:r mar excuse:
M Ixve, mr larfe, mr so:l, fe:r Helena!
HELENA
0: excellent!
HERMIA

Swe:t, do not sco:rn ‘ar so:.

DEMETRIUS
If she: connot entre:t, o can compel.
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LYSANDER

Thou canst compel no more than she entreat:

Thy threats have no more strength than her weak prayers.
Helen, I love thee; by my life, I do:

I swear by that which I will lose for thee,

To prove him false that says | love thee not.
DEMETRIUS

I say I love thee more than he can do.
LYSANDER

If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too.
DEMETRIUS

Quick, come!

HERMIA

Lysander, whereto tends all this?

LYSANDER

Away;-yeu-Ethiope!

DEMETRIUS

No, no; he'H

LYSANDER

Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! vile thing, let loose,
HERMIA

Why are you grown so rude? what change is this?
Sweet love,--

LYSANDER

Out, loathed medicine! hated potion, hence!
HERMIA

Do you not jest?

LYSANDER
Tho cans' compel no mo:re than she: entre:t:
Thr threats *ove no: mo:re strength thon her we:k pre:rs.
Helen, o Ixve the:; bar mr laife, o do:
o swe:r br that hwich or will lose far the:,
To pryve ‘im false that sez o Ixve thr not.
DEMETRIUS
o se1y o Ixve thr mo:re than he: can do.
LYSANDER
If thou se:y so:, withdraw, an’ pryve it too.
DEMETRIUS
Quick, cyme!
HERMIA

Lizander, hwe:reto tends all this?
LYSANDER
Awe y;-you-Ethiope!
DEMETRIUS
No:, no:; he'H
LYSANDER
Hang off, thou cat, thau berr! vaile thing, let loose,
HERMIA
hwar are ya gro:n ss rude? hwat che:nge is this?
Swe:t Ixve,--
LYSANDER
sot, lo:thid med’cine! he:ted po:sjon, hence!
HERMIA
Do you not jest?




Page 64 of 109

HELENA
Yes, sooth; and so do you.
LYSANDER
Demetrius, | will keep my word with thee.
DEMETRIUS
I would I had your bond, for | perceive
A weak bond holds you: I'll not trust your word.
LYSANDER
What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her dead?
Although I hate her, I'll not harm her so.
HERMIA
What, can you do me greater harm than hate?
Hate me! wherefore? O me! what news, my love!
Am not | Hermia? are not you Lysander?
I am as fair now as | was erewhile.
Since night you loved me; yet since night you left
me:
Why, then you left me--O, the gods forbid!--
In earnest, shall | say?
LYSANDER
Ay, by my life;
And never did desire to see thee more.
Therefore be out of hope, of question, of doubt;
Be certain, nothing truer; 'tis no jest
That I do hate thee and love Helena.
HERMIA
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

Fine, i'faith!

HELENA

Yes, suth; an’ so: ds you.
LYSANDER
Deme:tr’us, a1 will ke:p mr wo:rd wi’ the:.
DEMETRIUS

o would s had yar bond, for o1 perce:ve
A we:k bond ho:lds ya: or'll not tryst yar wo:rd.
LYSANDER
hwat, should o hert “or, straike “or, kill “or dead?
altho: o he:te “or, or'll not harm “or so..
HERMIA
hwat, can ya do mr gre:ter harm than he:te?
He:te me:! hwe:refo:re? o: me:! hwat njews, mr lxve!
am not ai Hermia? are not you Lizander?
or am as fe:r nov as o was e:rehwaile.
Since nart yo Ixved mr; yit since nart yo left
mr :
hwa, then ya left mi--o:, the gods forbid!--
In ernist, sholl o se:y?
LYSANDER

o1, bar mr lorfe;
an’ never did desarre to se: thr mo:re.
The:refo:re br aut o” ho:pe, of question, of dout;
Br certain, nxtin’ truer; 'tis no: jest
Thot a1 do he:te thr and Ixve Helena.
HERMIA
0: me:! you jxggler! you canker-blossom!
You the:f o’ Ixve! hwat, have ys cxme br nort
an’ sto:len mar Ixve's hart from him?
HELENA

Forne, i'fe:th!
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Have you no modesty, no maiden shame,

No touch of bashfulness? What, will you tear
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue?

Fie, fiel you counterfeit, you puppet, you!
HERMIA

Puppet? why so? ay, that way goes the game.
Now | 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 | am so dwarfish and so low?

How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak;
How low am 1? | am not yet so low

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.
HELENA

I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen,
Let her not hurt me: | was never curst;

I have no gift at all in shrewishness;

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

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.

‘ove you no: modestor, no: me:den she:me,
No: txch o’ bashfulniss? hwat, will yo te:r
Impe:sient answers from mi gentle tongue?
Far, far! you counterfit, you pyppet, you!
HERMIA
Pxppet? hwar s0:? o1, that we:y go:s the ge:me.
Noov a1 perce:ve that she: 'sth me:de compe:re
Betwe:n o:r statjores; she: “sth erged “or hait;
an’ with “or pers’nage, her tall personage,
or hart, forsoth, shr “ath preve:I'd with him.
an’ are yo gro:n ss hoar in his este:m;
Because oi am so dwarfish an’ so lo:w?
Hoo lo:w am a1, thou pe:nted me:po:le? spe:k;
Hou lo:w am a1? ar am not yit so lo:w
But that mr ne:lIs con re:ch unto thin a1s.
HELENA
o pre1y Yo, tho: yo mock mi, gentlemen,
Let “er not hert mr : or was never cerst;
o have no: gift at all in shro:wishniss;
Let “er not strotke mi. You perhaps mey think,
Because shr's symethin’ lo:wer than miself,
Thot a1 con match “or.
HERMIA

Lo:wer! hark, agen.
HELENA
Good Hermia, do not be: s bitter with mu.
oi evermo:re did lxve ys, Hermia,
Did ever ke:p yar counsels, never wrong'd ys;
Se:ve that, in lyve unto Deme:trius,
o to:ld “im of yor stealth unto this wood.




Page 66 of 109

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 | bear my folly back

And follow you no further: let me go:

You see how simple and how fond | am.
HERMIA

Why, get you gone: who is't that hinders you?
HELENA

A foolish heart, that I leave here behind.
HERMIA

What, with Lysander?

HELENA

With Demetrius.

LYSANDER

Be not afraid; she shall not harm thee, Helena.
DEMETRIUS

No, sir, she shall not, though you take her part.

HELENA

O, when she's angry, she is keen and shrewd!
She was a vixen when she went to school;
And though she be but little, she is fierce.
HERMIA

‘Little’ again! nothing but 'low' and 'little'!
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus?
Let me come to her.

LYSANDER
Get you gone, you dwarf;
You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made;

Hi follo'd you; far Ixve o folla'd him;

But he: “sth chid mr hence an’ threaten'd me:
Ta stratke mi, spern mi, ne:y, to kill mr too:
an’ nau, sa you will let mr quaret go:,

To at’ens will o be:r mi follar back

an’ folla you no: ferther: let mr go:

Yo se: "au simple and 'au fond o1 am.
HERMIA

hwar, get ya gone: who is't that hinders you?
HELENA

A folish hart, that o1 le:ve hi:re behaind.
HERMIA

hwat, with Lizander?

HELENA

With Deme:trius.
LYSANDER
Bi1 not afre:d; shr sholl not harm thi, Helena.
DEMETRIUS
No:, ser, shi sholl not, tho: ys te:ke “or part.
HELENA
0:, hwen shi's angrar, she: is ke:n an’ shro:wad!
Shr was a vixen hwen shr went ta school;
on’ tho: shr be: but little, she: is fe:rce.
HERMIA
‘Little’ agen! Nxtin’ but 'lo:w' on” 'little’!
hwar will ya syffer her to flout mr thys?
Let me: cyme to ‘or.

LYSANDER
Get ya gone, yo dwarf;
Yo minimus, of hind’rin’ knot-grass me:de;
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You bead, you acorn.
DEMETRIUS

You are too officious
In her behalf that scorns your services.
Let her alone: speak not of Helena;
Take not her part; for, if thou dost intend
Never so little show of love to her,
Thou shalt aby it.
LYSANDER
Now she holds me not;
Now follow, if thou darest, to try whose right,
Of thine or mine, is most in Helena.
DEMETRIUS
Follow! nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by jowl.

Exeunt LYSANDER and DEMETRIUS

HERMIA

You, mistress, all this coil is 'long of you:
Nay, go not back.

HELENA

I will not trust you, I,

Nor longer stay in your curst company.
Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray,
My legs are longer though, to run away.

Exit

HERMIA
I am amazed, and know not what to say.

Yo be:d, you e:co:rn.
DEMETRIUS
You are too offisious

In her behalf thot sco:rns yar services.
Let her alo:ne: spe:k not of Helena;
Te:ke not “or part; for if tho dyst intend
Never so little sho:w of Ixve to her,
Thou sholt aboar it.
LYSANDER

Nou shr ho:lds mr not;
Noo follo, if thou de:r’st, to tror “ose roit,
of tharne or maine, is mo:st in Helena.
DEMETRIUS
Follo! ne:y, or'll go: wi’ thr, che:k br joul.

Exeunt LYSANDER and DEMETRIUS

HERMIA

You, mistriss, all this cail is 'long s you:

Ne:y, go: not back.

HELENA

o will not tryst ya, a1,

No:r longer ste:y in yu:r cerst cympanar.

Yu:r hands thon maine ore quicker fo:r a fre:y,
Moi legs ore longer tho:, to ryn awe:y.

Exit

HERMIA
oi am ame:zed, an’ kno:w not hwat to se'y.
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Exit

OBERON

This is thy negligence: still thou mistak’st,

Or else committ'st thy knaveries wilfully.
PUCK

Believe me, king of shadows, | mistook.

Did not you tell me I should know the man
By the Athenian garment he had on?

And so far blameless proves my enterprise,
That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes;

And so far am | glad it so did sort

As this their jangling | esteem a sport.
OBERON

Thou see'st these lovers seek a place to fight:
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night;

The starry welkin cover thou anon

With drooping fog as black as Acheron,

And lead these testy rivals so astray

As one come not within another's way.

Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue,
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong;
And sometime rail thou like Demetrius;

And from each other look thou lead them thus,
Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep:
Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye;
Whose liquor hath this virtuous property,

To take from thence all error with his might,
And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight.

Exit

OBERON

This is thai negligence: still thou miste:k’st,
aor else committ's' thr kne:v’rais wilfullor.
PUCK

Bele:ve mi, king o shados, a1 mistook.

Did not yas tell mr a1 should kno:w the man
Bi1 the Ate:nian garment 'e: ‘ad on?

an’ so: far ble:meless pryves mr enterpraise,
Thot a1 “ove 'nainted an Ate:nian's ais;

an’ so: far am o glad it so: did so:rt

as this ther janglin’ or este:m a spo:rt.
OBERON

Thoo se:'st the:se Ixvers se:k a ple:ce to fart:
Hor the:refo:re, Robin, o:vercast the nat;
The starror welkin cxver thou anon

With droopin’ fog os black as Acheron,

on’ le:d the:se testor rorvals so: astre:y

oS 0:ne cxme not within ano:ther's we:y.
Loike to Lizander symetarme fre:me thr tongue,
Then ster Deme:tr’us ¥p with bitter wrong;
on’ symetorme re:| th lortke Deme:trius;

an’ from e:ch o:ther look thou le:d am thys,
Till o:'r ther brous death-counterfitin’ sle:p
Wi’ leaden legs an’ battar wings doth cre:p:
Then crysh this “erb into Lizander’s a1;

‘ose liquor “ath this vertjos propertor,

To te:ke from thence all error with “1s mart,
an’ me:ke 1s arballs ro:1l with wo:nted sort.
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When they next wake, all this derision

Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision,

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend,

With league whose date till death shall never end.
Whiles I in this affair do thee employ,

I'll to my queen and beg her Indian boy;

And then | will her charméd eye release

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

hwen the:y nex we:ke, all this derizion

Sholl se:xm a dre:m an’ fruitliss vizion,

an’ back to atens sholl the Ixvers wend,

With le:gue 'ose de:te till death shall never end.
hwailes a1 in this affe:r do the: emplor,

or'll to mr que:n an beg ar Indjan bar;

on’ then o will ar charmid o1 rele:se

From monster's view, an’ all things sholl br pe:ce.
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PUCK

Up and down, up and down,

I will lead them up and down:

I am fear'd in field and town:
Goblin, lead them up and down.
Here comes one.

Re-enter LYSANDER

LYSANDER

Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak thou now.
PUCK

Here, villain; drawn and ready. Where art thou?
LYSANDER

I will be with thee straight.

PUCK

Follow me, then,

To plainer ground.

Exit LYSANDER, as following the voice
Re-enter DEMETRIUS

DEMETRIUS

Lysander! speak again:

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled?

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

PUCK
Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars,
Telling the bushes that thou look'st for wars,

PUCK

¥p an’ doun, xp an’ doun,

o1 Will le:d am xp an’ doun:
oram fe:r'd in fe:ld an’ toon:
Goblin, le:d am ¥p an’ doon.
'I.re cymes o:ne.

Re-enter LYSANDER

LYSANDER
hwe:re art thou, prood Deme:tr’us? spe:k thau naw.
PUCK
hr:re, villain; drawn on reador. hwe:re art thoo?
LYSANDER
o will br wi’ thr stre:t.
PUCK
Follo mi, then,
To ple:ner groond.

Exit LYSANDER, as following the voice
Re-enter DEMETRIUS

DEMETRIUS
Lizander! spe:k agen:
Thou rynawe:y, thou co:ward, art thoo fled?
Spe:k! In syme bush? hwe:re dxs' thou hoide thr head?

PUCK
Thou co:ward, art thou braggin’ to the stars,
Tellin’ the bushes that thoo looks' for wars,
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And wilt not come? Come, recreant; come, thou child;
I'll whip thee with a rod: he is defiled

That draws a sword on thee.

DEMETRIUS

Yea, art thou there?

PUCK

Follow my voice: we'll try no manhood here.

Exeunt
Re-enter LYSANDER

LYSANDER

He goes before me and still dares me on:
When | come where he calls, then he is gone.
The villain is much lighter-heel'd than I:

| follow'd fast, but faster he did fly;

That fallen am | in dark uneven way,

And here will rest me.

Lies down

Come, thou gentle day!

For if but once thou show me thy grey light,
I'll find Demetrius and revenge this spite.

Sleeps

Re-enter PUCK and DEMETRIUS

an’ wilt not cyme? Cyme, recriont; cxme, thoo charld;
or'll hwip thr with a rod: hr is defarled
Thot draws a swo:rd on the:.
DEMETRIUS

Ye:, art thoo the:re?
PUCK
Follo mr varce: we'll trar no: manhood hr:re.

Exeunt
Re-enter LYSANDER

LYSANDER

Hr go:s befo:re mr an’ still de:res mr on:
hwen a1 cxme hwe:re 1 calls, then he: is gone.
The villain is mxch laiter-he:I'd than ar:

o folla'd fast, but faster he: did flor;

Thot fall'n am o1 in dark une:ven we:y,

an’ hr:re will rest mi.

Lies down

Cyme, thao gentle de:y!
For if but bnce thou sho:w mi thor gre:y lait,
o'll faind Deme:tr’us an’ revenge this spaite.

Sleeps

Re-enter PUCK and DEMETRIUS
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PUCK
Ho, ho, ho! Coward, why comest thou not?
DEMETRIUS
Abide me, if thou darest; for well I wot
Thou runn'st before me, shifting every place,
And dar’st not stand, nor look me in the face.
Where art thou now?
PUCK

Come hither: | am here.
DEMETRIUS
Nay, then, thou mock'st me. Thou shalt buy this dear,
If ever | thy face by daylight see:
Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me
To measure out my length on this cold bed.
By day's approach look to be visited.

Lies down and sleeps

Re-enter HELENA

HELENA

O weary night, O long and tedious night,
Abate thy hour! Shine comforts from the east,
That I may back to Athens by daylight,

From these that my poor company detest:

And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's eye,
Steal me awhile from mine own company.

Lies down and sleeps

PUCK
Ho:, ho:, ho:! Co:ward, hwar cxm's' thau not?
DEMETRIUS

Abarde my, if thou de:r'st; for well o wot
Thaou rynn's’ befo:re m, shiftin” ev’rar ple:ce,
an’ de:r’st not stand, nar look mr in the fe:ce.
hwe:re art thauv nav?
PUCK

Cyme hither: or am he:re.
DEMETRIUS
Ne:y, then, thov mock’s' mi. Thouv shalt bar this de:r,
If ever a1 thr fe:ce br de:lort se:
Nou, go: thr we:y. Fe:ntniss constre:neth me:
To measare aut mr length on this co:1d bed.
Bi1 de:y's appro:ch look to be visited.

Lies down and sleeps
Re-enter HELENA

HELENA
0: werrar nait, 0: long an tidious nart,

Abe:te thr o:r! Shoine cxmforts from the est,
Thot a1 me:y back to atens bar de:lart,

From the:se thot mor po:r cxmpanar detest:
an’ sle:p, thot symetarmes shxts ¥p sorra's a1,
Ste:l me: ahwaile from maine 0:n cympanar.

Lies down and sleeps
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PUCK

Yet but three? Come one more;
Two of both kinds make up four.
Here she comes, curst and sad:
Cupid is a knavish lad,

Thus to make poor females mad.

Re-enter HERMIA

HERMIA

Never so weary, never so in woe,

Bedabbl’d with the dew and torn with briers,
I can no further crawl, no further go;

My legs can keep no pace with my desires.
Here will I rest me till the break of day.
Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray!

Lies down and sleeps

PUCK

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

PUCK

Y1t but thre:? Cyme 0:ne mo:re;
Two of bo:th kainds me:ke xp fo:r.
'1:re shr cymes, cerst on’ sad:
Cjopid is a kne:vish lad,

Thys to me:ke po:r fe:me:les mad.

Re-enter HERMIA

HERMIA

Never so we:rar, never so: in wo:,

Bedabbl’d with the djew an to:rn with brairs,
o can no ferther crawl, no ferther go:;

M legs con ke:p no pe:ce with mar desaires.
He:re will o rest mr till the bre:k o de:y.
Hea’ns she:ld Lizander, if the:y me:n a fre:y!

Lies down and sleeps

PUCK

On the groond

Sle:p saund:

or'll applar

To your a1,

Gentle Ixver, remedar.

Squeezing the juice on LYSANDER's eyes
hwen thou we:kst,

Thoo te:kst
True delort
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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.

Exit

In the sort

Of thor fo:rmer le:dor's or:

An’ the cyntrar proverb kno:n,

Thot ev’rar man should te:ke 'is o:n,
In yar we:kin’ sholl be sho:n:

Jack shall “ave Jill;

Nought shall go: ill;

The man shall “ave 'is me:re agen, on’ all shall br well

Exit
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David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream4 1.mp3

ACT IV

SCENE I. The same. LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HELENA,
and HERMIA

lying asleep.

Enter TITANIA and BOTTOM; PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWEB,
MOTH, MUSTARDSEED, and other Fairies attending; OBERON
behind unseen

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 gentle joy.
BOTTOM

Where's Peaseblossom?

PEASEBLOSSOM

Ready.

BOTTOM

Scratch my head Peaseblossom. Where's Mounsieur Cobweb?
COBWEB

Ready.

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream4 1.mp3

ACT IV

SCENE I. The same. LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HELENA,
and HERMIA

lying asleep.

Enter TITANIA and BOTTOM; PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWERB,
MOTH, MUSTARDSEED, and other Fairies attending; OBERON
behind unseen

TITANIA

Cvme, sit thr doun upon this flo:rar bed,
hwale a1 thr exmiable che:ks do cary,

an stick mysk-ro:ses in thr sle:k smooth ‘ead,
an kiss thr fe:r large i:rs, m1 gentle jor.
BOTTOM

hwe:rs Pe:seblossom?

PEASEBLOSSOM

Reado.

BOTTOM

Scratch mr 'ead Pe:seblossom. hwe:r's Monsju:r Cobweb?

COBWEB
Reador.
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BOTTOM

Mounsieur Cobweb, good mounsieur, get you your
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped
humble-bee on the top of a thistle; and, good
mounsieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret
yourself too much in the action, mounsieur; and,
good mounsieur, have a care the honey-bag break not;
I would be loath to have you overflown with a
honey-bag, signior. Where's Mounsieur Mustardseed?
MUSTARDSEED

Ready.

BOTTOM

Give me your neaf, Mounsieur Mustardseed. Pray you,
leave your courtesy, good mounsieur.
MUSTARDSEED

What's your Will?

BOTTOM

Nothing, good mounsieur, but to help Cavalery Cobweb
to scratch. | must to the barber's, monsieur; for
methinks 1 am marvellous hairy about the face; and |
am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me,

I must scratch.

TITANIA

What, wilt thou hear some music,

my sweet love?

BOTTOM

I have a reasonable good ear in music. Let's have

the tongs and the bones.

TITANIA

Or say, sweet love, what thou desirest to eat.

BOTTOM

Monsju:r Cobweb, good monsju:r, get you yar
weapons in yar ‘and, an Kill mr a red-‘ipped
‘ymble-be: on the top of a thistle; an, good
monsju:r, bring mr the’vnar-bag. Do not fret
yarself too mych in the acsion, monsju:r; and,
good monsju:r, ‘ave a ce:re the “ynar-bag bre:k not;
2 would be lo:th to ‘ave ya o:verflo:wn with a
‘“ynar-bag, signior. hwe:r’s Monsju:r Mystardse:d?
MUSTARDSEED

Reador.

BOTTOM

Gi' mt yar ne:f, Monsju:r Mvystardse:d. Pre:y yo,
le:ve yar co:rt'sar, good monsju:r.
MUSTARDSEED

hwat's yar will?

BOTTOM

Nvtin’, good monsju:r, bxt to ‘elp Cavaljerar Cobweb
ta scratch. @ mys' ta the barber's, monsju:r; for
mithinks a1 am marv'llous “e:rar abaut the fe:ce; and a1
am sych a tender ass, if mr “e:r do bt tickle mi,

9 mys' scratch.

TITANIA

hwat, wilt thau ':r sSyme music,

mi swe:t lvve?

BOTTOM

a1 ‘ave a re:s'nable good 1:r in music. Let's ‘ave

the tongs an the bo:nes.

TITANIA

oxr sery, swe:t Ivve, hwat thou desair'st to e:t.
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BOTTOM

Truly, apeck-ofprovender: | could munch your good
dry oats. Methinks I have a great desire to a bottle
of hay: good hay, sweet hay, hath no fellow.
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.
But, | pray you, let none of your people stir me: |
have an exposition of sleep come upon me.
TITANIA

Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms.
Fairies, begone, and be all ways away.

Exeunt fairies

So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle
Gently entwist; the female ivy so

Enrings the barky fingers of the elm.

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

They sleep

Enter PUCK

OBERON

[Advancing] Welcome, good Robin.

See'st thou this sweet sight?
Her dotage now I do begin to pity:

BOTTOM
Trular, apeck-ofprovender: o could mynch yar good drar o:ts.

Mithinks a1 *ave a gre:t desaire to a bottle

of ‘ery: good ‘ciy, swe:t ‘ciy, “ath no: fella.
TITANIA

a1 “ave a vent’rous fe:rar thot shall se:k

The squirrel's “o:rd, an fetch thr njew n¥ts.
BOTTOM

a1 ‘ad rather ‘ave a ‘andful ar two o draid pe:s.
Bxt, o pre:y yo, let no:ne o yar pe:ple ster mr : a1
‘ave an exposisian 2 sle:p cyme upon mi.

TITANIA
Sle:p thau, and a1 will waind thr in mr arms.

Fe:rars, bigone, an be: all we:ys awe:y.
Exeunt fairies

So: dyth the woodbaine the swe:t "vnarsyckle
Gentlor entwist; the fe:me:le arvor so:
Enrings the barkar fingers of the elm.

0, "au 9 Ivve the:! ‘ou o do:te on the:!

They sleep
Enter PUCK

OBERON

[Advancing] Welcyme, good Robin.
Se:'st thou this swe:t sort?

‘ar do:tage nau 2 do bigin to pitar:
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For, meeting her of late behind the wood,
Seeking sweet favours from this hateful fool,
I did upbraid her and fall out with her;

For she his hairy temples then had rounded

When I had at my pleasure taunted her
And she in mild terms begg'd my patience,
I then did ask of her her changeling child;
Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent
To bear him to my bower in fairy land.
And now I have the boy, I will undo
This hateful imperfection of her eyes:
And, gentle Puck, take this transformeéd scalp
From off the head of this Athenian swain;
That, he awaking when the other do,
May all to Athens back again repair
And think no more of this night's accidents
But as the fierce vexation of a dream.
But first I will release the fairy queen.
[squeezes the flower juice on her eyes]
Be as thou wast wont to be;
See as thou wast wont to see:
Dian's bud o'er Cupid's flower
Hath such force and blessed power.
Now, my Titania; wake you, my sweet queen.

Fo:r, me:tin’ “er of le:te br’aind the wood,
Se:kin’ swe:t fe:vors from this “e:teful ful,
a1 did vpt_)rs:d_ “ar on fall aut with “or;

Forshe-his-hairy-temples-then-had-rounded

hwen a1 “ad at mr pleazare taunted “er

an she: in maild terms begg'd mr pe:siens,

2 then did ask of “er “ar che:ngelin’ chaild;
hwich stre:t shr ge:ve m1, and ‘or feirar sent
To be:r “im to m1 bo:r in fexrar land.

an nav a1 ‘ave the bar, o will ¥vndo

This “c:teful imperfecsian of “ar ais:

an, gentle Pxck, te:ke this transfo:rmid scalp
From off the ‘ead o this Ate:nian swe:n;
That, ‘e: awe:kin’ hwen the o:ther do,

Me:y all to atens back agen ripe:r

an think na mo:re o this naight's accidents
But as the fr:rce vexe:sion of a dre:m.

But ferst o will rele:se the fe:rar que:n.
[squeezes the flower juice on her eyes]
Be: as thou wast wo:nt to be:;

Se: as thou wast wo:nt to se::
Daran's byd o:r Cjopid's flo:r
‘ath swch fo:rce an blessid po:r.
Nau, mar Titania; we:ke ya, mar swe:t que:n.




Page 79 of 109

TITANIA

My Oberon! what visions have | seen!
Methought | was enamour'd of an ass.
OBERON

There lies your love.

TITANIA

How came these things to pass?

O, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now!
OBERON

Silence awhile. Robin, take off this head.
Titania, music call; and strike more dead
Than common sleep of all these five the sense.
TITANIA

Music, ho! music, such as charmeth sleep!

Music, still

PUCK

Now, when thou wak’st, with thine own fool's eyes peep.

OBERON

Sound, music! Come, my queen, take hands with me,
And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be.
Now thou and | are new in amity,

And will to-morrow midnight solemnly

Dance in Duke Theseus' house triumphantly,
And bless it to all fair prosperity:

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity.

PUCK

Fairy King, attend, and mark:

I do hear the morning lark.

TITANIA

Mi O:beron! hwat vizions ‘ave 9 se:n!

M1 thought o was inamoured of an ass.
OBERON

Ther la1s yar Ivve.

TITANIA

‘au cexme the:se things to pass?

0:, “au min a1s do lo:the ‘is visa:ge nau!
OBERON

Sailence ahwaile. Robin, te:ke off this ‘ead.
Titania, music call; an stratke mo:re dead
Thon common sle:p of all the:se farve the sense.
TITANIA

Music, ho:! music, s¥ch as charmeth sle:p!

Music, still

PUCK

Nau, hwen thau we:k’st, with thaine o:n ful's a1s pe:p.
OBERON

Saund, music! Cyme, m1 que:n, te:ke “ands wi’ me:,
an rock the graund hwe:reon the:se sle:pers be:.
Nau thau and a1 are njew in amitoar,

an will ta-morra midnait solemnlar

Dance in Djuke The:seus' ‘ause trarymphantlar,

an bless it to all fe:r prosperitor:

The:r sholl the pe:rs o fe:thful Ivvers be:

Wedded, wi’ The:seus, all in jollitar.

PUCK

Fe:rar king, attend, on mark:

a1 do ‘rr the mo:rnin’ lark.
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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 | sleeping here was found
With these mortals on the ground.

Exeunt
Horns winded within
Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EGEUS, and train

THESEUS

Go, one of you, find out the forester;

For now our observation is perform'd;

And since we have the vaward of the day,
My love shall hear the music of my hounds.
Uncouple in the western valley; let them go:
Dispatch, I say, and find the forester.

Exit an Attendant

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top,
And mark the musical confusion

OBERON

Then, mr que:n, in sarlence sad,
Trip wr a:ter the nait's shad:

We: the glo:be con cympass soon,
Swifter than the wand’rin’ moon.
TITANIA

Cyme, mr lord, and in o:r flort
Tell m1 “au it ce:me this nart

That a1 sle:pin’ r:r was found

Wi’ the:se mo:rtals on the graund.

Exeunt
Horns winded within
Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EGEUS, and train

THESEUS

Gox, 0:ne 2 you, faind aut the forester;
Far nau ar observe:sian is perfo:rm'd;

an since wi have the vaward of the de:y,
Mt Ivve shall hi:r the music of mr haunds.
wvncyple in the western vallar; let “‘em go::
Dispatch, 2 sety, on faind the forester.

Exit an Attendant

Wi will, fe:r que:n, ¥p to the mauntain's top,
an mark the musical confjuzion
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Of hounds and echo in conjunction.
HIPPOLYTA

I was with Hercules and Cadmus once,

When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear
With hounds of Sparta: never did | hear

Such gallant chiding: for, besides the groves,
The skies, the fountains, every region near
Seem'd all one mutual cry: | never heard

So musical a discord, such sweet thunder.
THESEUS

My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind,

So flew'd, so sanded, and their heads are hung
With ears that sweep away the morning dew;
Crook-knee'd, and dew-lapp'd like Thessalian bulls;
Slow in pursuit, but match'd in mouth like bells,
Each under each. A cry more tuneable

Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn,

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly:

Judge when you hear. 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

No doubt they rose up early to observe

The rite of May, and hearing our intent,

Came here in grace of our solemnity.

But speak, Egeus; is not this the day

That Hermia should give answer of her choice?

of haunds and echo: in conj¥ncsion.
HIPPOLYTA

a1 was with “ercjale:s an Cadms pnce,

hwen in a wood o Cre:te thety be:d the be:r

With ‘aunds o Sparta: never did a1 ‘r:r

Swch gallant chardin’: fo:r, bisardes the gryves,
The skars, the fountains, ev’rar re:gion nr:r
Se:xm'd all o:ne mut’al crar: @ never “erd

So: musical a disco:rd, sxch swe:t thynder.
THESEUS

Mt haunds are bred aut of the Spartan kaind,

So flew'd, sa sanded, an' thar heads are h¥ng
With s that swe:p awe:y the mo:rnin’ djew;
Crook-kne:'d, on djew-lapp'd laike Thasse:lian bulls;
Slo:w in pursuit, byt match'd in mauth latke bells,
e:ch ynder e:ch. A crar mo:re tjuneable

Was never holla'd to, nar chr:r’d with ho:rn,

In Cre:te, in Sparta, nor in Thessalar:

Jydge hwen ya hrr. Byt, soft! hwat nymphs are the:se?
EGEUS

Mt lo:rd, this is mr da:ghter hr:r asle:p;

an this, Lizander; this Deme:trius is;

This Helena, o:1d Ne:dar's Helena:

a1 wynder of thar be:in’ hr:r toge'er.

THESEUS

N2 daubt the:y ro:se vp erlar to observe

The ratte o Me:y, an hririn® o:r intent,

Ce:me hrr in gre:ce of aur solemnitar.

But spe:k, Ege:us; is not this the de:y

That Hermia should give answer of ‘er choaice?
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EGEUS

It is, my lord.

THESEUS

Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns.

Horns and shout within. LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HELENA,
and HERMIA wake and start up

Good morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past:
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now?
LYSANDER

Pardon, my lord.

THESEUS

I pray you all, stand up.

I know you two are rival enemies:

How comes this gentle concord in the world,
That hatred is so far from jealousy,

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity?
LYSANDER

My lord, I shall reply amazedly,

Half sleep, half waking: but as yet, | swear,

I cannot truly say how | came here;

But, as | think,--for truly would I speak,

And now do | bethink me, so it is,--

I came with Hermia hither: our intent

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might,
Without the peril of the Athenian law--
EGEUS

Enough, enough, my lord; you have enough:

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

They would have stol’n away; they would, Demetrius,

EGEUS

It is, mr lo:rd.

THESEUS

Go:x, bid the hyntsmen we:ke am with thar ho:rns.

Horns and shout within. LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HELENA,
and HERMIA wake and start up

Good morra frien's. Se:nt Valentaine is past:
Bigin the:se wood-berds b¥t to cyple nau?
LYSANDER

Pardon, mt lo:rd.

THESEUS

2 prexy you all, stand vp.

2 kno:w you two are raival enemais:

Hau cymes this gentle concord in the werld,
Thot he:trid is sa far from jealousar,

To sle:p br he:te, oan feir no: enmitar?
LYSANDER

Mt lo:rd, @ sholl riplar ame:zidlar,

‘alf sle:p, 'alf we:kin’: byt as yit, o swetr,

2 cannot trular sexy 'au a1 ce:me 'Lir;

Bxt, as o think,--for trular would o spe:k,
an nav do ar brthink m1, so: it is,--

2 cexme with Hermia hither: o:r intent

Was to b1 go:ne from atens, hwe:re wr mart,
Withaut the peril of th” Ate:nian law--
EGEUS

Enxgh, enygh, mi lo:rd; yo have enygh:

2 beg the law, the law, upon ‘is head.

The:y would “ave sto:I’n awe:y; thery would, Deme:trius,
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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.
DEMETRIUS

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 1 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 | betroth'd ere | 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.
THESEUS

Fair lovers, you are fortunately met:

Of this discourse we more will hear anon.
Egeus, | 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.

The:rebar to 'ave dife:ted you an me:,

You of yar waife an me: of mar consent,

Of mar consent that she: should be: yar woife.
DEMETRIUS

Mt lo:rd, fexr Helen to:lI' mr of thar stealth,
Of this thar perpose hither to this wood,;

and a1 in furart 'ither folla*d them,

Fe:r Helena in fancar foll’win’ me:.

But, mar good lo:rd, a1 wot not bar hwat po:r,--
But bar syme po:r it is,--mai love to Hermia,
Melted as the sno:w, se:ms to mi nau

as the remembrance of an aidle gaud

hwich in m1 charld'ood a1 did do:te upon;
and all the fe:th, the vertje of mr ‘art,

The object an' the pleazare of min a1,

Is o:nlar Helena. To her, mr lo:rd,

Was ar bitro:th'd ere o1 saw Hermia:

But, Iaike in sickness, did o lo:the this food;
But, as in 'ealth, cyme to mr1 nat’ral tast,
Nau a1 do wish it, Ivve it, long far it,

an will far evermo:re br true to it.
THESEUS

Fe:r Ivvers, you are foirtane:telor met:

of this disco:rse wi mo:re will hr:r anon.
Ege:us, a1 will o:verbe:r yar will;

Far in the temple bar an bar with s

The:se cyples sholl eternallar br knit:

an, fo:r the mo:rnin' nau is symethin” wo:rn,
o:r perpos’d hyntin’ sholl br set asarde.
Awe:y with ¥s to atens; thre: an’ thre:,

WT'll ho:ld a fest in gre:t solemnitar.
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Come, Hippolyta.
Exeunt THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EGEUS, and train

DEMETRIUS

These things seem small and undistinguishable,
HERMIA

Methinks | see these things with parted eye,
When every thing seems double.
HELENA

So methinks:

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel,
Mine own, and not mine own.
DEMETRIUS

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 him
And by the way let us recount our dreams.

Exeunt

Cyme, Hippolyta.
Exeunt THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EGEUS, and train

DEMETRIUS

The:se things se:xm small and vndistinguishable,
HERMIA

Mithinks 2 se: the:se things wi’ parted a1,
hwen ev’rar thing se:ms dvble.

HELENA

So: mithinks:

and a1 ‘ave faund Deme:tr’us laike a jewel,
Min o:n, an not min o:n.

DEMETRIUS

are yo su:re

(beat) That we are awe:ke? It sems to me:
That yit wi sle:p, wi dre:m. Da not you think
The djuke was hire, an bid us folls him?
HERMIA

Ye:; and mi father.

HELENA

And Hippolyta.

LYSANDER

an' he: did bid us folls ta the temple.
DEMETRIUS

hwear, then, wr are awe:ke: let's follo him

an bar the we:y let ¥s recount or dre:ms.

Exeunt
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BOTTOM

[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 | was--there
is no man can tell what. Methought I was,--and
methought | had,--but man is but a patched fool, if
he will offer to say what methought | 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. | 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.

Exit

BOTTOM

[Awaking] When m1 cue c¥mes, call m1, on a1 will
answer: m1 next is, 'Mo:s' feir Pyramas.' He:-ho:!
Pe:ter Quince! Flute, the bellas-mender! Snaut,
the tinker! Starv’lin’! God's mi laife, sto:I'n

‘ence, an lef” mr asle:p! a1 ‘ove ‘ad a mo:s' re:re
vizian. a1 ‘ave ‘ad a dre:m, past the wit 2 man to
se:xy hwat dre:m it was: man is bat an ass, if ‘1 go:
abaut t” expaund this dre:xm. Mithought o was--thare
is no: man can tell hwat. Mrthought o was,-- an
mithought o “ad,--but man is but a patched ful, if
‘1 will offer to se:xy hwat mithought o ‘ad. The a1
of man ‘ath not “erd, the 1:r of man “ath not

se:n, man's ‘and is not e:ble to tast, ‘is tong

ta conce:ve, nar ‘is ‘art ta ripo:rt, hwat mr dre:m
was. 2 will get Pe:ter Quince to wrarte a ballad o
this dre:m: it shall b1 called Bottom's Dre:m,
bicause it “ath no: bottom; an a1 will sing it in the
latter end of a ple:y, bifo:re the djuke:
peradventare, to me:ke it the mo:re gre:sias, 2 shall
sing it at ‘or death.

Exit
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David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream4 2.mp3

SCENE I1. Athens. QUINCE'S house.
Enter QUINCE, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING

QUINCE

Have you 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.

QUINCE

Yea and the best person too; and he is a very
paramour for a sweet voice.

FLUTE

You must say 'paragon:' a paramour is, God bless us,
a thing of naught.

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream4 2.mp3

SCENE I1. Athens. QUINCE'S house.
Enter QUINCE, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING

QUINCE

‘ave ya sent to Bottom's ‘cuse? Is ‘1 cyme ‘o:me yit?
STARVELING

‘1 cannot be ‘erd of. aut o daubt ‘1 is
transpo:rted.

FLUTE

If ‘1 cyme not, then the ple:y is marred: it go:s
not fo:rward, dth it?

QUINCE

It is not possible: you ‘ave not a man in all

atens e:ble to discharge Pyramas but “e.

FLUTE

No:, ‘1 “ath simplar the best wit of anar ‘andicraft
man in atens.

QUINCE

Ye: on the best person too; an ‘1 is a verar
paramo:r far a swe:t vaice.

FLUTE

Yo mas' sety ‘paragon’: a paramo:r is, God bless as,
a thing = nought.
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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.

FLUTE

O sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he lost sixpence a
day during his life; he could not have 'scaped
sixpence a day: an the duke had not given him
sixpence a day for playing Pyramus, I'll be hanged;
he would have deserved it: sixpence a day in
Pyramus, or nothing.

Enter BOTTOM

BOTTOM

Where are these lads? where are these hearts?
QUINCE

Bottom! O most courageous day! O most happy hour!
BOTTOM

Masters, 1 am to discourse wonders: but ask me not
what; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian. |

will tell you every thing, right as it fell out.
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,

good strings to your beards, new ribbons 1o your

Enter SNUG

SNUG
Masters, the djuke is cymin’ from the temple, an
thare is two 2 thre: lo:rds an le:dais mo:re marraid:

if o:r spo:rt “ad go:ne fo:rward, wi “ad all bin me:de
men.

FLUTE

o: swe:t byllar Bottom! Thys “ath ‘1 lost sixpence a
de:y djurin’ ‘is larfe; ‘1 could not “ave 'sce:ped
sixpence a de:y : an the djuke “ad not gi’en ‘im
sixpence a de:y for ple:yin’ Pyramas, or'll be ‘anged;
‘1 would “ave diserved it: sixpence a de:y in
Pyramas, ar no:tin’.

Enter BOTTOM

BOTTOM

hwe:re ore the:se lads? hwe:re ore the:se “arts?
QUINCE

Bottom! o: mo:s' coure:gious de:y! o: mo:st ‘appy 'o:r!
BOTTOM

Masters, a1 am ta disco:rse wynders: but ask mr not
hwat; for if o tell yo, a1 am no: true Ate:nian. o

will tell yo ev’rit’in’, raight as it fell aut.

QUINCE

Let us ‘r:r, swe:t Bottom.

BOTTOM

Not a werd 2 me:. all that a1 will tell ya is, that

the d!'ukge ‘oth darned. Get yor apparel toge'er,
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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 |

do not doubt but to hear them say, it is a sweet
comedy. No more words: away! go, away!

Exeunt

pumps: me:t presentlar at the palace; ev’rt man look
o:r “is part; far the sho:rt an the long is, o:r

ple:y is preferred. In anar ce:se, let Thisbai ‘ave
cle:n linen; an let not “im that ple:ys the laton

pe:r “is ne:ls, far thery shall “ang aut far the

laton's claws. and, mo:s' di:r actors, e:t no: ¥ni¥ns
nar garlic, for we: are to vtter swe:t breath; an o

do not doubt bat to “r:r 'am sety, it is a swe:t
comedoar. No: mo:re werds: awe:y! go:, awe:y!

Exeunt
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David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream5 1.mp3

ACTV

SCENE I. Athens. The palace of THESEUS.

Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, Lords and
Attendants

HIPPOLYTA

'Tis strange my Theseus, that these

lovers speak of.

THESEUS

More strange than true: | never may believe
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys.
Lovers and madmen have such seething brains,
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend

More than cool reason ever comprehends.

The lunatic, the lover and the poet

Are of imagination all compact:

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold,
That is, the madman: the lover, all as frantic,
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt:

The poet's eye, in fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven;
And as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen
Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing
A local habitation and a name.

David Crystal speaks this scene at:
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream5 1.mp3

ACT YV

SCENE I. Athens. The palace of THESEUS.

Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, Lords and
Attendants

HIPPOLYTA

'Tis stre:nge m1 The:seus, that the:se

Ivvers spe:k of.

THESEUS

Mo:re stre:nge thon true: o never me:y bile:ve
The:se antik fe:bles, no:r the:se fe:rar tars.
Lyvers an madmen have such se:thin' bre:ns,
Such she:pin’ fantasais, that apprihend

Mo:re than cool re:son ever comprihends.

The lunatic, the Ivver an the po:et

are of imagine:sian all compact:

o:ne se:s mo:re devils than vast hell can ho:ld,
That is, the madman: the Ixver, all as frantic,
Se:s Helen's beautar in a brou of e:gypt:

The po:et's a1, in faine frenzar ro:llin’,

Doth glance from hea’n to erth, from erth to hea’n;
and as imagine:ston bodoais fo:rth

The fo:rms o things unkno:n, the po:et's pen
Terns them to she:pes an gives to e:rar nytin’
A lo:cal habite:ston and a ne:me.



http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream5_1.mp3�
http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/dream5_1.mp3�

Page 90 of 109

Such tricks hath strong imagination,

That if it would but apprehend some joy,

It comprehends some bringer of that joy;

Or in the night, imagining some fear,

How easy is a bush supposed a bear!
HIPPOLYTA

But all the story of the night told over,

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, DEMETRIUS, HERMIA, and HELENA

Joy, gentle friends! joy and fresh days of love
Accompany your hearts!
LYSANDER
More than to us
Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed!
THESEUS
Come now; what masques, what dances shall we have,
To wear away this long age of three hours
Between our after-supper and bed-time?
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.
PHILOSTRATE
Here, mighty Theseus.

Such tricks "ath strong imagine:sian,

That if it would but apprihend some jar,

It comprihends some bringer of that jor;
o:r in the nart, imaginin’ some fe:r,

Hau e:sar is a bush suppo:sed a be:r!
HIPPOLYTA

But all the sto:rar of the naight to:ld o:’r,
and all thar mainds transfigared so: toge'er,
Mo:re witnessith than fancar's images

an gro:ws to symethin’ of gre:t constancar;
But, ‘suso:ever, stre:nge and admirable.
THESEUS

Hi:re cyme the Ixvers, full o jo1 oan merth.

Enter LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HERMIA, and HELENA

Jar, gentle frien's! jor an fresh de:ys o Ivve
Accympanar yar harts!
LYSANDER
Mo:re than to ¥s
We:t in yar raryal walks, yar bo:rd, yar bed!
THESEUS
Cyme nau; hwat masques, hwat dances sholl we have,
To we:r awe:y this long e:ge of thre: ‘o:rs
Bitwe:n o:r a'ter-sypper an bed-tarme?
hwezre is o:r ususl manager @ merth?
hwat revels are in hand? Is the:re no: ple:y,
To e:se the anguish of a to:rt’rin’ “0:r?
Call Philostre:te.
PHILOSTRATE

Hr:re, martar The:seus.
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THESEUS

Say, what abridgement have you for this evening?
What masque? what music? How shall we beguile
The lazy time, if not with some delight?
PHILOSTRATE

There is a brief how many sports are ripe:

Make choice of which your highness will see first.

Giving a paper

THESEUS

[Reads] The battle with the Centaurs, to be sung
By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.'

We'll none of that: that have I told my love,

In glory of my kinsman Hercules.

Reads

"The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals,

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.'
That is an old device; and it was play'd
When | from Thebes came last a conqueror.

Reads

"The thrice three Muses mourning for the death
Of Learning, late deceased in beggary.'

That is some satire, keen and critical,

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony.

THESEUS

Sery, hwat abridgement have ya fo:r this e:v’nin’?
hwat masque? hwat music? Hau shall we: bigoaile
The le:zai tarme, if not with syme dilaight?
PHILOSTRATE

The:re is a bre:f hau manart spo:rts are raipe:
Me:ke chaice @ hwich yar hainess will se: ferst.

Giving a paper

THESEUS

[Reads] The battle with the Centars, to br s¥ng
Bar an Ate:nian eunuch to the harp.'

WT'll no:ne o that: that have o to:ld mi Ixve,

In glo:rar of mr kinsman Hercjale:s.

Reads

‘The rarot of the tipsar Bacchanals,

Teirin’ the Thre:sian singer in thar re:ge.’
That is an o:ld divaice; and it was ple:y'd
hwen a1 from The:bes ce:me last a conqueror.

Reads

"The thraice thre: Muses mo:rnin’ fo:r the death
2 Lernin’, le:te dice:sed in beggarar.'

That is some satoire, ke:n an critical,

Not so:rtin” with a nypsial ceremo:nar.
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Reads

‘A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus

And his love Thisbe; very tragical mirth.'
Merry and tragical! tedious and brief!

That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow.
How shall we find the concord of this discord?
PHILOSTRATE

A play there is, my lord, some ten words long,
Which is as brief as | have known a play;

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long,
Which makes it tedious; for in all the play
There is not one word apt, one player fitted:
And tragical, my noble lord, it is;

For Pyramus therein doth Kkill himself.

Which, when I saw rehearsed, | must confess,
Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears
The passion of loud laughter never shed.
THESEUS

What are they that do play it?
PHILOSTRATE

Hard-handed men that work in Athens here,
Which never labour'd in their minds till now,
And now have toil'd their unbreathed memories
With this same play, against your nuptial.
THESEUS

And we will hear it.

PHILOSTRATE

No, my noble lord;

It is not for you: | have heard it over,

Reads

‘A bre:f sce:ne 2 y¥ng Pyramas

and ‘is Ivve Thisbar; verai tragical merth.'
Merrar an tragical! trdious an bre:f!

That is, hot a1ce an wxndrous stre:nge sno:w.
Hau sholl wi faind the conco:rd of this disco:rd?
PHILOSTRATE

A ple:y thare is, m1 lo:rd, some ten werds long,
hwich is as bre:f as a1 ‘ave kno:n a ple:y;

But bar ten werds, mr lo:rd, it is too long,
hwich me:kes it tidious; fo:r in all the ple:y
Thare is not o:ne werd apt, o:ne ple:yer fitted:
an tragical, m1 no:ble lo:rd, it is;

For Pyramys the:rein doth kill “imself.

hwich, when o saw rihersed, @ mys' confess,
Me:de main a1s water; but mo:re merrar te:rs
The pasion of laud laughter never shed.
THESEUS

hwat are they that do ple:y it?
PHILOSTRATE

hard-handed men that werk in Atens hr:re,
hwich never le:bour'd in thar mainds till nau,
an nav 'ave ta1l'd thar vnbre:thed memorais
With this se:me ple:y, agenst yar nypsial.
THESEUS

an we: will hr it.

PHILOSTRATE

No, m1 no:ble lo:rd;

It is not for you: a1 'ave herd it o:ver,




Page 93 of 109

And it is nothing, nothing in the world;
Unless you can find sport in their intents,
Extremely stretch'd and conn'd with cruel pain,
To do you service.
THESEUS
I will hear that play;
For never anything can be amiss,
When simpleness and duty tender it.
Go, bring them in: and take your places, ladies.

Exit PHILOSTRATE

HIPPOLYTA

I love not to see wretchedness o'er charged
And duty in his service perishing.

THESEUS

Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such thing.
HIPPOLYTA

He says they can do nothing in this kind.
THESEUS

The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing.

Our sport shall be to take what they mistake:
And what poor duty cannot do, noble respect
Takes it in might, not merit.

Where | have come, great clerks have purposed
To greet me with premeditated welcomes;
Where | have seen them shiver and look pale,
Make periods in the midst of sentences,
Throttle their practised accent in their fears
And in conclusion dumbly have broke off,

Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet,

and it is n¥tin’, n¥tin’ in the werld,
Unless you can faind spoz:rt in the:r intents,
Extre:melar stretch'd an conn'd with cruel pe:n,
Toa do ya service.
THESEUS
2 will hrr that pley;
Far never anithing can be: amiss,
hwen simpleniss an djutar tender it.
Gox, bring am in: an te:ke yar ple:ces, le:dais.

Exit PHILOSTRATE

HIPPOLYTA

a1 Ivve not to se: wretchidniss o:'r charged

an djutar in “is service perishin’,

THESEUS

hwar, gentle swe:t, ya sholl se: no: s¥ch thing.
HIPPOLYTA

‘1 sez they can do n¥tin’ in this kaind.
THESEUS

The kainder we:, to give am thanks far nxtin’,

o:r spo:rt shall be: to te:ke hwat the:y miste:ke:

an hwat po:r djutar cannot do, no:ble respect
Te:kes it in maight, not merit.

hwere a1 ave cyme, gre:t clerks ‘ave perposid
To gre:t mr with premedite:ted welcymes;
hwere a1 ave se:n am shiver an look pe:le,
Me:Ke pi:rjods in the midst o sentences,
Throttle thar practis’d accent in thar fe:rs

and in conclustan dymblar have bro:ke off,
Not pe:yin’ me: a welcyme. Trys' mi, swe:t,
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Out of this silence yet | pick'd a welcome;
And in the modesty of fearful duty

I read as much as from the rattling tongue
Of saucy and audacious eloquence.

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity
In least speak most, to my capacity.

Re-enter PHILOSTRATE

PHILOSTRATE

So please your grace, the Prologue is address'd.
THESEUS

Let him approach.

Flourish of trumpets
Enter QUINCE for the Prologue

Prologue

If we offend, it is with our good will.

That you should think, we come not to offend,
But with good will. To show our simple skill,
That is the true beginning of our end.
Consider then we come but in despite.

We do not come as minding to contest you,
Our true intent is. All for your delight

We are not here. That you should here repent you,
The actors are at hand and by their show
You shall know all that you are like to know.

aut o this sailence yit o pick'd a welcyme;
and in the modestar o feirful djutar

2 red as mych as from the rattlin’ tongue

of saucar and aude:sious eloguence.

Lyve, theirefoire, an' tyngue-tared simplicitar
In le:st spe:k mo:st, to mar capacitar.

Re-enter PHILOSTRATE

PHILOSTRATE
Sa ple:se yar gre:ce, the Pro:logue is address'd.

THESEUS
Let 'im appro:ch.

Flourish of trumpets
Enter QUINCE for the Prologue

Prologue

If we: offend, it is with o:r good will.

That you should think, we cyme not to offend,
But with good will. Ta sho:w o:r simple skill,
That is the true beginnin’ of o:r end.
Consider then we cyme bat in desparte.

We do not cyme as marndin’ to contest ya,

oxr true intent is. all far yu:r delart

We are not ‘zre. That you should ‘zre repent ya,
The actors are at 'and an bar thar sho:w

Ya sholl kno:w all that you are larke ta kno:w.
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THESEUS

This fellow doth not stand upon points.
LYSANDER

He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt; he knows
not the stop. A good moral, my lord: it is not
enough to speak, but to speak true.
HIPPOLYTA

Indeed he hath played on his prologue like a child
on a recorder; a sound, but not in government.
THESEUS

His speech, was like a tangled chain; nothing
impaired, but all disordered. Who is next?

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, and Lion

Prologue

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.

This man, with lanthorn, dog, and bush of thorn,
Presenteth Moonshine; for, if you will know,

By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn

To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to woo.

This grisly beast, which Lion hight by name,

The trusty Thisby, coming first by night,

Did scare away, or rather did affright;

THESEUS

This fella d¥th not stand upon paints.
LYSANDER

‘1 “ath rid “is pro:logue laike a rygh co:lt; ‘1 kno:ws
not the stop. A good moral, mi lo:rd: it is not
enough to spe:k, but to spe:k true.

HIPPOLYTA

Inde:d ‘1 “ath ple:yed on ‘is pro:logue laike a chaild
on a reco:rder; a saund, but not in g¥ver'ment.
THESEUS

His spe:ch was latke a tangled che:n; nxtin’
impe:red, but all diso:rdered. Who is next?

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, and Lion

Prologue

Gentles, perchance ya wynder at this sho:w;

But wynder on, till truth me:ke all things ple:n.

This man is Pyramys, if you would know:;

This beautjous le:dar Thisbar is carte:n.

This man, with larme and rygh-cast, dyth present
Wall, that varle Wall hwich did the:se Ixvers synder;
And through Wall's chink, po:r so:ls, they are content
To hwisper. at the hwich let no: man wynder.

This man, with lanto:rn, dog, and bush of tho:rn,
Presentith Moonsharne; fo:r, if you will kno:w,

Bar moonshame did the:se Iyvers think no: sco:rn

To me:t at Nornus' tumb, the:re, therre to wo:.

This grislar be:st, hwich Laron harght bar ne:me,

The trystar Thisbar, cymin’ ferst bar narght,

Did scere awey, o:r rather did affrarght;
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And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall,

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain.
Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth and tall,

And finds his trusty Thisby's mantle slain:
Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade,
He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breast;
And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry shade,

His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest,

Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain

At large discourse, while here they do remain.

Exeunt Prologue, Thisbe, Lion, and Moonshine

THESEUS

I wonder if the lion be to speak.

DEMETRIUS

No wonder, my lord: one lion may, when many asses do.
Wall

In this same interlude it doth befall

That I, one Snout by name, present a wall;

And such a wall, as | would have you think,

That had in it a crannied hole or chink,

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby,
Did whisper often very secretly.

This loam, this rough-cast and this stone doth show
That I am that same wall; the truth is so:

And this the cranny is, right and sinister,

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper.
THESEUS

Would you desire lime and hair to speak better?

And, as shr fled, ‘ar mantle she: did fall,

hwich Laron varle with blydar mauth did ste:n.
Anon c¥mes Pyramys, swe:t youth and tall,

And famnds ‘is trystar Thisbar's mantle slen:
hwereat, with ble:de, with blydar ble:meful ble:de,
‘T brexvelai broxeh'd “is barlin® blydar breast;

And Thisbar, tarryin’ in mylb'rar she:de,

‘is dagger drew, and dard. Far all the rest,

Let Laron, Moonshame, Wall, and Ixvers twe:n
At large disco:rse, hwaile ‘zre they do reme:n.

Exeunt Prologue, Thisbe, Lion, and Moonshine

THESEUS

a1 wynder if the la1on be: to spe:k.

DEMETRIUS

No: wynder, mr lo:rd: o:ne laton me:y, hwen manar asses do.
Wall

In this sexme interljude it dxth befall

That a1, o:ne Snaut bar ne:xme, present a wall;

And sych a wall, as ar would *ave ya think,

That “ad in it a crannard “o:le o:r chink,

Through hwich the Ixvers, Pyramys and Thisbar,
Did hwisper often verar se:cretlar.

This lo:m, this rygh-cast and this sto:ne dyth sho:w
That ar am that sexme wall; the truth is so::

And this the crannar is, rarght and sinister,
Through hwich the fexrful Ivvers are ta hwisper.
THESEUS

Would ya disaire latme an’ he:r to spe:k better?
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DEMETRIUS
It is the wittiest partition that ever | heard
discourse, my lord.

Enter Pyramus

THESEUS

Pyramus draws near the wall: silence!

Pyramus

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,

| 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 | see.

O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss!

Cursed be thy stones for thus deceiving me!
THESEUS

The wall, methinks, being sensible, should curse again.

Pyramus

No, in truth, sir, he should not. 'Deceiving me'
is Thisby's cue: she is to enter now, and | am to
spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will
fall pat as | told you. Yonder she comes.

DEMETRIUS
It is the wittiist partision that ever o herd

disco:rse, mr lo:rd.
Enter Pyramus

THESEUS

Pyramas draws nr:r the wall: sarlence!

Pyramus

o: grim-look'd nart! o: nart with hue so: black!

o: nart, hwich ever art hwen dezy is not!

o: nart, o: nart! alack, alack, alack,

a1 fe:xr mar Thisbar's promise is fo:rgot!

And thau, o: wall, o: swe:t, o: lxvelar wall,

That stand's' betwe:n “er father's graond and marne!
Thou wall, o: wall, o: swe:t and Ixvelar wall,

Sho:w mr thar chink, to blink through with mame arme!

Wall holds up his fingers

Thanks, co:rtas wall: Jo:ve she:ld the: well far this!
But hwat se: a1? No: Thisbar do a1 se:.

o: wicked wall, through whom ar se: no: bliss!
Cers’d be: thar sto:mnes far thys dece:vin’ me:!
THESEUS

The wall, mrthinks, be:in’ sensible, should cerse agen.
Pyramus

Noz, in truth, ser, ‘1 should not. 'Dece:vin’ me:'

is Thisbar's cue: she is to enter nou, an’ a1 am to
spar ‘or through the wall. Y3 shall se:, it'll

fall pat as o to:ld ya. Yonder shr cymes.
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Enter Thishe

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.
Pyramus

I see a voice: now will | to the chink,

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

My love thou art, my love I think.

Pyramus

Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace;
And, like Limander, am | trusty still.

Thisbe

And | like Helen, till the Fates me kill.
Pyramus

Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true.

Thisbe

As Shafalus to Procrus, | to you.

Pyramus

O kiss me through the hole of this vile wall!
Thisbe

I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all.
Pyramus

Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me straightway?
Thisbe

'Tide life, 'tide death, I come without delay.

Enter Thisbe

Thisbe

o: wall, full often "ast thau “erd mar mo:ns,
Fo:r partin® mar fe:r Pyramys and me:!

Moar cherrar lips “ave often kiss'd thar sto:nes,
Thar sto:nes with larme and "e:r knit ¥p in the:.
Pyramus

a1 sex a varce: nau will a1 to the chink,

To spar an ar can ‘zr mar Thisbar's fexce. Thisbar!
Thisbe

Moar Iyve thou art, moar lyve ar think.

Pyramus

Think hwat thau wilt, ar am thar lyver's gre:ce;
And, larke Larmander, am ar trystor still.

Thisbe

And ar latke 'elen, till the Fe:tes me: kill.
Pyramus

Not Shafal¥s to Pro:crys was so: true.
Thisbe

as Shafalys to Pro:crys, ar to you.

Pyramus

o: kiss me: through the ‘o:le of this varle wall!
Thisbe

ar kiss the wall's 'o:le, not yu:r lips at all.
Pyramus

Wilt thou at Ninnar's tumb me:t me: srteitwe:y?
Thisbe

"Tarde larfe, 'tarde death, ar cyme withaut dele:y.
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Exeunt Pyramus and Thisbe

Wall
Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so;
And, being done, thus Wall away doth go.

Exit

THESEUS

Now is the mure rased between the two neighbours.
DEMETRIUS

No remedy, my lord, when walls are so wilful to hear
without warning.

HIPPOLYTA

This is the silliest stuff that ever | heard.
THESEUS

The best in this kind are but shadows; and the worst
are no worse, if imagination amend them.
HIPPOLYTA

It must be your imagination then, and not theirs.
THESEUS

If we imagine no worse of them than they of
themselves, they may pass for excellent men. Here
come two noble beasts in, a man and a lion.

Enter Lion and Moonshine
Lion

You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear
The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor,

Exeunt Pyramus and Thisbe

Wall
Thys “ave a1, Wall, mr part dischargrd so:;
And be:in’ dyne, thys Wall awe:y dyth go.

Exit

THESEUS

Nau is the mjure re:sed brtwe:n the two ne:bers.
DEMETRIUS

No: remedar, mr lo:rd, hwen walls are so: wilful to ‘rr
withaut warnin’.

HIPPOLYTA

This is the sillarst styff thot ever a1 “erd.
THESEUS

The best in this kaind are but shadss; an’ the werst
are no: werse, if imagine:sion amend am.
HIPPOLYTA

It mys' br yu:r imagine:sian then, an’ not the:rs.
THESEUS

If we: imagine no: werse 2’ them than thexy o
themselves, they mey pass for excellent men. Hi:re
c¥me two no:ble be:sts in, a man an’ a laron.

Enter Lion and Moonshine
Lion

You, lexdars, you, whose gentle 'arts do fexr
The smallest monstrous mause that cre:ps on flo:r,
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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;

For, if I should as lion come in strife

Into this place, 'twere pity on my life.

THESEUS

A very gentle beast, of a good conscience.

THESEUS

leaveitto-his-diseretionand let us listen to the moon.
Moonshine

This lanthorn doth the horned moon present;--

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

Me:y nau perchance bo:th que:ke and tremble “c:re,
hwen laron rygh in warldrst re:ge dyth ro:r.

Then kno:w that a1, o:ne Snyg the jarner, am

A laron-fell, no:r else no: laron's dam;

Fo:r, if ar should as laron cyme in strarfe

Into this ple:ce, 'tware pitar on mr larfe.

THESEUS

A very gentle be:st, of a good consiance.

THESEUS

leave-itto-his-discretion—and let us listen to the moon.
Moonshine

This lantorn dxth the 'o:rnrd moon present;--

Mrself the man i' the moon do se:m ta be:.
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see—tis-already-in-snuff

HIPPOLYTA

I am aweary of this moon: would he would change!
THESEUS

It appears, by his small light of discretion, that

he is in the wane; but yet, in courtesy, in all
reason, we must stay the time.

LYSANDER

Proceed, Moon.

Moonshine

All that I have to say, is, to tell you that the
lanthorn is the moon; I, the man in the moon; this
thorn-bush, my thorn-bush; and this dog, my dog.
DEMETRIUS

Why, all these should be in the lanthorn; for all

these are in the moon. But, silence! here comes Thisbe.

Enter Thishe

Thisbe

This is old Ninny's tomb. Where is my love?
Lion

[Roaring] Oh--

seetis-already-in-snuff

HIPPOLYTA

a1 am awr:rar 2’ this moon: would ‘1 would che:nge!
THESEUS

It apprrs, bar 'is small lsight o discresian, that

'Tis in the we:ne; but yit, in co:rt'sar, in all

re:son, we mys' ste:y the torme.

LYSANDER

Proce:d, Moon.

Moonshine

all that a1 “ave to seuy, is, to tell you that the
lanto:rn is the moon; a1, the man in the moon; this
tho:rn-bush, mar tho:rn-bush; an’ this dog, mar dog.
DEMETRIUS

hweai, all the:se should be: in the lanto:rn; far all
the:se are in the moon. But, sailence! hr:re cymes Thisbar.

Enter Thishe

Thisbe
This is o:ld Ninnar's tumb. hwe:re is moar lyve?

Lion
[Roaring] Oh--
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Thisbe runs off

DEMETRIUS

Well roared, Lion.

THESEUS

Well run, Thisbe.

HIPPOLYTA

Well shone, Moon. Truly, the moon shines with a
good grace.

The Lion shakes Thisbhe's mantle, and exit

THESEUS

Well moused, Lion.
LYSANDER

And so the lion vanished.
DEMETRIUS

And then came Pyramus.

Enter Pyramus

Pyramus

Sweet Moon, | thank thee for thy sunny beams;
I thank thee, Moon, for shining now so bright;
For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering gleams,
| trust to take of truest Thisby sight.

But stay, O spite!

But mark, poor knight,

What dreadful dole is here!

Eyes, do you see?

Thisbe runs off

DEMETRIUS

Well ro:red, Laron.

THESEUS

Well ryn, Thisbar.

HIPPOLYTA

Well sho:ne, Moon. Trular, the moon shaines with a
good gre:ce.

The Lion shakes Thisbe's mantle, and exit

THESEUS

Well maused, Laron.
LYSANDER

an’ so: the Iaron vanished.
DEMETRIUS

an’ then ce:me Pyramas.

Enter Pyramus

Pyramus

Swe:t Moon, ar thank the: fo:r thar synnar be:ms;
a1 thank the:, Moon, fo:r shamin’ nau so: brart;
Fo:r, bar thar gre:sias, go:lden, glitt’rin’ gle:ms,
a1 tryst ta texke of trurst Thisbar sart.

But stezy, o: sparte!

But mark, po:r knart,

hwat dreadful do:le is ‘zre!

ars, do you se:?
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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!
THESEUS

This passion, and the death of a dear friend, would
go near to make a man look sad.
HIPPOLYTA

Beshrew my heart, but | pity the man.
Pyramus

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 | dead,

Now am | fled;

My soul is in the sky:

'2u can it be:?

or demtar dyck! o: drr!

Thar mantle good,

hwat, ste:n'd with bloud!

Appro:ch, yr Furars fell!

o: Fertes, cyme, cyme,

Cvt thread and thrym,;

Quel, crysh, conclude, and quell!

THESEUS

This pafion, an’ the death of a de:r friend, would
go: nexr to me:ke a man look sad.
HIPPOLYTA

Bishro:w mr ‘art, but o pitar the man.
Pyramus

o hwerreforre, Nettore, did’s’ thau larons frexme?
Since laron varle ‘ath ‘rre deflo:r'd mr dzr:
hwich is--no:, no:-- hwich was the fe:rist dezme
That lived, that Ixved, that larked, that look'd
with chzr.

Cyme, tzrs, confaund,;

aut, swo:rd, and waund

The pap of Pyramys;

a1, that left pap,

hwere “art dvth ‘op:

Stabs himself

Thys dar a1, thys, thys, thys.
Nou am ar dead,

Nou am ar fled;

Mor so:l is in the skar:
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Tongue, lose thy light;
Moon take thy flight:

Exit Moonshine
Now die, die, die, die, die.

Dies

HIPPOLYTA

How chance Moonshine is gone before Thisbe comes
back and finds her lover?

THESEUS

She will find him by starlight. Here she comes; and
her passion ends the play.

Re-enter Thisbe

HIPPOLYTA

Methinks she should not use a long one for such a
Pyramus: | hope she will be brief.

BEMETRIUS

\ he balance. whic i

Tongue, lose thar lart;
Moon te:ke thar flart:

Exit Moonshine

Nou dar, dar, dar, dar, dor.

Dies

HIPPOLYTA

Hau chance Moonshaine is gone befo:re Thisbar cymes
back an’ fains “or lvver?

THESEUS

Shr will faind “im bar starlarght. hi:re shi cymes; and
‘ar pafion ends the ple:y.

Re-enter Thisbe

HIPPOLYTA

Mithinks shrt should not use a long o:ne far sxch a
Pyramas: a1 ‘o:pe shr will br bre:f.
DEMETRIUS
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she for a woman, God bless us.
LYSANDER

She hath spied him already with those sweet eyes.
BEMETRIUS

Thisbe

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

she-fora-woman,-God-bless-us:
LYSANDER

Shi “ath spaid “im alreadar with those swe:t ais.
DEMETRIUS

Thisbe

Asle:p, mar Ixve?

hwat, dead, mar dyve?

o: Pyramys, araise!

Spek, spe:k. Quarte dymb?
Dead, dead? A tymb

Myst cyver thar swe:t ars.
The:se mor lips,

This cherrar no:se,

The:se yella couslip cheks,

are go:ne, are go:ne:

Lyvers, me:ke mo:n:

‘Is a1s were gre:n as le:ks.

o: Sisters Thre:,

Cyme, cyme to me:,

With *ands as pe:le as milk;
Le:y them in go:re,

Since you ‘ave sho:re

With shzrs “is thread of silk.
Tongue, not a wo:rd:

Cyme, trystar swo:rd;

Cyme, ble:de, mr breast imbrue:

Stabs herself
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And, farewell, friends;
Thus Thisby ends:
Adieu, adieu, adieu.

Dies

THESEUS

Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead.
DEMETRIUS

Ay, and Wall too.

BOTTOM

[Starting up] No assure you; the wall is down that
parted their fathers. Will it please you to see the
epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dance between two
of our company?

THESEUS

No epilogue, | pray you; for your play needs no
excuse. Never excuse; for when the players are all
dead, there needs none to be blamed. Marry, if he
that writ it had played Pyramus and hanged himself
in Thisbe's garter, it would have been a fine
tragedy: and so it is, truly; and very notably
discharged. But come, your Bergomask: let your
epilogue alone.

A dance

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve:
Lovers, to bed; 'tis almost fairy time.

| fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn

As much as we this night have overwatch'd.

And, ferewell, friends;

Thys Thisbar ends:
Adiu:, adiu:, adiu:.

Dies

THESEUS

Moonshaine an’ Laron are left to burar the dead.
DEMETRIUS

a1, an” Wall too.

BOTTOM

[Starting up] No: assure ya; the wall is daun that
parted thar fathers. Will it ple:se ya to se: the
epilogue, o:r to ‘r:r a Bergomask dance betwe:n two
of ar cymp’nar?

THESEUS

No: epilogue, 2 pre:y yo; far yar ple:y ne:ds no:
ixcuse. Never ixcuse; far hwen the ple:yers are all
dead, thare ne:ds no:ne to be ble:med. Marrar, if he
that writ it od ple:yed Pyramas an” hanged ‘imself
in Thisbar's garter, it would o bin a faine

tragedar: an’ so: it is, trular; an’ verar no:tablar
discharged. But cyme, yar Bergomask: let yor
epilogue alo:ne.

A dance

The arron tongue 2 midnait “ath to:ld twelve:
Lyvers, to bed; 'tis almo:s' fe:rar taime.

a fe:r we sholl aut-sle:p the cymin’ mo:rn

2s mych as we: this nait ave o:verwatch'd.
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This palpable-gross play hath well beguiled
The heavy gait of night. Sweet friends, to bed.
A fortnight hold we this solemnity,

In nightly revels and new jollity.

Exeunt
Enter PUCK

PUCK

Now the hungry lion roars,

And the wolf behowls the moon;
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores,
All with weary task fordone.

Now the wasted brands do glow,
Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud,
Puts the wretch that lies in woe

In remembrance of a shroud.

Now it is the time of night

That the graves all gaping wide,
Every one lets forth his sprite,

In the church-way paths to glide:
And we fairies, that do run

By the triple Hecate's team,

From the presence of the sun,
Following darkness like a dream,
Now are frolic: not a mouse

Shall disturb this hallow'd house:

I am sent with broom before,

To sweep the dust behind the door.

This palpable-gro:ss ple:y ath well begailed
The heavar ge:t o nart. Swe:t frien's, to bed.
A forrtnart ho:ld we this solemnitar,

In nartlor revels and njew jollitar.

Exeunt
Enter PUCK

PUCK

Nau the “yngrar la1on ro:rs,

And the wolf be'auls the mon;
hwail’s’ the *eavar plauman sno:res,
all with wr:rar task fo:rdune.

Nau the wasted brands do glo:w,
hwail’s’ the scre:ch-aul, scre:chin’ laud,
Puts the wretch that Ia1s in wo:

In remembrance of a shraud.

Nou it is the toarme o nort

That the gre:ves all ge:pin” waide,
Ev’r o:ne lets fo:rth 'is spraite,

In the cherch-we:y paths to gloide:
And we fe:rais, that do ryn

Bar the triple ‘ecate’s te:m,

From the presence of the s¥n,
Foll’win’ darkniss latke a dre:m,
Nou are frolic: not a mause

Sholl disterb this ‘allo:d ‘cuse:

o1 am sent wi’ broom befo:re,

Toa swe:p the dvst be’aind the dor.
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Enter OBERON and TITANIA with their train

OBERON

Through the house give gathering 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

First, rehearse your song by rote
To each word a warbling note:
Hand in hand, with fairy grace,
Will we sing, and bless this place.

Song and dance

OBERON

Now, until the break of day,
Through this house each fairy stray.
To the best bride-bed will we,
Which by us shall blesséd 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

Enter OBERON and TITANIA with their train

OBERON

Through the “ause give gath’rin’ latt,
Bar the dead an’ drausar farre:
Ev’rar elf an’ fexrar sprorte

‘op 9s lart as berd fram brair;

An' this dittar, a:ter me:,

Sing, an’ dance it trippin’lar.
TITANIA

Ferst, re'erse yar song br ro:te

To e:ch werd a warblin’ no:te:
‘and in ‘and, with fe:rai gre:ce,
Will we sing, an’ bless this ple:ce.

Song and dance

OBERON

Nou, until the bre:k o de:y,
Through this 'suse e:ch fe:rar strey.
To the best brorde-bed will we:,
hwich b «¥s shall blessid be:;
And the ishue the:re cre:e:te
Ever sholl be fo:rtane:te.

So: shall all the cyples thre:
Ever true in I¥vin’ be:;

And the blots o Ne:tare's ‘and
Sholl not in ther ishue stand;
Never mo:le, “s:re lip, nar scar,
Nar mark prodigias, s¥ch as are
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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.

Exeunt OBERON, TITANIA, and train

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,
Gentles, do not reprehend:

If you pardon, we will mend:

And, as | am an honest Puck,

If we have unearnéd 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.

Despaisid in nativite:,

Sholl upon ther children be:.

With this fe:ld-djew consecre:te,
Ev’r fe:rai te:ke “is gezt;

An’ e:ch sev’ral chamber bless,
Through this palace, with swe:t pe:ce;
And the o:ner of it blest

Ever sholl in se:f'toi rest.

Trip awe:y; me:ke no: stexy;

Me:t mr all b1 bre:k o de:y.

Exeunt OBERON, TITANIA, and train

PUCK

If we shadas “ave offended,
Think but this, an” all is mended,
That you ‘ave but slymber'd ‘c:re
hweaile the:se vizions did appe:r.
An’ this we:k an’ aidle the:me,

No: mo:re ye:ldin’ byt a dre:m,
Gentles, do not repre’end:
If you pardon, we: will mend:

And, 2s a1m an honest Pxck,

If wr *ave vnernid Ixck

Nau to 'sce:pe the serpent's tongue,
We: will me:ke amends ere long;
Else the Pvck a lo1ar call;

So:, good nait unto you all.

Gi' m1 yar ‘ands, if we: br frien's,
an’ Robin sholl resto:re amen's.




