
 
IMPORTANT DATES:  

Audition workshop: September 1st 3:30-6pm  

Auditions: September 2nd-3rd, 3:30-6pm  

Callbacks: September 8th-9th, 3:30-6:30pm  

1st rehearsal/Parent meeting: September 10th, 3:30-6, parent meeting 6-7 

Tech begins: October 17th  

Show dates: November 5th-7th  

STEPS TO AUDITION:  

1. Read through the play summary and character breakdown. I highly 
recommend reading the entire play or watching a recording of it 
(there are tons on YouTube!). Bonus tip: Get an account for  
NoFear Shakespeare, which gives side by side ‘translations’ 
for the entire play)  

2. Read through and choose a monologue from the list below to perform 
for your audition. I’ve included a ‘translation’ for each one.  

3. Fill out the Google form and sign up for an audition slot (signups and 
Google form to be released 8/17) 

 

 



 
Act I  
As Duke Theseus prepares for his marriage to Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons, he is 
interrupted by Egeus. Egeus asks for the Duke to intervene in a dispute. His daughter, 
Hermia, will not agree to marry Demetrius (whom Egeus has chosen for her) because  

she loves a gentleman named Lysander. The Duke asks Hermia to be obedient to her 
father. He offers her one of two options: she must either die or accept a celibate life as a 
nun.  

Naturally upset with the offer, Lysander and Hermia plan to elope and share their secret 
with Helena, Hermia's friend. Helena is desperately in love with Demetrius, who seems 
to have abandoned her in favour of Hermia. At night, Lysander and Hermia escape from 
Athens; but they soon lose their way in the woods. After Helena tells him of their 
intention to defy the law, Demetrius decides to follow the lovers into the woods. In turn, 
Helena follows Demetrius in the hope that he will give up on Hermia and choose her 
instead.   

Meanwhile, a group of working men are preparing a play of the tragic love-story of 
Pyramus and Thisbe to present before the Duke Theseus on his wedding day. Nick 
Bottom, the weaver, is to play the lover Pyramus, while Flute, the bellows-mender, 
begrudgingly agrees to play Thisbe.  

Act II  
Nearby, Oberon - King of the Fairies—has recently quarrelled with his queen, Titania. 
She acquired a magical child from one of her waiting women, and now refuses to hand 
him over to Oberon to use as a page. Oberon begins to plot a way to get revenge on 
Titania for her disobedience. He sends his fairy servant, Puck, to fetch a purple flower 
with juice that makes people fall in love with the next creature they see.   

Afterwards, Oberon overhears Helena and Demetrius arguing in the forest. Oberon 
hears Demetrius mistreat Helena and tells Puck to anoint 'the Athenian', so Demetrius 
will fall in love with the first person that he sees. Puck mistakes the Athenian and puts 
the flower juice on the eyes of the sleeping Lysander. When he is woken by Helena, he 
immediately falls in love with her and rejects Hermia. When Demetrius rests, Oberon 
puts magic juice on his eyes, which makes him fall in love with Helena as well.  



Act III  
The workers' rehearsals in the wood are overheard by Puck, who plays a trick on them 
by giving Bottom an ass's head. After frightening the others away, Bottom is lured 
towards the sleeping Titania whom Oberon has anointed with Puck's magic flower juice. 
On waking, the fairy queen falls in love with the ass and entertains him with her fairies.  
Meanwhile, Demetrius and Lysander, still under the spell of the flower juice, pursue 
Helena. Hermia is jealous and confused about the lack of attention paid to her. Oberon 
and Puck watch the chaos, and Oberon commands Puck to put it right again. The lovers' 
arguments have tired them all out as they have chased one another through the woods. 
Puck eventually distracts the two men from their pursuit of Helena by impersonating 
their voices, and they get lost in the woods. The four lovers fall asleep, exhausted. Puck 
places restorative juice on Lysander's eyes.  

Act IV  
After an afternoon of being pampered by Titania's fairies, Bottom falls asleep beside her. 
Oberon restores Titania's sight and wakes her (thank goodness). After expressing her 
dismay at the sight of Bottom, she reconciles with Oberon, and she ends up giving him 
the little prince for his page. Bottom's ass head is removed, and he returns to the city to 
rejoin his friends as they prepare to perform their play. The lovers are woken by Theseus 
and Hippolyta's hunting party. Lysander sees Hermia and falls in love with her once 
again.  

Act V  
Happily reunited (Lysander with Hermia and Demetrius with Helena), they agree to 
share the Duke's wedding day. The play of 'Pyramus and Thisbe' is presented before the 
wedding guests. As the three couples retire to bed, Puck and the fairies return to bless 
the palace and its people.  
“Lord, what fools these mortals be!”  
— A Midsummer Night's Dream, Act 1 Scene 1 

 
 
 
 



Character Breakdown  

The Athenians:  

Theseus: Duke of Athens, engaged to Hippolyta. A legendary hero, 
Theseus is respected by all for his reason and good judgment as well as his 
bravery. At the start of the play, Theseus is about to marry Hippolyta, his 
one-time foe.  

Hippolyta: Queen of the Amazons, engaged to Theseus.  

Egeus: A nobleman who is frustrated that his daughter refuses to marry 
the man he has selected for her.  

Hermia: Daughter of Egeus, spunky and romantic. Best friends with 
Helena, in love with Lysander, does not want to marry Demetrius. Decides 
to run away with Lysander into the forest.  

Helena: Best friends with Hermia, daughter of another nobleman. In love 
with Demetrius, who used to love her but has now fallen in love with 
Hermia. Decides to tell Demetrius of Lysander and Hermia’s flight into the 
woods, because ‘love’.  

Lysander: A young man of Athens, not as accomplished or high born as 
Demetrius, but loves Hermia and has her love in return. Convinces Hermia 
to run away with him into the forest.  

Demetrius: A (slightly older) man of Athens, higher born and class than 
Lysander. Egeus has selected him to marry Hermia, who hates him. Used to 
love Helena, who still has hope he’ll come to his senses and love her again, 
but he loves Hermia now.  

The Fairies:  

Titania: Queen of the Fairies. Strong and stubborn, she is in a dispute with 
her husband and King of the Fairies, Oberon. Later, Oberon decides to play 
a trick on her by making her fall in love with a man with a donkey’s head. 
You’ll understand when you read it. May sing in the play. 

 

 



Oberon: King of the Fairies, and Titania’s husband. Just as strong and 
stubborn a 
s Titania. Wants to pull a ‘changeling’ child in Titania’s care into his posse, 
and is so upset that she refuses, he puts a wild spell on her. Also loves to 
meddle in the affairs of the four lovers. May sing in play  

Puck: Also known as Robin, Puck is the ‘merry wanderer of the night’, 
Oberon’s go-to fairy companion. A trickster-god type. Likes playing pranks 
and messing with fairies and humans alike. Makes the four lovers’ ‘love 
square’ extremely messy, and loves it. Actor must be able to move 
well/potentially dance. May sing in the play.  

Peaseblossom, Cobweb, Moth, Mustardseed, Fairy Ensemble: 
Fun-loving and delightful fairies in Titania’s employ. May sing in play.  

The Rude Mechanicals:  
(an actor group made up of working craftsmen led by Peter Quince hired to 
perform a play at Theseus and Hippolyta’s wedding. One of the biggest 
comedic elements of this play.)  

Peter Quince: Director of the play, Pyramus and Thisbe, a tragic tale of 
star-crossed lovers. Is often stressed out about his less-than-experienced 
band of actors.  

Nick Bottom: Bottom is a weaver by trade, but his true calling is being the 
greatest actor of all time. Unfortunately, he is…not a great actor at all. He 
plays the male leading role in the play directed by Peter Quince. Bottom 
becomes a victim of the rivalry between Oberon and Titania when Puck 
enchants him, giving him the head of a donkey.  

Frances Flute: An instrument repairman by trade. Plays the female 
leading role in the play. Flighty and forgetful, hates playing opposite 
Bottom.  

Tom Snout: A tin-worker. Plays the wall separating the two lovers in the 
play. Yes, the wall.  

Snug: A carpenter. Plays the lion in the play, but is very unsure in their 
own ability to play such a fearsome creature.  

Robin Starveling: A tailor. Plays the moon in the play. 

 



A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM MONOLOGUES 
Prepare one monologue from this list. Take a look at the ‘translation’ 

underneath the monologue to help you understand what the character is 
saying.  

PUCK  

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 thick­skin of that barren sort,  

Who Pyramus presented in their sport,  

Forsook his scene and entered in a brake,  

When I did him at this advantage take,  

An ass’s nole I fixèd on his head.  

Anon his Thisbe must be answerèd,  

And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy,  

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye,  

Or russet­pated choughs, many in sort,  

Rising and cawing at the gun’s report,  

Sever themselves and madly sweep the sky—  

So at his sight away his fellows fly;  

And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls.  

PUCK  

My mistress Titania is in love with a monster! While she was sleeping in her bed of 
flowers, a group of bumbling idiots, rough workmen from Athens, got together nearby to 
rehearse some play they plan to perform on Theseus’s wedding day. The stupidest 
one, who played Pyramus in their play, finished his scene and went to sit in the bushes 
to wait for his next cue. I took that opportunity to stick a donkey’s head on him. When it 



was time for him to go back onstage and talk to his Thisbe, he came out of the bushes 
and everyone saw him. His friends ran away as fast as ducks scatter when they hear a 
hunter’s gunshot. One of them was so frightened when he heard my footsteps that he 
yelled, “Murder!” and called for help from Athens. They were all so afraid that they 
completely lost their common sense. They started to become scared of inanimate 
objects, terrified by the thorns and briars that catch at their clothing and pull off their 
sleeves and hats. I led them on in this frightened, distracted state, and left sweet He 
“Murder!” cries and help from Athens calls.  

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong,  

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong.  

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch,  

Some sleeves, some hats—from yielders all things catch.  

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.  

Pyramus there, transformed into someone with a donkey’s head. At that exact moment, 
Titania woke up and immediately fell in love with him, an ass.  

OBERON  
That very time I saw (but thou couldst not)  

Flying between the cold moon and the Earth,  

Cupid all armed. A certain aim he took  

At a fair vestal thronèd by the west,  

And loosed his love shaft smartly from his bow  

As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts.  

But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft  

Quenched in the chaste beams of the watery moon,  

And the imperial votaress passèd on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy­free.  

Yet marked I where the bolt of Cupid 
fell. It fell upon a little western flower,  

Before milk­white, now purple with love’s wound. 



And maidens call it “love­in­idleness.”  

Fetch me that flower. The herb I showed thee 
once. The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid  

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 
Fetch me this herb, and be thou here again 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league.  

(PUCK exits.)  

Having once this juice,  

I’ll watch Titania when she is asleep  

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes.  

The next thing then she waking looks upon— 
165Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull,  

On meddling monkey or on busy ape— She 
shall pursue it with the soul of love. And ere I 
take this charm from of her sight— As I can 
take it with another herb—  

I’ll make her render up her page to me. 
But who comes here? I am invisible.  

And I will overhear their conference.  

OBERON  
That same night, I saw Cupid flying from the 
moon to the earth, with all of his arrows 
ready. (You couldn’t see him, but I could.) He 
took aim at a beautiful young virgin who was 
sitting on a throne in the western part of the 
world, and he shot his arrow of love well 
enough to have pierced a hundred thousand 
hearts. But I could see that Cupid’s fiery 
arrow was put out by watery, virginal  
moonbeams, so the royal virgin continued 
her virginal thoughts without being  
interrupted by thoughts of love. But I paid 
attention to where Cupid’s arrow fell. It fell 
on a little western flower, which used to be  
white as milk but now has turned purple 



from being wounded by the arrow of love. 
Young girls call it “love­in­idleness.” Bring 
me that flower. I showed it to you once. If its 
juice is put on someone’s eyelids while  
they’re asleep, that person will fall in love 
with the next living creature he or she sees. 
Bring me this plant, and get back here  
before the sea monster has time to swim three miles. 
(Puck exits)  
When I have the juice of that flower, I’ll  
trickle some drops of it on Titania’s eyes 
while she’s sleeping. She’ll fall madly in love 
with the first thing she sees when she wakes 
up—even if it’s a lion, a bear, a wolf, a bull, a 
monkey, or an ape. And before I make her 
normal again—I can cure her by treating her 
with another plant—I’ll make her give me 
that little boy as my page. But who’s that 
coming this way? I’ll make myself invisible 
and listen to their conversation  

TITANIA  
These are the forgeries of jealousy.  

And never, since the middle summer’s spring, 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead,  

By pavèd fountain, or by rushy brook,  

Or in the beachèd margent of the sea,  

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, But 
with thy brawls thou hast disturbed our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenge, have sucked up from the sea  

Contagious fogs, which falling in the land  

Have every pelting river made so proud  

That they have overborne their continents.  

The human mortals want their winter here.  

No night is now with hymn or carol blessed.  

Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,  

Pale in her anger, washes all the air,  

That rheumatic diseases do abound.  



And thorough this distemperature we see  

The seasons alter: hoary­headed frosts  

Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose,  

And on old Hiems' thin and icy crown  

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds  

Is, as in mockery, set. The spring, the summer,  

The childing autumn, angry winter change  

Their wonted liveries, and the mazèd world,  

By their increase, now knows not which is which.  

And this same progeny of evils comes  

From our debate, from our dissension.  

We are their parents and original.  

TITANIA  
These are nothing but jealous lies. Since the beginning of midsummer, my fairies and I 
haven’t been able to meet anywhere to do our dances in the wind without being 
disturbed by you and your arguments. We haven’t been able to meet on a hill or in a 
valley, in the forest or a meadow, by a pebbly fountain or a rushing stream, or on the 
beach by the ocean without you disturbing us. And because you interrupt us so that we 
can’t dance for them, the winds have made fogs rise up out of the sea and fall down on 
the rivers so that the rivers flood, just to get revenge on you. It’s not winter here for the 
human mortals, so they’re not protected by the holy hymns and carols that they sing in 
winter. So the pale, angry moon, who controls the tides, fills the air with diseases. As a 
consequence of this bad weather and these bad moods the seasons have started to 
change. Cold frosts spread over the red roses, and the icy winter wears a crown of 
sweet summer flowers as some sick joke. Spring, summer, fertile autumn and angry 
winter have all changed places, and now the confused world doesn’t know which is 
which. And this is all because of our argument. We are responsible for this.  

LYSANDER  

(to THESEUS) I am, my lord, as well derived as he,  

As well possessed. My love is more than his.  

My fortunes every way as fairly ranked,  

(If not with vantage) as Demetrius'.  

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

I am beloved 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.  

LYSANDER  

(to THESEUS) My lord, I’m just as noble and  

rich as he is. I love Hermia more than he  

does. My prospects are as good as his, if not  

better. And beautiful Hermia loves me—  

which is more important than all those other  

things I’m bragging about. Why shouldn’t I  

be able to marry her? Demetrius—and I’ll say  

this to his face—courted Nedar’s daughter,  

Helena, and made her fall in love with him.  

That sweet lady, Helena, loves devoutly. She  

adores this horrible and unfaithful man. 
HELENA  

O spite! O hell! I see you all are bent  

To set against me for your merriment:  

If you were civil and knew courtesy,  

You would not do me thus much injury.  

Can you not hate me, as I know you do,  

But you must join in souls to mock me too?  

If you were men, as men you are in show,  

You would not use a gentle lady so;  

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts,  

When I am sure you hate me with your hearts.  

You both are rivals, and love Hermia;  

And now both rivals, to mock Helena:  

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise,  

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes  



With your derision! none of noble sort  

Would so offend a virgin, and extort  

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

HELENA  

Damn it! I see you’re all determined to gang up on me for a few laughs. If you had any 
manners at all, you wouldn’t treat me like this. Can’t you just hate me, as I know you 
do? Do you have to get together to humiliate me too? If you were real men, as you 
pretend to be, you wouldn’t treat a lady this way, making vows and promises and 
praising my beauty when I know you’re really both disgusted by me. You’re competing 
for Hermia’s love, and now you’re competing to see which one of you can make fun of 
me the most. That’s a great idea, a really manly thing to do—making a poor girl cry! No 
respectable person would offend an innocent girl just to have some fun 
 
DEMETRIUS  

I love thee not, therefore pursue me not.  

Where is Lysander and fair Hermia?  

The one I’ll stay, the other stayeth me.  

Thou told’st me they were stol'n unto this wood.  

And here am I, and wood within this wood,  

Because I cannot meet my Hermia.  

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

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?  

Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit.  

For I am sick when I do look on thee.  

 

DEMETRIUS  
Look, I don’t love you, so stop following me around. Where are Lysander and beautiful 
Hermia? Lysander I want to stop, but Hermia stops my heart from beating. You told me 
they escaped into this forest. And here I am, going crazy in the middle of the woods 
because I can’t find my Hermia. Go away, get out of here, and stop following me. Do I 
ask you to follow me? Do I speak to you kindly? Don’t I tell you in the clearest terms that 



I do not and cannot love you? Don’t push it. Just looking at you makes me sick.  

HERMIA  
Help me, Lysander, help me! Do thy best  

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast.  

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

Lysander, look how I do quake with fear.  

Methought a serpent eat my heart away,  

And you sat smiling at his cruel pray.  

Lysander!—What, removed?—Lysander, lord!—  

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

Alack, where are you? Speak, an if you hear. 
Speak, of all loves! I swoon almost with fear.  

No? Then I well perceive you all not nigh.  

Either death or you I’ll find immediately.  

HERMIA  
(waking up) Help me, Lysander, help me! Get this snake off of my chest. Oh, my God! 
What a terrible dream I just had! Lysander, look how I’m shaking from fear. I thought a 
snake was eating my heart while you sat smiling and watching. Lysander!—What, is he 
gone?—Lysander, my lord!—What, is he out of earshot? Gone? No answer, nothing? 
Oh, God, where are you? Say something if you can hear me. Say something, please! 
I’m almost fainting with fear. Nothing? Then I guess you’re nowhere nearby. I’ll find 
you—or die—right away.  

BOTTOM  
(Someone in the room will read for Quince, you don’t have to say those lines) 
BOTTOM: Here. Tell me which part I’m going to play, then go on.  

[QUINCE: You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus.]  

BOTTOM: What is Pyramus? A lover or a tyrant?  

[QUINCE: A lover that kills himself, most gallant, for love.]  

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

  The raging rocks  



  And shivering shocks  
  Shall break the locks  
  Of prison gates.  
  And Phoebus' car  
  Shall shine from far  
  And make and mar  
  The foolish Fates.  
This was lofty!—Now name the rest of the players.—This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant’s vein. 
A lover is more condoling. 
BOTTOM: Ready. Name what part I am for and proceed.  
QUINCE: You, Nick Bottom, have been cast as Pyramus.  
BOTTOM: What’s Pyramus? A lover or a tyrant?  
QUINCE: A lover who kills himself very nobly for love.  
BOTTOM: I’ll have to cry to make my performance believable. And as soon as I start 
crying, oh boy, the audience had better watch out, because they’ll start crying too. I’ll 
make tears pour out of their eyes like rainstorms. I’ll moan very believably.—Name the 
other actors.—But I’m really in the mood to play a tyrant. I could do a great job with 
Hercules, or any other part that requires ranting and raving. I would rant and rave really 
well. Like this, listen.  
  The raging rocks  
  And shivering shocks  
  Will break the locks  
  Of prison gates.  
  And the sun­god’s car  
  Will shine from far  
  Away, and make and mar  
  Foolish fate.  
Oh, that was truly inspired!—Now tell us who the other actors are.—By the way, my 
performance just now was in the style of Hercules, the tyrant style. A lover would have 
to be weepier, of course. 


