THE DREAM

By Kiristen Doherty

Inspired by William Shakespeare



CHARACTERS

TEACHERS/PARENTS
PRINCIPAL THEODORE - The Principal of Athenian High

Girl’s campus

POLLY HIGHGATE - Drama teacher at Athenian High
Boy’s campus

MR EDGAR - Strict father of Hermia

PHIL - The sassy Principals assistant

STUDENT ACTORS

HELENA - In love with Demetrius
HERMIA - In love with Lysander
LYSANDER - In love with Hermia
DEMETRIUS - In love with himself

TECH STUDENT ACTORS
PETER - Long suffering student teacher. Plays PROLOGUE

NICK - A “serious actor” Oblivious to the magic. Plays PYRAMUS

TOM - Swapped Tech for Drama. Plays WALL/LION
FRANCIS - A bit thick, but keen. Plays THISBY

ROBIN - Moody costume designer. Does not act! Plays MOONSHINE

FAIRIES

TITANIA - Queen of the fairies.
OBERON - King of the fairies
PUCK - Oberon’s assistant
MOTH - A fairy
MUSTARDSEED - A fairy
PEASEBLOSSOM - A fairy
COBWEB - A fairy

MSND CHARACTER

(COURT)

(Theseus)

(Hippolyta)

(Egeus)
(Philostrate)
(LOVERS)
(Helena)
(Hermia)

(Lysander)

(Demetrius)

(MECHANICALS)
(Quince)

(Bottom)
(Snout/Snug)

(Flute)

(Starveling)



DOUBLING

There are unlimited roles for whole class productions, other students, fairies, etc. and the 20
characters can be doubled/tripled up in many combinations for smaller casts. For example:

12 ACTORS
THEODORE/OBERON
POLLY/TITANIA

PHIL/PUCK

HELENA

HERMIA

LYSANDER

DEMETRIUS

NICK
EDGAR/PETER/PEASEBLOSSOM
FRANCIS/COBWEB
TOM/MOTH
ROBIN/MUSTARDSEED

8 ACTORS
THEODORE/OBERON/PETER
POLLY/PUCK
EDGAR/FRANCIS/COBWEB
PHIL/TOM/MOTH
HELENA/ROBIN
LYSANDER/MUSTARDSEED
HERMIA/TITANIA
NICK/DEMETRIUS/PEASEBLOSSOM

* The playwright is happy for words and references to be exchanged for more appropriate
depending on the location of the performance E.g. An American version would alter formal to
prom and petrol station to gas station, etc. The changing of language that some sites may find
challenging is also permissible.



ACT 1

SCENE 1

The middle of summer on the grounds of Athenian High School, early on a hot Saturday
morning. Students enter, costumes and scripts in hand, ready for a day of rehearsals. They wave,
linger, form groups. Some know each other, others do not. Peter takes a roll and sends them in
various directions. They fade into the background and we focus on:

THE PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE.

Principal Theodore and Polly Highgate are meeting. Phil, the Principal’s secretary is writing
down Theodore’s words on an iPad for a press release.

THEODORE. How does this sound? “All the worlds a stage at Athenian High School for our
gala day at night... (awkwardly) tonight!”

PHIL. Very Shakespearean.

POLLY. Um... I’m not quite sure...

THEODORE. “Tonight, and tonight only, Drama students from the boy’s and girl’s campuses of
Athenian High will unite to present — Scenes from Shakespeare’s finest Comedy ‘A Midsummer
Night’s Dream”

PHIL Shakespeare’s finest comedy?

POLLY. I think it is. I’ve heard it called “The Perfect Play”.

PHIL. More like a tragedy to me. Absolutely archaic.

POLLY. What are you talking about? It’s a beautiful love story.

PHIL. Love story? It’s utterly misogynistic. The whole story is about mans’ power over women.

POLLY. What? That’s ridiculous, Phil. It ends in a wedding. Three couples get married, and
another reunites.

PHIL. All Shakespearean comedies end in a wedding. That’s the formula. The tragedies end in a
death, usually multiple, and the comedies in a wedding... The thing is, the comedies can be



much more tragic than the tragedies. In The Dream every female character is either, abused,
threatened or drugged... just hilarious!

POLLY. (overwhelmed) Oh God. Why did I pick Shakespeare again?
THEODORE. (oblivious) I quite like that... what’s-his-name?... Hamlet fellow?
PHIL. Hamlet is a tragedy. Much like this press release.

POLLY. It’s fine Phil. Just post it. I need to get back to the students. This full day rehearsal is
our only chance of pulling this thing off tonight.

PHIL. Yes. We just love giving up our whole Saturday.

THEODORE. Well, I'm sure our girls are raring to go. As we have no Drama program here at
Athenians Girls as yet...

PHIL. Now that’s what you call a tragedy.

THEODORE. I am sure they are just loving this opportunity to “tread the boards”

PHIL. Quite.

THEODORE. Now I won’t hold you too long, Polly. I know you’ve already got kids rehearsing
all over the school. Rest assured, it’s going to be a wonderful night. I think the novelty element
of the actors’ names alone will bring the audiences in.

POLLY. Iknow! It’s amazing isn’t it? I still can’t believe it.

THEODORE. The odds of having actors whose real names just happen to be the same as the
characters is gold.

PHIL. True. I mean, who even calls their kids those names anymore?
POLLY. And the fact that they’re all good enough to play those roles. They’re tough roles.
THEODORE. It’s going to be a wonderful event.

POLLY. Yes... Well, Id like to feel as confident. I just wish we’d had the chance to get
everyone together before this. It’s been such a short rehearsal period, and the only group who



have been meeting up regularly are the Lovers. I doubt the boys from the Mechanicals group
have even opened their scripts yet, and I don’t even know if the other groups, the Fairies and the
kids from the Court scenes will even show up today.

(Phil looks at screen)
PHIL. Oops. Looks like Milly Macintosh and Julie Yen will be no shows. Both in bed, sick.

MS HIGHGATE. No! That’s my Hippolyta and Titania out.

THEODORE. It’1l be fine. It’s just a vignette of the best scenes, and we have hours before the
guests start arriving.

POLLY. (sighs) Hours.
THEODORE. And we only need three or four of the scenes.
POLLY. Three or four...

THEODORE. Look. Here’s an idea, I’ll have Phil zip around and take photos for a display
board. He has exceptional display board skills.

PHIL. Zip around? Display boards? In this heat? It’s my Saturday too you know? (dramatically)
And just so you know, I’'m doing this for the Arts... For the Theatre. For Shakespeare. Not for
you.

THEODORE. (soothes him) You can give us your honest opinion about which scenes to pick,
Phil. You have quite the artistic eye.

PHIL. True... That makes sense, I suppose.

POLLY. The students are working in the Theatre, in the Gymnasium, the Chapel and the Forest
at the rear of the school. You can’t miss them. They should all be in costume.

THEODORE. The forest?

POLLY. Yes, the forest. I thought it would be good for the Mechanical characters to get out of
the comfort zone and try out their scenes in an authentic setting. And that particular group can be
a bit of a handful, so I have my student teacher Peter working down there with them.



(They are interrupted by Mr Edgar who enters in a rage, dragging his daughter Hermia
with him. Demetrius and Lysander follow behind. The teenagers are all in full
Elizabethan costume)

THEODORE. Oh! Mr Edgar. Welcome. We were actually just talking about these young people.
Sorry Phil wasn’t at his desk to see you in.

PHIL. Yes, I should have been there as well.
THEODORE. What can we attribute this impromptu visit, Mr Edgar?

EDGAR. Principal Theodore, I am furious! No, actually, I'm sorry to say but furious doesn't
even come close.

HERMIA. Dad! I can’t believe you’d do this. We were in the middle of rehearsals.

EDGAR. I pay good money for you to attend this school and expect that you will be taught to
act like a lady, not some gutter trash exposing herself on social media.

HERMIA. I was hardly exposing myself, dad!

EDGAR. Photographs of you hanging off the neck of some grungy delinquent.

LYSANDER. (a little wave) I'm right here.

THEODORE. Mr Edgar, please rest assured that you are an important member of our school
community. A valued parent, and I am more than aware, an important benefactor to our school
building fund. I can assure you that our students are under the strictest of care.

(Furious, Edgar flashes his phone into Theodore’s face)

EDGAR. How do you explain these then? Instagram photos of my daughter, how do you say,
tagged?

PHIL. (interjects) Yes, tagged.

EDGAR. Tagged. During this, so called “Leaders Conference Camp” in a bar, an alcoholic
drink in her hand, with this loser.

LYSANDER. Still here...



HERMIA. That’s soda water. We weren’t drinking.

EDGAR. May I remind you Principal Theodore, that she's only 17 years old and therefore
illegal.

HERMIA. Dad it really isn't a big deal. Everyone went. There was a big group of us, and we
were only there for an hour.

THEODORE. Now Mr Edgar, we have already notified all parents of this incident.

POLLY. They had some free-time after dinner and they took a little detour. It wasn’t actually a
bar. (frustrated) All of this has already been communicated to you Mr Edgar. And all of the
students, from both campuses, have been properly disciplined and will be undertaking an
extensive community service program.

EDGAR. I'm sorry who are you?

POLLY. I'm Polly Highgate. I am the drama teacher at--

EDGAR. (shuts her down) 1 don't care! (fo Theodore) Theodore! I don't believe your
disciplinarian devices are enough. I want to see her severely reprimanded. I want her exempt
from the formal and I want her pulled out of the play. Both, ridiculous distractions that have
nothing to do with her education.

HERMIA. No, Dad please! The performance is tonight.

POLLY. Mr Edgar, that would have huge consequences on the entire production.

THEODORE. That would be very inconvenient Mr Edgar. The performance is the main focus of
our gala.

POLLY. And they are the only group who have rehearsed enough.
LYSANDER. You can’t do that!
EDGAR. (to Lysander) 1 can do whatever I like! (o Hermia) I pay a lot of money to ensure you

have the best education in the finest institution in the county, young lady... and this? This is how
you repay me? (fo Theodore) 1 thought that Edgar Industries contributed well and truly enough to



ensure that my daughter would be safe and cloistered under your protective gaze Principal
Theodore, but instead I see you allow her to run amok with scum like him.

(Lysander puts his hand out to shake Edgar’s)
LYSANDER. Maybe I should introduce myself?
(Edgar ignores him)

EDGAR. I am sure I am not the only fee-paying parent who would feel alarmed that you not
undertaking due care in the protection and welfare of their child.

HERMIA. We just ducked in to see the band; we were all back by 9.30. I was safe, I was with
Lysander.

EDGAR. And that is exactly my point! How do you think that your boyfriend Demetrius//
HERMIA. He's not my boyfriend!

EDGAR. (insists) Your boyfriend, Demetrius would feel when he logs onto Instagram and sees
pictures of you making out with...

HERMIA. I wasn’t! We haven’t even kissed yet.

DEMETRIUS. (angry) What do you mean yet?!

LYSANDER. (quietly thrilled) Yes, what do you mean yet?

EDGAR. Making out with this... this... what do you call him? ... Hipster?!
LYSANDER. What is he talking about?

DEMETRIUS. He wishes he was hipster.

LYSANDER. (appealing to Edgar) Look, Sir, I'm a really decent guy, honestly, ask anyone! I
really like Hermia and I hope she really likes me.

DEMETRIUS. You are out of your league, man. You aren't good enough for her.
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LYSANDER. (to Demetrius) And you are? (fo the others) Look I don't want to rat out another
guy, but I think you need to understand//

HERMIA. (bluntly) Dad! Demetrius cheated on me with my best friend.

EDGAR. What!?

THEODORE. Mr Edgar we really need to sit down and discuss--

HERMIA. And half the other girls in the school as well, so I dumped him.

DEMETRIUS. I've told you a million times we were technically on a break.

HERMIA. Oh, shut up Demetrius! I was so over you, long before I found out that you were a
player. I was just trying to keep my dad happy because he loves you so much. Maybe you guys

should hook up instead?

EDGAR. Do not get smart with me young lady. Demetrius is a respectful and well-connected
young man; | am sure that his indiscretions//

HERMIA. Are you joking me, dad? He is not my boyfriend and he never will be again! I'm just
really sad that Helena is now so obsessed with such a jerk!

THEODORE. Look! This really isn't getting us anywhere. Mr Edgar, I will put Hermia’s
consequences into place as of immediately.

HERMIA. But!

LYSANDER. That’s not fair.

DEMETRIUS. That’s Karma dude.

LYSANDER. Shut up you idiot hipster.
(They jostle)

EDGAR. Principal Theodore, this is a travesty. No formal! No performance!
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POLLY. I’'m sorry Mr Edgar, I’ve tried really hard until now to hold my tongue but one day you
will come to realise that money and power can buy you a lot of things in this world, including the
sort of education that you want for your child//

EDGAR. Yes, it does! And the education that I want for my child does not include training in

the Arts or time wasted on non-academic pursuits like the ‘formal’. She is in Year 12 and she
needs to be concentrating on her studies.

POLLY. The formal is a rite of passage, a very important event in a young persons’ life. And the
Arts enrich...

EDGAR. (to Polly) Shut up, you hippy! (fo Theo) My daughter will, from now on, be focussed
solely on her studies and exempt from any other extracurricular activities.

HERMIA. Dad... please.
EDGAR. I'm sorry young lady, you really have caused quite the upset today.

HERMIA. I’ve caused an upset? I wish you could see things from my side for once in your life.
This is humiliating. You don't own the school dad.

PHIL. It seems he pretty much does.

(Demetrius blows a feather out of his eyes from his Elizabethan costume hat)
DEMETRIUS. I feel ridiculous.
LYSANDER. You look ridiculous.

(They start bickering again, speaking over each other)

HERMIA. (cries) Principal Theodore? The play... the formal. I'm in my last year. This will be
my last chance; I’ve always wanted to be in ‘The Dream’. I’d be letting everyone else down if 1/

LYSANDER. (overlaps) Please don't take this away from her, she's been working so hard and
she's good she's really, really good//

POLLY. (overlaps) Really, this is very unfair, on Hermia, as well as everyone in the cast//

THEODORE. (Roars) Enough!
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(All stop speaking, except Lysander)
LYSANDER. (in the silence) ...and she has the audition today!
(His words now hang in that silence)
(A beat)
EDGAR. What did you say?
LYSANDER. (realising his mistake) ... A nothing.
EDGAR. (slowly) An audition, hey? Well there will be none of that either!
LYSANDER. No! (to Hermia) Hermia, I’'m sorry!
POLLY. Well really! You can’t make her miss that as well.
EDGAR. Oh, can’t I?
HERMIA. (sobs) Dad you can't do that! It's my dream.
POLLY. This audition is a very exciting opportunity for her, with the country’s finest Drama
Academy. I’ve been helping her with her piece. I’'m driving her there myself at twelve today
during the lunch break.
EDGAR. No audition! No formal! No play!

THEODORE. I’'m sorry everyone. That stands with me as well. My hands are tied.

POLLY. This is outrageous. I’'m sorry Hermia that you have to submit to this archaic,
misogynistic ruling. Principal Theodore, I thought you had a backbone.

(She storms out. Hermia flees in opposite direction, Lysander pursues her)

BLACKOUT
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SCENE 2

THE COURTYARD.

The stage is now bare, Hermia enters in a run, pursued by Lysander, he stops, alarmed by her
distress and unsure of how to proceed, he tentatively launches into their scene from ‘A

Midsummer Night’s Dream’.

LYSANDER. How now, my love, why is your cheek so pale?
Chance the roses there do fade so fast?

HERMIA. (cries, smiles and joins in)

Belike for want of rain, which I could well,

Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes.

LYSANDER. Ay me! for aught that I could ever read,

Could ever hear by tale or history,

The course of true love never did run smooth.

HERMIA. (breaks character) I can’t believe this is happening.
(She cries and he holds her)

LYSANDER. I think you should still do it.

HERMIA. What?

LYSANDER. The audition!... The play! (nervously) The formal... with me.

HERMIA. What did you say?

LYSANDER. The audition?

HERMIA. The bit after.

LYSANDER. The play?

HERMIA. The bit after that.

LYSANDER. The formal... with me.
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(Hermia steps forward and kisses him, it’s their first time. Lysander is stunned)
LYSANDER. I... you... we... Was that a “Yes”?
HERMIA. Yes, you idiot! (throws her arms around him) I’d love to go with you.
LYSANDER. ...This is all going to blow over you know.
HERMIA. I hope so.
LYSANDER. But we need to get organised if we are going to get you there on time.
HERMIA. Get me where?
LYSANDER. To your audition of course.

HERMIA. But you heard them. They’re not going to let me go. It’s way out on the other side of
the city. It would be like three buses and I still wouldn’t get there on time.

LYSANDER. You can’t give up. Look, I have an aunt who lives not too far away, if I ran there,
I could borrow her car and be back in maybe like half an hour. Can you be ready?

HERMIA. Can I? (throws her arms around him again) You are the best Lysander.
(Helena enters, she is looking for Demetrius)

LYSANDER. Helena, are you okay?
(Helena stops. Pouty, upset, she shakes her head)

HERMIA. It’s him again, isn’t it?
(Helena nods, brimming with tears)

HERMIA. Oh Helena.

LYSANDER. Awh, it’ll be ok, beautiful girl.
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HELENA. Beautiful? Psht! Ironic really don’t you think, Hermia? Your Lysander calling me
beautiful, when the one who /’m hopelessly crushing on, is the one who is completely crushing
on you.

LYSANDER. What did she say?

HERMIA. (fo Helena) Sweetie, I keep telling you that Demetrius is not worth it. He used you
and he used me. It's only because I’'m not running after him like a little puppy dog that he wants
anything to do with me. You can do much better than him!

HELENA. I know! I just can't help myself. It's like a disease. I go to bed thinking of him, I wake
up thinking of him. I dream about him all the time.

LYSANDER. Sounds more like a nightmare.

HELENA. It's just like the cruellest fate that I'm playing Helena and he's playing Demetrius in
the play. I mean I'd much rather be playing Titania against him as Oberon. I mean she has that
awesome monologue at the start where she really kicks some arse.

HERMIA. Yeah before he drugs her and makes her seduce a donkey... Believe me, you're better
off!

HELENA. It's just really weird the way things have worked out, don't you think? You know,
you and Lysander and me and Demetrius... (dreamy) and it's halfway through summer and...

HERMIA. You need to lay off the triple strength latte’s babe. They are characters in a play, this
is real life... and I’m sorry but there is no “you and Demetrius”. You’ve got to get over him

honey.

HELENA. I know, I'm sorry. It’s strange though... Don’t you think? Helena loved Demetrius
and he didn’t love her back. (sadly) It’s just the same.

HERMIA. Look, don't worry, I’'m going to be out of the picture soon enough because I'm
probably going to get expelled for what I'm about to do.

HELENA. (intrigued) Ohh... what are you doing?

LYSANDER. No you won't Hermia, this is an educated risk, if you get into this school the sky is
the limit. You’re 18 next month, you can move out and control your own destiny.
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HERMIA. Oh Lysander, you are inspirational! (hugs him, to Helena) See this is why I love him.
LYSANDER. What did you say?
HERMIA. ....You’re inspirational?
LYSANDER. No... the bit after that.
HERMIA. Ido... I love you.
(They kiss again)
(A beat)
HELENA. Ugh! Somebody get me a bucket.

HERMIA. (laughs) I'm sorry (to Lysander) I'm not sorry. (kisses him again) and I’ll meet you in
half an hour at the driveway by the forest so no one see’s us sneaking off.

HELENA. You’re sneaking oft?
HERMIA. (hugs Helena) Helena, I have a feeling it’s all going to be ok.
(Hermia runs off)

LYSANDER. Helena, we’ll see you at the performance. Make some excuse for us, we are going
to be gone for a bit... But don’t tell anybody. And she’s right you know. You can do much better
than Demetrius!

(He kisses Helena on the head and exits and Helena is left alone, bewildered)

HELENA. (calling after them)

But what about our scene?!

(Helena sighs. A beat, before she sadly and starts reciting her lines)
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:



-17 -

Things base and vile, holding no quantity,
(Pause. A look of slow realisation crosses her face)
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:
(whispers) And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind:
(She breaks character) This can’t really be happening, can it? This is past the point of ironic.
Something is going on here... Hermia’s going to hate me for this, but I really need to talk to
Demetrius.

(She exits, running)

BLACKOUT

SCENE 3

ANOTHER PLACE IN THE SCHOOL GROUNDS.

A group of ragtag students are rehearsing the Mechanical scenes for the play, directed by their
student teacher Ms Peter. Nick, Tom and Francis are taking on acting roles. Robin sits to the
side, sewing costumes.

PETER. Ok, is everybody here?

NICK. Just read the cast list. Who am I playing?

PETER. Patience please, Nick, is it?

NICK. Nicholas, thank you.

PETER. Ok, Nicholas. Ms H has given me strict instructions to carefully supervise your
rehearsal as apparently you all can get a bit unruly. Why she cast you all together is beyond
me...

TOM. Because we are frickin awesome, that’s why!

FRANCIS. That’s right!

(They high-5, whoop, chest bump etc)
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PETER. Ok... So, you guys are going to be playing the Mechanicals, right?
TOM. Mechanicals? But I dropped tech to do Drama.
FRANCIS. Yeah! I wanted to act... Not work back-stage.

ROBIN. You guys are idiots. Your characters are just known as Mechanicals, because they have
jobs... you know like manual labour jobs... carpenters, weaver, tinker, tailor...

TOM. Candlestick makers?

ROBIN. No.

TOM. Oh.

PETER. You do know this play is on tonight?
TOM. Got it in the bag!

FRANCIS. We’ve got the whole day you know.

PETER. Luckily we are only concentrating on two scenes, Act 3 Scene 1- the ‘Rehearsal in the
forest” and Act 5, Scene 1- the ‘Play within the play’.

TOM. The play within the what?

PETER. The play within the play. The characters are Snug, Snout, Flute, Starveling, Quince--
FRANCIS. Quince? Like the jam?

ROBIN. No.

TOM. It’s a paste, man. Goes well with a nice blue brie.

ROBIN. No.

PETER. ...and Bottom.

TOM. Bottom!? What sort of weird-ass play is this?! (looks around for approval) Get it? Get it?
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(Francis eventually gets it and they guffaw together)
FRANCIS. Weird-ass! (Bahaha)
ROBIN. That’s a character’s name... That’s what Shakespeare called him.
TOM. That’s screwed up, man.

ROBIN. I think it’s supposed to be ironic. Bottom is an actor whose head is transformed by
magic into that of a donkey’s. It’s a great role.

TOM. Irepeat... What the hell sort of a weird-ass play is this?
ROBIN. Exactly... Ironic.
FRANCIS. I’'m confused.
ROBIN. Puck does it.
FRANCIS. Excuse me!?
ROBIN. Puck! I said Puck...not f--
PETER. (interrupts loudly, over the top of them) Can I continue?
NICK. Please do. What’s my role?
PETER. Nicholas, Ms H has you down for Bottom.
(The boys laugh. Nick waves them away, he is taking it seriously)
PETER. ...Who also plays Pyramus in the play-within-the-play. The Mechanicals are rehearsing
a piece called...(looks it up) “The Most Lamentable Comedy and Cruel Death of Pyramus and
Thisbe.”

FRANCIS. Long title.

TOM. What?! I thought we were doing that “Dream” play!
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ROBIN. We are. Pyramus and Thisbe is the “play within the play”.

TOM. The play within the...? (gives up, confused)

NICK. So, who is this Pyramus?

PETER. (reads) Pyramus is a “lover that kills himself most gallantly for love”

NICK. Awesome! I’ll nail it. I’ve been creating re-enactments of the death scenes from
Tarantino movies on my YouTube channel. I get so many hits on my posts.

(Nick dramatically acts out the Samuel L Jackson death monologue from ‘Pulp Fiction’)
NICK. “And I will strike down upon thee with great vengeance and furious anger those who
attempt to poison and destroy my brothers. And you will know I am the Lord when I lay my
vengeance upon you.”

(Stops suddenly. He bows, blows kisses to the wild applause of Francis and Tom)
FRANCIS. So what’s my role?
PETER. (looks at list) What’s your name? Um, Francis?

(The other boys laugh and ridicule Francis)
TOM. Pft! Francis... Yoohoo Francis.
FRANCIS. It’s Frank... Everybody calls me Frank.
TOM. Yeah, sure they do.
PETER. Ok... Frank... You’ll be playing Thisbe.
FRANCIS. Who is Thisbe? Some sort of henchman?
PETER. No, she’s Pyramus’ girlfriend.

FRANCIS. No way! I’'m not playing a chick!

ROBIN. We’ll put a wig on you, no one will recognize you.
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NICK. I’ll do it. It shows that you are comfortable with your sexuality if you don’t mind being in
touch with your feminine side.

FRANCIS. This is garbage. There are plenty of girls who can play the female roles. Like her.
What’s her role?

ROBIN. It’s Robin, and I’'m doing costumes. I don’t act!

PETER. But she’s got you down as Thisbe’s mother.

ROBIN. (stern) Not acting!

PETER. (a bit scared) Ok... moving on... Tom?

TOM. Yo!

PETER. You are down as the Wall.

TOM. A wall?! Woohoo! No lines! (high 5s the others)

PETER. There are lines.

TOM. What the?

PETER. And you are also playing the Lion.

TOM. Lion? Like as in a ‘roar’ (roars) lion? Or is this like a metaphysical, psychological drama
and I am actually like a ‘line’. Like ‘in’ a supermarket or a bank... with people... and cues and

like you know... a line.

PETER. (slowly) No, just a lion, but that character has no lines, or lines... (Frustrated as it’s just
not getting through) Gahh! It’s just roaring.

TOM. Nice! (He roars, high 5s people, chest bumps etc)
PETER. And yep! I hope it’s not going to be a huge disaster.

NICK. (Roars loudly, impressively) ROAR! You know I could nail that Lion role as well.
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(He roars again. Then Tom and Francis start roaring, trying to see who can roar the
best. They have a roar-off, getting down on the ground, acting like lions, rolling around,
being idiots(
PETER. Wow... (loud) Ok!
(They scramble up)
PETER. We need to find a spot to rehearse. Ms H suggested I take you down to the forest, as the
play is mostly set in an enchanted forest... You know this? Don’t you? (sigh) Anyway, Ms H
said this will apparently help get you in the “zone of your characterisation in an authentic
setting” and it’1l be cooler in the shade.
FRANCIS. The forest? But that place is creepy.
TOM. Yeah, really creepy, no one ever goes down there.
ROBIN. That’s because it’s haunted.
FRANCIS. Don’t!
ROBIN. It is. Kids have gone in there and never come out again.

TOM. Yeah, as if.

ROBIN. It’s true. Don’t you remember that guy, from a few years back... Someone dared
him to go in, and no one ever saw him again.

TOM. Nuh! Uh! That guy moved to a farm.

FRANCIS. (Gasps) That’s what they said about my cat when they had him put down! No
way! I’'m not going.

TOM. Tink was really old man, it was her time.
PETER. Oh, don’t be ridiculous Francis, we need you for the play.
NICK. You know I did say I could play his role as well. I’1l just highlight my new lines.

ROBIN. (Fed up) Oh great! This is going to tank!
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(Peter and Tom turn to Francis)
TOM. Come on man, we need you!
PETER: You cannot pull out now! It’s not really haunted, (forceful) is it Robin.?

ROBIN. Yeah... Nah, I was just teasing. It’s a perfectly normal forest, with no ghosts or
fairies or goblins or anything.

FRANCIS. You sure?

ROBIN. Pft! Yeah. That’s just kid’s stuff... Fairy stories. We’re too old for fairy stories,
right?

FRANCIS. (Bravado) Yeah! Right, of course. I'm all good.
PETER. Good? Great. Ok. Let’s do this. I suggest that we re-convene down there in an hour, use
this time to read the Pyramus and Thisbe scene. (under breath) Which you should have actually

done already. I’'m going to get a coffee. A strong coffee! (exits)

NICK. (calls after her) I’ll have a Chai Latte, thanks Miss! (7o others) Nice! This is going to be
a beautiful thing, lads!

FRANCIS. If you say so... ‘Bottom’ (laughs, slapping him on the butf)
TOM. Awh, leave him alone... Don’t be a ‘pain in the ass’.

FRANCIS. Guys, guys. Let me ‘but’ in for a minute...

TOM. Hey! Don’t be ‘cheeky’ (squeeze)

FRANCIS. Oh poor guy, don’t make him the ‘ass-end’ of your jokes.
TOM. ‘Bummer’ dude!

ROBIN. We’ve officially hit rock ‘bottom’, but I guess It’s all ‘behind’ us now. Oh! Oh! See
what I did there? (nobody laughs)

TOM. Don’t make an ass of yourself.
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(Tom and Francis exit laughing hysterically)
NICK. (to Robin, offended) Too far!
(Nick exits,; Robin is left bewildered)

BLACKOUT

SCENE 4
IN THE FOREST.
(Demetrius enters, followed by Helena. He's trying to get a signal on his phone)

DEMETRIUS. I have told you a million times Helena, I’m just not that into you. So, do you
think you could just chillax on the stalker-like tendencies? (¢rying to get signal) There is no
coverage in this place! You told me that Hermia was going to be here, so here I am. I can’t text, I
can’t get Maps, I can’t check-in... I’d better not lose my Snapchat streak.

HELENA. Look... If you just stopped and listened to me for a second, I could explain. You’re
not going to make her change her mind. Hermia is happy with Lysander, they belong together...
and so do we. It’s fate! Can’t you see it Demetrius? It’s not just a coincidence that we were put
in this play together... Helena and Demetrius belong together. Their love story transcends time.

DEMETRIUS. Love?
HELENA. It’s like some cosmic fate that’s brought us together. It’s like it’s a little bit of magic.

DEMETRIUS. Yeah, I’ve been told that I’'m that before...Magic. Look. We spent a couple of
good nights together. We had fun... But you know... Been there, done that.

HELENA. You are such an ass! I hate the fact that it actually makes me want you more! God I
can’t even believe [ am saying this! (She grabs him close) Demetrius, can we just give it one
more go? Please? We don’t even have to call it a relationship. Friends with benefits? Call it what
you will, I just want to be near you.

DEMETRIUS. (pushes her away) Helena, there is nothing to call!
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HELENA. (interrupts, getting upset, teary, snotty) You’ll see... We are supposed to be
together... William Shakespeare believed in magic.

DEMETRIUS. William Shakespeare?

HELENA. The people of those times did too... They believed in fairies and witches and magic
and spells. They say that he used real spells in Macbeth. Well, what if?

DEMETRIUS. What if, what?!
HELENA. What if we are slowly turning into our characters?!

(She gasps, hand to mouth. This is her moment of realisation)
DEMETRIUS. What the heck are you talking about?
HELENA. It's like some weird dream where life is starting to parallel the play... Shakespeare’s
play! It’s about magic! It’s magical. It’s actually magical. (/aughs) Can’t you see? Here we are,
lost in the forest... Hermia and Lysander have gone to be together... (excited) And you really are
a horrible pig, just like he was. You are really Demetrius and I am really Helena; our stories are
exactly the same.
DEMETRIUS. (annoyed) When are you going to wake up from this dream world you live in? I
am not that Demetrius and you are not my Helena, and we certainly aren’t Romeo and frickin
Juliet. It’s just a weird coincidence. Look! You need to get over me. I know it’s hard... You’re
not the first girl I’ve had to have this conversation with... You’ve just got to back off, ok?
He exits.
HELENA. Gahh! What is wrong with me?

(SFX - Magical twinkling)

(Suddenly from behind her Puck appears. Helena screams when she sees him)
PUCK. How now spirit, wither wander you?

HELENA. Whoa! You just scared the bejeebers out of me! Who are you?

(Puck launches into his monologue oblivious that this is not the usual fairy he delivers it
to. He dances around Helena who is shocked, reeling)
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PUCK. 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,
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me;
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she.

HELENA. Either I’'m going crazy or you really are who I think you are. Are you?

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

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath,

Because that she as her attendant hath

A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king;

She never had so sweet a changeling;

And jealous Oberon would have the child

Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild;

But she perforce withholds the loved boy,

Crowns him with flowers and makes him all her joy:

HELENA. DI’m sorry, this is completely freaking me out. How could this be happening? Are you
really Pu--

(Puck puts his head to the side, trying to understand)
HELENA. (tries lines nervously) Ah... “those that Hobgoblin call you and sweet Puck, you do
their work and they should have good luck, are you not he?” (¢o herself) Why is this happening?
How is this happening?

PUCK. (solemn) But room fairy here comes Oberon.

(Suddenly everything changes. A low, threatening base is heard. Lights change. The
forest is now enchanted by The Dream)

(Oberon and Titania enter with her Faries. Helena hides with Puck)
OBERON. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania.

TITANIA. What, jealous Oberon! Fairies, skip hence:
I have forsworn his bed and company.



(She turns to go; he stops her with magic)
OBERON. Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord?

TITANIA. Then I must be thy lady: but I know
When thou hast stolen away from fairy land,
\And in the shape of Corin sat all day,

Playing on pipes of corn and versing love

To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here,

Come from the farthest Steppe of India?

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,

Y our 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?

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 paved fountain or by rushy brook,

Or in the beached margent of the sea,

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

As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea
Contagious fogs; which falling in the land
Have every pelting river made so proud

That they have overborne their continents:
And this same progeny of evils comes

From our debate, from our dissension;

We are their parents and original.

OBERON. Do you amend it then; it lies in you:
Why should Titania cross her Oberon?

I do but beg a little changeling boy,

To be my henchman.
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TITANIA. Set your heart at rest:

The fairy land buys not the child of me.

His mother was a votaress of my order:

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night,

Full often hath she gossip'd by my side

And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands,
Marking the embarked traders on the flood,
When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive
And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind,
Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait
Following her womb then rich with my young squire,
Would imitate, and sail upon the land,

To fetch me trifles, and return again,

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise.

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

And for her sake do I rear up her boy,

And for her sake I will not part with him.

OBERON. How long within this wood intend you stay?

TITANIA. Perchance till after Theseus' wedding-day.
If you will patiently dance in our round

And see our moonlight revels, go with us;

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

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

TITANIA. Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, away!
We shall chide downright, if I longer stay.

(Exit Titania with her Fairies. Puck approaches Oberon. Helena remains hidden)

OBERON. Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from this grove
Till I torment thee for this injury.

My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou rememberest

Since once I sat upon a promontory,

And heard a mermaid on a dolphin's back

PUCK. Iremember.
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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

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.

Fetch me that flower; the herb I shew'd thee once:
The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid

Will make or man or woman madly dote

Upon the next live creature that it sees.

Fetch me this herb; and be thou here again

PUCK. I'll put a girdle round about the earth
In forty minutes. (Puck exits)

OBERON. But who comes here? I am invisible;

And I will overhear their conference. (Oberon disappears)

(SFX — Magical twinkling)
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(Enter Demetrius. Helena relieved, runs to him not yet realising that he has transformed

into his literary persona)

HELENA. Demetrius! I'm so glad you came back. It’s happening, it’s really happening! I just
saw Puck. The Puck! And Titania and Oberon. The real-life ones. You should have seen Titania,

she was so beautiful.

(Demetrius is furious to have stumbled upon her again)

DEMETRIUS. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not.

Where is Lysander and fair Hermia?

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

Thou told'st me they were stolen unto this wood,
And here am I, and wode within this wood,
Because I cannot meet my Hermia.

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

HELENA. Whoah! What the heck?



-30-

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. Demetrius? What is happening? Why are you saying your lines?

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

HELENA. (Realisation hits) Oh no! You are becoming your character. Like actually becoming
him.

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. My virginity... Seriously?

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

HELENA. Demetrius. Do you remember the play? Do you know who you really are?
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.
(Exit Demetrius)
HELENA. Wow! What a jerk. Seriously! How could she?... How could I?
(angry at herself, then realization) But if he’s like that, if Demetrius is becoming... Demetrius,
what is happening to Hermia and Lysander? I’ve got to warn them!

(Exit Helena)

(Oberon, who has been watching, emerges from the shadows)



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

(Enter Titania, with her Fairies. Oberon slinks back into the shadows)

TITANIA. Come, now a roundel and a fairy song;
Sing me now asleep; Then to your offices and let me rest.

FAIRIES. (sing) You spotted snakes with double tongue,
Thorny hedgehogs be not seen
Newts and blindworms, do no wrong
Come not near our Fairy Queen.
Philomel with melody

Sing in our sweet lullaby;

Lulla, lulla, lullaby

Lulla, lulla, lullaby

Never harm, nor spell, nor charm
Come our lovely lady nigh

So good night with lullaby

COBWEB. Hence, away! now all is well:
One aloof stand sentinel.

(Exit Fairies. Titania sleeps. Oberon emerges. He squeezes the flower on Titania’s

eyelids)

OBERON. What thou seest when thou dost wake,
Do it for thy true-love take,

Love and languish for his sake:

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,

Pard, or boar with bristled hair,

In thy eye that shall appear

When thou wakest, it is thy dear:

Wake when some vile thing is near.

BLACKOUT

-31-



-32-

SCENE 5

ANOTHER PLACE IN THE ENCHANTED FOREST
(Enter Lysander and Hermia)

HERMIA. I can’t believe this! I have no idea where we are.

LYSANDER. I am kicking myself for not just putting 20 bucks in at the petrol station. Who
knew her gage was busted?

HERMIA. Iknow Lysander; you’ve said it a thousand times... But you didn’t and I am going to
scream if I hear you say it again!

LYSANDER. I know, I know... and I won’t say it anymore... and [’m sorry.
HERMIA. You’ve also said that a million times.
LYSANDER. I’'m sorry.
(Hermia screams in frustration, shocking Lysander, she then collects herself)
HERMIA. I’'m sorry! I’'m exhausted. I’'m upset. I’'m so angry. I’ve had a nightmare of a day. My
dad, the play, my formal... And now we are lost in the forest and I’'m going to miss the audition

anyway. (she bursts into tears)

LYSANDER. Ok... It’s going to be ok. It’s getting dark. We need to rest; we are walking
around in circles. Let’s just sit down for a second, just to rest, get our bearings and calm down.

HERMIA. Calm down? Calm down? You completely got us into this mess. You sit over there
Lysander. Way over there.

LYSANDER. ... I guess you don’t want to make the most of... Us... alone... no one around...
(suggestively) we could... You know?

HERMIA. (furious. hisses) Stay away from me!

(Hermia sits down and angrily turns her back on Lysander. He gets the message quick
and finds his own spot on the ground)
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(The lights fade, they fall asleep)
(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,

Despised the Athenian maid,

And here the maiden, sleeping sound,
On the dank and dirty ground

Pretty soul! she durst not lie

Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy.
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw

(He squeezes the flower in Lysander’s eye)
All the power this charm doth owe.
When thou wakest, let love forbid
Sleep his seat on thy eyelid:

So awake when I am gone;

For I must now to Oberon.

(Puck exits. Helena enters)

HELENA. I can’t believe I ever liked him... I mean, am I blind? Hermia warned me, over and
over again she told me. but did I listen? No, I did not.

(She stumbles over a sleeping Lysander)
HELENA. Whoah! Lysander! What on earth are you doing on the ground?
(SFX — Magical twinkling)

(Lysander, awakening, has also transformed into his literary self and he is immediately
transfixed by Helena)

LYSANDER. Run through fire I will for thy sweet sake.
Transparent Helena! Nature shows art,
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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. Oh no... Not you as well. (She grabs him and forces him to look at her)

Look, Lysander... There is something really weird going on. I don’t know how to explain it, but
we are somehow being absorbed into a real-life performance of A Midsummer Night’s Dream.
And we are slowly becoming our characters, like actually becoming them. It’s already happened
to Demetrius and I was looking for you and Hermia to warn you both.

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?

HELENA. Obviously too late. Look, you stay here and be all Shakespearean. I have to find
Hermia and work out a way to get out of this place.

(Helena exits)

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,

And, all my powers, address your love and might

To honor Helen and to be her knight. (Lysander exits)

(Hermia wakes up. It is quite dark now)

HERMIA. Oh... I must have drifted off. I had the worst nightmare. We were stuck in the forest.
We were lost and I was banned from doing all the things I love, the play, the formal, my
audition, and seeing you... (remembering, realising) Oh. (calls) Lysander... Oh no!

(she looks around scared) Lysander? ... (stumbles up) Where are you? Maybe he’s finding a
place to pee... Speaking of which... (closes her knees) Oh gawd... I really don’t want to be
doing this here.

(Hermia exits awkwardly, knees together)

BLACKOUT
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SCENE 6

ANOTHER PLACE IN THE ENCHANTED FOREST
(The actors playing the Mechanicals are waiting to start their rehearsal in the forest)
(Nick enters)

NICK. I have arrived!

PETER. Finally.

FRANCIS. You’re a bit behind... haha
(Francis looks for others for approval, but the joke falls flat)

NICK. Are we all here?

ROBIN. We are now.

PETER. Ok, I think this spot is fine for our rehearsal. Imagine. This grass is our stage. Those
trees backstage and we will rehearse like the audience is there.

NICK. Peter?
PETER. Yes Nick.

NICK. This play is crap. I’'m not doing it. This Pieraymouse and Thisbe... I mean who wrote this
drivel? It’s ridiculous!

PETER. William Shakespeare wrote it.
TOM. Who?

NICK. What!? He did not! Are you telling me that William Shakespeare wrote, and I quote...
(finds section in script) “I kiss the walls hole, not your lips at all?

(Tom and Francis look at each other)
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TOM. Idon’t know if 'm comfortable being The Wall anymore.

PETER. You are taking it out of context!

FRANCIS. And I have to play a girl!

NICK. And my character in the “play-within-the-play” ... What’s his name Pieraymouse?
PETER. Pyramus.

NICK. (continues) Pieraymouse. After he kisses a walls’ hole, he mistakenly believes his lover
is torn apart by a lion...

TOM. That’s me! (roars)

NICK. (continues) So he stabs himself, over and over and over again. Dies. Becomes and angel.
Then stabs himself and dies, over and over again... again. Then they all dance. Dead or not! And
you’re telling me the greatest playwright who ever lived wrote that?!

FRANCIS. And I have to play a girl!

ROBIN. Definitely not acting!

TOM. As long as I just have to be a non-hole-kissing, wall-lion. (roars)

PETER. (loses if) We are doing Pyramus and Thisbe!! It is one of the best scenes in the whole
play! (screams) It’s frickin hilarious!

(Everyone is silent for a moment)

TOM. Chill man, we’ll do it.
(They all get into position... A little bit sacred of Peter now)
(Puck enters and watches them)

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.



PETER. Ok! Let’s start. Pyramus enter. Thisbe stand by.
NICK/Pyramus. (in character) Oh! Thisbe, the flowers of odious savors sweet...
PETER. Odour’s, odour’s.

NICK/Pyramus. Odours savors sweet: So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisbe dear...
(puts down the script and looks at Peter) ...Really?!

PETER. (hisses) Shakespeare!
(Nick rolls his eyes and continues mockingly)

NICK/Pyramus. But hark, a voice! Stay thou but here awhile,
And by and by I will to thee appear.

(Exits dramatically)

PUCK. A stranger Pyramus than e'er played here.
(Follows Nick off)

FRANCIS. Do I speak now?

PETER. Yes. Yes. It’s your cue. Go! Go!

FRANCIS/Thisby. (in a high pitch voice) Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue.

(The others laugh, he reacts, then continues)

FRANCIS/Thisby. Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier,
Most brisky juvenal and eke most lovely Jew,

As true as truest horse that yet would never tire,

I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb.
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PETER. “Ninus” tomb! You don’t say that yet. That is your answer to Pyramus. Pyramus enter:

You’ve had your cue; it is, “never tire”

(upset) Never tire! (breaking down, really upset) I don’t even care anymore. Say anything!

Anything!
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FRANCIS/Thisby. (a little afraid, repeats) O, as true as truest horse, that yet would ‘never tire’.

(Re-enter Puck, and Bottom with an ass's head instead of his own. He is oblivious. All the
boys fall about laughing. Peter is not impressed)

NICK. IfI were fair, Thisbe, I were only thine.

TOM. What’s that thing on your head, dude?

FRANCIS. Whoah! Is that like some freaky latex or something?
PETER. (tantrum) Why won’t anyone take anything seriously?
FRANCIS. Nah, like it’s really impressive.

ROBIN. Wait... That is fantastic! Where did you get it? It’s much better than the one I brought.
Much more realistic.

(They all wander over to him and start poking and pulling at his face, Nick tries to dodge
their prying fingers)

NICK. What are you talking about?
ROBIN. I’ve never seen anything like it.
TOM. I can’t work out where you end, and it begins.
(Tom pinches Nick'’s neck)
NICK. Ouch! What are you doing?
ROBIN. It’s incredible!
FRANCIS. Your face man. That weird mask you’ve got on.
NICK. What mask man?

PETER. Come on! This is wasting time.
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FRANCIS. Take it off Nick.
ROBIN. Is it joined at the back?
NICK. Get off!
(He swipes them away)
PETER. Nick! Take the mask off, you’re scaring everybody.
TOM. You’re freaking us out man!
NICK. You guys are frickin hilarious! Trying to prank me, making me look like an ass.
FRANCIS. Don’t even go there.
ROBIN. Just take the mask off, Nick. Jokes over!
(Robin approaches Nick and tries to pull the head off but can't.

ROBIN. (screams, backs away) Monster! He’s a monster! It’s real! It’s his head! It’s real! It’s
real!

(Everyone screams and runs around in a blind panic. Puck entwines the action. Nick
stands still in hurt dumbfoundedness)

TOM. What the?!

FRANCIS. Get away from me!

PETER. Help me!

ROBIN. Monster!

PUCK. TI'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.
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(There is chaos, students running everywhere only to be met by Puck becoming all of the
horrific things he lists)

(All exit hysterically, leaving Nick alone, angry and confused)
(A beat)
NICK. Those jerks!

(Re-enter Tom backwards bumping right into Nick. Tom panics falls over, scrambles
backwards)

TOM. What the hell man? What is going on with your head?
NICK. Don’t be an ass dude!
TOM. Ass?

(Tom scrambles up. Exits, running, screaming, grabbing his head, horrified about the
possibilities)

NICK. (direct to audience) Can you believe that?! (he looks around) 1 bet there’s camera’s in
the trees. (mocks) “Ms H said we should rehearse in the forest to help us get into the “zone of our

characterisation” Well screw them, man. (pulls out his phone) No coverage. Not a single line.

(Nick sits frustrated and plays with his phone. Puts on a lame SONG. Sings/dances along.
1t has to be bad, but really felt. (pst. good opportunity here)

(The noise awakens Titania in her fairy bower)
TITANIA. What angel wakes me from my flowery bed?
NICK. What the? Who’s there? Whoah!

(He sees her. Titania emerges from her bed. She is luminescent)
TITANIA. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again:

Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note;
So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape;
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And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me
On the first view to say, to swear, I love thee.

NICK. Wow... That costume is incredible!! You are... You are... wow. (he shakes himself)
I’'m Nick... Nick, Bottom... I mean I’'m playing Bottom in “The Dream”. We’ve just been
rehearsing here. You know, ahem... To help “get in the zone of our characterisation in an
authentic setting”. Ahem.

TITANIA. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.

NICK. Thanks... I do try to lift you know. Anyhoo, I guess I’d better bolt. The rest of my group
are really unprofessional. They were messing around and have taken off. They think they’re so
funny. Hilarious! I’d better go find them so I can kick every single one of their asses.

(Titania stops him with magic)

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;(spins him)

The summer still doth tend upon my state;

And I do love thee: therefore, go with me;(draws him in)
I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee,

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,
And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep;
And I will purge thy mortal grossness so

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.
Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed!

(Enter Fairies. Their movements are beautiful, synchronised)
NICK. Whoah!
PEASEBLOSSOM. Ready.
COBWEB. And .
MOTH. And L

MUSTARDSEED. And L.
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FAIRIES. Where shall we go?

NICK. Seriously! You guys are amazing! Like really, really in the zone. You’ve obviously been
rehearsing really well.

TITANIA. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman;
MOTH. We will hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes.

MUSTARDSEED. Feed him with apricots and dewberries,
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries.

COBWEB. The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees,
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs.

PEASEBLOSSOM. And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes,
To have your love to bed and to arise;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies.

MOTH. To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes.
TITANIA. Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.
PEASEBLOSSOM. Hail, mortal!

COBWEB. Hail!

MOTH. Hail!

MUSTARDSEED. Hail!

NICK. (stands up clapping) That was really, really good. Like almost professional standard.
Would you call that “Method Acting” or “Meisner Technique™?

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.



(The Fairies pick up Bottom and carry him to Titania’s bower)
NICK. Whoah! Definitely Method Acting!
BLACKOUT

END ACT 1.

INTERVAL

ACT 2

SCENE 1

ANOTHER PLACE IN THE ENCHANTED FOREST.
(Enter Oberon)

OBERON. I wonder if Titania be awaked;
Then, what it was that next came in her eye,
Which she must dote on in extremity.

(Enter Puck)

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

PUCK. (laughs) My mistress with a monster is in love.
Near to her close and consecrated bower,

While she was in her dull and sleeping hour,

A crew of patches, rude mechanicals,

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls,

Were met together to rehearse a play

Intended for great Theseus' nuptial-day.

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

An ass's nole I fixed on his head:

I led them on in this distracted fear,

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

OBERON. This falls out better than I could devise.

But hast thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do?

PUCK. Itook him sleeping, that is finish'd too,

And the Athenian woman by his side:

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

OBERON. Stand close: this is the same Athenian.
(Enter Hermia pursued by Demetrius)

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

(Oberon and Puck slink into the shadows)

DEMETRIUS. O, why rebuke you him that loves you so?

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe.
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HERMIA. Demetrius, I will seriously punch you in the head if you keep following me around

quoting your lines. What are you even doing here?

DEMETRIUS. I, Pierced through the heart with your stern cruelty:

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear,
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.

HERMIA. Oh for God’s sake! Just tell me, have you seen Lysander?

DEMETRIUS. I had rather give his carcass to my hounds.

HERMIA. (growls) Ugh! Get away from me! You are driving me insane! Just tell me if you’ve
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seen him! Tell me that he’s ok?
DEMETRIUS. (suggestive, pulling her close) And if I could, what should I get therefore?

HERMIA. (slaps him) That! You creep! (pushes him away) Stay away from me and stay away
from my friend! (Hermia exits)

DEMETRIUS. There is no following her in this fierce vein:
Here therefore for a while I will remain.

So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow

For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe:

Which now in some slight measure it will pay,

If for his tender here I make some stay.

(Demetrius lies down and sleeps)
(A furious Oberon and a nervous Puck emerge)

OBERON. (to Puck) What hast thou done? thou hast mistaken quite
And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight:

About the wood go swifter than the wind,

And Helena of Athens look thou find:

By some illusion see thou bring her here:

I'll charm his eyes against she do appear.

PUCK. I go, I go; look how I go,
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. (Puck exits)

(Oberon squeezes flower into Demetrius eye)

OBERON. Flower of this purple dye,
Hit with Cupid's archery,

Sink in apple of his eye.

When his love he doth espy,

Let her shine as gloriously

As the Venus of the sky.

When thou wakest, if she be by,

Beg of her for remedy.

(Re-enter Puck)
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PUCK. Captain of our fairy band,
Helena is here at hand;

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

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

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

(Enter Lysander and Helena, looking for Hermia. He is sobbing. Demetrius lies,
sleeping)

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

Look, when I vow, I weep;

How can these things in me seem scorn to you?

HELENA. Seriously Lysander. You don’t mean it... You are under a spell. You are in love with
Hermia. You’ve promised to take her to the formal and everything.

LYSANDER. I had no judgment when to her I swore.
HELENAL.L But you’re going to snap out of this... I know you are.
LYSANDER. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you.
HELENA. Tell me something I don’t already know.
(They stumble upon Demetrius)
HELENA. Demetrius?
DEMETRIUS. (awaking) O Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine!
To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne?
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show

Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow.
O, let me kiss this princess of pure white, this seal of bliss!



HELENA. (direct to audience) Great! We’re up to that part already are we?

LYSANDER. You are unkind, Demetrius; be not so;
For you love Hermia; this you know I know:

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

In Hermia's love I yield you up my part;

And yours of Helena to me bequeath,

Whom I do love and will do till my death.

HELENA. A, if you guys could just hear yourselves.

DEMETRIUS. Lysander, keep thy Hermia; I will none:
If e'er I loved her, all that love is gone.

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

And now to Helen is it home return'd,

There to remain.

LYSANDER. Helen, it is not so.
(Re-enter Hermia)

HELENA. Hermia! Thank God... Tell me it hasn’t gotten you yet?
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HERMIA. Helena? What are you doing here? (upset, see’s Lysander) Lysander! What is going

on? How could you just leave me in the middle of nowhere!?
LYSANDER. Why should he stay, whom love doth press to go?
HERMIA. What did you just say to me?

HELENA. Hermia! I’'m so glad you’re here....

LYSANDER. Lysander's love, that would not let him bide,

Fair Helena, who more engilds the night

Than all you fiery oes and eyes of light.

Why seek'st thou me? could not this make thee know,

The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so?

HERMIA. (hurt) Hate!? Lysander?! Why are you talking like that?
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HELENA. It’s happening Hermia.

HERMIA. What’s happening?

HELENA. The Dream is taking over... It wasn’t just coincidences.

HERMIA. Oh, you’re not starting all that again, are you?

HELENA. It’s happening... Whether you believe me or not!

HERMIA. No. (realisation) This is a prank, isn’t it? You guys have gone to all this trouble,
tricking me into coming here. Saying all your lines. Acting like frickin zombies! This whole

thing...(hurt) just to prank me?

HELENA. No! Why would I do that Hermia? After the time that we have been friends, do you
really think I’d join up with boys to prank you? Obviously, Puck has already got to them.

HERMIA. Puck? Oh Helena, you’ve got to stop. There’s no way!

HELENA. Ok! Ok... Let’s just say for a minute we’re not pranking you. As crazy as it sounds,
is there any other explanation? Do you really think that Demetrius would be looking at me like a
love-sick puppy if he wasn’t under a spell? Look at him! (moves her hand around, he responds,
transfixed) He is my goddamned spaniel.

HERMIA. You are crazy! This time you have really lost it.

HELENA. Hermia, you’ve got to believe me! We’ve got to get out of here before it takes all of
us over. I do not want to be that girl. I do not want to be that Helena.

HERMIA. Ican’t.
HELENA. Fine! But I’'m going to try to find us a way out, whether you help me or not!

(Helena goes to leave. Lysander launches himself at her, sliding across the floor to cling
to her ankle)

LYSANDER. Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuse:
My love, my life my soul, fair Helena!

HELENA. Oh excellent!



HERMIA. Lysander! What are you doing?

(Hermia runs to Lysander and grabs his ankle, thus starting a comical tug of war,
Lysander being the rope)

DEMETRIUS. If she cannot entreat, I can compel.
LYSANDER. (scrambles up) Thou canst compel no more than she entreat:
Thy threats have no more strength than her weak prayers.
Helen, I love thee; by my life, I do:
I swear by that which I will lose for thee,
To prove him false that says I love thee not.
HERMIA. Lysander!
DEMETRIUS. I say I love thee more than he can do.
HERMIA. Stop it! The both of you.
LYSANDER. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too.
DEMETRIUS. Quick, come!
HERMIA. Lysander, listen to me.

(Hermia jumps on Lysander’s back and clings to him)
LYSANDER. Away, you Ethiope!
Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! vile thing, let loose,
Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent!

(Lysander shakes Hermia to the ground)

HERMIA. What is going on with you? You just told me you loved me. (cries)

LYSANDER. Thy love! out, tawny Tartar, out!
Out, loathed medicine! hated potion, hence!

HERMIA. Are you for real?
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HELENA. (sarcastic) Who knows what’s real anymore.
LYSANDER. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee.

DEMETRIUS. I would I had your bond, for I perceive
A weak bond holds you: I'll not trust your word.

LYSANDER. What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her dead?
Although I hate her, I'll not harm her so.

HERMIA. Hate? How can you even say that word? You actually just said that you hate me?
This has gone way beyond a joke. I thought we were in love! Hermia and Lysander. You know?

LYSANDER. Ay, by my life;

And never did desire to see thee more.
Therefore be out of hope, of question, of doubt;
Be certain, nothing truer; 'tis no jest

That I do hate thee and love Helena.

(Hermia cries)
HELENA. Will you listen to me now Hermia? Hermia? Oh no...
SFX — Magical twinkling.

(Hermia has frozen. We see her demeanour change. She twitches. She is under the spell
of The Dream and has now become her literary self. She turns on Helena)

HERMIA. O me! you juggler! you canker-blossom!
You thief of love! what, have you come by night
And stolen my love's heart from him?

HELENA. Hermia! Oh no! It’s happening to you as well. You’ve got to fight it! You can’t risk
it taking over, otherwise who knows what’s going to happen? You don’t want to end up a puppet
in this eternal magic show.

HERMIA. Puppet? why so? ay, that way goes the game.
Now I perceive that she hath made compare
Between our statures; she hath urged her height;
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And with her personage, her tall personage,

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with him.
And are you grown so high in his esteem;
Because I am so dwarfish and so low?

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

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.

(Helena terrified, hides behind the boys)
HELENA. Guys. Help out will you!? She may be little, but she is fierce!
HERMIA. Little again! nothing but low and little!
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus?
Let me come to her.
LYSANDER. Be not afraid; she shall not harm thee, Helena.
DEMETRIUS. No, sir, she shall not, though you take her part.
HELENA. Hermia stop!
LYSANDER. Get you gone, you dwarf;
Y ou minimus, of hindering knot-grass made;
You bead, you acorn.
(He pokes Hermia in the head until she falls on her butt)
LYSANDER. (continues) Now she holds me not;
Now follow, if thou darest, to try whose right,
Of thine or mine, is most in Helena.
DEMETRIUS. Follow! Nay, I’'ll go with thee, cheek by jole.
(Exit Lysander and Demetrius in a jostle)

HERMIA. You mistress! All this coil is long of you!

HELENA. Hermia! Calm down! I am trying to get you out of here!
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(Hermia growls and advances on Helena)

HELENA. (continues) Hermia... Please don’t be angry with me. I love you and I’m sorry that
this happened. It is all my fault. I told Demetrius where you were going. I thought he’d
understand that it was over between you, that you’d left with Lysander, but of course he followed
you and so I followed him... and you are right... (she cries) He’s horrible! He was horrible
before he had the spell put on him and he’s even worse now, and I’m a fool for ever loving him.

(Helena cries in Hermia'’s arms)
HERMIA. (softer) Why, get you gone: who is’t that hinders you?
HELENA. You, you idiot! I'm trying to help you! Don’t let boys get between our friendship.
We have to stick together. We are going to get out of here. We cannot let the Dream take over! |
do not want to become her. In the end Helena settled. She knew that the only reason Demetrius
fell in love with her was because he was under a spell and she still stayed with him. It was
enough for her, but it’s not enough for me! I’'m not going to settle! I deserve better and I’'m going
to fight the Dream, and you’re going to fight it with me... Ok? Hermia? We are going to fight it
together! But I need for you to believe me! Hermia... Do you believe me?

(Helena holds onto Hermia’s shoulders and looks right into her eyes)
HELENA. (continues) Hermia I said... Do you believe me?

(Hermia shakes herself out of the spell. She becomes her old self)
HERMIA. (cries) Yes!

(Relieved, they hug, and exit together, running)

(Oberon reappears, he is furious at Puck)

OBERON. This is thy negligence: still thou mistakest,
Or else committ’st thy knaveries willfully.

PUCK. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook.
Did not you tell me I should know the man

By the Athenian garment he had on?

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

And lead these testy rivals so astray

As one come not within another’s way.

Then crush this herb into Lysander’s eye;

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property,

To take from thence all error with his might,

And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight.

When they next wake, all this derision

Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision, (Oberon exits)

BLACKOUT

SCENE 2
TITANIAS FAIRY BOWER.

Enter Titania and Nick; Peaseblossom, Moth, Cobweb and Mustardseed. Oberon is behind,
unseen.

TITANIA. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed,
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head,

And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.

NICK. Large ears? Do you think? Oh ok, we’re rehearsing again, are we? (he lies lovingly in her
lap) 1 haven’t properly memorised this scene yet and I don’t have my script anymore. I lost it in
the... the... whatever that was. I have read it, of course, so I guess I'll just have to improvise. (ke
Jjumps up, ready to impress Titania) An excellent dramatic devise actually.

(The Fairies sigh)

NICK. (continues) It allows the actor to truly search for their motivation. After all, when words
are not at our disposal, our character needs to find an objective.

(Moth hands him his script)

NICK. Ahh, yes. Thank you.
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(Nick searches for the page; Moth ends up helping him. Nick nervous with performance
anxiety is overcompensating)

NICK. Now... How does this scene start for our Nick Bottom? Act... (mumble) Scene...
(indistinguishable)

(Peaseblossom steps forward)

NICK/Bottom. Ahh yes. “He summons the fairies to be at his beck and call”... Umm ahh.
“Where’s...Where’s Pease...”

PEASEBLOSSOM. Peaseblossom.
NICK/Bottom. Ahh yes...(theatrically) “Where's Peaseblossom?”’
PEASEBLOSSOM. Ready.

NICK/Bottom . (over the top) “Scratch my head Peaseblossom. Where's Mounsieur
Spiderweb?”

COBWEB. ...Cobweb.
NICK/Bottom. (dramatically) “Cobweb”
COBWEB. Ready.

NICK/Bottom. “Mounsieur Cobweb, good mounsieur, get you your
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped

humble-bee on the top of a thistle” Wow, specific!

“and, good mounsieur, bring me the honey-bag.

Where’s Mounsieur Mustardseed?”

MUSTARDSEED. Ready.

NICK/Bottom. (pause. To Fairies) What’s a neaf? He says, “give me your neaf?” (sigh)
Anyway (back into character) “Mounsieur Mustardseed. Pray you, leave your courtesy, good
mounsieur”.

MUSTARDSEED. What's your Will?
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NICK/Bottom. (in character) “Nothing, good mounsieur, but to help Cavalery Cobweb to
scratch. [ must to the barber's, monsieur; for methinks I am marvellous hairy about the face; and
I am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me, I must scratch.” (out of character)

Ok. Look I know this is Shakespeare and you guys are obviously really into it. But don’t you
find it slightly pretentious? I mean you’re telling me that Bottom, who is named “Bottom” for
some unknown reason, has all these magical creatures at his disposal and all he wants them to do
is scratch him!? Like what the heck?! I mean he could ask for anything. Jewels, riches, fame, a
huge mansion, a PS5 Pro, awesome cars, a jet!

TITANIA. What, wilt thou hear some music, my sweet love?
(Nick leans into Titania affectionately)

NICK/Bottom. Sweet love. Awh. (reads) “I have a reasonable good ear in music. Let's have the
tongs and the bones.” Again?! What the heck are “the tongs and the bones!?”

TITANIA. Or say, sweet love, what thou desirest to eat.

NICK/Bottom. (reads) “Truly, a peck of provender: I could munch your good dry oats.
Methinks I have a great desire to a bottle of hay: good hay, sweet hay, hath no fellow”. (informs
the others) That’s cause he’s a donkey that he wants all that hay and oats and stuff.
(contemplates) That’s what I really don’t get. How can Bottom be sitting there with a donkey’s
head on this whole time and not even notice it? I mean like can’t he feel his face?

(Nick feels his face and remains oblivious to the fact that he also has a donkey’s head)

NICK. (continues) I mean is he that stupid?
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