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  INTRODUCTION




  Consider the plot. In Athens, Girl 1 loves Boy 1, but her father commands her to marry Boy 2, whom she refuses. The Duke of Athens orders Girl 1 to obey her father and marry

  Boy 2, on pain of death or exile to a nunnery. Girl 2, who is Girl 1’s best friend, loves Boy 2. But Boy 2, who once professed love for Girl 2, insists he now prefers Girl 1. Girl 1 and Boy 1

  abscond to a wood near the city, where the Duke’s remit does not run, to effect the forbidden marriage. Girl 2 hears of the plan from Girl 1 and tells Boy 2, who pursues Girl 1 to the wood to

  prevent the marriage. Girl 2 follows Boy 2 to the wood, in which an argumentative Fairy King and Queen interfere in the relationships between the Girls and Boys. After magical mishaps and bizarre

  encounters with a theatrical troupe who happen to be in the wood to rehearse a play they are putting on for the Duke of Athens’s forthcoming wedding, Girls, Boys and Fairies are all

  reconciled. Girl 1’s father and the Duke forgive the elopers, and there are marriages for the 1s and the 2s as well as the Duke.




  Small wonder that Boy 1, Lysander, tells Girl 1, Hermia, in the opening scene of A Midsummer Night’s Dream that:




  

    

      

        The course of true love never did run smooth


      


    


  




  Were an outline of such a play presented to a theatre producer at any time, let alone in Elizabethan London at the zenith of English drama, the author could surely be expected to get short

  shrift. To quote indeed from the script of A Midsummer Night’s Dream itself:




  

    

      

        This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard.


      


    


  




  So what on earth is it that makes this extraordinary entertainment the best-known and arguably the best-loved of all Shakespeare’s comedies? Reading the play now, more than

  four centuries after it was written, the fog soon lifts. The play is a triumph of the imagination, and concerns the most enduring of all dramatic themes, love and marriage. Written in the most

  delightful poetry, incorporating a lot of sexy innuendo and more than a sprinkling of fairy dust, it has all the ingredients of a hit in any age.




  A Midsummer Night’s Dream is, as far as scholars have discovered over a very long period of research to date, an original work of art. Written in 1595 or 1596, in the same period

  that Shakespeare penned Richard II and Romeo and Juliet, both with distinctly derivative storylines, the fantasy appears to be entirely its author’s invention.




  There are some traceable references, of course. Theseus is the hero of Greek legend who succeeded his father Aegeus as king of Athens following adventures such as the killing of the Minotaur.

  Theseus also conquered the Amazons, whose queen Hippolyta he carried off. Note that Shakespeare gives the name Egeus to the father of Hermia, rather than of Theseus. This might betray a gap in the

  Bard’s acquaintance with mythology (Ben Jonson famously remarked that his friend and rival’s classical knowledge consisted of ‘small Latin and less Greek’), or it might be a

  clever reference to another Theseus legend, that the hero was the son not of mortal Aegeus but of the sea god Poseidon. Either way, Shakespeare will have taken the references from a popular book

  published in 1579, The Lives of the Noble Grecians and Romanes by Sir Thomas North. It was a vivid translation of an epic work by the Greek-born biographer and philosopher Plutarch,

  Parallel Lives, written in the first-century AD. Numerous characters and plot strands were borrowed by Shakespeare for his plays from this source.




  Chaucer’s The Knight’s Tale, one of the Canterbury Tales of about 1378, is also reckoned a source by scholars, as the tale concerns the rivalry in tournament

  between two prisoners of Theseus for the hand of Emilia, Hippolyta’s sister. Shakespeare evidently had access to an edition of the tale in The Workes of Geffrey Chaucer published in

  1579, drawing on some of the language for A Midsummer Night’s Dream as well as the characters of Theseus and Hippolyta.




  A few other characters are believed to have been influenced by earlier sources. Oberon might be inspired by The Boke of Duke Huon of Burdeuxe, a 1534 translation by Lord Berners, and

  The XI Books of the Golden Asse by Apuleius, translated in 1566 by William Adlington. According to the British Library, this ‘provided Shakespeare with some aspects of Bottom’s

  transformation with an Ass’s head, and Titania’s infatuation with him.’ The library also mentions The Discovery of Witchcraft by Reginald Scot of 1584 in relation to

  Bottom’s transformation, and as a source for the character of Robin Goodfellow, or Puck.




  Other names in the cast that might be familiar from elsewhere include Helena, the legendary beauty of Greek myth once carried off by Theseus but better known for another abduction that

  precipitated the Trojan War. Lysander is a more substantial figure, whose place in Athenian history was that of Spartan victor over Athens in the Pelopponesian War that ended in 404 BC.




  The principal theme of love and marriage in the play, of course, requires no such scholarly attribution. It is as old as the ancient Babylonian myth of Pyramus and Thisbe (Shakespeare

  knew it from Ovid’s Metamporhosis) that gets such a mangling from Bottom and his fellow ‘rude mechanicals’ as the play-within-the-play rehearsed in the wood and performed

  at the Duke’s nuptials.




  It is likely that A Midsummer Night’s Dream was itself originally written as a wedding entertainment. The probable occasion was the marriage of Elizabeth Carey at the Blackfriars,

  London, home of her father Sir George Carey in 1596. The groom was Thomas, the son of Lord Berkeley. Sir George’s father Henry, the first Lord Hunsdon, had been Lord Chamberlain to Queen

  Elizabeth and patron of the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, the theatre company for which Shakespeare wrote most of his plays as well as working as an actor. In that same year of 1596, Henry died and

  Sir George succeeded him in both roles.




  By 1600 when the first quarto edition (a book formed of four-page sections each made from twice-folded single sheets) was published, A Midsummer Night’s Dream was already known to

  wider audiences. As the title page of the quarto mentions, the play ‘hath been sundry times publickley acted’ by the Lord Chamberlain’s Men. On New Year’s Day 1604, probably

  in front of the new monarch, King James I, the play was performed at court.




  Is the play more than a mere entertainment? The drama has been exhaustively deconstructed by students of literature, with every kind of metaphor attributed to the story and its setting, the

  sexual ambiguity of the fairies, the real-life-versus-dream-life duality symbolised by Athens and the moonlit wood, and so on. Of all Shakespeare’s plays, this is the one most open to

  interpretation by directors and performers – and most vulnerable, inevitably, to every kind of wild distortion, extension and abuse. This makes a convincing argument for reading the play. On

  the page, it is an easy, lyrical extended poem with a lot of cheerful jokes, a good deal of thought-provoking dialogue, and a narrative direction that is by no means tortuous or bizarre. It is

  short, too, at only about 17,000 words; Romeo and Juliet, for example, has a script half as long again.




  Naturally enough, the play has been much adapted to dance and musical productions. One of the earliest surviving reviews came from the pen of Samuel Pepys, who went to a performance in 1662:

  ‘To the King’s Theatre, where we saw “A Midsummer Night’s Dream” which I had never seen before nor shall ever again, for it is the most insipid ridiculous play that I

  ever saw in my life. I saw, I confess, some good dancing and some handsome women, which was all my pleasure.’




  Fast forward to 2009, when a reviewer for The Guardian, Lyn Gardner, had little better to say of a rather extended production at London’s Novello Theatre: ‘It is not

  Shakespeare’s script that ensures this evening lasts for over three hours, but all the spurious comic business that has been imposed upon it. If they would cut the jokes and just tell the

  story, it would be half as long and twice as funny.’




  In the time between, adaptations of the play have had some notable successes. Composer Henry Purcell used the story for his musical masque The Fairy Queen in 1692; it received only one

  performance before Purcell’s untimely death in 1695, but was triumphantly revived early in the twentiethth century when a lost manuscript was discovered. It remains one of great highlights of

  English Baroque music, and the frequent performances have been widely recorded.




  But the music most closely associated with A Midsummer Night’s Dream is the overture written by German composer Felix Mendelssohn in 1826 (when he was aged just 16) and the

  further incidental music composed in 1842. The play, unperformed in its original form since the seventeenth century, was much revived on the London stage in the Victorian era, and in continental

  Europe, with large casts of up to a hundred including troupes of dancers. Full orchestras were regularly employed, and the Mendelssohn overture and incidental music almost invariably featured. The

  famous Wedding March from the piece became not just an integral part of the play, but de rigueur as the recessional for wedding ceremonies – a custom still very much alive for marriages in

  church and elsewhere today.




  In the twentieth century, the Austrian theatre manager Max Reinhardt put A Midsummer Night’s Dream on the world map. He staged numerous spectacular productions in Germany and in

  London between 1905 and 1934 before taking the play to the Hollywood Bowl in California, where its success convinced Warner Brothers to commission a movie. The only leading members of the stage

  cast to star in the film were Olivia de Havilland as Hermia and Mickey Rooney as Puck, but they were joined for the screen version by Hollywood legends Dick Powell as Lysander, and James Cagney as

  Bottom.




  The modern era for the play arguably begins with Peter Brook’s seminal production of 1970 for the Royal Shakespeare Company at Stratford-upon-Avon. In a controversial staging, Brook

  exchanged the moonlit wood for three stark white walls rising from a white floor; the set was equipped rather like a gymnasium, with ladders, scaffolds and platforms on which the fairies performed

  circus-style acts of juggling and acrobatics, even trapeze flying. Clive Barnes of the New York Times, then the most influential theatre critic in the English-speaking world, was dazzled

  at the opening night: ‘Brook has approached the play with a radiant innocence. He has treated the script as if it had just been written and sent to him through the mail ... He sees the play

  for what it is – an allegory of sensual love, and a magic playground of lost innocence and hidden fears. Love in Shakespeare comes as suddenly as death, and when Shakespeare’s people

  love they are all but consumed with sexual passion.’




  In another unconventional move, Brook cast Theseus and Oberon, Hippolyta and Titania, and Philostrate and Puck as dual roles. In each pairing, the latter fairy role represented the dream life of

  the former flesh-and-blood character. It presented little in the way of practical difficulty, as none of the twinned roles is called to appear on stage at the same time. Can Shakespeare have

  intended that it should be cast in this way? It seems more than possible, and many directors have since have employed the double approach. Bearing in mind that the play was very likely written for

  performance in a private house, the saving on cast numbers may have been in Shakespeare’s mind as well as the opportunity to draw parallels between the spiritual and temporal aspects of the

  same characters.




  In our own time, productions of the play have given more and more emphasis to the sexual politics of the theme. The strand of Helena’s rejected love for Demetrius is irresistible in the

  feminist (or even post-feminist) context, as the scorned beauty with the name of the most desirable woman in the world, pleads with her lost lover:




  

    

      

        I am your spaniel; and Demetrius,




        The more you beat me, I will fawn on you


      


    


  




  But the role is not an entirely abject one. As Helena observes with a ruefulness that must strike a chord today much as it will have done in Tudor times:




  

    

      

        We cannot fight for love as men may do.


      


    


  




  In the last fifty years or so, the play has been adapted by George Balanchine for the New York City Ballet and by John Neumeier for the Bolshoi. The opera by Benjamin Britten and Peter Pears had

  its debut in 1960, and in 2005 the BBC broadcast an adaptation set in a contemporary holiday camp. Disney made an animated version featuring Mickey and Minnie Mouse with Donald and Daisy Duck as

  the young lovers, and the Disney Channel adapted the theme of the play for its blockbuster High School Musical 2 of 2007, complete with a topical drama-within-the-drama, A Midsummer

  Night’s Talent Show.




  There have been several major film versions. The 1968 production by Peter Hall with the Royal Shakespeare Company is remembered for an all-star cast, some remarkably underdressed, in particular

  Judi Dench as Titania. Helen Mirren and Diana Rigg played Hermia and Helena, and Ian Holm starred as Puck. In 1999, Hollywood finally returned to the theme with a production featuring Annie Friel

  and Calista Flockhart, Dominic West and Christian Bale as the young lovers. Rupert Everett and Michelle Pfeiffer played Oberon and Titania.




  The future for this infinitely adaptable drama looks assured. Its themes are eternal, its characters, though perhaps now quaint, are enduring, and its potential for spectacular presentation in

  the age of computer-generated special effects will no doubt be realised soon enough.




  As to William Shakespeare’s intentions, the philosophical meaning of A Midsummer Night’s Dream remains as tantalisingly mysterious as ever. Prosaic Bottom, awaking after his

  bewildering dalliance with Titania, is not such an ass when he wonders at it all, but decides not to try too hard to make sense of it.




  

    

      

        I have had a dream, past the wit of man to say what dream it was:




        man is but an ass, if he go about to expound this dream.
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      BOTTOM I cry your worships mercy heartily.


    


  




  







  A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM




  DRAMATIS PERSONAE




  THESEUS, Duke of Athens.




  EGEUS, father to Hermia.
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  PHILOSTRATE, master of the revels to Theseus.




  QUINCE, a carpenter.




  SNUG, a joiner.




  BOTTOM, a weaver.




  FLUTE, a bellows-mender.




  SNOUT, a tinker.




  STARVELING, a tailor.




  HIPPOLYTA, queen of the Amazons, betrothed to Theseus.




  HERMIA, daughter to Egeus, in love with Lysander.




  HELENA, in love with Demetrius.




  OBERON, king of the fairies.




  TITANIA, queen of the fairies.




  PUCK, or Robin Goodfellow.
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  Other FAIRIES attending their KING and QUEEN. ATTENDANTS on THESEUS and HIPPOLYTA.




  SCENE — Athens, and a wood near it.
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      HIPPOLYTA Four nights will quickly dream away the time.


    


  




  ACT I




  SCENE I




  Athens. The palace of THESEUS.




  Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, and ATTENDANTS.




  THESEUS




  Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour




  Draws on apace; four happy days bring in




  Another moon: but, O, methinks, how slow




  This old moon wanes! she lingers my desires




  Like to a step-dame, or a dowager,




  Long withering out a young man’s revenue.




  HIPPOLYTA




  Four days will quickly steep themselves in night;




  Four nights will quickly dream away the time;




  And then the moon, like to a silver bow




  New-bent in heaven, shall behold the night




  Of our solemnities.




  THESEUS




  Go, Philostrate,




  Stir up 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 and his daughter HERMIA, LYSANDER, and DEMETRIUS.




  EGEUS




  Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke!




  THESEUS




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




  EGEUS




  Full of vexation come I, with complaint




  Against my child, my daughter Hermia.




  Stand forth, Demetrius. My noble lord,




  This man hath my consent to marry her.




  Stand forth, Lysander: and, my gracious duke,




  This hath bewitch’d the bosom of my child: —




  Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rimes,




  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, gauds, conceits,




  Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, — messengers




  Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth:




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




  Turn’d her obedience, which is due to me,




  To stubborn harshness: — and, my gracious duke,




  Be it so she will not here before your Grace




  Consent to marry with Demetrius,




  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 judgement 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 in shady cloister mew’d,




  To live a barren sister all your life,




  Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon.




  Thrice-blessed 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 unwished 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 crazed 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’;




  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




  Ay me! for aught that I could ever read,




  Could ever hear by tale or history,




  The course of true love never did run smooth;




  But, either it was different in blood, —




  HERMIA




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




  LYSANDER




  Or else misgraffed 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 eyes!




  LYSANDER




  Or, if there were a sympathy in choice,




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




  Making it momentany 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 been 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 to-morrow 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 burnt the Carthage queen,




  When the false Troyan under sail was seen;




  By all the vows that ever men have broke,




  In number more than ever women spoke; —




  In that same place thou hast appointed me,




  To-morrow truly will I meet with thee.




  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 hair should catch your hair, my eye your eye,




  My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet melody.




  Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated,




  The rest I’ld 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 a hell!




  LYSANDER




  Helen, to you our minds we will unfold:




  To-morrow 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.




  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;




  And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind:




  Nor hath love’s mind of any judgement taste;




  Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste:




  And therefore is Love said to be a child,




  Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d.




  As waggish boys in game themselves forswear,




  So the boy Love is perjur’d every where:




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




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




  And when this hail some heat from Hermia’s 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 to-morrow night




  Pursue her; and for this intelligence




  If I have thanks, it is a dear expense:




  But herein mean I to enrich my pain,




  To have his sight thither and back again.




  [Exit.




  SCENE II




  The same. A room in QUINCE’S house.




  Enter QUINCE the carpenter, SNUG the joiner, BOTTOM the weaver,

  FLUTE the bellows-mender, SNOUT the tinker, and STARVELING the tailor.




  QUINCE




  Is all our company here?




  BOTTOM




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




  QUINCE




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

  night.




  BOTTOM




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