
TITANIA

Lullaby 

(William Shakespeare - A Midsummer Night’s Dream)

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.
Weaving spiders, come not here;
Hence, you longlegged spinners, hence!
Beetles black, approach not near,
Worm nor snail, do no offence.

Sonnet 148 (William Shakespeare)

O me! what eyes hath Love put in my head,
Which have no correspondence with true sight;
Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled,
That censures falsely what they see aright?
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,
What means the world to say it is not so?
If it be not, then love doth well denote
Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s: no,
How can it? O! how can Love’s eye be true,
That is so vexed with watching and with tears?
No marvel then, though I mistake my view;
The sun itself sees not, till heaven clears.
O cunning Love! with tears thou keep’st me blind,
Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should find

Oh, come to me in dreams, my love!
I will not ask a dearer bliss;
Come with the starry beams, my love,
And press mine eyelids with thy kiss.
’Twas thus, as ancient fables tell,
Love visited a Grecian maid,
Till she disturbed the sacred spell,
And woke to find her hopes betrayed.

But gentle sleep shall veil my sight,
And Psyche’s lamp shall darkling be,
When, in the visions of the night,
Thou dost renew thy vows to me.
Then come to me in dreams, my love,
I will not ask a dearer bliss;
Come with the starry beams, my love,
And press mine eyelids with thy kiss.

‘Oh come to me in dreams, my love’ (Mary Shelley)



BOTTOM

The Fly (William Oldys)

Busy, curious, thirsty Fly,
Drink with me, and drink as I;
Freely welcome to my Cup,
Could’st thou sip and sip it up;

Make the most of Life you may,
Life is short and wears away.
Both alike are mine and thine,
Hast’ning quick to their Decline;

Thine’s a Summer, mine’s no more,
Though repeated to threescore;
(Busy curious, thirsty Fly...)

Refrain: Make the most of life you may

Drinking Song (Abraham Cowley)

The thirsty earth soaks up the rain,
And drinks and gapes for drink again;
The plants suck in the earth, and are
With constant drinking fresh and fair;
The sea itself (which one would think
Should have but little need of drink)
Drinks twice ten thousand rivers up,
So fill’d that they o’erflow the cup.
The busy Sun (and one would guess
By’s drunken fiery face no less)
Drinks up the sea, and when he’s done,
The Moon and Stars drink up the Sun:
The drink and dance by their own light,
The drink and revel all the night:
Nothing in Nature’s sober found,
But an eternal health goes round.
Fill up the bowl, then, fill it high,
Fill all the glasses there – for why
Should every creature drink but I?
Why, man of morals, tell me why?

A Hate Song (Percy Bysshe Shelley)

A hater he came and sat by a ditch,
And he took an old cracked lute;
And he sang a song which was more of a screech
‘Gainst a woman that was a brute.



PUCK

Music, when soft voices die (Percy Bysshe Shelley)

Music, when soft voices die,
Vibrates in the memory;
Odours, when sweet violets sicken,
Live within the sense they quicken.
Rose leaves, when the rose is dead,
Are heap’d for the belovèd’s bed;
And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone,
Love itself shall slumber on.

Come unto these yellow sands 

(William Shakespeare - The Tempest)

Come unto these yellow sands,
And then take hands:
Come unto these yellow sands...
Court’sied when you have, and kiss’d,—
The wild waves whist,—
Come unto these yellow sands...
Hark, Hark, the watchdogs bark!
Hark, I hear the strains of strutting chanticleer
Come unto these yellow sands,
And then take hands:
Come unto these yellow sands
Court’sied when you have, and kiss’d,—
The wild waves whist,—
Come unto these yellow sands...
Foot it featly here and there;
And, sweet sprites, bear the burden.
Sweet sprites, bear the burden. Hark, hark, hark!
Come unto these yellow sands...

Over Hill, Over Dale

(William Shakespeare - A Midsummer Night’s Dream)

Over hill, over dale,
Thorough bush, thorough briar,
Over park, over pale,
Thorough flood, thorough fire,
We do wander everywhere
Swifter than the moon’s sphere,
And we serve the Fairy Queen,
To dew her orbs upon the green.

Refrain: we do wander everywhere



Epilogue

(William Shakespeare - A Midsummer Night’s Dream)

If we shadows have offended,
Think but this, and all is mended:
That you have but slumbered here
While these visions did appear.
If we shadows have offended,
Think but this, and all is mended:
That you have but slumbered here
While these visions did appear.
And this weak and idle theme,
No more yielding but a dream,
Gentles, do not reprehend.
If you pardon, we will mend.
If we shadows...

And, as I am an honest Puck,

If we have unearnèd luck
Now to scape the serpent’s tongue
We will make amends ere long,
Else the puck a liar call.
So, good night unto you all.
Give me your hands if we be friends,
And Robin shall restore amends.

If we shadows...


