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Theseus, the Duke of Athens, was very excited. The
Queen of the Amazons, Hippolyta, had agreed to marry
him. Squeezing her hand, he grinned and ordered his
servants to prepare for the wedding.
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“We shall hold the best party Athens has ever seen,”
Theseus promised Hippolyta.




Just then, an angry man burst into the Great Hall with three
other people. “I| must see Duke Theseus now!” he shouted. “Is
that you, Egeus?” asked Theseus. “Whatever’s wrong?”

Egeus gestured at a girl in a yellow dress. “It’s my daughter,
Hermia,” he explained. “l want her to marry this man,
Demetrius.” A man in a pale blue tunic nodded to the duke. “But
Hermia wants to marry Lysander,” Egeus went on. “You're in
charge around here. Please tell her to marry Demetrius.”




Theseus frowned at Hermia. “Demetrius is a good man,” he
pointed out, “and the law says daughter must obey their
fathers.” Demetrius gave a slight smile. “But that’s not fair!” said
Lysander, shaking his messy curls. “Hermia loves me. Demetrius
has her father’s love. Let me have Hermia’s!”

Theseus glared at the young man. “Lysander!” he snapped.
“Don’t be rude. I’'m sorry, but Hermia must marry Demetrius. It’s
what her father wants. And if she won’t do as Egeus tells her,
she’ll have to become a nun.”




Lysander watched in fury as Theseus left, taking Egeus and
Demetrius with him. Hermia was dismayed. “l can’t marry
Demetrius,” she cried. “And | don’t want to be a nun.”

“I’ll meet you in the forest tonight and we’ll run away,” said
Lysander, trying to comfort her.




“Run away?” said a voice, interrupting them. “Who’s running
away?” It was Hermia’s best friend, Helena.

Quickly, Lysander told her what had just happened. Helena sighed.
“At least Lysander loves you Hermia. | wish Demetrius loved me.”
“Poor Helena,” said Lysander. “We do too. But we can’t hang
around,” he went on. “Come on, Hermia, we must pack.”

“We’'re leaving Athens tonight,” Hermia whispered on her way out.
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Left alone, Helena felt tears pricking her eyes. “It’s so unfair!” she
thought. “I love Demetrius so much and he wants Hermia.”

Around her, the palace was full of noisy wedding preparations. The
bustle made Helena feel worse. “I'll tell Demetrius that Hermia is
running away with Lysander,” she decided. “Perhaps then he’ll
choose me.”







Over at the house of Peter Quince, a craftsman, things were
almost as noisy. He had decided to put on a play for the Duke’s
wedding ad had asked five of his friends to help.




“Are we all here?” Quince called. “Nick Bottom, the weaver?”
“Ready!”
“Francis Flute, the bellows-mender?” “Here, Peter Quince.”
“Robin Starveling, the tailor?” “Here, Peter Quince.”

“Tom Snout, the tinker?” “Here, Peter Quince.”

“And Snug, the joiner?” “Here!”




“The play I've chosen.” Quince announced, “is the sad, sad
story of Pyramus and Thisbe.” Bottom wasn’t listening. “Oh
good,” he said. “I like a comedy. Who am 1?”

“You’ll be Pyramus,” Quince told him. “A young man in love
with the beautiful Thisbe.” Bottom looked pleased. “I'll make a
brilliant Pyramus!”




“And Flute is to be Thisbe,” Quince said. Flute looked horrified.

“A girl?” he screeched. “I can’t be a girl!” I'm... I'm growing a
beard.”

“Oh! | could be Thisbe too,” Bottom offered. “I'll speak low for
the man,” he growled, “and high for the girl,” he finished with
a squeak.

“Flute is Thisbe,” said Quince firmly. “He can wear a mask.
Starveling is the moon, Snout is a wall and Snug is a lion.”




Bottom hopped up and down with excitement. “Oh! Let me be
the lion,” he begged, giving a fierce roar.

Quince jumped in surprise. “You’d scare the audience away,”
he said.

“Here are your words,” Quince added, handing out pieces of
paper. “Learn them quickly. We’ll meet tonight in the forest to
rehearse.”
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The four quickly jumped up. “My lord,” said Lysander, bowing
to the duke. Theseus looked at Lysander and then at
Demetrius. “l thought you both wanted to marry the same girl.
What happened?” Lysander shrugged. “I've no idea. Hermia
and | were running away...”




“What?” burst out Egeus, with a scowl on his face.
“Outrageous!” Clap him in irons. Demetrius, you nearly lost your
wide.” “Ah,” said Demetrius. “About that... It’s a funny thing, but

my love for Hermia has melted like snow. It’s Helena | afore.”

Egeus turned purple with rage, but Theseus smiled. “Excellent!”
he said. “We can all be married together.” Taking Hippolyta’s
hand, he led the happy couples back to his place.




No one noticed Bottom waking up. “What an amazing dream,”
he mumbled, as he too left the woods. “l thought | was a
donkey!”







To a trumpet fanfare, Bottom, Flute and Snout walked around the
stage. Snout stood in the middle as the wall and the play began.

“This is no good,” said Bottom, as Pyramus. “Let’s meet in the
graveyard.” Flute nodded and all three trooped off.
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As they left, Snug crawled in with Starveling, who was carrying a
hoop of lights. Snug gave a roar, then added, “Do not be frightened
ladies! I’'m not a real lion.”




As Flute came on again, tripping over his dress. “Where are you,
Pyramus, my love?” he called. Snug roared and Flute ran away,
screaming. As he fled, his scarf fell off. Snug chewed it greedily.




Bottom came back and snatched up the chewed scarf. “Thisbe?
Eaten by a lion?” he sobbed. “My dainty duck is no more.” Turning
to face the audience, he pulled out a fake dagger and stabbed
himself.




With a cry of despair, Flute ran on.

“My love is gone,” he waited. Grabbing the dagger, he cried,
“Farewell, friends.







Unseen above, the fairy king and queen were watching the

play with Puck. “Let’s bless this place,” murmured Titania.

Oberon smiled. “Now they’ll all live happily ever after,” he
said. And they did.




THINK

DIGITAL ACADEMY




