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A M DSUMVER NI GHT' S DREAM
by WIliam Shakespeare

DRAVATI S PERSONAE

THESEUS, Duke of Athens

EGEUS, father to Hernmia

LYSANDER, in love with Herm a

DEMETRIUS, in love with Herm a

PH LOSTRATE, Master of the Revels to Theseus
QUI NCE, a carpenter

SNUG, a j oi ner

BOTTOM a weaver

FLUTE, a bel | ows- nmender

SNQUT, a tinker

STARVELING, a tailor

H PPCLYTA, Queen of the Amazons, bethrothed to Theseus
HERM A, daughter to Egeus, in |love with Lysander

HELENA, in love with Denetrius

OBERON, King of the Fairies
TI TANI A, Queen of the Fairies
PUCK, or ROBI N GOODFELLOW
PEASEBLOSSOM fairy

COBWEB, fairy

MOTH, fairy

MJUSTARDSEED, fairy

PROLOGUE, PYRAMUS, THI SBY, WALL, MOONSHI NE, LI ON are presented by:

QUI NCE, BOTTOM FLUTE, SNOUT, STARVELING AND SNUG

O her Fairies attending their King and Queen

Attendants on Theseus and Hi ppol yta



SCENE:

At hens and a wood near it

ACT I. SCENE I.

At hens. The pal ace of THESEUS

Enter THESEUS, H PPOLYTA, PHI LOSTRATE, and ATTENDANTS

THESEUS. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour
Draws on apace; four happy days bring in
Anot her moon; but, O nethinks, how slow
This ol d noon wanes! She lingers ny desires,
Like to a step-dane or a dowager,
Long withering out a young man's revenue.
H PPCLYTA. Four days will quickly steep thenselves in night;
Four nights will quickly dream away the tine;
And then the noon, like to a silver bow
New- bent in heaven, shall behold the night
O our solemities.
THESEUS. Go, Philostrate,
Stir up the Athenian youth to nerrinments;
Awake the pert and ninble spirit of mirth;
Turn nelancholy forth to funerals;
The pal e conpanion is not for our ponp. Exit PH LOSTRATE
H ppol yta, | woo'd thee with nmy sword,
And won thy | ove doing thee injuries;
But I will wed thee in another key,

Wth ponp, with triunph, and with revelling.

Enter ECGEUS, and his daughter HERM A, LYSANDER,

and DEMETRI US



EGEUS. Happy be Theseus, our renowned Duke!
THESEUS. Thanks, good Egeus; what's the news with thee?
EGEUS. Full of vexation cone I, with conplaint
Agai nst ny child, ny daughter Hernia.
Stand forth, Denetrius. My noble |ord,
This man hath ny consent to marry her.
Stand forth, Lysander. And, ny gracious Duke,
This man hath bewitch'd the bosom of ny child.
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhynes,
And interchang' d | ove-tokens with ny child;
Thou hast by noonlight at her w ndow sung,
Wth feigning voice, verses of feigning | ove
And stol'n the inpression of her fantasy
Wth bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits,
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmneats- nessengers
O strong prevail nent in unhardened yout h;
Wth cunning hast thou filch'd ny daughter's heart;
Turn'd her obedi ence, which is due to ne,
To stubborn harshness. And, ny graci ous Duke,
Be it so she will not here before your G ace
Consent to marry with Denetrius
| beg the ancient privilege of Athens:
As she is nine | may dispose of her
Whi ch shall be either to this gentleman
O to her death, according to our |aw
I medi ately provided in that case.
THESEUS. What say you, Herm a? Be advis'd, fair maid.
To you your father should be as a god;
One that conpos'd your beauties; yea, and one
To whom you are but as a formin wax,
By himinprinted, and within his power
To leave the figure, or disfigure it.

Denetrius is a worthy gentl eman.



HERM A. So is Lysander
THESEUS. In hinmself he is;
But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice,
The other nust be held the worthier
HERM A. | would ny father look'd but with ny eyes.
THESEUS. Rat her your eyes nmust with his judgnment | ook
HERM A. | do entreat your Grace to pardon ne.
I know not by what power | am made bol d,
Nor how it may concern ny nodesty
In such a presence here to plead ny thoughts;
But | beseech your Grace that | may know
The worst that may befall me in this case
If I refuse to wed Denetri us.
THESEUS. Either to die the death, or to abjure
For ever the society of nen.
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires,
Know of your youth, exami ne well your bl ood,
Whet her, if you yield not to your father's choice,
You can endure the livery of a nun
For aye to be shady cloister new d,
To live a barren sister all your life,
Chanting faint hyc€tms to the cold fruitless noon.
Thrice-bl essed they that master so their bl ood
To undergo such naiden pil grinmage
But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd
Than that which withering on the virgin thorn
G ows, lives, and dies, in single bl essedness
HERM A. So will | grow, so live, so die, ny lord,
Ere | will yield nmy virgin patent up
Unto his |ordship, whose unwi shed yoke
My soul consents not to give sovereignty.
THESEUS. Take tine to pause; and by the next new noon-

The sealing-day betw xt ny |ove and ne



For everlasting bond of fell owship-
Upon that day either prepare to die

For di sobedi ence to your father's wll,
O else to wed Denetrius, as he woul d,
O on Diana's altar to protest

For aye austerity and single life.

DEMETRI US. Rel ent, sweet Hermia; and, Lysander, yield
Thy crazed title to nmy certain right.

LYSANDER. You have her father's |ove, Denetri us;
Let nme have Hermi a's; do you marry him

EGEUS. Scornful Lysander, true, he hath my |ove;
And what is mine ny |ove shall render him
And she is mne; and all ny right of her
| do estate unto Denetrius.

LYSANDER. | am ny lord, as well deriv'd as he,

As wel |l possess'd; ny love is nore than his;
My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd,

If not with vantage, as Denetrius’

And, which is nmore than all these boasts can be,
| am bel ov' d of beauteous Hernia.

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

Made | ove to Nedar's daughter, Hel ena

And won her soul; and she, sweet |ady, dotes,
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry,

Upon this spotted and i nconstant nan.

THESEUS. | nust confess that | have heard so nuch,
And with Denetrius thought to have spoke thereof;
But, being over-full of self-affairs,

My mind did lose it. But, Denetrius, cone;
And cone, Egeus; you shall go with ne;
| have some private schooling for you both.

For you, fair Herm a, |ook you arm yourself



To fit your fancies to your father's wll,

O else the law of Athens yields you up-

Whi ch by no means we may extenuate-

To death, or to a vow of single life.

Cone, ny Hippol yta; what cheer, mny |ove?

Denetrius, and Egeus, go al ong;

I nust enploy you in sone business

Agai nst our nuptial, and confer with you

O somet hing nearly that concerns yoursel ves
EGEUS. Wth duty and desire we follow you

Exeunt all but LYSANDER and HERM A

LYSANDER. How now, my |ove! Wiy is your cheek so pal e?

How chance the roses there do fade so fast?
HERM A. Belike for want of rain, which I could well

Beteem them from the tenpest of ny eyes.
LYSANDER. Ay ne! for aught that | could ever read,

Coul d ever hear by tale or history,

The course of true |ove never did run snooth;

But either it was different in bl ood-
HERM A. O cross! too high to be enthrall'd to | ow
LYSANDER. O else m sgraffed in respect of years-
HERM A. O spite! too old to be engag'd to young.
LYSANDER. O else it stood upon the choice of friends-
HERM A. O hell! to choose | ove by another's eyes.
LYSANDER. O, if there were a synpathy in choice,

War, death, or sickness, did lay siege to it,

Making it nonmentary as a sound,

Swi ft as a shadow, short as any dream

Brief as the lightning in the collied night

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth,

And ere a man hath power to say 'Behol d!"

The jaws of darkness do devour it up

So qui ck bright things cone to confusion



HERM A. If then true |lovers have ever cross'd,
It stands as an edict in destiny.
Then let us teach our trial patience,
Because it is a custonary cross,
As due to love as thoughts and dreans and sighs,
W shes and tears, poor Fancy's followers.
LYSANDER. A good persuasion; therefore, hear ne, Herm a.
I have a w dow aunt, a dowager
O great revenue, and she hath no child-
From At hens is her house renote seven | eagues-
And she respects ne as her only son
There, gentle Herma, may | marry thee;
And to that place the sharp Athenian | aw
Cannot pursue us. If thou | ovest ne then
Steal forth thy father's house to-norrow night
And in the wood, a | eague without the town,
Wiere | did nmeet thee once with Hel ena
To do observance to a norn of My,
There will | stay for thee.
HERM A. My good Lysander
| swear to thee by Cupid' s strongest bow,
By his best arrow, with the gol den head,
By the sinplicity of Venus' doves,
By that which knitteth souls and prospers |oves,
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queen
When the fal se Troyan under sail was seen
By all the vows that ever nen have broke
I n nunber nore than ever wonen spoke,
In that sane place thou hast appointed ne,
To-norrow truly will | nmeet with thee

LYSANDER. Keep prom se, |ove. Look, here cones Hel ena.

Ent er HELENA



HERM A. God speed fair Hel ena! Whither away?
HELENA. Call you ne fair? That fair again unsay.

Denetrius | oves your fair. O happy fair!

Your eyes are | ode-stars and your tongue's sweet air

More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear,

When wheat is green, when hawt horn buds appear.

Si ckness is catching; O were favour so,

Yours would | catch, fair Herma, ere | go!

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

My tongue shoul d catch your tongue's sweet el ody.

Were the world mine, Denetrius being bated,

The rest 1'd give to be to you transl ated.

O, teach ne how you | ook, and with what art

You sway the notion of Denmetrius' heart!
HERM A. | frown upon him yet he loves nme still.
HELENA. O that your frowns would teach ny smiles such skill!
HERM A. | give himcurses, yet he gives nme |ove.
HELENA. O that my prayers could such affection nove!
HERM A. The nore | hate, the nore he follows ne.
HELENA. The nore | love, the nore he hateth nmne.
HERM A. H s folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.
HELENA. None, but your beauty; would that fault were minel
HERM A. Take confort: he no nore shall see ny face;

Lysander and nyself will fly this place.

Before the tine | did Lysander see,

Seemi d Athens as a paradise to ne.

O then, what graces in ny |ove do dwell,

That he hath turn'd a heaven unto a hell!
LYSANDER. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold:

To- norrow ni ght, when Phoebe doth behol d

Her silver visage in the wat'ry gl ass,

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,



Atime that |overs' flights doth still conceal
Through Athens' gates have we devis'd to steal
HERM A. And in the wood where often you and
Upon faint prinrose beds were wont to lie,
Enpt yi ng our bosoms of their counsel sweet,
There ny Lysander and nyself shall neet;
And thence from Athens turn away our eyes,
To seek new friends and stranger conpanies.
Farewel |, sweet playfellow, pray thou for us,
And good luck grant thee thy Denetri us!
Keep word, Lysander; we mnust starve our sight
From |l overs' food till norrow deep mi dnight.
LYSANDER. | will, ny Herma. [Exit HERM A] Hel ena, adieu
As you on him Denetrius dote on you
HELENA. How happy sonme o' er other sone can be!
Through Athens | amthought as fair as she.
But what of that? Denetrius thinks not so;
He will not know what all but he do know.
And as he errs, doting on Herm a's eyes,
So I, adnmiring of his qualities.
Thi ngs base and vile, holding no quantity,
Love can transpose to formand dignity.
Love | ooks not with the eyes, but with the nind;
And therefore is wing' d Cupid painted blind.
Nor hath Love's nind of any judgnent taste;
W ngs and no eyes figure unheedy haste;
And therefore is Love said to be a child,
Because in choice he is so oft beguil'd.
As waggi sh boys in gane thensel ves forswear,
So the boy Love is perjur'd everywhere;
For ere Denetrius |look'd on Herm a's eyne,
He hail'd down oaths that he was only nmine;

And when this hail sonme heat fromHerma felt,



So he dissolv'd, and show rs of oaths did nelt.

I will go tell himof fair Hermia's flight;

Then to the wood will he to-norrow night

Pursue her; and for this intelligence

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense.

But herein nmean | to enrich ny pain,

To have his sight thither and back agai n. Exi t
SCENE 1 1.

At hens. QUI NCE' S house

Enter QUI NCE, SNUG BOTTOM FLUTE, SNOUT,

and STARVELI NG

QUINCE. |Is all our conpany here?

BOTTOM You were best to call themgenerally, man by man, according
to the scrip.

QU INCE. Here is the scroll of every man's nanme which is thought
fit, through all Athens, to play in our interlude before the Duke
and t he Duchess on his weddi ng-day at night.

BOTTOM First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats on; then
read the nanes of the actors; and so grow to a point.

QUI NCE. Marry, our play is 'The nost Lanentabl e Conmedy and nost
Cruel Death of Pyranus and Thi sby.'

BOTTOM A very good piece of work, | assure you, and a nerry. Now,
good Peter Quince, call forth your actors by the scroll. Masters,
spread yoursel ves.

QUI NCE. Answer, as | call you. N ck Bottom the weaver.

BOTTOM Ready. Nane what part | amfor, and proceed.

QUI NCE. You, Nick Bottom are set down for Pyranus.

BOTTOM What is Pyranus? A lover, or a tyrant?

QUINCE. A lover, that kills hinself npost gallant for |ove.

BOTTOM That will ask sonme tears in the true perfornming of it. If |

do it, let the audience look to their eyes; | will nove stornmns; |



will condole in some neasure. To the rest- yet ny chief hunour is
for atyrant. | could play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat

in, to nake all split.

" The ragi ng rocks
And shivering shocks
Shal | break the | ocks

O prison gates;

And Phi bbus' car
Shall shine fromfar,
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 nore condoling.
QUINCE. Francis Flute, the bell ows-nender.
FLUTE. Here, Peter Quince.
QUINCE. Flute, you nust take Thisby on you
FLUTE. What is Thisby? A wand' ring knight?
QU NCE. It is the lady that Pyramus nust |ove.
FLUTE. Nay, faith, let not nme play a wonan; | have a beard coning.
QUINCE. That's all one; you shall play it in a mask, and you nmay
speak as small as you will.
BOTTOM An | nay hide ny face, let nme play Thisby too.
I"ll speak in a nonstrous little voice: 'Thisne, Thisne!
[ Then speaking small] ' Ah Pyranus, ny |over dear! Thy
Thi sby dear, and | ady dear!
QUI NCE. No, no, you mnust play Pyranus; and, Flute, you Thisby.
BOTTOM Well, proceed.
QUINCE. Robin Starveling, the tail or
STARVELI NG Here, Peter Quince.

QUI NCE. Robin Starveling, you nust play Thisby's nother.



Tom Snout, the tinker

SNOUT. Here, Peter Quince

QUI NCE. You, Pyranus' father; nyself, 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 witten? Pray you, if it be, give it
me, for | am slow of study.

QUINCE. You nmay do it extenpore, for it is nothing but roaring.

BOTTOM Let me play the lion too. | will roar that | will do any
man's heart good to hear ne; | will roar that I will make the
Duke say 'Let himroar again, let himroar again.

QUI NCE. An you should do it too terribly, you would fright the
Duchess and the | adies, that they would shriek; and that were
enough to hang us all

ALL. That woul d hang us, every nother's son

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

QUI NCE. You can play no part but Pyranus; for Pyranus is a
sweet-fac'd nman; a proper man, as one shall see in a sumer's
day; a nost lovely gentleman-like man; therefore you nust needs
pl ay Pyranus

BOTTOM Well, | will undertake it. What beard were | best to play
it in?

QUI NCE. Wiy, what you will.

BOTTOM | will discharge it in either your straw col our beard, your
orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain beard, or your
French- crown- col our beard, your perfect yellow

QUI NCE. Some of your French crowns have no hair at all, and then
you will play bare-fac'd. But, masters, here are your parts; and
I amto entreat you, request you, and desire you, to con them by
to-norrow night; and neet ne in the palace wood, a mile wthout

the town, by noonlight; there will we rehearse; for if we neet in



the city, we shall be dogg'd with conpany, and our devices known.
In the meantine | will draw a bill of properties, such as our
play wants. | pray you, fail me not.

BOTTOM We will neet; and there we nmay rehearse nost obscenely and
courageously. Take pains; be perfect; adieu.

QUINCE. At the Duke's oak we neet.

BOTTOM Enough; hold, or cut bowstrings. Exeunt

ACT I'l. SCENE I.

A wood near Athens

Enter a FAIRY at One door, and PUCK at anot her

PUCK. How now, spirit! whither wander you?
FAI RY. Over hill, over dale,
Thor ough bush, thorough brier,
Over park, over pale,
Thorough fl ood, thorough fire,
I do wander every where,
Swi fter than the nmoon's sphere;
And | serve the Fairy Queen,
To dew her orbs upon the green.
The cowslips tall her pensioners be;
In their gold coats spots you see;
Those be rubies, fairy favours,

In those freckles |live their savours.

I nmust go seek sonme dewdrops here,

And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear.

Farewell, thou lob of spirits; I'Il be gone.

Qur Queen and all her elves conme here anon.
PUCK. The King doth keep his revels here to-night;

Take heed the Queen conme not within his sight;

For (beron is passing fell and wrath,



Because that she as her attendant hath

A lovely boy, stolen froman Indian king.

She never had so sweet a changeli ng;

And j eal ous Gheron woul d have the child

Kni ght of his train, to trace the forests wld;
But she perforce w thholds the | oved boy,

Crowmns himwith flowers, and nmakes himall her joy.
And now they never neet 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 themthere.

FAIRY. Either | mistake your shape and naking quite,
O else you are that shrewd and knavi sh sprite
Call'd Robin Goodfell ow. Are not you he
That frights the maidens of the villagery,
Skimm |k, and sonetinmes |abour in the quern
And bootl ess nake the breathl ess housew fe churn
And sonetinme nmake the drink to bear no barm
M sl ead ni ght-wanderers, |aughing at their harnf
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck
You do their work, and they shall have good | uck
Are not you he?

PUCK. Thou speakest aright:

I amthat nerry wanderer of the night.

| jest to Cberon, and nake himsnle

When | a fat and bean-fed horse beguil e,

Nei ghing in likeness of a filly foal

And sonetinme lurk | in a gossip's bow

In very likeness of a roasted crab

And, when she drinks, against her lips | bob
And on her withered dew ap pour the ale.

The wi sest aunt, telling the saddest tale,

Sonetinme for three-foot stool nstaketh ne;



Then slip | fromher bum down topples she,

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

And then the whole quire hold their hips and | augh,
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear

A merrier hour was never wasted there.

But room fairy, here conmes Cberon.

FAIRY. And here ny mistress. Wuld that he were gone!

Enter OBERON at one door, with his TRAIN, and Tl TAN A,

at another, with hers

OBERON. |1 net by noonlight, proud Titania.
TI TANI AL What, jeal ous Qberon! Fairies, skip hence;
| have forsworn his bed and conpany.
OBERON. Tarry, rash wanton; amnot | thy |ord?
TITANIA. Then | nust be thy lady; but | know
When thou hast stolen away fromfairy |and,
And in the shape of Corin sat all day,
Pl ayi ng on pi pes of corn, and versing | ove
To anorous Phillida. Wiy art thou here,
Cone fromthe farthest steep of India,
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Your buskin'd m stress and your warrior |ove,
To Theseus nust be wedded, and you cone
To give their bed joy and prosperity?
OBERON. How canst thou thus, for shane, Titania,
G ance at ny credit with Hippolyta,
Knowi ng | know thy | ove to Theseus?
Di dst not thou |l ead himthrough the glinmering night
From Peri gouna, whom he ravi shed?
And make himwith fair Aegles break his faith,
Wth Ariadne and Antiopa?

TITANIA. These are the forgeries of jeal ousy;



And never, since the mddle sumer's spring,
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or nead,

By paved fountain, or by rushy brook,

O in the beached nmargent of the sea,

To dance our ringlets to the whistling w nd,
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 fromthe sea
Cont agi ous fogs; which, falling in the | and,
Hat h every pelting river made so proud

That they have overborne their continents.

The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain,
The pl oughrman | ost his sweat, and the green corn
Hath rotted ere his youth attain'd a beard;

The fold stands enpty in the drowned field,

And crows are fatted with the murrion flock
The nine men's norris is fill'd up with nud,
And the quaint nmazes in the wanton green

For lack of tread, are undistingui shable.

The human nortals want their winter here;

No night is now with hym or carol blest;
Theref ore the noon, the governess of fl oods,
Pal e in her anger, washes all the air,

That rheumatic di seases do abound.

And thorough this distenperature we see

The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts

Fall in the fresh lap of the crinson rose;

And on old Hens' thin and icy crown

An odorous chapl et of sweet summer buds

Is, as in nockery, set. The spring, the sunmer,
The childing autum, angry w nter, change
Their wonted liveries; and the nmazed worl d,

By their increase, now knows not which is which.



And this sane progeny of evils cones

From our debate, from our dissension;

We are their parents and original.

OBERON. Do you anend it, then; it lies in you.

Why shoul d Titania cross her Cberon?

| do but beg a little changeling boy

To be ny henchnan.

TITANI A Set your heart at rest;

The fairy land buys not the child of ne.

Hi s nother was a vot'ress of ny order;

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night,

Ful | often hath she gossip'd by ny side;

And sat with ne on Neptune's yell ow sands,

Marking th' enbarked traders on the flood;

When we have |augh'd to see the sails conceive,

And grow big-bellied with the wanton w nd;

Which she, with pretty and with sw nming gait

Fol I owi ng- her wonb then rich with my young squire-

Wuld inmtate, and sail upon the |and,

To fetch ne trifles, and return again,

As froma voyage, rich with merchandi se.

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

And for her sake do | rear up her boy;

And for her sake I will not part with him
OBERON. How long within this wood intend you stay?
TITANI A. Perchance till after Theseus' weddi ng-day.

If you will patiently dance in our round,

And see our noonlight revels, go with us;

If not, shun ne, and | will spare your haunts.
OBERON. G ve ne that boy and I will go with thee.
TITANIA. Not for thy fairy kingdom Fairies, away.

We shall chide downright if | |onger stay.

Exit TITANNFAwith her train



OBERON. Wl |, go thy way; thou shalt not fromthis grove
Till | torment thee for this injury.
My gentle Puck, cone hither. Thou renenb'rest
Since once | sat upon a pronontory,
And heard a mermai d on a dol phin's back
Uttering such dul cet and harnoni ous breath
That the rude sea grew civil at her song,
And certain stars shot madly fromtheir spheres
To hear the sea-maid s nusic.

PUCK. | renenber.

OBERON. That very time | saw, but thou coul dst not,
Fl yi ng between the cold noon and the earth
Cupid, all armd; a certain aimhe took
At a fair vestal, throned by the west,
And | oos'd his |love-shaft smartly from his bow,
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts;
But | mght see young Cupid's fiery shaft
Quench'd in the chaste beans of the wat'ry noon;
And the inperial vot'ress passed on,
In mai den neditation, fancy-free.
Yet mark'd | where the bolt of Cupid fell.
It fell upon a little western flower,
Before mil k-white, now purple with |l ove's wound,
And mai dens call it Love-in-idleness.
Fetch me that flowr, the herb |I showed thee once.
The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid
WIl make or man or woman nmadly dote
Upon the next live creature that it sees.
Fetch me this herb, and be thou here again
Ere the | eviathan can swima | eague.

PUCK. 1'Il put a girdle round about the earth
In forty minutes. Exit PUCK

OBERON. Havi ng once this juice,



I"lI'l watch Titania when she is asleep

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes;

The next thing then she waking | ooks upon

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

On neddl i ng nonkey, or on busy ape,

She shall pursue it with the soul of |ove
And ere | take this charmfrom off her sight,
As | can take it with another herb

I"l1l make her render up her page to ne.

But who cones here? | aminvisible;

And | will overhear their conference.

Enter DEMETRI US, HELENA follow ng him

DEMETRIUS. | |ove thee not, therefore pursue me not.
Where is Lysander and fair Herm a?
The one I'Il slay, the other slayeth ne.
Thou told' st me they were stol'n unto this wood,
And here am |, and wood within this wood,
Because | cannot neet ny Herm a.
Hence, get thee gone, and follow ne no nore.
HELENA. You draw nme, you hard-hearted adamant;
But yet you draw not iron, for ny heart
Is true as steel. Leave you your power to draw,
And | shall have no power to follow you.
DEMETRIUS. Do | entice you? Do | speak you fair?
O, rather, do | not in plainest truth
Tell you I do not nor | cannot |ove you?
HELENA. And even for that do | |ove you the nore.
I am your spaniel; and, Denetrius,
The nmore you beat nme, | will fawn on you
Use ne but as your spaniel, spurn ne, strike ne,

Negl ect ne, lose nme; only give ne | eave,



Unworthy as | am to foll ow you.
What worser place can | beg in your |ove,
And yet a place of high respect with ne,
Than to be used as you use your dog?
DEMETRI US. Tenpt not too nuch the hatred of ny spirit;
For I am sick when | do | ook on thee.
HELENA. And | am sick when | | ook not on you
DEMETRI US. You do inpeach your nodesty too rnuch
To | eave the city and conmit yourself
Into the hands of one that | oves you not;
To trust the opportunity of night,
And the ill counsel of a desert place,
Wth the rich worth of your virginity.
HELENA. Your virtue is ny privilege for that:
It is not night when | do see your face,
Therefore | think | amnot in the night;
Nor doth this wood | ack worlds of conpany,
For you, in ny respect, are all the world.
Then how can it be said | am al one
When all the world is here to | ook on me?
DEMETRIUS. ['Il run fromthee and hide nme in the brakes,
And | eave thee to the nmercy of wild beasts.
HELENA. The wil dest hath not such a heart as you
Run when you will; the story shall be chang' d:
Apoll o flies, and Daphne hol ds the chase;
The dove pursues the griffin; the mld hind
Makes speed to catch the tiger- bootl ess speed,
When cowar di ce pursues and val our flies.
DEMETRIUS. | will not stay thy questions; let me go;
O, if thou follow nme, do not believe
But | shall do thee mischief in the wood.
HELENA. Ay, in the tenmple, in the town, the field

You do me mi schief. Fie, Denetrius!



Your wongs do set a scandal on ny sex.
We cannot fight for |ove as nmen nay do;
W shoul d be woo'd, and were not nade to woo.
Exit DEMETRI US
"Il follow thee, and nake a heaven of hell,
To die upon the hand I |ove so well. Exit HELENA
OBERON. Fare thee well, nynph; ere he do | eave this grove,

Thou shalt fly him and he shall seek thy |ove.

Re-ent er PUCK

Hast thou the flower there? Wl come, wanderer.
PUCK. Ay, there it is.
OBERON. | pray thee give it ne.
I know a bank where the wild thyme bl ows,
Where oxlips and the noddi ng viol et grows,
Quite over-canopied with |uscious woodbi ne,
Wth sweet nusk-roses, and with egl anti ne;
There sleeps Titania sonetime of the night,
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight;
And there the snake throws her enanell'd skin,
Weed wi de enough to wap a fairy in;
And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes,
And meke her full of hateful fantasies.
Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove:
A sweet Athenian lady is in |love
Wth a disdainful youth; anoint his eyes;
But do it when the next thing he espies
May be the | ady. Thou shalt know the nman
By the Athenian garnments he hath on.
Effect it with some care, that he may prove
More fond on her than she upon her |ove.

And | ook thou neet nme ere the first cock crow.



PUCK. Fear not, ny lord; your servant shall do so. Exeunt
SCENE | 1.

Anot her part of the wood

Enter TITANIA, with her train

TITANIA. Cone now, a roundel and a fairy song;

Then, for the third part of a m nute, hence:
Some to kill cankers in the nusk-rose buds;
Sone war with rere-mce for their |eathern w ngs,
To nmake ny small elves coats; and sone keep back
The cl anorous ow that nightly hoots and wonders
At our quaint spirits. Sing nme now asl eep;

Then to your offices, and let nme rest.

The FAIRI ES Sing

FI RST FAI RY. You spotted snakes w th doubl e tongue,
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen;
Newt s and blind-worns, do no wrong,
Cone not near our fairy Queen.
CHORUS. Phi |l onel with mnel ody
Sing in our sweet |ullaby.
Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, [ullaby.
Never harm
Nor spell nor charm
Cone our lovely lady nigh.
So good night, with |ullaby.
SECOND FAI RY. Waving spiders, come not here;
Hence, you long-legg' d spinners, hence.
Beet | es bl ack, approach not near;
Worm nor snail do no offence.
CHORUS. Phil onel with nel ody, etc. [ TITANI A Sl eeps]

FI RST FAI RY. Hence away; now all is well.



One al oof stand senti nel. Exeunt FAI Rl ES

Ent er OBERON and squeezes the flower on TITANIA' S eyelids

OBERON. What thou seest when thou dost wake,
Do it for thy true-Ilove take;
Love and | angui sh for his sake.
Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,
Pard, or boar with bristled hair,
In thy eye that shall appear
When thou wak'st, it is thy dear

Wake when some vile thing is near. Exi t

Enter LYSANDER and HERM A

LYSANDER. Fair |love, you faint with wand'ring 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 confort of the day.
HERM A. Be it so, Lysander: find you out a bed,
For | upon this bank will rest ny head.
LYSANDER. One turf shall serve as pillow for us both;
One heart, one bed, two bosons, and one troth.
HERM A. Nay, good Lysander; for ny sake, ny dear,
Lie further off yet; do not lie so near.
LYSANDER. O, take the sense, sweet, of ny innocence!
Love takes the neaning in love's conference.
I nmean that nmy heart unto yours is knit,
So that but one heart we can nmake of it;
Two bosons interchained with an oath,
So then two bosonms and a single troth.
Then by your side no bed-room nme deny,

For lying so, Hermia, | do not lie.



HERM A. Lysander riddles very prettily.

Now rmuch beshrew ny manners and my pride

If Hermia neant to say Lysander |ied!

But, gentle friend, for |ove and courtesy

Lie further off, in human nodesty;

Such separation as may well be said

Becomes a virtuous bachel or and a nmaid,

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 |

And then end life when | end | oyal ty!

Here is ny bed; sleep give thee all his rest!
HERM A. Wth half that wi sh the wisher's eyes be press'd!

[ They sl eep]

Ent er PUCK

PUCK. Through the forest have | gone,
But Athenian found | none
On whose eyes | might approve
This flower's force in stirring | ove.
Ni ght and silence- Who is here?
Weeds of Athens he doth wear:
This is he, my master said,
Despi sed the Athenian naid;
And here the mai den, sl eeping 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
Al'l the power this charm doth owe:
When thou wak'st let |love forbid

Sl eep his seat on thy eyelid.



So awake when | am gone;

For | must now to Qberon.

Enter DEMETRI US and HELENA, running

HELENA. Stay, though thou kill ne, sweet Denetri us.
DEMETRIUS. | charge thee, hence, and do not haunt ne thus.
HELENA. O wilt thou darkling | eave me? Do not so.
DEMETRIUS. Stay on thy peril; | alone will go.
HELENA. O, | amout of breath in this fond chase

The nmore my prayer, the lesser is ny grace.

Happy is Herm a, wheresoe' er she lies,

For she hath bl essed and attractive eyes.

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

If so, ny eyes are oft' ner wash'd than hers

No, no, | amas ugly as a bear

For beasts that neet me run away for fear

Therefore no marvel though Denetrius

Do, as a nonster, fly ny presence thus.

What wi cked and di ssenbling glass of mne

Made ne conpare with Hermia's sphery eyne?

But who is here? Lysander! on the ground!

Dead, or asleep? | see no bl ood, no wound.

Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake.

LYSANDER. [Waki ng] And run through fire | will for thy sweet sake.

Transparent Hel ena! Nature shows art,
That through thy bosom nmakes ne see thy heart.
Where is Denetrius? O how fit a word
Is that vile nane to perish on ny sword

HELENA. Do not say so, Lysander; say not so.
What though he | ove your Hermia? Lord, what though?
Yet Hermia still |oves you; then be content.

LYSANDER. Content with Hermia! No: | do repent



The tedious minutes | with her have spent.

Not Hermia but Helena | |ove:

Who will not change a raven for a dove?

The will of man is by his reason sway'd,

And reason says you are the worthier maid.
Things growing are not ripe until their season
So |, being young, till nowripe not to reason
And t ouchi ng now the point of human skill
Reason becones the marshal to ny will,

And | eads me to your eyes, where | o' erlook
Love's stories, witten in Love' s richest book
HELENA. Wherefore was | to this keen nockery born?

When at your hands did | deserve this scorn?
Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man,
That | did never, no, nor never can
Deserve a sweet | ook from Denetrius' eye
But you nust flout my insufficiency?
Good troth, you do ne wong, good sooth, you do,
I n such disdai nful manner nme to woo.
But fare you well; perforce | must confess
| thought you lord of nore true gentleness.
O that a |l ady of one man refus'd
Shoul d of another therefore be abus'd!
LYSANDER. She sees not Hermi a. Hermi a, sleep thou there;
And never mayst thou come Lysander near
For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things
The deepest |l oathing to the stomach brings,
O as the heresies that nmen do | eave
Are hated nost of those they did deceive
So thou, ny surfeit and ny heresy,
O all be hated, but the nost of nel!
And, all ny powers, address your |ove and m ght

To honour Hel en, and to be her knight!



HERM A. [Starting] Help me, Lysander, help nme; do thy best
To pluck this crawing serpent fromny breast.
Ay ne, for pity! What a dream was here
Lysander, |ook how | do quake w th fear
Met hought a serpent eat my heart away,
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey.
Lysander! What, renov'd? Lysander! | ord!
What, out of hearing gone? No sound, no word?
Al ack, where are you? Speak, an if you hear;
Speak, of all loves! | swoon alnost with fear
No? Then | well perceive you are not nigh
Ei ther death or you I'Il find i mediately. Exi t
ACT I'l1l. SCENE I

The wood. TITANIA |ying asl eep

Enter QUI NCE, SNUG BOTTOM FLUTE, SNOUT,

and STARVELI NG

BOTTOM Are we all net?

QUI NCE. Pat, pat; and here's a marvellous conveni ent 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!

QUI NCE. What sayest thou, bully Bottonf

BOTTOM There are things in this comedy of Pyranus and Thi sby that
wi Il never please. First, Pyramus nust draw a sword to kil
hi nsel f; which the |adies cannot abi de. How answer you that?

SNOUT. By'r lakin, a parlous fear.

STARVELI NG | believe we nust |eave the killing out, when all is
done.

BOTTOM Not a whit; | have a device to make all well. Wite ne a

prol ogue; and let the prol ogue seemto say we will do no harm



with our swords, and that Pyramus is not kill'd indeed; and for
the nore better assurance, tell themthat | Pyranmus am not
Pyramus but Bottomthe weaver. This will put themout of fear

QUINCE. Wll, we will have such a prologue; and it shall be witten
in eight and six.

BOTTOM No, nmake it two nore; let it be witten in eight and eight.

SNOUT. WIIl not the | adies be afeard of the Iion?

STARVELING | fear it, | prom se you

BOTTOM Masters, you ought to consider with yourself to bring in-
God shield us!- a lion anong ladies is a nost dreadful thing; for
there is not a nore fearful wild-fow than your lion living; and
we ought to look to't.

SNOQUT. Therefore another prologue nmust tell he is not a lion

BOTTOM Nay, you nust name his nanme, and half his face nust be seen
through the lion's neck; and he hinself nust speak through
saying thus, or to the sane defect: 'Ladies,' or 'Fair |adies,
woul d wi sh you' or 'l would request you' or 'I would entreat you
not to fear, not to trenble. My life for yours! If you think
come hither as a lion, it were pity of nmy life. No, | amno such
thing; | ama man as other nmen are.' And there, indeed, let him
nane his nane, and tell themplainly he is Snug the joiner

QU NCE. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard things- that
is, to bring the noonlight into a chanber; for, you know, Pyranus
and Thi sby neet by noonlight.

SNOUT. Doth the moon shine that night we play our play?

BOTTOM A cal endar, a calendar! Look in the al manack; find out
noonshi ne, find out noonshi ne.

QUINCE. Yes, it doth shine that night.

BOTTOM Wy, then may you | eave a casenent of the great chanber
wi ndow, where we play, open; and the noon may shine in at the
casenent .

QU NCE. Ay; or else one nmust come in with a bush of thorns and a

| antern, and say he cones to disfigure or to present the person



of Moonshine. Then there is another thing: we nust have a wall in
the great chanber; for Pyramus and Thisby, says the story, did
tal k through the chink of a wall

SNOUT. You can never bring in a wall. What say you, Bottonf®

BOTTOM Sone nman or other nust present Wall; and | et himhave sone
pl aster, or sonme |oam or sone rough-cast about him to signify
wall; and let himhold his fingers thus, and through that cranny
shal | Pyramus and Thi sby whi sper

QU NCE. If that may be, then all is well. Cone, sit down, every
nmot her' 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 behi nd

PUCK. What henpen honespuns have we swagg'ring here,

So near the cradle of the Fairy Queen?

VWhat, a play toward! I'Il be an auditor;

An actor too perhaps, if | see cause.

QUI NCE. Speak, Pyranus. Thisby, stand forth.

BOTTOM Thi sby, the flowers of odi ous savours sweet -
QUI NCE. ' di ous' - odorous!

BOTTOM -odours savours sweet;

So hath thy breath, ny dearest Thisby dear

But hark, a voice! Stay thou but here awhile,

And by and by I will to thee appear. Exi t
PUCK. A stranger Pyranus than e'er played here! Exi t
FLUTE. Must | speak now?

QUINCE. Ay, marry, nust you; for you rmust understand he goes but to
see a noise that he heard, and is to cone again.

FLUTE. Mbst radiant Pyramus, nost |ily-white of hue,
O colour like the red rose on triunphant brier

Most brisky juvenal, and eke nost |ovely Jew,



As true as truest horse, that would never tire,
I"lIl neet thee, Pyranus, at N nny's tonb.

QUINCE. 'Ninus' tonb,' man! Wy, you nust not speak that yet; that
you answer to Pyramus. You speak all your part at once, cues, and
all. Pyranus enter: your cue is past; it is 'never tire.'

FLUTE. O As true as truest horse, that y et would never tire.

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

BOTTOM If | were fair, Thisby, | were only thine.
QUI NCE. O nonstrous! O strange! W are haunted. Pray, nasters! fly,

mast ers! Hel p!

Exeunt all but BOTTOM and PUCK

PUCK. I'Il follow you; I'll lead you about a round,

Thr ough bog, through bush, through brake, through brier;

Sometine a horse |I'll be, sonetine a hound,

A hog, a headl ess bear, sometime a fire;

And nei gh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn,

Li ke horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn.

Exi t

BOTTOM Why do they run away? This is a knavery of themto make ne

af ear d.

Re- ent er SNOUT

SNOUT. O Bottom thou art chang' d! What do | see on thee?
BOTTOM What do you see? You see an ass-head of your own, do you?

Exit SNOUT

Re-enter QU NCE

QUINCE. Bl ess thee, Bottom bless thee! Thou art transl ated.

Exi t



BOTTOM | see their knavery: this is to nmake an ass of ne; to
fright me, if they could. But | will not stir fromthis place, do
what they can; | will walk up and down here, and will sing, that

they shall hear | am not afraid. [ Si ngs]

The ousel cock, so black of hue,
Wth orange-tawny bill,
The throstle with his note so true,

The wwen with little quill.

TI TANI A, What angel wakes nme fromny flow ry bed?
BOTTOM [ Si ngs]
The finch, the sparrow, and the lark
The pl ai n-song cuckoo gr ey,
Whose note full nany a man doth mark
And dares not answer nay-
for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a bird?
Who woul d give a bird the he, though he cry 'cuckoo' never so?
TITANIA | pray thee, gentle nortal, sing again.
M ne ear is rmuch enanmoured of thy note;
So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape;
And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth nove ne,
On the first view, to say, to swear, | |ove thee.
BOTTOM Met hi nks, m stress, you should have little reason for that.
And yet, to say the truth, reason and | ove keep little conpany
t oget her now a-days. The nore the pity that sone honest
nei ghbours will not nake themfriends. Nay, | can gl eek upon
occasi on.
TITANIA. Thou art as wi se as thou art beautiful
BOTTOM Not so, neither; but if | had wit enough to get out of this
wood, | have enough to serve mine own turn
TITANIA. Qut of this wood do not desire to go

Thou shalt remain here whether thou wilt or no.



| ama spirit of no common rate;

The sunmer still doth tend upon ny state;

And | do love thee; therefore, go with ne.

"Il give thee fairies to attend on thee;

And they shall fetch thee jewels fromthe deep

And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep;
And | will purge thy nortal grossness so

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.

Peasebl ossom Cobweb! Mth! and Miust ar dseed!

Ent er PEASEBLOSSOM COBWEB, MOTH, and MJSTARDSEED

PEASEBLOSSOM  Ready.

COBVEB. And |

MOTH. And |I.

MUSTARDSEED. And |

ALL. Were shall we go?

TI TANIA. Be kind and courteous to this gentl enan;
Hop in his wal ks and ganbol in his eyes;
Feed himw th apricocks and dewberri es,
Wth purple grapes, green figs, and mul berri es;
The honey bags steal fromthe hunbl e-bees,
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs,
And light themat the fiery glowworms eyes,
To have ny love to bed and to ari se;
And pluck the wings frompainted butterflies,
To fan the nobonbeans from his sl eeping eyes.
Nod to him elves, and do himcourtesies.

PEASEBLOSSOM  Hai |, nortal

COBWEB. Hai | !

MOTH. Hai |'!

MUSTARDSEED. Hai |!

BOTTOM | cry your worships nmercy, heartily; | beseech

your



wor shi p' s nane.

COBWEB. Cobweb.

BOTTOM 1 shall desire you of nore acquai ntance, good Master
Cobweb. 1f | cut ny finger, |I shall nake bold with you. Your
nane, honest gentl eman?

PEASEBLOSSOM Peasebl ossom

BOTTOM | pray you, commend ne to M stress Squash, your nother, and
to Master Peascod, your father. Good Master Peasebl ossom | shall
desire you of nore acquai ntance too. Your name, | beseech you,
sir?

MUSTARDSEED. Must ar dseed.

BOTTOM Good Master Mistardseed, | know your patience well. That
same cowardly giant-like ox-beef hath devour'd nmany a gentl enan
of your house. | promnise you your kindred hath rmade ny eyes water
ere now. | desire you of nore acquai ntance, good Master
Must ar dseed.

TITANI A Conme, wait upon hinm lead himto nmy bower.

The moon, nethinks, |looks with a wat'ry eye;
And when she weeps, weeps every little flower;
Lamenting sone enforced chastity.
Tie up ny love's tongue, bring himsilently. Exeunt
SCENE I 1.
Anot her part of the wood

Ent er OBERON

OBERON. | wonder if Titania be awak'd;
Then, what it was that next came in her eye,

Whi ch she nmust dote on in extremty.

Ent er PUCK

Here comes my nmessenger. How now, nad spirit!

What ni ght-rul e now about this haunted grove?



PUCK. My mistress with a nonster is in |ove.
Near to her close and consecrated bower,
Wil e she was in her dull and sl eeping hour
A crew of patches, rude nechanicals,
That work for bread upon Athenian stalls,
Were nmet together to rehearse a play
I ntended for great Theseus' nuptial day.
The shal | owest thickskin of that barren sort,
Who Pyranus presented, in their sport
Forsook his scene and ent'red in a brake;
When | did himat this advantage take,
An ass's nole | fixed on his head.
Anon his Thisby nust be answered,
And forth nmy minic cones. When they him spy,
As wild geese that the creeping fow er eye,
O russet-pated choughs, nany in sort,
Ri sing and cawi ng at the gun's report,
Sever thensel ves and madly sweep the sky,
So at his sight away his fellows fly;
And at our stanp here, o'er and o' er one falls;
He nmurder cries, and help from At hens calls.
Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong,
Made sensel ess things begin to do them wr ong,
For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch
Sone sl eeves, sone hats, fromyielders all things catch
I led themon in this distracted fear
And |l eft sweet Pyranus translated there;
When in that nonent, so it cane to pass,
Titani a wak'd, and straightway |lov'd an ass.
OBERON. This falls out better than I coul d devi se.
But hast thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes
Wth the love-juice, as | did bid thee do?

PUCK. | took himsleeping- that is finish' d too-



And the Athenian wonman by his side;

That, when he wak'd, of force she nmust be ey'd.

Enter DEMETRI US and HERM A

OBERON. Stand close; this is the same Athenian.
PUCK. This is the woman, but not this the man.
DEMETRI US. O why rebuke you himthat |oves you so?

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe.

HERM A. Now | but chide, but | should use thee worse,

For thou, |I fear, hast given ne cause to curse.

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep

Bei ng o' er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep,

And kill ne too.

The sun was not so true unto the day

As he to me. Wuld he have stol en away

From sl eeping Hermia? |I'Il believe as soon

This whole earth may be bor'd, and that the noon

May through the centre creep and so displ ease

Her brother's noontide with th' Anti podes.

It cannot be but thou hast nmurd' red him

So should a nurderer | ook- so dead, so grim
DEMETRI US. So shoul d the nurdered | ook; and so should |

Pierc'd through the heart with your stern cruelty;

Yet you, the nurderer, | ook as bright, as clear

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.

HERM A. VWat's this to ny Lysander? \Were is he?

Ah, good Denetrius, wilt thou give himnme?
DEMETRIUS. | had rather give his carcass to ny hounds.
HERM A. CQut, dog! out, cur! Thou driv'st me past the bounds

O maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him then?

Henceforth be never nunb'red anong nen!

O once tell true; tell true, even for ny sake



Durst thou have | ook'd upon hi m bei ng awake,

And hast thou kill"'d him sleeping? O brave touch!

Could not a worm an adder, do so nuch?

An adder did it; for with doubler tongue

Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung.
DEMETRI US. You spend your passion on a mspris'd nood:

I amnot guilty of Lysander's bl ood;

Nor is he dead, for aught that | can tell.
HERM A. | pray thee, tell ne then that he is well.
DEMETRIUS. An if | could, what should | get therefore?
HERM A. A privil ege never to see ne nore.

And fromthy hated presence part | so;

See me no nore whether he be dead or no. Exi t
DEMETRIUS. There is no following her in this fierce vein;

Here, therefore, for a while I will remain.

So sorrow s heavi ness doth heavier grow

For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe;

VWhi ch now in sonme slight measure it will pay,

If for his tender here | nake sone stay. [Li es down]
OBERON. What hast thou done? Thou hast mistaken quite,

And laid the |l ove-juice on sone true-love's sight.

O thy msprision nust perforce ensue

Some true love turn'd, and not a false turn'd true.
PUCK. Then fate o' er-rules, that, one man hol ding troth,

A mllion fail, confounding oath on oath.
OBERON. About the wood go swifter than the w nd,

And Hel ena of Athens |ook thou find;

Al'l fancy-sick she is and pal e of cheer,

Wth sighs of love that costs the fresh bl ood dear.

By sone illusion see thou bring her here;

I"lI'l charmhis eyes agai nst she do appear.
PUCK. | go, | go; look how I go,

Swifter than arrow fromthe Tartar's bow. Exit



OBERON. Fl ower of this purple dye,
Ht with Cupid' s archery,
Sink in apple of his eye.
When his | ove he doth espy,
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-ent er PUCK

PUCK. Captain of our fairy band,
Hel ena is here at hand,
And the youth nistook by ne
Pl eading for a lover's fee;
Shall we their fond pageant see?
Lord, what fools these nortals be!
OBERON. Stand asi de. The noi se they nake
WI 1l cause Denetrius to awake.
PUCK. Then will two at once woo one.
That must needs be sport al one;
And those things do best please ne

That befall prepost'rously.

Enter LYSANDER and HELENA

LYSANDER. Wy shoul d you think that | should woo in scorn?
Scorn and derision never cone in tears.
Look when I vow, | weep; and vows so born
In their nativity all truth appears.
How can these things in me seemscorn to you
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove themtrue?
HELENA. You do advance your cunni ng nore and nore.

When truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray!



These vows are Hermia's. WIIl you give her o' er?
Wi gh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh:
Your vows to her and nme, put in two scal es,

W1l even weigh; and both as |ight as tales.
LYSANDER. | hod no judgment when to her | swore.
HELENA. Nor none, in ny nind, now you give her o'er
LYSANDER. Denetrius |oves her, and he | oves not you
DEMETRI US. [ Awaki ng] O Hel en, goddess, nynph, perfect, divine!

To what, ny love, shall | conpare thine eyne?

Crystal is nmuddy. O how ripe in show

Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tenpting grow

That pure congeal ed white, high Taurus' snow,

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

When thou hold' st up thy hand. O Ilet me kiss

This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss!
HELENA. O spite! Ohell! | see you all are bent

To set against me for your merrinment.

If you were civil and knew courtesy,

You woul d not do ne thus nuch injury.

Can you not hate ne, as | know you do

But you nust join in souls to nock me too?

If you were nmen, as nen you are in show,

You woul d not use a gentle | ady so:

To vow, and swear, and superpraise ny parts

When | am sure you hate ne with your hearts.

You both are rivals, and | ove Hermi a;

And now both rivals, to nock Hel ena

Atrimexploit, a manly enterprise,

To conjure tears up in a poor maid' s eyes

Wth your derision! None of noble sort

Wul d so offend a virgin, and extort

A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport.

LYSANDER. You are unkind, Denetrius; be not so;



For you love Hernmia. This you know | know;

And here, with all good will, with all ny heart,

In Herma's love | yield you up ny part;

And yours of Helena to nme bequeat h,

Wom | do love and will do till ny death.
HELENA. Never did nockers waste nore idle breath.
DEMETRI US. Lysander, keep thy Hermia; | wll none.

If eer | lovid her, all that |ove is gone.

My heart to her but as guest-w se sojourn'd,

And now to Helen is it hone return'd,

There to renain.

LYSANDER. Helen, it is not so.
DEMETRI US. Di sparage not the faith thou dost not know,

Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear

Look where thy | ove cones; yonder is thy dear

Enter HERM A

HERM A. Dark night, that fromthe eye his function takes,
The ear nore qui ck of apprehensi on nakes;
Wherein it doth inpair the seeing sense
It pays the hearing doubl e reconpense.
Thou art not by mne eye, Lysander, found;
M ne ear, | thank it, brought nme to thy sound.
But why unkindly didst thou | eave ne so?
LYSANDER. Why shoul d he stay whom | ove doth press to go?
HERM A. What | ove could press Lysander from ny side?
LYSANDER. Lysander's |love, that would not | et him bide-
Fair Hel ena, who nore engilds the night
Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of |ight.
Why seek' st thou me? Could not this nake thee know
The hate | bare thee nade ne | eave thee so0?

HERM A. You speak not as you think; it cannot be.



HELENA. Lo, she is one of this confederacy!
Now | perceive they have conjoin'd all three
To fashion this false sport in spite of ne.
I njurious Hermia! nost ungrateful maid!
Have you conspir'd, have you with these contriv'd,
To bait me with this foul derision?
Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd,
The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent,
When we have chid the hasty-footed tine
For parting us- O is all forgot?
Al'l school -days' friendship, childhood innocence?
We, Hernmia, like two artificial gods,
Have with our needles created both one flower,
Both on one sanpler, sitting on one cushion,
Bot h warbling of one song, both in one key;
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and m nds,
Had been incorporate. So we grew together
Li ke to a double cherry, seem ng parted,
But yet an union in partition
Two | ovely berries noulded on one stern
So, with two seening bodies, but one heart;
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry,
Due but to one, and crowned with one crest.
And will you rent our ancient |ove asunder
To join with nen in scorning your poor friend?
It is not friendly, '"tis not maidenly;
Qur sex, as well as I, may chide you for it,
Though | alone do feel the injury.
HERM A. | am amazed at your passi onate words;
I scorn you not; it seens that you scorn ne.
HELENA. Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn
To follow nme and praise ny eyes and face?

And nmade your other |ove, Denetrius,



Who even but now did spurn nme with his foot,
To call ne goddess, nynph, divine, and rare,
Preci ous, celestial? Werefore speaks he this
To her he hates? And wherefore doth Lysander
Deny your love, so rich within his soul

And tender ne, forsooth, affection

But by your setting on, by your consent?

What though | be not so in grace as you

So hung upon with love, so fortunate,

But mi serable nost, to |ove unlov'd?

This you should pity rather than despise.
HERM A. | understand not what you nean by this.
HELENA. Ay, do- persever, counterfeit sad | ooks,

Make nout hs upon nme when | turn my back,

Wnk each at other; hold the sweet jest up

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled.

If you have any pity, grace, or manners,

You woul d not nake ne such an argunent.

But fare ye well; 'tis partly my own fault,

Wi ch death, or absence, soon shall remnedy.
LYSANDER. Stay, gentle Hel ena; hear ny excuse;

My love, ny life, ny soul, fair Hel ena!
HELENA. O excel |l ent!

HERM A. Sweet, do not scorn her so.
DEMETRIUS. |f she cannot entreat, | can conpel.
LYSANDER. Thou canst conpel no nore than she entreat;

Thy threats have no nore strength than her weak prayers

Helen, | love thee, by ny life | do;
I swear by that which I will lose for thee
To prove himfalse that says | |ove thee not.

DEMETRIUS. | say | love thee nore than he can do.
LYSANDER. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too.

DEMETRI US. Qui ck, cone.



HERM A. Lysander, whereto tends all this?
LYSANDER. Away, you Et hi ope!
DEMETRI US. No, no, he will
Seemto break | oose- take on as you woul d foll ow,
But yet come not. You are a tanme man; go
LYSANDER. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr; vile thing, |et |oose,
O | will shake thee fromne like a serpent.
HERM A. Why are you grown so rude? What change is this,
Sweet | ove?
LYSANDER. Thy | ove! Qut, tawny Tartar, out!
Qut, | oathed ned' cine! O hated potion, hence!
HERM A. Do you not jest?
HELENA. Yes, sooth; and so do you
LYSANDER. Denetrius, | will keep nmy word with thee.
DEMETRIUS. | would | had your bond; for | perceive
A weak bond holds you; I'Il not trust your word.
LYSANDER. What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her dead?
Al though | hate her, I'lIl not harm her so
HERM A. VWhat! Can you do ne greater harmthan hate?
Hate ne! wherefore? O nme! what news, ny |ove?
Amnot | Hermia? Are not you Lysander?
| amas fair now as | was erewhile.
Since night you lov'd nme; yet since night you |left ne.
Why then, you left nme- O the gods forbid!-
In earnest, shall | say?
LYSANDER. Ay, by ny life!
And never did desire to see thee nore.
Theref ore be out of hope, of question, of doubt;
Be certain, nothing truer; 'tis no jest
That | do hate thee and | ove Hel ena.
HERM A. O ne! you juggl er! you cankerbl ossomn
You thief of |ove! What! Have you come by night,

And stol'n ny love's heart from hinf



HELENA. Fine, i' faith!
Have you no nodesty, no mmi den shane,
No touch of bashful ness? Wiat! WII| you tear
I mpati ent answers fromny gentle tongue?
Fie, fiel you counterfeit, you puppet you!
HERM A. ' Puppet!' why so? Ay, that way goes the gane.
Now | perceive that she hath made conpare
Bet ween our statures; she hath urg'd 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 | ow?
How | ow am |, thou pai nted maypol e? Speak.
How low am1? | amnot yet so | ow
But that nmy nails can reach unto thine eyes.
HELENA. | pray you, though you nock me, gentlenen,
Let her not hurt me. | was never curst;
I have no gift at all in shrew shness;
| ama right maid for ny cowardice;
Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think,
Because she is sonething | ower than nyself,
That | can match her.
HERM A. ' Lower' hark, again.
HELENA. CGood Hermia, do not be so bitter with me.
| evernmore did | ove you, Herm a,
D d ever keep your counsels, never wong' d you;
Save that, in |ove unto Demetri us,
I told himof your stealth unto this wood.
He foll owed you; for love I followed him
But he hath chid ne hence, and threat' ned ne
To strike me, spurn nme, nay, to kill ne 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 sinple and how fond I am
HERM A. Why, get you gone! Wio is't that hinders you?
HELENA. A foolish heart that | |eave here behind.
HERM A. What! with Lysander?
HELENA. Wth Demetri us.
LYSANDER. Be not afraid; she shall not harmthee, Helena.
DEMETRI US. No, sir, she shall not, though you take her part.
HELENA. O when she is angry, she is keen and shrewd;
She was a vixen when she went to school
And, though she be but little, she is fierce.
HERM A. 'Little' again! Nothing but 'low and '"little"!
Way will you suffer her to flout ne thus?
Let ne conme to her
LYSANDER. Get you gone, you dwarf;
You ninirmus, of hind' ring knot-grass made;
You bead, you acorn
DEMETRI US. You are too officious
In her behalf that scorns your services.
Let her al one; speak not of Hel ena;
Take not her part; for if thou dost intend
Never so little show of |ove to her
Thou shalt aby it.
LYSANDER. Now she hol ds ne not.
Now follow, if thou dar'st, to try whose right
O thine or mine, is nost in Hel ena.
DEMETRIUS. Follow Nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by jow.
Exeunt LYSANDER and DEMETRI US
HERM A. You, mistress, all this coil is long of you
Nay, go not back.
HELENA. | will not trust you, |
Nor |onger stay in your curst company.

Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray;



My | egs are longer though, to run away.
HERM A. | am amaz' d, and know not what to say.
OBERON. This is thy negligence. Still thou m stak'st,
O else conmitt'st thy knaveries wilfully.
PUCK. Believe nme, king of shadows, | m stook
Did not you tell nme | should know the nan
By the At henian garments he had on?
And so far blanel ess proves ny enterprise
That | have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes;
And so far aml glad it so did sort,

As this their jangling | esteem a sport.

OBERON. Thou seest these lovers seek a place to fight.

H e therefore, Robin, overcast the night;

The starry wel kin cover thou anon

Wth drooping fog as bl ack as Acheron

And | ead these testy rivals so astray

As one come not within another's way.

Li ke to Lysander sonetine frane thy tongue,

Then stir Denmetrius up with bitter wong;

And sonmetinme rail thou |ike Denetrius;

And from each other ook thou | ead themthus,
Till o' er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep
Wth | eaden | egs and batty w ngs doth creep.
Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye;

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property,

To take fromthence all error with his m ght

And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight.
When t hey next wake, all this derision

Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision

And back to Athens shall the | overs wend

Wth | eague whose date till death shall never end.
VWhiles | in this affair do thee enpl oy,

I"l'l to ny queen, and beg her |ndian boy;



And then | will her charned eye rel ease

From nonster's view, and all things shall be peace.
PUCK. My fairy lord, this nust be done with haste,

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

And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger,

At whose approach ghosts, wand'ring here and there,

Troop hone to churchyards. Dammed spirits al

That in cross-ways and fl oods have buri al

Already to their worny beds are gone,

For fear |est day should | ook their shames upon

They wilfully themselves exil'd fromlight,

And nmust for aye consort with black-brow d night.
OBERON. But we are spirits of another sort:

I with the Morning's | ove have oft made sport;

And, like a forester, the groves nmay tread

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery red,

Openi ng on Neptune with fair bl essed beans,

Turns into yellow gold his salt green streans.

But, notwi thstandi ng, haste, nake no del ay;

We may effect this business yet ere day. Exit OBERON
PUCK. Up and down, up and down,
I will lead themup and down.

|l amfear'd in field and town.
Goblin, | ead themup and down.

Her e cones one.

Ent er LYSANDER

LYSANDER. Where art thou, proud Denetrius? Speak thou now.
PUCK. Here, villain, drawn and ready. \Were art thou?
LYSANDER. | will be with thee straight.

PUCK. Foll ow nme, then

To pl ai ner ground. Exit LYSANDER as follow ng the voice



Ent er DEMETRI US

DEMETRI US. Lysander, speak again.
Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled?
Speak! In sone bush? Where dost thou hide thy head?
PUCK. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars,
Telling the bushes that thou | ook'st for wars,
And wilt not cone? Cone, recreant, cone, thou child;
I"lI'l whip thee with a rod. He is defil'd
That draws a sword on thee.
DEMETRI US. Yea, art thou there?

PUCK. Follow ny voice; we'll try no manhood here.

Re- ent er LYSANDER

LYSANDER. He goes before nme, and still dares ne on;
When | come where he calls, then he is gone.
The villain is much lighter heel'd than I
I followed fast, but faster he did fly,

That fallen am | in dark uneven way,

Exeunt

And here will rest ne. [Lies down] Cone, thou gentle day.

For if but once thou show ne thy grey light,

I"l1'l find Dermetrius, and revenge this spite.

Re-enter PUCK and DEMETRI US

PUCK. Ho, ho, ho! Coward, why com st thou not?
DEMETRI US. Abide me, if thou dar'st; for well | wot
Thou run'st before ne, shifting every place,
And dar'st not stand, nor ook nme in the face.
Where art thou now?

PUCK. Cone hither; | am here.

[ Sl eeps]



DEMETRI US. Nay,

I f ever

then, thou nock'st ne. Thou shalt buy this dear,

thy face by daylight see;

Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me

To neasure out ny length on this cold bed.

By day's approach |l ook to be visited.

[Li es down and sl eeps]

Ent er HELENA

HELENA. O weary night, O long and tedious night,

Abat e t hy hours!

That |

Shine conforts fromthe east,

may back to Athens by daylight,

From these that ny poor conpany detest.

And sl eep, that sonetines shuts up sorrow s eye,
Steal nme awhile from mi ne own comnpany. [ Sl eeps]
PUCK. Yet but three? Cone one nore;

Two of both kinds makes up four.

Here she comes, curst and sad.

Cupid is a knavish |ad,

Thus to nake poor fenal es nad.

Enter HERM A

HERM A. Never so weary, never soO in woe,

Bedabbl ed with the dew, and torn with briers,

I can no further crawl, no further go;

My | egs can keep no pace with ny desires.

Here wil |

| rest me till the break of day.

Heavens shield Lysander, if they nmean a fray!

PUCK.

[Li es down and sl eeps]

On the ground

Sl eep sound;

apply

To your eye,



Gentl e | over, renedy.
[ Squeezing the juice on LYSANDER S eyes]
When thou wak' st,
Thou tak' st
True delight
In the sight
O thy former |ady'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
Exi t
ACT V. SCENE |
The wood. LYSANDER, DEMETRI US, HELENA, and

HERM A, |ying asl eep

Enter TITANI A and Bottom PEASEBLOSSOV] COBWEB,
MOTH, MJSTARDSEED, and ot her FAIRIES attendi ng;

OBERON behi nd, unseen

TITANIA. Cone, sit thee down upon this flow ry bed
Wiile | thy ami able cheeks do coy,
And stick nusk-roses in thy sleek snoboth head,
And kiss thy fair large ears, mnmy gentle joy.
BOTTOM \Where's Peasebl osson?
PEASEBLOSSOM  Ready.
BOTTOM Scratch ny head, Peasebl ossom
Wher e' s Mounsi eur Cobweb?
COBWEB. Ready.
BOTTOM Mounsi eur Cobweb; good nobunsi eur, get you your weapons in

your hand and kill ne a red-hipp'd hunbl e-bee on the top of a



thistle; and, good nounsieur, bring nme the honey-bag. Do not fret
yourself too much in the action, nounsieur; and, good nounsi eur
have a care the honey-bag break not; | would be loath to have you
overflown with a honey-bag, signior. \Were's Munsieur
Must ar dseed?

MUSTARDSEED. Ready.

BOTTOM G ve ne your neaf, Mounsieur Mistardseed. Pray you, |eave
your curtsy, good nounsieur.

MUSTARDSEED. Wat's your will?

BOTTOM Not hi ng, good nounsi eur, but to help Caval ery Cobweb to
scratch. | nust to the barber's, mounsieur; for nmethinks I am
marvel |l ous hairy about the face; and | am such a tender ass, if
nmy hair do but tickle me | nust scratch

TITANIA. What, wilt thou hear sone nusic, ny sweet |ove?

BOTTOM | have a reasonable good ear in nmusic. Let's have the tongs
and the bones.

TITANNA O say, sweet |love, what thou desirest to eat.

BOTTOM Truly, a peck of provender; | could nunch your good dry
oats. Methinks | have a great desire to a bottle of hay. Good
hay, sweet hay, hath no fellow.

TITANIA. | have a venturous fairy that shall seek
The squirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts.

BOTTOM | 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 cone upon ne.

TITANIA. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in ny arns.

Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. Exeunt FAI RI ES
So doth the woodbi ne the sweet honeysuckl e

Gently entwist; the fermale ivy so

Enrings the barky fingers of the elm

O how !l love thee! how | dote on thee! [ They sl eep]

Ent er PUCK



OBERON. [ Advanci ng] Wel cone, good Robin. Seest thou this sweet
si ght?
Her dotage now | do begin to pity;
For, neeting her of late behind the wood,
Seeki ng sweet favours for this hateful fool
| did upbraid her and fall out with her
For she his hairy tenples then had rounded
Wth coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers;
And that sanme dew which sometinme on the buds
Was wont to swell like round and orient pearls
Stood now within the pretty flowerets' eyes,
Li ke tears that did their own disgrace bewail
When | had at ny pleasure taunted her
And she in mld terns begg'd ny patience,
I then did ask of her her changeling child;
Whi ch strai ght she gave ne, and her fairy sent
To bear himto nmy bower in fairy |and.
And now I have the boy, I will undo
This hateful inperfection of her eyes.
And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp
From off the head of this Athenian swain,
That he awaki ng when the other do
May all to Athens back again repair,
And think no nore of this night's accidents
But as the fierce vexation of a dream
But first I will release the Fairy Queen
[ Touchi ng her eyes]

Be as thou wast wont to be;

See as thou was wont to see.

Dian's bud o' er Cupid s flower

Hat h such force and bl essed power.

Now, ny Titania; wake you, my sweet queen



TITANIA My Qoberon! What visions have | seen!
Met hought | was enanmour'd of an ass.
OBERON. There |ies your |ove.
TI TANI AL How cane these things to pass?
O, how mi ne eyes do | oathe his visage now
OBERON. Sil ence awhile. Robin, take off this head.
Titania, nusic call; and strike nore dead
Than common sleep of all these five the sense.

TITANIA. Music, ho, nusic, such as charneth sl eep!

PUCK. Now when thou wak'st with thine own fool's eyes peep.

OBERON. Sound, music. Cone, nmy Queen, take hands with ne,

And rock the ground whereon these sl eepers be.
Now thou and | are newin amty,
And will to-norrow nidnight solemmly
Dance in Duke Theseus' house triunmphantly,
And bless it to all fair prosperity.
There shall the pairs of faithful |overs be
Wedded, with Theseus, an in jollity.
PUCK. Fairy King, attend and mark;
| do hear the norning |ark.
OBERON. Then, ny Queen, in silence sad,
Trip we after night's shade.
We the gl obe can conpass soon,
Swifter than the wand' ring noon.
TI TANI A Cone, ny lord; and in our flight,
Tell me how it came this night
That | sl eeping here was found

Wth these nortals on the ground.

To the wi nding of horns, enter THESEUS, H PPOLYTA,

EGEUS, and train

[ Musi c]

Exeunt



THESEUS. Go, one of you, find out the forester
For now our observation is performd,
And since we have the vaward of the day,
My |l ove shall hear the nusic of ny hounds.
Uncouple in the western valley; let themgo
Di spatch, | say, and find the forester. Exit an ATTENDANT
W will, fair Queen, up to the nmountain's top
And mark the nusical confusion
O hounds and echo in conjunction
H PPOLYTA. | was with Hercul es and Cadnus once
When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear
Wth hounds of Sparta; never did | hear
Such gall ant chiding, for, besides the groves,
The skies, the fountains, every region near
Seemid all one nutual cry. | never heard
So nusical a discord, such sweet thunder
THESEUS. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan Kkind,
So flew d, so sanded; and their heads are hung
Wth ears that sweep away the norning dew
Crook- knee'd and dew Il app'd |ike Thessalian bulls;
Slow in pursuit, but match'd in nouth |ike bells,
Each under each. A cry nore 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 nynphs are these?
EGEUS. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep
And this Lysander, this Denetrius is,
This Hel ena, old Nedar's Hel ena.
I wonder of their being here together
THESEUS. No doubt they rose up early to observe
The rite of May; and, hearing our intent,
Cane here in grace of our solemity.

But speak, Egeus; is not this the day



That Herm a shoul d gi ve answer of her choice?
EGEUS. It is, my lord.
THESEUS. Co, bid the huntsnen wake themw th their horns.
[Horns and shout wi thin. The sl eepers
awake and kneel to THESEUS]
Good-norrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past;
Begi n these wood-birds but to couple now?
LYSANDER. Pardon, ny | ord.
THESEUS. | pray you all, stand up.
I know you two are rival enenies;
How comes this gentle concord in the world
That hatred is so far fromjeal ousy
To sleep by hate, and fear no ennity?
LYSANDER. My lord, | shall reply anmazedly,
Hal f sl eep, half waking; but as yet, | swear,
I cannot truly say how | came here,
But, as | think- for truly would | speak,
And now | do bethink me, so it is-
| cane with Hermia hither. Qur intent
Was to be gone from Athens, where we night,
Wthout the peril of the Athenian | aw
EGEUS. Enough, enough, ny Lord; you have enough;
| beg the law, the | aw upon his head.
They woul d have stol'n away, they would, Denetrius,
Thereby to have defeated you and ne:
You of your wife, and ne of ny consent,
O ny consent that she should be your wife.
DEMETRIUS. My lord, fair Helen told ne of their stealth,
O this their purpose hither to this wood;
And | in fury hither followed them
Fair Helena in fancy follow ng ne.
But, ny good lord, | wot not by what power-

But by sone power it is- nmy love to Herma,



Mel ted as the snow, seems to me now

As the remenbrance of an idle gaud

Which in nmy childhood | did dote upon;

And all the faith, the virtue of ny heart,
The object and the pleasure of mne eye,

Is only Helena. To her, ny lord,

Was | betroth'd ere | saw Hermi a.

But, like a sickness, did | |oathe this food;
But, as in health, cone to ny natural taste,
Now | do wish it, love it, long for it,

And will for evernore be true to it.

THESEUS. Fair lovers, you are fortunately net;
O this discourse we nore will hear anon.
Egeus, | will overbear your wll;

For in the tenple, by and by, with us
These coupl es shall eternally be knit.
And, for the norning now is something worn,
Qur purpos'd hunting shall be set aside.
Away with us to Athens, three and three;
We'll hold a feast in great solemity.
Cone, Hi ppol yta.
Exeunt THESEUS, H PPCLYTA, ECEUS, and train

DEMETRI US. These things seem snall and undi sti ngui shabl e,
Li ke far-off nountains turned into clouds.

HERM A. Methinks | see these things with parted eye,
When every thing seens doubl e.

HELENA. So net hi nks;

And | have found Denetrius like a jewel,
M ne own, and not mine own.

DEMETRI US. Are you sure
That we are awake? It seems to nme
That yet we sleep, we dream Do not you think

The Duke was here, and bid us follow hinf



HERM A. Yea, and ny father

HELENA. And Hi ppol yt a.

LYSANDER. And he did bid us followto the tenple.

DEMETRI US. Why, then, we are awake; let's follow him
And by the way let us recount our dreans. Exeunt

BOTTOM [ Awaki ng] Wien ny cue cones, call ne, and I will answer. My
next is 'Mdst fair Pyranus.' Heigh-ho! Peter Quince! Flute, the
bel | ows-mender! Snout, the tinker! Starveling! God's ny life,
stol'n hence, and left nme asleep! | have had a nost rare vision
I have had a dream past the wit of man to say what dreamit was.
Man is but an ass if he go about to expound this dream Methought
| was- there is no man can tell what. Methought | was, and
met hought | had, but man is but a patch'd fool, if he will offer
to say what met hought | had. The eye of nman 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 ny dreamwas. |
will get Peter Quince to wite a ballad of this dream It shal
be call'd 'Bottoms Dream' because it hath no bottom and | will
sing it inthe latter end of a play, before the Duke.
Peradventure, to nmake it the nore gracious, | shall sing it at
her deat h. Exi t

SCENE 1 1.

At hens. QUI NCE' S house

Enter QUI NCE, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELI NG

QUI NCE. Have you sent to Bottomls house? Is he conme hone yet?

STARVELI NG He cannot be heard of. Qut of doubt he is transported.

FLUTE. |If he cone not, then the play is marr'd; it goes not
forward, doth it?

QU NCE. It is not possible. You have not a nan in all Athens able
to di scharge Pyramus but he.

FLUTE. No; he hath sinply the best wit of any handicraft man in



At hens.

QUI NCE. Yea, and the best person too; and he is a very paranour for
a sweet voice

FLUTE. You must say 'paragon.' A paramour is- God bless us!- A

thi ng of naught.

Ent er SNUG

SNUG Masters, the Duke is coming fromthe tenple; and there is two
or three lords and | adies nore married. |f our sport had gone
forward, we had all been nade nen.

FLUTE. O sweet bully Bottoml Thus hath he | ost 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 Pyranus, |'I]
be hanged. He woul d have deserved it: sixpence a day in Pyranus,

or not hi ng.

Ent er BOTTOM

BOTTOM Where are these | ads? Were are these hearts?

QUI NCE. Bottom O nost courageous day! O nost happy hour

BOTTOM Masters, | amto discourse wonders; but ask ne not what;
for if I tell you, | amnot true Athenian. | will tell you
everything, right as it fell out.

QUI NCE. Let us hear, sweet Bottom

BOTTOM Not a word of ne. Al that | will tell you is, that the
Duke hath di ned. Get your apparel together; good strings to your
beards, new ri bbons to your punps; neet presently at the pal ace;
every man | ook o'er his part; for the short and the long is, our
play is preferr'd. In any case, |et Thisby have clean |inen; and
let not himthat plays the lion pare his nails, for they shal
hang out for the lion's claws. And, npbst dear actors, eat no

onions nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet breath; and |I do not



doubt but to hear themsay it is a sweet conedy. No nore words.
Away, go, away! Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE |I.

At hens. The pal ace of THESEUS

Ent er THESEUS, H PPCLYTA, PHI LOSTRATE, LORDS

and ATTENDANTS

H PPCLYTA. 'Tis strange, ny Theseus, that these |overs speak of.
THESEUS. More strange than true. | never may believe
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys.
Lovers and madnmen have such seething brains,
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend
More than cool reason ever conprehends.
The lunatic, the |l over, and the poet,
Are of imagination all compact.
One sees nore devils than vast hell can hol d;
That is the madman. The lover, all as frantic,
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt.
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,
Dot h gl ance from heaven to earth, fromearth to heaven
And as inmagination bodies forth
The forns of things unknown, the poet's pen
Turns themto shapes, and gives to airy nothing
A local habitation and a nane.
Such tricks hath strong inagination
That, if it would but apprehend sone joy,
It conprehends sone bringer of that joy;
O in the night, inmagining sone fear,
How easy is a bush suppos'd a bear?
H PPCLYTA. But all the story of the night told over
And all their nminds transfigur'd so together

More witnesseth than fancy's inmages,



And grows to sonething of great constancy,

But howsoever strange and admirable.

Enter LYSANDER, DEMETRI US, HERM A, and HELENA

THESEUS. Here cone the lovers, full of joy and mrth.
Joy, gentle friends, joy and fresh days of |ove
Acconpany your hearts!

LYSANDER. More than to us
Wait in your royal wal ks, your board, your bed!

THESEUS. Cone now;, what nasques, what dances shall we have
To wear away this long age of three hours
Bet ween our after-supper and bed-time?

Where is our usual nanager of nmirth?

What revels are in hand? Is there no play
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour?
Call Philostrate.

PHI LOSTRATE. Here, mghty Theseus.

THESEUS. Say, what abridgment have you for this evening?
What masque? what nusic? How shall we beguile
The lazy time, if not with sone delight?

PHI LOSTRATE. There is a brief how nany sports are ripe;
Make choice of which your Hi ghness will see first.

[Gving a paper]

THESEUS. ' The battle with the Centaurs, to be sung
By an At heni an eunuch to the harp.

We' Il none of that: that have | told ny |ove,
In glory of nmy kinsman Hercul es.

"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 cane | ast a conqueror

"The thrice three Muses nourning for the death



O Learning, |late deceas'd in beggary.

That is sonme satire, keen and critical

Not sorting with a nuptial cerenony.

"A tedious brief scene of young Pyranus

And his love Thisby; very tragical mrth.
Merry and tragical! tedious and brief!

That is hot ice and wondrous strange snow.

How shall we find the concord of this discord?

PH LOSTRATE. A play there is, ny lord, sone ten words | ong,
Which is as brief as | have known a play;

But by ten words, ny lord, it is too |ong,
Whi ch makes it tedious; for in all the play
There is not one word apt, one player fitted.
And tragical, nmy noble lord, it is;

For Pyranus therein doth kill hinself.

Whi ch when | saw rehears'd, | nust confess,
Made nine eyes water; but nore nerry tears
The passion of |oud | aughter never shed.

THESEUS. What are they that do play it?

PH LOSTRATE. Hard-handed nmen that work in Athens here,
Whi ch never labour'd in their mnds till now
And now have toil'd their unbreathed nenories
Wth this same play agai nst your nupti al

THESEUS. And we will hear it.

PH LOSTRATE. No, ny noble |ord,
It is not for you. | have heard it over
And it is nothing, nothing in the world;
Unl ess you can find sport in their intents,
Extrenely stretch'd and conn'd with cruel pain,
To do you service

THESEUS. | will hear that play;
For never anything can be ami ss

When si npl eness and duty tender it.



Go, bring themin; and take your places, |adies.
Exit PH LOSTRATE

H PPCLYTA. | love not to see wretchedness o' er-charged,

And duty in his service perishing.
THESEUS. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such thing.
H PPCLYTA. He says they can do nothing in this kind.
THESEUS. The ki nder we, to give themthanks for nothing.

Qur sport shall be to take what they ni stake;

And what poor duty cannot do, noble respect

Takes it in might, not nerit.

Where | have cone, great clerks have purposed

To greet me with preneditated wel cones;

Where | have seen them shiver and | ook pal e,

Make periods in the mdst of sentences,

Throttle their practis'd accent in their fears,

And, in conclusion, dunbly have broke off,

Not paying nme a wel cone. Trust ne, sweet,

Qut of this silence yet | pick'd a wel cone;

And in the nodesty of fearful duty

I read as nuch as fromthe rattling tongue

O saucy and audaci ous el oquence.

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied sinplicity

In | east speak nost to ny capacity.

Re-enter PHI LOSTRATE

PHI LOSTRATE. SO pl ease your Grace, the Prologue is address'd.

THESEUS. Let hi m approach. [Fl ourish of trunpets]

Enter QUI NCE as the PROLOGUE

PROLOGUE. If we offend, it is with our good will.
That you should think, we cone not to offend,

But with good will. To show our sinple skill,



That is the true begi nning of our end.

Consi der then, we come but in despite.

We do not come, as minding to content you

Qur true intent is. Al for your delight

We are not here. That you should here repent you
The actors are at band; and, by their show,

You shall know all, that you are like to know,

THESEUS. This fell ow doth not stand upon points.

LYSANDER. He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt; he knows not
the stop. A good noral, ny lord: it is not enough to speak, but
to speak true

H PPCLYTA. Indeed he hath play'd on this prologue Iike a child on a
recorder- a sound, but not in governnent.

THESEUS. Hi s speech was |ike a tangled chain; nothing impaired,

but all disordered. Who is next?

Enter, with a trunpet before them as in dunb show,

PYRAMUS and THI SBY, WALL, MOONSHI NE, and LI ON

PROLOGUE. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this show,
But wonder on, till truth make all things plain.
This man is Pyranus, if you would know
Thi s beaut eous | ady Thisby is certain.

This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present
Wall, that vile Wall which did these | overs sunder
And through Walls chink, poor souls, they are content
To whi sper. At the which let no nan 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 neet at N nus' tonb, there, there to woo.

This grisly beast, which Lion hight by naneg,

The trusty Thisby, coming first by night,



Did scare away, or rather did affright;

And as she fled, her mantle she did fall;

Which Lion vile with bl oody nouth did stain.

Anon cones Pyranus, sweet youth and tall,

And finds his trusty Thisby's mantl e sl ain;

Whereat with blade, with bl oody bl aneful bl ade,

He bravely broach'd his boiling bl oody breast;

And Thisby, tarrying in nul berry shade,

H s dagger drew, and died. For all the rest,

Let Lion, Monshine, Wall, and | overs twain,

At | arge di scourse while here they do remain.

Exeunt PROLOGUE, PYRAMUS, THI SBY,
LI ON, and MOONSHI NE

THESEUS. | wonder if the lion be to speak.
DEMETRI US. No wonder, ny lord: one lion nmay, when many asses do.
WALL. In this same interlude it doth befall

That |, one Snout by nanme, 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 Thi sby,

Di d whi sper often very secretly.

This loam this rough-cast, and this stone, doth show

That | amthat sane wall; the truth is so;

And this the cranny is, right and sinister,

Through which the fearful |overs are to whisper.
THESEUS. Woul d you desire lime and hair to speak better?
DEMETRIUS. It is the wittiest partition that ever | heard

di scourse, ny lord.

Ent er PYRAMUS

THESEUS. Pyranus draws near the wall; silence.

PYRAMUS. O grimlook'd night! O night with hue so bl ack!



O ni ght, which ever art when day is not!

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

| fear ny Thisby's pronmise is forgot!

And thou, Owall, O sweet, Olovely wall,

That stand' st between her father's ground and mi ne;

Thou wall, Owall, O sweet and lovely wall,

Show nme thy chink, to blink through with m ne eyne.

[WALL hol ds up his fingers]

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

But what see what see |? No Thisby do | see.

O wi cked wall, through whom | see no bliss,

Curs'd he thy stones for thus deceiving ne!
THESEUS. The wal |, nethinks, 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 I amto spy her through the wall.

You shall see it will fall pat as | told you; yonder she cones.

Ent er THI SBY

THI SBY. Owall, full often hast thou beard my npans,
For parting ny fair Pyramus and ne!
My cherry lips have often kiss'd thy stones,
Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.
PYRAMJUS. | see a voice; noww ll | to the chink,
To spy an | can hear ny Thisby's face.
Thi sby!
THI SBY. My love! thou art ny love, | think.
PYRAMUS. Think what thou wilt, | amthy | over's grace;
And like Linmander am | trusty still.
THI SBY. And | like Helen, till the Fates ne kill.
PYRAMUS. Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true.
THI SBY. As Shafalus to Procrus, | to you.

PYRAMUS. O, kiss nme through the hole of this vile wall.



THI SBY. | kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all
PYRAMUS. WIt thou at Ninny's tonmb neet me straightway?
THI SBY. Tide life, tide death, | come w thout delay.
Exeunt PYRAMUS and THI SBY
WALL. Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so;

And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. Exit WALL
THESEUS. Now i s the noon used between the two nei ghbours.
DEMETRIUS. No renmedy, ny lord, when walls are so wilful to hear

wi t hout war ni ng.

H PPOLYTA. 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 anmend them

H PPOLYTA. It nust be your inagination then, and not theirs.

THESEUS. 1f we inmagine no worse of themthan they of thenselves,
they may pass for excellent nen. Here cone two noble beasts in, a

man and a |ion.

Enter LI ON and MOONSH NE

LI ON. You, |adies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear

The smal | est nonstrous nouse that creeps on floor

May now, perchance, both quake and trenbl e here,

When lion rough in wldest rage doth roar

Then know that | as Snug the joiner am

Alion fell, nor else no lion's dam

For, if | should as lion come in strife

Into this place, "twere pity on nmy life.
THESEUS. A very gentle beast, and of a good conscience.
DEMETRI US. The very best at a beast, my lord, that e er | saw
LYSANDER. This lion is a very fox for his val our
THESEUS. True; and a goose for his discretion
DEMETRI US. Not so, ny lord; for his valour cannot carry his

di scretion, and the fox carries the goose.



THESEUS. Hi s discretion, | amsure, cannot carry his valour; for
the goose carries not the fox. It is well. Leave it to his
di scretion, and let us listen to the Mon.

MOONSHI NE. This | anthorn doth the horned noon present-

DEMETRI US. He shoul d have worn the horns on his head.

THESEUS. He is no crescent, and his horns are invisible within the
ci rcunf erence.

MOONSHI NE. This | anthorn doth the horned noon present;

Myself the Man i' th' Moon do seemto be.

THESEUS. This is the greatest error of all the rest; the nan should
be put into the lantern. Howis it else the man i' th' noon?

DEMETRI US. He dares not cone there for the candle; for, you see, it
is already in snuff.

H PPCLYTA. | am aweary of this noon. Wuld he woul d change!

THESEUS. 1t appears, by his small |ight of discretion, that he is
in the wane; but yet, in courtesy, in all reason, we nust stay
the tine.

LYSANDER. Proceed, Moon.

MOON. All that | have to say is to tell you that the lanthorn is
the moon; |, the Man i" th' Moon; this thorn-bush, my thorn-bush;
and this dog, ny dog.

DEMETRI US. Why, all these should be in the lantern; for all these

are in the noon. But silence; here cones Thisby.

Re-enter TH SBY

THI SBY. This is old Ninny's tonb. Were is nmy |ove?

LION. [Roaring] O [ THI SBY runs of f]

DEMETRI US. Wl | roar'd, Lion.

THESEUS. Wl | run, Thisby.

H PPCLYTA. Well shone, Mion. Truly, the noon shines with a good
grace. [The LION tears THI SBY'S Mantl e, and exit]

THESEUS. Wl | nous'd, Lion.



Re- ent er PYRAMUS

DEMETRI US. And then cane Pyranus.
LYSANDER. And so the lion vanish'd.
PYRAMUS. Sweet Mbon, | thank thee for thy sunny beans;
I thank thee, Moon, for shining now so bright;
For, by thy gracious golden, glittering gl eans,
I trust to take of truest Thisby sight.
But stay, O spite!
But mark, poor knight,
What dreadful dole is here!
Eyes, do you see?
How can it he?
O dai nty duck! O dear
Thy mant| e good,
What! stain'd with bl ood?
Approach, ye Furies fell.
O Fates! come, coneg,
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 nan | ook sad.
H PPCLYTA. Beshrew my heart, but | pity the man.
PYRAMUS. O wherefore, Nature, didst thou lions frane?
Since lion vile hath here deflower'd ny dear
Whi ch is- no, no- which was the fairest danme
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that |ook'd with cheer
Come, tears, confound;
Qut, sword, and wound
The pap of Pyranus;
Ay, that left pap

Where heart doth hop. [ Stabs hinsel f]



Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.
Now am | dead,
Now am | fl ed;
My soul is in the sky.
Tongue, lose thy light;
Moon, take thy flight. [ Exit MOONSHI NE]
Now die, die, die, die, die. [ Di es]
DEMETRIUS. No die, but an ace, for him for he is but one.
LYSANDER. Less than an ace, man; for he is dead; he is nothing.
THESEUS. Wth the help of a surgeon he might yet recover and yet
prove an ass.
H PPCLYTA. How chance Moonshine is gone before Thisby cones back

and finds her |over?

Re-enter TH SBY

THESEUS. She will find himby starlight. Here she cones; and her
passi on ends the play.

H PPCLYTA. Met hi nks she should not use a |long one for such a
Pyramus; | hope she will be brief.

DEMETRIUS. A note will turn the bal ance, which Pyranus, which
Thisby, is the better- he for a nan, God warrant us: She for a
wonman, God bl ess us!

LYSANDER. She hath spied himalready with those sweet eyes

DEMETRI US. And thus she npans, videlicet:-

THI SBY. Asl eep, ny | ove?

What, dead, my dove?

O Pyranus, ari se,
Speak, speak. Quite dunmb?
Dead, dead? A tonb

Must cover thy sweet eyes.
These lily I|ips,

This cherry nose,



These yel |l ow cowslip cheeks,
Are gone, are gone;
Lovers, neke noan;
Hi s eyes were green as | eeks.
O Sisters Three,
Conme, conme to ne,
Wth hands as pale as nilk;
Lay themin gore
Si nce you have shore
Wth shears his thread of silk.
Tongue, not a word.
Cone, trusty sword;
Cone, bl ade, ny breast inbrue. [ Stabs hersel f]
And farewell, friends;
Thus Thi sby ends;
Adi eu, adieu, adieu. [ Di es]

THESEUS. Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead.

DEMETRI US. Ay, and V&l | too.

BOTTOM [Starting up] No, | assure you; the wall is down that
parted their fathers. WIIl it please you to see the Epil ogue,
to hear a Bergonask dance between two of our conpany?

THESEUS. No epilogue, | pray you; for your play needs no excuse.
Never excuse; for when the players are all dead there need none
to be blamed. Marry, if he that wit it had played Pyranus, and
hang'd himself in Thisby's garter, it would have been a fine
tragedy. And so it is, truly; and very notably discharg d. But
come, your Bergonask; |et your epilogue al one. [ A dance]
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve
Lovers, to bed; 'tis alnost fairy tine.
| fear we shall out-sleep the com ng norn,

As nmuch as we this night have overwatch'd.
Thi s pal pabl e-gross play hath well beguil'd

The heavy gait of night. Sweet friends, to bed.



A fortnight hold we this solemity,

In nightly revels and new jollity.

PUCK.

OBERON.

Enter PUCK with a broom

Now t he hungry lion roars,

And the wol f behow s the noon;

Whi | st the heavy pl oughrman snores,

All with weary task fordone.

Now t he wasted brands do gl ow,

Whi | st the screech-owl, screeching I oud,

Puts the wetch that lies in woe

In remenbrance of a shroud.

Now it is the tine of night

That the graves, all gaping w de,

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,

Fol | owi ng darkness |ike a dream

Now are frolic. Not a nouse

Shal |l disturb this hall owed house.

| amsent with broom before,

To sweep the dust behind the door.

Enter OBERON and TITANIA with all

their train

Through the house give glimering |light,

By the dead and drowsy fire;

Every elf and fairy sprite

Hop as light as bird frombrier;

And this ditty, after ne,

Exeunt



TI TANI A

OBERON.

PUCK

Sing and dance it trippingly.
First, rehearse your song by rote,
To each word a warbling note;
Hand in hand, with fairy grace,

WIl we sing, and bless this place.

[ OBERON | eadi ng, the FAIRIES sing and dance]

Now, until the break of day,

Through this house each fairy stray.
To the best bride-bed will we,

Whi ch by us shall bl essed be;

And the issue there create

Ever shall be fortunate.

So shall all the couples three

Ever true in |oving be;

And the blots of Nature's hand

Shall not in their issue stand;
Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar,

Nor mark prodigious, such as are
Despised in nativity,

Shal | upon their children be.

Wth this fiel d-dew consecrate,
Every fairy take his gait,

And each several chanber bl ess,
Through this palace, with sweet peace;
And the owner of it blest

Ever shall in safety rest.

Trip away; nake no stay;

Meet ne all by break of day. Exeunt all but
If we shadows have of f ended

Think but this, and all is nended,

That you have but slunb'red here

PUCK



Wil e these visions did appear.
And this weak and idle thene,

No nore yielding but a dream
Gentl es, do not reprehend.

If you pardon, we wll nmend.

And, as | am an honest Puck,

If we have unearned | uck

Now t o scape the serpent's tongue,
We will nake anmends ere |ong;

El se the Puck a liar call.

So, good night unto you all.

G ve nme your hands, if we be friends,
And Robin shall restore anmends.

- THE END-



