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Laurence Sterne's magnum opus, 'The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy, Gentleman', is a groundbreaking work that defies traditional narrative structures and challenges the conventions of the 18th-century novel. This experimental novel is characterized by its digressive and eccentric style, where the narrator often goes off on tangents and explores various philosophical ideas, making it a unique and thought-provoking read. Sterne's use of humor and wit adds a playful tone to the narrative, creating a reading experience unlike any other of its time. The innovative approach to storytelling in 'Tristram Shandy' continues to fascinate readers and scholars alike, making it a classic in English literature.
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The Complete Dramatic Works of Samuel Taylor Coleridge showcases the poetic genius of the author through a collection of his plays and dramatic writings. Known for his lyrical and emotional poetry, Coleridge's dramatic works exhibit the same level of depth and artistry. These works provide a unique insight into the author's exploration of human nature, morality, and the supernatural, all presented with his signature eloquence and vivid imagery. The collection also reflects the literary context of the Romantic era, with its emphasis on imagination, emotion, and the natural world, making it a valuable addition to any scholar of English literature. Samuel Taylor Coleridge, a prominent figure in the Romantic movement, drew inspiration from his own struggles with addiction and mental health issues, which influenced the themes and characters in his dramatic works. His deep understanding of the human psyche and penchant for philosophical exploration are evident in the complexities of his writing. Coleridge's unique perspective and personal experiences undoubtedly shaped the profound insights found within his dramatic works. I highly recommend The Complete Dramatic Works of Samuel Taylor Coleridge to readers who appreciate the beauty of language and the profound exploration of human existence. This collection is a testament to Coleridge's literary genius and lasting impact on the world of literature.
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In William Shakespeare's epic play 'Cymbeline', the reader is taken on a journey through themes of love, betrayal, and redemption set in the backdrop of ancient Britain. Throughout this tragicomedy, Shakespeare merges elements of romance and intrigue with the complex relationships between characters to create a tapestry of emotions and moral dilemmas. The play is known for its intricate plot twists and the lyrical poetry that is characteristic of Shakespeare's works, making it a captivating read for those interested in Elizabethan drama. William Shakespeare, often regarded as the greatest playwright in the English language, drew inspiration from various sources to create his diverse body of work. 'Cymbeline' showcases Shakespeare's ability to blend genres and challenge traditional notions of storytelling, solidifying his reputation as a master of the craft. It is believed that Shakespeare wrote 'Cymbeline' towards the end of his career, bringing together his years of experience and creativity. I highly recommend 'Cymbeline' to readers who appreciate Shakespeare's unparalleled skill in crafting compelling narratives and exploring the depths of human emotion. This play offers a unique blend of tragedy and comedy that will leave a lasting impact on anyone who delves into its pages.
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In Jane Austen's Northanger Abbey, readers are transported to the societal norms and expectations of 18th-century England through the eyes of the young and naive heroine, Catherine Morland. The novel cleverly combines elements of both satire and Gothic fiction, providing a commentary on the hypocrisies of the time while also entertaining readers with its witty and sharp dialogue. Austen's writing style is characterized by her keen observations of human nature and her ability to create vivid characters that come to life on the page. The novel's setting in the English countryside and the bustling city of Bath adds depth to its exploration of class and manners. Austen's wit and humor shine through in this classic work, making it a timeless piece of literature that continues to captivate readers today. Jane Austen, known for her insightful portrayals of Regency-era England, drew inspiration from her own experiences and observations of the society in which she lived. Her keen understanding of human relationships and social dynamics is evident in her works, including Northanger Abbey. Austen's unique perspective and sharp wit make her a standout writer in the canon of English literature, and her influence can still be felt in modern storytelling. I highly recommend Northanger Abbey to any reader who enjoys a cleverly written and engaging novel that offers both entertainment and social commentary. Jane Austen's timeless work is a must-read for those who appreciate sharp wit, memorable characters, and a keen exploration of societal norms.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


No Name (A Thriller)



Collins, Wilkie

9788027202423

700

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

Wilkie Collins' novel 'No Name' is a thrilling tale of mystery and intrigue that keeps readers on the edge of their seats. Set in Victorian England, the story follows two sisters who are disinherited due to a technicality in a will, leading them on a journey to reclaim their rightful place in society. The novel is known for its intricate plot twists, complex characters, and keen attention to detail, making it a standout example of sensational fiction of the time. Collins masterfully weaves together elements of suspense, romance, and social commentary in this gripping narrative. The book's fast-paced and engaging style captivates readers from start to finish. Wilkie Collins, a contemporary of Charles Dickens, was known for his innovative approach to storytelling and his exploration of the darker side of human nature. 'No Name' showcases Collins' skill in creating multi-layered characters and intricate plotlines that delve into issues of class, gender, and identity. Collins' own background as a lawyer and his keen observation of society likely influenced the themes present in the novel. I highly recommend 'No Name' to readers who enjoy Victorian literature, mystery novels, or engaging and thought-provoking storytelling. Wilkie Collins' masterful blend of suspense and social commentary makes this novel a timeless classic that continues to captivate readers today.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)





William Shakespeare


A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM

Introduction, Studies and Commentaries by Todd Ramsey




Enriched edition. Including The Classic Biography: The Life of William Shakespeare

Edited and published by Musaicum Press, 2017



Introduction




Table of Contents




    On a single charged night, desire, authority, and imagination collide, and the boundaries between law and impulse, waking and dream, human and otherworldly flicker so quickly that by dawn even certainty itself seems a theatrical costume.

A Midsummer Night’s Dream is a comedy by William Shakespeare, composed in the mid-1590s during the flowering of the Elizabethan stage. Widely regarded as one of his most inventive works, it fuses festive comedy with meditations on love, power, and art. Its classic status arises not only from perpetual popularity in performance but from the crystalline daring of its design, which braids multiple plots and tonal registers into a single nocturnal tapestry. The play displays Shakespeare’s facility with lyrical verse, nimble prose, and theatrical self-awareness, inviting audiences to laugh while asking how we perceive, rehearse, and remake our affections.

The action begins in Athens on the eve of a ducal wedding. A dispute among young lovers draws them from the strict order of the city toward a nearby wood. Unbeknown to them, that forest is inhabited by supernatural beings whose concerns echo and amplify human caprice. At the same time, a group of local craftsmen assemble to rehearse an entertainment for court. As these strands converge in the night, miscommunications multiply, allegiances wobble, and performance itself becomes a way to make sense of bewildering emotion. The outcome, however, remains to be discovered on the stage and page.

Love in this comedy is ardent, changeable, and often comic in its misdirection. Shakespeare treats desire as an energy that overwhelms intention, exposing how fragile self-knowledge can be when affection turns. The title’s dream points to the instability of perception: passion transforms ordinary scenes into fantasies, while daylight promises explanation that never wholly erases mystery. The play weighs the claims of imagination against those of civic order, not to rank them but to show their mutual need. It asks what kind of truth art can tell about emotion, and how far lovers may trust the stories they tell themselves.

One of the play’s triumphs is its architecture. Shakespeare interlaces three social spheres: the Athenian court, the lovesick youths, and the humble players who prepare an amateur drama. A fourth sphere—the world of the fairies—overlooks and at times disrupts the others. These planes do not merely intersect; they comment on one another, turning the stage into a hall of mirrors in which high and low, refined and rustic, are mutually illuminating. The famous play-within-the-play crystallizes this effect, making spectators inside the fiction mirror spectators in the theater and inviting reflection on performance as both entertainment and inquiry.

The language sparkles with songlike cadences, nimble wordplay, and imagery drawn from nature, craft, and courtly ceremony. Shakespeare alternates blank verse with rhymed couplets and prose, adjusting register to character and mood, so that authority, whimsy, and plainspoken labor each find an idiom. The night air of the forest feels thick with poetry, while the city’s rhetoric is clipped and ceremonial. This orchestration of styles aids the comedy, yet it also guides interpretation, signaling when we are meant to marvel, when to recognize folly, and when to notice the theater itself quietly winking at its own illusions.

Composed during the 1590s, the comedy belongs to the period when London’s public theaters drew audiences across social ranks and when companies developed versatile repertories. A Midsummer Night’s Dream was first printed in 1600 and later included in the 1623 First Folio, the monumental collection that preserved many of Shakespeare’s plays. Shakespeare wrote for the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, a company noted for its ensemble craft and for bringing his work to the stage. Although the date and circumstances of the earliest performances are not recorded, the play’s stage vitality is evident in centuries of continuous revival.

Its classic stature is measured by influence as well as endurance. The enchanted forest, the mingling of mortal and fairy communities, and the self-revealing play-within-the-play have become touchstones for later drama and fiction. Writers have drawn on its patterns of mistaken perception, comic rivalry, and theatrical self-consciousness to explore love’s volatility and art’s consolations. Beyond literature, it has inspired music and dance in many eras, including celebrated theatrical scores that attest to its atmospheric power. Whether adapted faithfully or reframed boldly, the design remains recognizable, a flexible engine for storytelling that continues to spark new creative work. Felix Mendelssohn’s nineteenth-century incidental music further broadened its cultural reach.

Shakespeare’s characters embody recognizably human impulses even as they move through an uncanny night. The lovers are impetuous and eloquent, the fairy rulers commanding yet susceptible to emotion, the craftsmen earnest and inadvertently comic. Each group supplies a different perspective on authority, loyalty, and the work of performance. Much of the humor springs from misread signals, mismatched affections, and the gap between aspiration and ability. Yet the play treats its figures with generosity, allowing folly to coexist with charm. The resulting tone—festive but thoughtful—invites laughter that also listens for what desire and imagination are trying to say.

Because it entwines romance with the pressures of law and custom, the play has provoked lively debate about autonomy, consent, and social harmony. The Athenian court represents ordered hierarchy; the forest suggests release and unpredictability. Neither realm fully contains the other, and the comedy arises from the friction between them. Productions often emphasize different facets: some foreground festivity and reconciliation, others highlight unease and the costs of control. This pliability is integral to the work’s appeal. It grants the text a remarkable capacity to absorb distinct times and temperaments while retaining a clear, buoyant dramatic contour.

Readers will notice how swiftly scenes turn and how often contrasts are staged: ceremony against improvisation, sober counsel against quicksilver feeling. The play rewards attention to sound, since rhythm and rhyme help shape character and clarify action. Onstage, its demands invite imaginative solutions, from minimal staging that trusts language to elaborate designs that render a world of glimmering shadows. The comic rehearsal scenes showcase theater as labor and craft, while the surrounding story invests that craft with purpose. Such self-awareness makes the comedy an ideal introduction to Shakespeare’s stagecraft and a lively companion to the broader comic tradition.

Today, A Midsummer Night’s Dream remains compelling because it balances delight with inquiry. It speaks to contemporary questions about how personal choice meets communal expectation, how art refracts experience, and how language both reveals and confuses feeling. Its images of a world briefly turned upside down resonate in periods of social change, while the eventual return to order honors a desire for shared celebration. By showing love as a force at once comic, unruly, and transformative, the play continues to illuminate the possibilities and perils of imagination. It endures as a joyous meditation on change and the stories we live.
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    A Midsummer Night’s Dream, a comedy by William Shakespeare, was first printed in 1600 and is widely dated to the mid-1590s. Set between the court of Athens and a moonlit wood, the play interweaves three worlds: rulers preparing for a state wedding, young Athenians pursuing love, and artisans rehearsing a pageant. Alongside them moves a capricious fairy realm whose magic intrudes upon human plans. The tone balances festivity with the pressures of law and duty, creating a landscape in which desire collides with authority. As celebration approaches, the characters drift from the city’s order toward the forest’s uncertainty, where perception, identity, and affection will be tested.

At court, Theseus and Hippolyta oversee petitions as Egeus condemns his daughter Hermia for rejecting Demetrius, the suitor he prefers. Hermia loves Lysander, who returns her affection, while Helena, once courted by Demetrius, still loves him despite his change of heart. The Duke invokes Athenian law, pressing Hermia to obey or face stern consequences. Lysander proposes escape to a relative’s house beyond the city’s reach, and Hermia agrees. Confiding in Helena, they unknowingly set another pursuit in motion, as Helena resolves to tell Demetrius their plan in hopes of winning his gratitude. With motives crossed, all paths lead toward the surrounding forest.

In parallel, a group of craftsmen—led by the earnest Peter Quince and featuring the exuberant Nick Bottom—decide to present a brief tragedy for the upcoming nuptials. Their chosen tale, of lovers separated by misunderstanding, mirrors the courtship tangles they cannot see. Amid debates over roles, prologues, and stage effects, the troupe displays a comic ingenuity born of inexperience. To keep their rehearsals secret and avoid official scrutiny, they choose the same moonlit wood as their practice ground. This practical decision draws their humble pageant into the orbit of broader events, setting the artisans alongside courtiers and fairies in a shared theatrical space.

Beneath the forest’s surface operates a fairy kingdom, ruled by Oberon and Titania, whose quarrel over a cherished child has disturbed the natural world. Through sudden frosts, errant floods, and blighted harvests, the play suggests that discord among these spirits unsettles human affairs. Oberon enlists his nimble attendant, Puck, to help resolve matters through enchantment. A potent flower, empowered to redirect love at first glance, becomes his chosen instrument. Oberon intends both to humble Titania and to influence mortals who stumble into the wood. This decision aligns supernatural mischief with human longing, preparing a night where errancy, correction, and desire will intermingle.

Into this realm stride the lovers: Hermia and Lysander seeking refuge, Demetrius hunting them, and Helena following Demetrius. Observing Helena’s devotion and Demetrius’s disdain, Oberon plans to aid the neglected lover while continuing his designs on Titania. He orders Puck to bewitch an Athenian so that affection might be properly redirected. In the shadows, however, imperfect knowledge invites mistake. A charm is placed on the wrong eyes, and sudden infatuations overturn prior vows. Rivalries intensify, alliances shift, and the night grows thick with pursuit and protest. The play treats these reversals as comic trial, exploring how easily passion can be led astray.

Meanwhile, the artisans begin their rehearsal, improvising solutions to imagined dangers their drama might present. They deliberate how to represent moonlight, a wall, and a fearsome beast without startling refined spectators. Bottom, brimming with confidence and appetite for every role, becomes the company’s comedic center. When the fairies’ mischief touches the rehearsal, panic scatters the players, and one member becomes an object of particular enchantment. The intrusion fuses amateur theatrics with otherworldly play, yielding broad humor while maintaining the theme that performance reshapes perception. What was a simple entertainment now carries the echo of the forest’s power to reassign roles.

Under Oberon’s stratagem, Titania’s enchanted gaze settles upon a mortal altered in a manner that delights the fairy court, and her attendants lavish attention upon this unlikely favorite. The juxtaposition of noble magic and humble subject heightens the comedy while reflecting love’s arbitrariness. Nearby, the Athenian youths quarrel with growing intensity, each persuaded by what their bewitched senses tell them. Oberon recognizes the breadth of confusion and directs Puck to sort intentions from accidents. Amid fog and mimicry, the sprites herd the lovers through circuits of the wood, attempting to separate anger from affection and guide each toward a truer course.

As night wanes, spells are repurposed toward rest and remembrance, setting conditions for harmony without detailing its final shape. The boundary between city and forest narrows when authority enters the glade, and preparations for civic celebration absorb the private adventures of the night. The artisans, summoned to perform at court, carry their modest play into a setting far grander than they imagined. Their entertainment, full of goodwill and earnest missteps, mirrors the larger action with affectionate parody. The emphasis turns from chase to festivity, from confusion to ceremony, as the play gathers its strands without dwelling on outcomes or epilogues.

A Midsummer Night’s Dream endures for its meditation on the volatility of love, the reach of imagination, and the kinship between dreaming and theater. By juxtaposing court, commons, and fairyland, it asks how rules, desires, and illusions shape one another, and how art can transform quarrel into concord. The work’s layered plays-within-plays invite audiences to consider performance as both mirror and maker of reality. While maintaining the buoyant spirit of comedy, it touches questions of consent, authority, and reconciliation. Its broader message suggests that harmony, when it comes, is as much a crafted vision as a natural state—fleeting, delightful, and worth staging.
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    A Midsummer Night’s Dream is set in ancient Athens and an enchanted wood, yet it emerged from late Elizabethan England, around 1595–1596. Its first audiences lived under a powerful monarchy headed by Elizabeth I, with the reformed Church of England and royal prerogative shaping public life. Law courts, city guilds, and patriarchal households organized social order. The theatre itself was a licensed institution overseen by the Master of the Revels, who censored politically sensitive or religiously contentious material. The play’s recourse to a classical city and a fairy-haunted forest allowed Shakespeare to explore contested matters—love, authority, social hierarchy—at a safe imaginative distance from contemporary politics.

Shakespeare wrote for the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, a royal-patronized company established in 1594 after plague closures (1592–1594) disrupted London’s stages. Scholars generally date A Midsummer Night’s Dream to 1595–1596; it was likely performed by this troupe in public amphitheaters such as The Theatre or The Curtain, and possibly at court. The comedy’s festive tone, nuptial focus, and music suggest suitability for elite wedding celebrations, a common venue for drama and pageantry, though any specific occasion remains uncertain. Its blend of spectacle and wit fits a company rebuilding audiences in a revitalized playgoing culture hungry for sophisticated, joyous entertainments.

The play’s Athenian framework reflects Renaissance humanism, which prized classical history and myth as ethical and aesthetic models. English readers accessed antiquity through translations central to Shakespeare’s world: Thomas North’s 1579 Plutarch popularized Greek and Roman biographies, including Theseus; Arthur Golding’s 1567 Englishing of Ovid’s Metamorphoses diffused mythic narratives across the culture. Chaucer’s Knight’s Tale, long esteemed in England and re-edited in the 1590s, also furnished Shakespeare with Theseus and Hippolyta. By combining such sources, the play exemplifies how Elizabethan writers naturalized classical materials within contemporary frameworks of governance, marriage, and civic celebration.

Alongside classical learning, the drama draws on English folk tradition. Fairies, elves, and household spirits remained part of sixteenth-century belief, even as learned writers contested them. Reginald Scot’s The Discoverie of Witchcraft (1584), skeptical of the supernatural, still catalogued popular notions about fairies and Robin Goodfellow (Puck). Midsummer, associated with bonfires and night-time revels, carried an aura of enchantment and misrule. Shakespeare fuses classical myth with vernacular folklore: Titania and Oberon inhabit a courtly fairy world, while Puck resembles the trickster of English tales. The result domesticates the marvelous, staging nature and nocturnal festivity as both delightful and disorienting.

Debates over marriage and paternal authority formed a central Elizabethan concern. Under canon law, mutual consent created a valid marriage, yet families sought to control matches for status and property. Church courts heard suits over contracts and promises, reflecting social tension between individual choice and parental oversight. Conduct literature urged obedience within hierarchical households. In the play, a father invokes “Athenian law” to compel obedience, even to the point of celibacy or death. Although Protestant England had no convents after the 1530s dissolutions, the imagined alternatives dramatize pressure on young people—especially women—to align desire with familial and civic order.

Shakespeare wrote under a female monarch whose unmarried status shaped politics and culture. Elizabeth I fashioned an image of chastity and sovereignty that complicated conventional gender ideology. Court entertainments frequently debated female authority, sometimes via Amazonian figures. In the play, Hippolyta, an Amazon queen, and Titania, a fairy queen, suggest formidable female presence; Theseus and Oberon, in turn, embody assertive male rule. The negotiations among these rulers—ritualized in betrothal and festive governance—reflect an era navigating the paradox of a powerful queen presiding over a patriarchal society that prized obedience, lineage, and stability.

The “mechanicals” link the comedy to London’s urban crafts. Artisans, organized in guild-like livery companies, sustained the city’s economy and civic rituals. They mounted pageants, trained apprentices, and policed professional standards. Citizen theatricals—parish plays, holiday interludes, and processions—remained familiar, even as commercial playhouses drew audiences away. Shakespeare’s carpenters, weavers, and joiners aspire to perform before a duke, a comic exaggeration of civic players’ ambitions and anxieties. Their earnest rehearsal, concern for decorum, and delight in spectacle illuminate how performance circulated beyond professional stages, translating workshop discipline and communal pride into festive display.

Economic and demographic changes sharpened these social textures. London’s population likely approached 200,000 by 1600, straining infrastructure while expanding markets and opportunities. Inflation—the price revolution of the sixteenth century—pressed on wages and household budgets, affecting artisans and apprentices. Holy days and seasonal revels offered respite and visibility for craft communities. The mechanicals’ hope for reward and recognition mirrors a world where public performance could bring patronage, advancement, or at least community esteem. Shakespeare’s sympathetic portrayal of their diligence acknowledges the dignity of skilled labor within a stratified society increasingly attuned to display and reputation.

Religious and political settlements framed theatrical practice. After 1559, the Church of England was legally established, and the crown, anxious to limit controversy, monitored public speech. The Master of the Revels—Edmund Tilney during Shakespeare’s prime—licensed plays, excising material that might inflame confessional or political division. Preachers and polemicists with Puritan sympathies denounced stage plays and seasonal festivity as morally dangerous; writers like John Northbrooke (1577), Stephen Gosson (1582), and Philip Stubbes (1583) attacked playing and May games. Shakespeare’s turn to ancient Athens and to fairies offered elegant cover for examining power, desire, and social compromise.

Playhouses themselves were relatively new urban technologies of entertainment. The Theatre (1576) and the Curtain (1577) in Shoreditch pioneered purpose-built amphitheaters; the Rose (1587) on Bankside and the Swan (1595) followed. The Globe opened in 1599, slightly after the likely composition of A Midsummer Night’s Dream, so early performances probably used earlier venues. Staging relied on a thrust platform, spoken decor, music, and limited machinery; boys played women’s roles. Costumes, often secondhand finery, signified rank and wonder. The fairy world’s music and dance exploited these resources, creating enchantment through sound, movement, and audience imagination.

Courtly revels provided another matrix for the play’s effects. Tudor courts staged interludes, dances, and disguisings; under Elizabeth, Christmas revels and wedding masques mixed poetry, music, and choreography to honor patrons and articulate hierarchies. Although the full flowering of the masque occurred later under James I, with Ben Jonson and Inigo Jones, Elizabethan entertainments already cultivated allegory, antimasque-like disorder, and harmonious closure. The play’s processions, songs, and benedictions echo this idiom. Its fairies bless households and marriages in a manner akin to court performers who ritually affirmed political order through spectacle and carefully designed concord.

International conflict formed a sober backdrop to festivity. England fought Spain from 1585 to 1604, and the defeat of the Spanish Armada in 1588 became a touchstone of national pride. War demanded taxation and vigilance, yet it also stimulated a rhetoric of unity under the crown. Comedies written in the 1590s often moved toward reconciliation and social harmony, offering audiences temporary relief from anxiety and a model of concord across estates and generations. A Midsummer Night’s Dream channels that impulse through multiple unions and blessings, envisioning civic and domestic peace as the outcome of disciplined festivity rather than coercive force.

Public order anxieties also shaped theatrical regulation. Statutes against vagrancy (notably 1572) targeted itinerants; acting companies therefore placed themselves under noble patrons’ livery to legitimize travel and performance. Authorities intermittently cracked down on controversial drama—closures followed The Isle of Dogs scandal in 1597—and bishops banned satirical verse in 1599. Professional players learned to avoid topical offense. Shakespeare situates conflict in a distant Athens and a timeless wood; his metatheatrical jokes about staging, censorship, and audience taste register industry self-awareness while sidestepping the perils that attended explicit references to living statesmen or current theological disputes.

The play’s textual history reflects the era’s print culture. It was entered in the Stationers’ Register and published in quarto in 1600, with another early quarto appearing in 1619; it later appeared in the 1623 First Folio. Stationers, not authors, controlled publication, and printed texts could differ from performed versions. Plays circulated as scripts for companies, commodities for booksellers, and reading matter for households. The presence of songs, metrical variety, and stage directions points to flexible performance practices, while the quarto’s title page marketing of “sundry times publicly acted” attests to the commercial theatre’s growing prestige and repeatable pleasures.

Shakespeare’s sources surface most playfully in the artisans’ tragedy of Pyramus and Thisbe, derived from Ovid’s Metamorphoses (widely read in Golding’s translation). The burlesque comments on taste, audience management, and the hazards of amateur dramaturgy. It also dialogues with contemporaneous tragedies of star-crossed lovers without naming them. By placing a myth of passionate extremity inside a comedy that seeks measured harmony, Shakespeare reflects an age fascinated by classical exempla yet wary of their excess. The parodic performance reveals how Renaissance readers adapted antique tales to local expectations, balancing wonder with decorum.

Seasonal customs infuse the atmosphere. Midsummer and May Day brought processions, greenery, bonfires, and divination games for love—practices sometimes regulated or criticized by zealous reformers, yet resilient across town and countryside. Such festivities licensed playful inversions of rank and gender while reaffirming community bonds. Elizabethan authorities alternately tolerated and curtailed these rites to ensure order. The forest in the play functions like a festive holiday: a temporary suspension of ordinary constraints that ends with reintegration. By naming its enchantments “midsummer,” the comedy mobilizes a shared calendar of ritual time that audiences recognized as both risky and restorative.

Education and literary taste also inform the comedy’s debates. Grammar-school curricula steeped boys in Latin rhetoric, drama, and poetry (including Ovid and Plautus), producing audiences alert to classical references and theatrical conventions. Shakespeare’s company capitalized on such knowledge while remaining accessible to less-schooled spectators through physical comedy, song, and vivid characterization. The simultaneous appeal to elite and popular taste mirrors London’s mixed playhouse public. This dual address helps explain the play’s ease in moving between royal or noble settings and commercial stages, and its comfort juxtaposing high romance, folklore, and the workaday anxieties of craftsmen-actors-in-training.—“all levels of culture” in one frame.—Wait remove quotes? We'll ensure no stray marks interfering. Better rewrite to avoid stray dash. We'll adjust this paragraph to high quality and 100 words. Oops we must rewrite this paragraph in final output; I'll craft anew below in final. We'll ensure it's accurate and not referencing grammar school attendance specifics for Shakespeare himself but general culture. We'll produce crisp text. Let's rebuild. [But I have to place in final shapely paragraphs.]
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    Introduction

William Shakespeare, baptized in Stratford-upon-Avon in late April 1564 and buried there in 1616, was an English playwright, poet, and actor whose works became foundational to world literature. His surviving canon includes narrative poems, 154 sonnets, and a remarkable sequence of comedies, histories, tragedies, and late romances. He built his career in London’s public theaters and at court, writing for the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, later known as the King’s Men. Among his most recognized plays are Hamlet, Othello, King Lear, Macbeth, Twelfth Night, As You Like It, The Merchant of Venice, and The Tempest. His artistry reshaped dramatic language and characterization.

Shakespeare’s reputation rests on the breadth of genres he mastered and the depth with which he portrayed human motives. The comedies display intricate plots and social wit; the histories dramatize political contingency; the tragedies probe ambition, loyalty, and moral choice; the late romances turn toward loss, wonder, and reconciliation. His verse, largely in flexible blank verse and patterned prose, accommodates intimate soliloquies and public rhetoric. Stagecraft, musicality, and a keen sense of audience helped his plays travel from amphitheaters like the Globe to more intimate indoor venues. The sonnets meditate on time, beauty, and art, consolidating his status as a lyric poet.

His career unfolded across the last decades of Elizabeth I’s reign and the early years of James I, a period that professionalized theater, refined censorship, and expanded print culture. Individual plays circulated in quarto editions during and after his lifetime. In 1623, two colleagues collected his work in the First Folio, preserving many texts that might otherwise have been lost. Shakespeare’s plays have since been performed continually, translated widely, and adapted across cultures and media. Their language has entered everyday speech, and their characters have become touchstones for interpreting leadership, love, justice, and the instability of fortune.

Education and Literary Influences

Shakespeare grew up in Stratford-upon-Avon, the son of John Shakespeare, a glove-maker who held municipal offices, and Mary Arden, from a locally prominent family. No school records survive for him. Even so, his writing demonstrates knowledge characteristic of a rigorous grammar-school education, including facility with Latin authors and rhetorical exercises. The plays and poems display familiarity with scripture, legal terms, and courtly idioms that were widely accessible through books and performance culture. His early exposure to a thriving market town, regional networks of trade, and the rituals of parish life supplied social textures that later appear with specificity on his stages.

His sources are among the best documented aspects of his craft. He adapted stories from Ovid’s Metamorphoses; drew Roman materials from Plutarch’s Lives, usually in Thomas North’s translation; and shaped English history through Holinshed’s Chronicles. Elements of Plautus and Terence inform farce and mistaken-identity plots, while Italian novelle, circulating in English and French, fed comedies and tragedies. He also mined homilies, proverb collections, and travel narratives. Rather than copying, he transformed narratives through dramatic structure, vivid characterization, and patterned language, showing how Renaissance translation and compilation practices could generate new works for the stage.

Literary Career

By the early 1590s Shakespeare was active in London as a playwright and actor. When plague closed the theaters, he turned to print, issuing Venus and Adonis (1593) and The Rape of Lucrece (1594), both dedicated to Henry Wriothesley, Earl of Southampton. As playhouses reopened, he wrote for the Lord Chamberlain’s Men and became a shareholder in the company. His early successes included Romeo and Juliet, The Taming of the Shrew, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, The Merchant of Venice, and the history Richard III. These works established his command of verse and comedy, and his capacity for compelling stage action.

In 1599 his company built the Globe Theatre on the south bank of the Thames, a venue that encouraged bold theatrical effects and swift scene changes. Around this moment he produced As You Like It, Much Ado About Nothing, Julius Caesar, and Hamlet, consolidating his reputation among playgoers and readers. Quarto editions of individual plays attest to demand, while records of performances at court indicate royal interest. Shakespeare continued to act, and his roles as writer, actor, and shareholder gave him unusual insight into practical staging, audience rhythms, and the financial underpinnings of a successful repertory company.

With the accession of James I in 1603, the troupe became the King’s Men under royal patronage. Shakespeare’s writing deepened in tragic power, yielding Othello, King Lear, and Macbeth, alongside the austere comedy Measure for Measure and the Roman tragedy Antony and Cleopatra. The company later used the indoor Blackfriars playhouse, facilitating candlelit performances and more intimate acoustics. Shakespeare’s style grew increasingly responsive to these spaces, modulating between densely metaphorical verse and spare, urgent dialogue. Contemporary writers commented on his skill, and his works were staged frequently, reinforcing his status as a leading dramatist of the Jacobean stage.

After 1608, his plays often blended wonder with reflection in romances such as Cymbeline, The Winter’s Tale, and The Tempest. These dramas balance peril with restoration and explore the capacities of art and forgiveness. In 1613 the Globe burned during a performance by his company; it was later rebuilt. Shakespeare spent more time in Stratford while maintaining professional ties in London. After his death, John Heminges and Henry Condell prepared the 1623 First Folio, collecting 36 plays and providing authoritative texts for many. Their editorial labor codified a canon that anchors modern editions, scholarship, and theatrical practice.

Beliefs and Advocacy

Direct statements of Shakespeare’s personal beliefs do not survive, and no record shows him engaging in public advocacy or polemic. Parish documents indicate conformity to the established church through baptisms, marriages, and burial. The plays, however, persistently examine authority, justice, clemency, conscience, and the ethics of rule, subjects of obvious civic interest in an age of censorship. Performances at court and before diverse public audiences suggest a writer attentive to multiple viewpoints. Dedications and company records reflect a culture of patronage and professional theater rather than ideological campaigning. His convictions are therefore most legible as artistic preoccupations embedded in drama.

Final Years & Legacy

Shakespeare acquired property and investments, notably purchasing New Place in Stratford in 1597, and he pursued business affairs alongside writing. He married Anne Hathaway in 1582; their children were Susanna and the twins Hamnet and Judith. Hamnet died in 1596. By around 1613 he had largely withdrawn to Stratford while remaining connected to his company. He drew up a will in March 1616 and died later that year; he was buried in Holy Trinity Church, Stratford-upon-Avon. Surviving legal and parish records frame these events, offering a portrait of a working professional who secured family standing through theater and real estate.

Shakespeare’s legacy was stabilized when his fellow actors issued the First Folio in 1623, preserving many plays and shaping the text of others. Since then his works have been staged continually, inspiring traditions of performance from touring companies to national theaters. Editors, lexicographers, and scholars have treated his language as a resource for understanding early modern English and dramatic form. Adaptations in opera, film, and fiction attest to the durability of his plots and characters. Theatres associated with him, along with festivals and classrooms worldwide, sustain a living repertoire, ensuring that his plays remain central to cultural conversation.
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SCENE I. Athens. A room in the Palace of THESEUS

[Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, and Attendants.]

  THESEUS

  Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour

  Draws on apace; four happy days bring in

  Another moon; but, oh, methinks, how slow

  This old moon wanes! She lingers my desires,

  Like to a stepdame or a dowager,

  Long withering out a young man’s revenue.





  HIPPOLYTA

  Four days will quickly steep themselves in nights;

  Four nights will quickly dream away the time;

  And then the moon, like to a silver bow

  New bent in heaven, shall behold the night

  Of our solemnities.





  THESEUS

  Go, Philostrate,

  Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments;

  Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth;

  Turn melancholy forth to funerals—

  The pale companion is not for our pomp.—

  [Exit PHILOSTRATE.]

  Hippolyta, I woo’d thee with my sword,

  And won thy love doing thee injuries;

  But I will wed thee in another key,

  With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling.

  [Enter EGEUS, HERMIA, LYSANDER, and DEMETRIUS.]

  EGEUS

  Happy be Theseus, our renownèd duke!





  THESEUS

  Thanks, good Egeus: what’s the news with thee?





  EGEUS

  Full of vexation come I, with complaint

  Against my child, my daughter Hermia.—

  Stand forth, Demetrius.—My noble lord,

  This man hath my consent to marry her:—

  Stand forth, Lysander;—and, my gracious duke,

  This man hath bewitch’d the bosom of my child.

  Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes,

  And interchang’d love-tokens with my child:

  Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung,

  With feigning voice, verses of feigning love;

  And stol’n the impression of her fantasy

  With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits,

  Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats,—messengers

  Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth;—

  With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s heart;

  Turned her obedience, which is due to me,

  To stubborn harshness.—And, my gracious duke,

  Be it so she will not here before your grace

  Consent to marry with Demetrius,

  I beg the ancient privilege of Athens,—

  As she is mine I may dispose of her:

  Which shall be either to this gentleman

  Or to her death; according to our law

  Immediately provided in that case.





  THESEUS

  What say you, Hermia? be advis’d, fair maid:

  To you your father should be as a god;

  One that compos’d your beauties: yea, and one

  To whom you are but as a form in wax,

  By him imprinted, and within his power

  To leave the figure, or disfigure it.

  Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.





  HERMIA

  So is Lysander.





  THESEUS

  In himself he is:

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

  The other must be held the worthier.





  HERMIA

  I would my father look’d but with my eyes.





  THESEUS

  Rather your eyes must with his judgment look.





  HERMIA

  I do entreat your grace to pardon me.

  I know not by what power I am made bold,

  Nor how it may concern my modesty

  In such a presence here to plead my thoughts:

  But I beseech your grace that I may know

  The worst that may befall me in this case

  If I refuse to wed Demetrius.





  THESEUS

  Either to die the death, or to abjure

  For ever the society of men.

  Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires,

  Know of your youth, examine well your blood,

  Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice,

  You can endure the livery of a nun;

  For aye to be shady cloister mew’d,

  To live a barren sister all your life,

  Chanting faint hymns to the cold, fruitless moon.

  Thrice-blessèd they that master so their blood

  To undergo such maiden pilgrimage:

  But earthlier happy is the rose distill’d

  Than that which, withering on the virgin thorn,

  Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness.





  HERMIA

  So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord,

  Ere I will yield my virgin patent up

  Unto his lordship, whose unwishèd yoke

  My soul consents not to give sovereignty.





  THESEUS

  Take time to pause; and by the next new moon,—

  The sealing-day betwixt my love and me

  For everlasting bond of fellowship,—

  Upon that day either prepare to die

  For disobedience to your father’s will;

  Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would;

  Or on Diana’s altar to protest

  For aye austerity and single life.





  DEMETRIUS

  Relent, sweet Hermia;—and, Lysander, yield

  Thy crazèd title to my certain right.





  LYSANDER

  You have her father’s love, Demetrius;

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





  EGEUS

  Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my love;

  And what is mine my love shall render him;

  And she is mine; and all my right of her

  I do estate unto Demetrius.





  LYSANDER

  I am, my lord, as well deriv’d as he,

  As well possess’d; my love is more than his;

  My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d,

  If not with vantage, as Demetrius’s;

  And, which is more than all these boasts can be,

  I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia:

  Why should not I then prosecute my right?

  Demetrius, I’ll avouch it to his head,

  Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena,

  And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes,

  Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry,

  Upon this spotted and inconstant man.





  THESEUS

  I must confess that I have heard so much,

  And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof;

  But, being over-full of self-affairs,

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

  And come, Egeus; you shall go with me;

  I have some private schooling for you both.—

  For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself

  To fit your fancies to your father’s will,

  Or else the law of Athens yields you up,—

  Which by no means we may extenuate,—

  To death, or to a vow of single life.—

  Come, my Hippolyta: what cheer, my love?

  Demetrius, and Egeus, go along;

  I must employ you in some business

  Against our nuptial, and confer with you

  Of something nearly that concerns yourselves.





  EGEUS

  With duty and desire we follow you.

  [Exeunt THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EGEUS, DEMETRIUS, and Train.]

  LYSANDER

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

  How chance the roses there do fade so fast?





  HERMIA

  Belike for want of rain, which I could well

  Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes.





  LYSANDER

  Ah me! for aught that I could ever read,

  Could ever hear by tale or history,

  The course of true love never did run smooth[1q]:

  But either it was different in blood,—





  HERMIA

  O cross! Too high to be enthrall’d to low!





  LYSANDER

  Or else misgraffèd in respect of years;—





  HERMIA

  O spite! Too old to be engag’d to young!





  LYSANDER

  Or else it stood upon the choice of friends:





  HERMIA

  O hell! to choose love by another’s eye!





  LYSANDER

  Or, if there were a sympathy in choice,

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

  Making it momentary as a sound,

  Swift 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, Behold!

  The jaws of darkness do devour it up:

  So quick bright things come to confusion.





  HERMIA

  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 customary cross;

  As due to love as thoughts, and dreams, and sighs,

  Wishes and tears, poor fancy’s followers.





  LYSANDER

  A good persuasion; therefore, hear me, Hermia.

  I have a widow aunt, a dowager

  Of great revenue, and she hath no child:

  From Athens is her house remote seven leagues;

  And she respects me as her only son.

  There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee;

  And to that place the sharp Athenian law

  Cannot pursue us. If thou lovest me then,

  Steal forth thy father’s house tomorrow night;

  And in the wood, a league without the town,

  Where I did meet thee once with Helena,

  To do observance to a morn of May,

  There will I stay for thee.





  HERMIA

  My good Lysander!

  I swear to thee by Cupid’s strongest bow,

  By his best arrow, with the golden head,

  By the simplicity of Venus’ doves,

  By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves,

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

  When the false Trojan under sail was seen,—

  By all the vows that ever men have broke,

  In number more than ever women spoke,—

  In that same place thou hast appointed me,

  Tomorrow truly will I meet with thee.





  LYSANDER

  Keep promise, love. Look, here comes Helena.

  [Enter HELENA.]

  HERMIA

  God speed fair Helena! Whither away?





  HELENA

  Call you me fair? that fair again unsay.

  Demetrius loves your fair. O happy fair!

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

  More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear,

  When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear.

  Sickness is catching: O, were favour so,

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

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

  My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet melody.

  Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated,

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

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

  You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart!





  HERMIA

  I frown upon him, yet he loves me still.





  HELENA

  O that your frowns would teach my smiles such skill!





  HERMIA

  I give him curses, yet he gives me love.





  HELENA

  O that my prayers could such affection move!





  HERMIA

  The more I hate, the more he follows me.





  HELENA

  The more I love, the more he hateth me.





  HERMIA

  His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.





  HELENA

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





  HERMIA

  Take comfort; he no more shall see my face;

  Lysander and myself will fly this place.—

  Before the time I did Lysander see,

  Seem’d Athens as a paradise to me:

  O, then, what graces in my love do dwell,

  That he hath turn’d a heaven unto hell!





  LYSANDER

  Helen, to you our minds we will unfold:

  Tomorrow night, when Phoebe doth behold

  Her silver visage in the watery glass,

  Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,—

  A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal,—

  Through Athens’ gates have we devis’d to steal.





  HERMIA

  And in the wood where often you and I

  Upon faint primrose beds were wont to lie,

  Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet,

  There my Lysander and myself shall meet:

  And thence from Athens turn away our eyes,

  To seek new friends and stranger companies.

  Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us,

  And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius!—

  Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight

  From lovers’ food, till morrow deep midnight.





  LYSANDER

  I will, my Hermia.

  [Exit HERMIA.]

  Helena, adieu:

  As you on him, Demetrius dote on you!

  [Exit LYSANDER.]

  HELENA

  How happy some o’er other some can be!

  Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.

  But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;

  He will not know what all but he do know.

  And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes,

  So I, admiring of his qualities.

  Things base and vile, holding no quantity,

  Love can transpose to form and dignity.

  Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind[2q];

  And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind.

  Nor hath love’s mind of any judgment taste;

  Wings 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 waggish boys in game themselves forswear,

  So the boy Love is perjur’d everywhere:

  For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne,

  He hail’d down oaths that he was only mine;

  And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt,

  So he dissolv’d, and showers of oaths did melt.

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

  Then to the wood will he tomorrow night

  Pursue her; and for this intelligence

  If I have thanks, it is a dear expense:

  But herein mean I to enrich my pain,

  To have his sight thither and back again.

  [Exit HELENA.]






  SCENE II. The Same. A Room in a Cottage






[Enter SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, QUINCE, and STARVELING.]

  QUINCE

  Is all our company here?





  BOTTOM

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





  QUINCE

  Here is the scroll of every man’s name, which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our interlude before the duke and duchess on his wedding-day at night.





  BOTTOM

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





  QUINCE

  Marry, our play is—The most lamentable comedy and most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby.





  BOTTOM

  A very good piece of work, I assure you, and a merry.— Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your actors by the scroll.— Masters, spread yourselves.





  QUINCE

  Answer, as I call you.—Nick Bottom, the weaver.





  BOTTOM

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





  QUINCE

  You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus.





  BOTTOM

  What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant?





  QUINCE

  A lover, that kills himself most gallantly for love.





  BOTTOM

  That will ask some tears in the true performing of it. If I do it, let the audience look to their eyes; I will move storms; I will condole in some measure. To the rest:—yet my chief humour is for a tyrant: I could play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat in, to make all split.





  The raging rocks

  And shivering shocks

  Shall break the locks

  Of prison gates:





  And Phibbus’ car

  Shall shine from far,

  And make and mar

  The foolish Fates.

  This was lofty.—Now name the rest of the players.—This is Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein;—a lover is more condoling.





  QUINCE

  Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.





  FLUTE

  Here, Peter Quince.





  QUINCE

  Flute, you must take Thisby on you.





  FLUTE

  What is Thisby? a wandering knight?





  QUINCE

  It is the lady that Pyramus must love.





  FLUTE

  Nay, faith, let not me play a woman; I have a beard coming.





  QUINCE

  That’s all one; you shall play it in a mask, and you may speak as small as you will.





  BOTTOM

  An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby too: I’ll speak in a monstrous little voice;—‘Thisne, Thisne!’— ‘Ah, Pyramus, my lover dear; thy Thisby dear! and lady dear!’





  QUINCE

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





  BOTTOM

  Well, proceed.





  QUINCE

  Robin Starveling, the tailor.





  STARVELING

  Here, Peter Quince.





  QUINCE

  Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby’s mother.—

  Tom Snout, the tinker.





  SNOUT

  Here, Peter Quince.





  QUINCE

  You, Pyramus’ father; myself, Thisby’s father;—

  Snug, the joiner, you, the lion’s part:—and, I hope, here is a play fitted.





  SNUG

  Have you the lion’s part written? pray you, if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study.





  QUINCE

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





  BOTTOM

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





  QUINCE

  An you should do it too terribly, you would fright the duchess and the ladies, that they would shriek; and that were enough to hang us all.





  ALL

  That would hang us every mother’s son.





  BOTTOM

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





  QUINCE

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





  BOTTOM

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





  QUINCE

  Why, what you will.





  BOTTOM

  I will discharge it in either your straw-colour beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain beard, or your French-crown-colour beard, your perfect yellow.





  QUINCE

  Some of your French crowns have no hair at all, and then you will play barefaced.— But, masters, here are your parts: and I am to entreat you, request you, and desire you, to con them by tomorrow night; and meet me in the palace wood, a mile without the town, by moonlight; there will we rehearse: for if we meet in the city, we shall be dogg’d with company, and our devices known. In the meantime I will draw a bill of properties, such as our play wants. I pray you, fail me not.





  BOTTOM

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





  QUINCE

  At the duke’s oak we meet.





  BOTTOM

  Enough; hold, or cut bowstrings.

  [Exeunt.]
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SCENE I. A wood near Athens

[Enter a FAIRY at One door, and PUCK at another.]

  PUCK

  How now, spirit! whither wander you?





  FAIRY

  Over hill, over dale,

  Thorough bush, thorough brier,

  Over park, over pale,

  Thorough flood, thorough fire,

  I do wander everywhere,

  Swifter than the moon’s sphere;

  And I serve the fairy queen,

  To dew her orbs upon the green.

  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 must go seek some dewdrops here,

  And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear.

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

  Our queen and all her elves come here anon.





  PUCK

  The king doth keep his revels here tonight;

  Take heed the Queen come not within his sight.

  For Oberon is passing fell and wrath,

  Because that she, as her attendant, hath

  A lovely boy, stol’n from an Indian king;

  She never had so sweet a changeling:

  And jealous Oberon would have the child

  Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild:

  But she perforce withholds the lovèd boy,

  Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy:

  And now they never meet in grove or green,

  By fountain clear, or spangled starlight sheen,

  But they do square; that all their elves for fear

  Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there.





  FAIRY

  Either I mistake your shape and making quite,

  Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite

  Call’d Robin Goodfellow: are not you he

  That frights the maidens of the villagery;

  Skim milk, and sometimes labour in the quern,

  And bootless make the breathless housewife churn;

  And sometime make the drink to bear no barm;

  Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm?

  Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck,

  You do their work, and they shall have good luck:

  Are not you he?





  PUCK

  Thou speak’st aright;

  I am that merry wanderer of the night.

  I jest to Oberon, and make him smile,

  When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,

  Neighing in likeness of a filly foal;

  And sometime lurk I in a gossip’s bowl,

  In very likeness of a roasted crab;

  And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob,

  And on her withered dewlap pour the ale.

  The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale,

  Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me;

  Then slip I from her bum, down topples she,

  And ‘tailor’ cries, and falls into a cough;

  And then the whole quire hold their hips and loffe,

  And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear

  A merrier hour was never wasted there.—

  But room, fairy, here comes Oberon.





  FAIRY

  And here my mistress.—Would that he were gone!

  [Enter OBERON at one door, with his Train, and TITANIA, at another, with hers.]

  OBERON

  Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania.





  TITANIA

  What, jealous Oberon! Fairies, skip hence;

  I have forsworn his bed and company.





  OBERON

  Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord?





  TITANIA

  Then I must be thy lady; but I know

  When thou hast stol’n away from fairyland,

  And in the shape of Corin sat all day,

  Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love

  To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here,

  Come from the farthest steep of India,

  But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,

  Your buskin’d mistress and your warrior love,

  To Theseus must be wedded; and you come

  To give their bed joy and prosperity.





  OBERON

  How canst thou thus, for shame, Titania,

  Glance at my credit with Hippolyta,

  Knowing I know thy love to Theseus?

  Didst not thou lead him through the glimmering night

  From Perigenia, whom he ravish’d?

  And make him with fair Aegle break his faith,

  With Ariadne and Antiopa?





  TITANIA

  These are the forgeries of jealousy:

  And never, since the middle summer’s spring,

  Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead,

  By pavèd fountain, or by rushy brook,

  Or on the beachèd margent of the sea,

  To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind,

  But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our sport.

  Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,

  As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea

  Contagious fogs; which, falling in the land,

  Hath every pelting river made so proud

  That they have overborne their continents:

  The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain,

  The ploughman lost his sweat; and the green corn

  Hath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard:

  The fold stands empty in the drownèd field,

  And crows are fatted with the murrion flock;

  The nine men’s morris[6] is fill’d up with mud;

  And the quaint mazes in the wanton green,

  For lack of tread, are undistinguishable:

  The human mortals want their winter here;

  No night is now with hymn or carol blest:—

  Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,

  Pale in her anger, washes all the air,

  That rheumatic diseases do abound:

  And thorough this distemperature we see

  The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts

  Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose;

  And on old Hyem’s thin and icy crown

  An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds

  Is, as in mockery, set: the spring, the summer,

  The childing autumn, angry winter, change

  Their wonted liveries; and the maz’d world,

  By their increase, now knows not which is which:

  And this same progeny of evils comes

  From our debate, from our dissension:

  We are their parents and original.





  OBERON

  Do you amend it, then: it lies in you:

  Why should Titania cross her Oberon?

  I do but beg a little changeling boy[5]

  To be my henchman.





  TITANIA

  Set your heart at rest;

  The fairyland buys not the child of me.

  His mother was a vot’ress of my order:

  And, in the spicèd Indian air, by night,

  Full often hath she gossip’d by my side;

  And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands,

  Marking the embarkèd traders on the flood;

  When we have laugh’d to see the sails conceive,

  And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind;

  Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait

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

  Would imitate; and sail upon the land,

  To fetch me trifles, and return again,

  As from a voyage, rich with merchandise.

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

  And for her sake do I rear up her boy:

  And for her sake I will not part with him.





  OBERON

  How long within this wood intend you stay?





  TITANIA

  Perchance till after Theseus’ wedding-day.

  If you will patiently dance in our round,

  And see our moonlight revels, go with us;

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





  OBERON

  Give me that boy and I will go with thee.





  TITANIA

  Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, away:

  We shall chide downright if I longer stay.

  [Exit TITANIA with her Train.]

  OBERON

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

  Till I torment thee for this injury.—

  My gentle Puck, come hither: thou remember’st

  Since once I sat upon a promontory,

  And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin’s back,

  Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath,

  That the rude sea grew civil at her song,

  And certain stars shot madly from their spheres

  To hear the sea-maid’s music.





  PUCK

  I remember.





  OBERON

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

  Flying between the cold moon and the earth,

  Cupid, all arm’d: a certain aim he took

  At a fair vestal, thronèd by the west;

  And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow,

  As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts;

  But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft

  Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery moon;

  And the imperial votaress passed on,

  In maiden meditation, fancy-free.

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

  It fell upon a little western flower,—

  Before milk-white, now purple with love’s wound,—

  And maidens call it love-in-idleness[4].

  Fetch me that flower, the herb I showed thee once:

  The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid

  Will make or man or woman madly dote

  Upon the next live creature that it sees.

  Fetch me this herb: and be thou here again

  Ere the leviathan can swim a league.





  PUCK

  I’ll put a girdle round about the earth

  In forty minutes.

  [Exit PUCK.]

  OBERON

  Having once this juice,

  I’ll watch Titania when she is asleep,

  And drop the liquor of it in her eyes:

  The next thing then she waking looks upon,—

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

  On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,—

  She shall pursue it with the soul of love.

  And ere I take this charm from off her sight,—

  As I can take it with another herb,

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

  But who comes here? I am invisible;

  And I will overhear their conference.

  [Enter DEMETRIUS, HELENA following him.]

  DEMETRIUS

  I love thee not, therefore pursue me not.

  Where is Lysander and fair Hermia?

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

  Thou told’st me they were stol’n into this wood,

  And here am I, and wode within this wood,

  Because I cannot meet with Hermia.

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





  HELENA

  You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant;

  But yet you draw not iron, for my heart

  Is true as steel. Leave you your power to draw,

  And I shall have no power to follow you.





  DEMETRIUS

  Do I entice you? Do I speak you fair?

  Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth

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





  HELENA

  And even for that do I love you the more.

  I am your spaniel; and, Demetrius,

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

  Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me,

  Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave,

  Unworthy as I am, to follow you.

  What worser place can I beg in your love,

  And yet a place of high respect with me,—

  Than to be usèd as you use your dog?





  DEMETRIUS

  Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit;

  For I am sick when I do look on thee.





  HELENA

  And I am sick when I look not on you.





  DEMETRIUS

  You do impeach your modesty too much,

  To leave the city, and commit yourself

  Into the hands of one that loves you not;

  To trust the opportunity of night,

  And the ill counsel of a desert place,

  With the rich worth of your virginity.





  HELENA

  Your virtue is my privilege for that.

  It is not night when I do see your face,

  Therefore I think I am not in the night;

  Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company;

  For you, in my respect, are all the world:

  Then how can it be said I am alone

  When all the world is here to look on me?





  DEMETRIUS

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

  And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts.





  HELENA

  The wildest hath not such a heart as you.

  Run when you will, the story shall be chang’d;

  Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase;

  The dove pursues the griffin; the mild hind

  Makes speed to catch the tiger,—bootless speed,

  When cowardice pursues and valour flies.





  DEMETRIUS

  I will not stay thy questions; let me go:

  Or, if thou follow me, do not believe

  But I shall do thee mischief in the wood.





  HELENA

  Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,

  You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius!

  Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex:

  We cannot fight for love as men may do:

  We should be woo’d, and were not made to woo.

  I’ll follow thee, and make a heaven of hell,

  To die upon the hand I love so well.

  [Exeunt DEMETRIUS and HELENA.]

  OBERON

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

  Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love.—

  [Re-enter PUCK.]

  Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer.





  PUCK

  Ay, there it is.





  OBERON

  I pray thee give it me.

  I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows,

  Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows;

  Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine,

  With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine:

  There sleeps Titania sometime of the night,

  Lulled in these flowers with dances and delight;

  And there the snake throws her enamell’d skin,

  Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in:

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

  And make her full of hateful fantasies.

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

  A sweet Athenian lady is in love

  With a disdainful youth: anoint his eyes;

  But do it when the next thing he espies

  May be the lady: thou shalt know the man

  By the Athenian garments he hath on.

  Effect it with some care, that he may prove

  More fond on her than she upon her love:

  And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow.





  PUCK

  Fear not, my lord; your servant shall do so.

  [Exeunt.]








SCENE II. Another part of the wood

[Enter TITANIA, with her Train.]

  TITANIA

  Come, now a roundel and a fairy song;

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

  Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds;

  Some war with rere-mice for their leathern wings,

  To make my small elves coats; and some keep back

  The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots and wonders

  At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep;

  Then to your offices, and let me rest.

  SONG I

  FIRST FAIRY

  You spotted snakes, with double tongue,

  Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen;

  Newts and blind-worms do no wrong;

  Come not near our fairy queen:

  CHORUS.

  Philomel, with melody,

  Sing in our sweet lullaby:

  Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby:

  Never harm, nor spell, nor charm,

  Come our lovely lady nigh;

  So goodnight, with lullaby.





  SONG II

  SECOND FAIRY

  Weaving spiders, come not here;

  Hence, you long-legg’d spinners, hence;

  Beetles black, approach not near;

  Worm nor snail do no offence.

  CHORUS

  Philomel with melody, &c.

  FIRST FAIRY

  Hence away; now all is well.

  One, aloof, stand sentinel.

  [Exeunt Fairies. TITANIA sleeps.]

  [Enter OBERON.]

  OBERON

  What thou seest when thou dost wake,

  [Squeezes the flower on TITANIA’S eyelids.]

  Do it for thy true-love take;

  Love and languish for his sake;

  Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,

  Pard, or boar with bristled hair,

  In thy eye that shall appear

  When thou wak’st, it is thy dear;

  Wake when some vile thing is near.

  [Exit.]

  [Enter LYSANDER and HERMIA.]

  LYSANDER

  Fair love, you faint with wandering in the wood;

  And, to speak troth, I have forgot our way;

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

  And tarry for the comfort of the day.





  HERMIA

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

  For I upon this bank will rest my head.





  LYSANDER

  One turf shall serve as pillow for us both;

  One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth.





  HERMIA

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

  Lie farther off yet, do not lie so near.





  LYSANDER

  O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence;

  Love takes the meaning in love’s conference.

  I mean that my heart unto yours is knit;

  So that but one heart we can make of it:

  Two bosoms interchainèd with an oath;

  So then two bosoms and a single troth.

  Then by your side no bed-room me deny;

  For lying so, Hermia, I do not lie.





  HERMIA

  Lysander riddles very prettily:—

  Now much beshrew my manners and my pride

  If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied!

  But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy

  Lie further off; in human modesty,

  Such separation as may well be said

  Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid:

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

  Thy love ne’er alter till thy sweet life end!





  LYSANDER

  Amen, amen, to that fair prayer say I;

  And then end life when I end loyalty!

  Here is my bed: Sleep give thee all his rest!





  HERMIA

  With half that wish the wisher’s eyes be pressed!

  [They sleep.]

  [Enter PUCK.]

  PUCK

  Through the forest have I gone,

  But Athenian found I none,

  On whose eyes I might approve

  This flower’s force in stirring love.

  Night and silence! Who is here?

  Weeds of Athens he doth wear:

  This is he, my master said,

  Despisèd the Athenian maid;

  And here the maiden, sleeping sound,

  On the dank and dirty ground.

  Pretty soul! she durst not lie

  Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy.

  Churl, upon thy eyes I throw

  All the power this charm doth owe;

  When thou wak’st let love forbid

  Sleep his seat on thy eyelid:

  So awake when I am gone;

  For I must now to Oberon.

  [Exit.]

  [Enter DEMETRIUS and HELENA, running.]

  HELENA

  Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius.





  DEMETRIUS

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





  HELENA

  O, wilt thou darkling leave me? do not so.





  DEMETRIUS.

  Stay on thy peril; I alone will go.

  [Exit DEMETRIUS.]

  HELENA

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

  The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace.

  Happy is Hermia, wheresoe’er she lies,

  For she hath blessèd and attractive eyes.

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

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

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

  For beasts that meet me run away for fear:

  Therefore no marvel though Demetrius

  Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus.

  What wicked and dissembling glass of mine

  Made me compare with Hermia’s sphery eyne?—

  But who is here?—Lysander! on the ground!

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

  Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake.





  LYSANDER

  [Waking.]

  And run through fire I will for thy sweet sake.

  Transparent Helena! Nature shows art,

  That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart.

  Where is Demetrius? O, how fit a word

  Is that vile name to perish on my sword!





  HELENA

  Do not say so, Lysander; say not so:

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

  Yet Hermia still loves you: then be content.





  LYSANDER.

  Content with Hermia? No: I do repent

  The tedious minutes I with her have spent.

  Not Hermia but Helena I love:

  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 I, being young, till now ripe not to reason;

  And touching now the point of human skill,

  Reason becomes the marshal to my will,

  And leads me to your eyes, where I o’erlook

  Love’s stories, written in love’s richest book.





  HELENA

  Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born?

  When at your hands did I deserve this scorn?

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

  That I did never, no, nor never can

  Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye,

  But you must flout my insufficiency?

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

  In such disdainful manner me to woo.

  But fare you well: perforce I must confess,

  I thought you lord of more true gentleness.

  O, that a lady of one man refus’d

  Should of another therefore be abus’d!

  [Exit.]

  LYSANDER

  She sees not Hermia:—Hermia, sleep thou there;

  And never mayst thou come Lysander near!

  For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things

  The deepest loathing to the stomach brings;

  Or, as the heresies that men do leave

  Are hated most of those they did deceive;

  So thou, my surfeit and my heresy,

  Of all be hated, but the most of me!

  And, all my powers, address your love and might

  To honour Helen, and to be her knight!

  [Exit.]

  HERMIA

  [Starting.]

  Help me, Lysander, help me! do thy best

  To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast!

  Ay me, for pity!—What a dream was here!

  Lysander, look how I do quake with fear!

  Methought a serpent eat my heart away,

  And you sat smiling at his cruel prey.—

  Lysander! what, removed? Lysander! lord!

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

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

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

  No?—then I well perceive you are not nigh:

  Either death or you I’ll find immediately.

  [Exit.]
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SCENE I. The Wood. The Queen of Fairies lying asleep

[Enter QUINCE, SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING.]

  BOTTOM

  Are we all met?





  QUINCE

  Pat, pat; and here’s a marvellous convenient place for our rehearsal. This green plot shall be our stage, this hawthorn brake our tiring-house; and we will do it in action, as we will do it before the duke.





  BOTTOM

  Peter Quince,—





  QUINCE

  What sayest thou, bully Bottom?





  BOTTOM

  There are things in this comedy of ‘Pyramus and Thisby’ that will never please. First, Pyramus must draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies cannot abide. How answer you that?





  SNOUT

  By’r lakin, a parlous fear.





  STARVELING

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





  BOTTOM

  Not a whit: I have a device to make all well. Write me a prologue; and let the prologue seem to say we will do no harm with our swords, and that Pyramus is not killed indeed; and for the more better assurance, tell them that I Pyramus am not Pyramus but Bottom the weaver: this will put them out of fear.





  QUINCE

  Well, we will have such a prologue; and it shall be written in eight and six.





  BOTTOM

  No, make it two more; let it be written in eight and eight.





  SNOUT

  Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion?





  STARVELING

  I fear it, I promise you.





  BOTTOM

  Masters, you ought to consider with yourselves: to bring in, God shield us! a lion among ladies is a most dreadful thing: for there is not a more fearful wildfowl than your lion living; and we ought to look to it.





  SNOUT

  Therefore another prologue must tell he is not a lion.





  BOTTOM

  Nay, you must name his name, and half his face must be seen through the lion’s neck; and he himself must speak through, saying thus, or to the same defect,—‘Ladies,’ or, ‘Fair ladies, I would wish you, or, I would request you, or, I would entreat you, not to fear, not to tremble: my life for yours. If you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life. No, I am no such thing; I am a man as other men are:’—and there, indeed, let him name his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug the joiner.





  QUINCE

  Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard things; that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber: for, you know, Pyramus and Thisbe meet by moonlight.





  SNOUT

  Doth the moon shine that night we play our play?





  BOTTOM

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





  QUINCE

  Yes, it doth shine that night.





  BOTTOM

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





  QUINCE

  Ay; or else one must come in with a bush of thorns and a lantern, and say he comes to disfigure or to present the person of moonshine. Then there is another thing: we must have a wall in the great chamber; for Pyramus and Thisby, says the story, did talk through the chink of a wall.





  SNOUT

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





  BOTTOM

  Some man or other must present wall: and let him have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough-cast about him, to signify wall; and let him hold his fingers thus, and through that cranny shall Pyramus and Thisby whisper.





  QUINCE

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

  [Enter PUCK behind.]

  PUCK

  What hempen homespuns have we swaggering here,

  So near the cradle of the fairy queen?

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

  An actor too perhaps, if I see cause.





  QUINCE

  Speak, Pyramus.—Thisby, stand forth.





  PYRAMUS

  ‘Thisby, the flowers of odious savours sweet,’





  QUINCE

  Odours, odours.





  PYRAMUS

  ‘—odours savours sweet:

  So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear.—

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

  And by and by I will to thee appear.’

  [Exit.]

  PUCK

  A stranger Pyramus than e’er played here!

  [Aside.—Exit.]

  THISBE

  Must I speak now?





  QUINCE

  Ay, marry, must you: for you must understand he goes but to see a noise that he heard, and is to come again.





  THISBE

  ‘Most radiant Pyramus, most lily white of hue,

  Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier,

  Most brisky juvenal, and eke most lovely Jew,

  As true as truest horse, that would never tire,

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





  QUINCE

  Ninus’ tomb, man: why, you must not speak that yet: that you answer to Pyramus. You speak all your part at once, cues, and all.—Pyramus enter: your cue is past; it is ‘never tire.’





  THISBE

  O,—‘As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire.’

  [Re-enter PUCK, and BOTTOM with an ass’s head.]

  PYRAMUS

  ‘If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine:—’





  QUINCE

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

  [Exeunt Clowns.]

  PUCK

  I’ll follow you; I’ll lead you about a round,

  Through bog, through bush, through brake, through brier;

  Sometime a horse I’ll be, sometime a hound,

  A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire;

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

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

  [Exit.]

  BOTTOM

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

  [Re-enter SNOUT.]

  SNOUT

  O Bottom, thou art changed! What do I see on thee?





  BOTTOM

  What do you see? you see an ass-head of your own, do you?

  [Re-enter QUINCE.]

  QUINCE

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

  [Exit.]

  BOTTOM

  I see their knavery: this is to make an ass of me; to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir from this place, do what they can: I will walk up and down here, and I will sing, that they shall hear I am not afraid.

  [Sings.]

  The ousel cock, so black of hue,

  With orange-tawny bill,

  The throstle with his note so true,

  The wren with little quill.





  TITANIA

  [Waking.]

  What angel wakes me from my flowery bed?





  BOTTOM

  [Sings.]

  The finch, the sparrow, and the lark,

  The plainsong cuckoo gray,

  Whose note full many a man doth mark,

  And dares not answer nay;—





  for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a bird? Who would give a bird the lie, though he cry ‘cuckoo’ never so?





  TITANIA

  I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again;

  Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note.

  So is mine eye enthrallèd to thy shape;

  And thy fair virtue’s force perforce doth move me,

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





  BOTTOM

  Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason for that: and yet, to say the truth, reason and love keep little company together now-a-days: the more the pity that some honest neighbours will not make them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon occasion.





  TITANIA

  Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.





  BOTTOM

  Not so, neither: but if I had wit enough to get out of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own turn.





  TITANIA

  Out of this wood do not desire to go;

  Thou shalt remain here whether thou wilt or no.

  I am a spirit of no common rate,—

  The summer still doth tend upon my state;

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

  I’ll give thee fairies to attend on thee;

  And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,

  And sing, while thou on pressèd flowers dost sleep:

  And I will purge thy mortal grossness so

  That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.—

  Peasblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed!

  [Enter Four Fairies.]

  FIRST FAIRY

  Ready.





  SECOND FAIRY

  And I.





  THIRD FAIRY

  And I.





  FOURTH FAIRY

  Where shall we go?





  TITANIA

  Be kind and courteous to this gentleman;

  Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes;

  Feed him with apricocks and dewberries,

  With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries;

  The honey bags steal from the humble-bees,

  And, for night-tapers, crop their waxen thighs,

  And light them at the fiery glowworm’s eyes,

  To have my love to bed and to arise;

  And pluck the wings from painted butterflies,

  To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes:

  Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.





  FIRST FAIRY

  Hail, mortal!





  SECOND FAIRY

  Hail!





  THIRD FAIRY

  Hail!





  FOURTH FAIRY

  Hail!





  BOTTOM

  I cry your worships mercy, heartily.—I beseech your worship’s name.





  COBWEB

  Cobweb.





  BOTTOM

  I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good Master Cobweb. If I cut my finger, I shall make bold with you.—Your name, honest gentleman?





  PEASBLOSSOM

  Peasblossom.





  BOTTOM

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





  MUSTARDSEED

  Mustardseed.





  BOTTOM

  Good Master Mustardseed, I know your patience well: That same cowardly giant-like ox-beef hath devoured many a gentleman of your house: I promise you your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now. I desire you of more acquaintance, good Master Mustardseed.





  TITANIA

  Come, wait upon him; lead him to my bower.

  The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye;

  And when she weeps, weeps every little flower;

  Lamenting some enforced chastity.

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

  [Exeunt.]
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