SUMMER’S LEASE
Songs, Sonnets & Scenes
from the Bard
Tuesday 31 July 2018 at 2:00
Wednesday 1 August & Friday 3 August at 7:00
in the Auditorium

Introductory Music: Two Sonatas by Domenico Scarlatti
Sonnet 18
The Most Excellent & Lamentable Tragedy of Romeo & Juliet: Juliet, Romeo
Song: “The Passionate Shepherd & His Love” (after Christopher Marlowe)
The Tragedy of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark: Laertes, Ophelia, Polonius
Julius Caesar: Brutus, Antony, the Crowd
Dialogue. by Adriano Banchieri
A Midsummer Night’s Dream: Helena and Hermia
Song: “Sigh No more Ladies”
Sonnet 116
All’s Well That Ends Well: Parolles and Helena
Sonnet 73
Song: “Doubt Thou the Stars are Fire”
The Tragedie of King Richard the Third: Richard
Incidental Music: Pavane by William Byrd
The Tragedie of Macbeth: Lady Macbeth, Macbeth
Song: “Take, O Take Those Lips Away”
Sonnet 29
The Merchant of Venice: Portia, Shylock, Salarino
A Midsummer Night’s Dream: Oberon’s Charge & Puck’s Farewell

✥ Sonnet 18 ✥
Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate.
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date.
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimmed;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimmed;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st,
Nor shall death brag thou wand’rest in his shade,
When in eternal lines to Time thou grow’st.
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.
✥ Sonnet 116 ✥
Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove:
O no; it is an ever-fixed mark,
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

✥ Sonnet 73 ✥
That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou seest the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west,
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.
In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,
As the death-bed whereon it must expire
Consumed with that which it was nourish'd by.
This thou perceivest, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.
✥ Sonnet 29 ✥
When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,
I all alone beweep my outcast state,
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,
And look upon myself and curse my fate,
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,
Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least;
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee, and then my state,
(Like to the lark at break of day arising
From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven’s gate;
For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

Song: “The Passionate Shepherd and His Love”
Come live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove,
Valleys, hills, woods, and fields.
We will sit upon the Rocks,
Seeing Shepherds feed their flocks,
By shallow rivers Melodious birds sing Madrigals.
I will make thee beds of Roses
A cap of flow’rs
Embroidered all with leaves of Myrtle;
A gown of finest wool from pretty, pretty Lambs;
Fair lined slippers for the cold,
A belt of straw with amber beads:
And if these pleasures move thee,
Come live with me and be my love
The Shepherd Swains shall dance and sing
To my delight each morning, to our delight in the morning:
Live with me, then live with me and be my love.

Song: “Sigh No More, Ladies”
Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more,
Men were deceivers ever;
One foot in sea, and one on shore,
To one thing constant never.
Then sigh not so,
But let them go,
And be you blithe and bonny,
Converting all your sounds of woe;
To hey, nonny, nonny.

Song: “Doubt Thou the Stars are Fire”
Doubt thou the stars are fire,
Doubt thou the sun doth move,
Doubt truth to be a liar,
But never doubt I love.

Song: “Take, O Take Those Lips Away”
Take, O, take those lips away,
That so sweetly were forsworn;
And those eyes, the break of day,
Lights that do mislead the morn:
But my kisses bring again;
Seals of love, but sealed in vain.

❧ ❧ ❧

Oberon’s Charge to the Spirits
Now, until the break of day,
Through this house each spirit stray.
To each happy bed go we,
Which by us shall blessed be;
With this field-dew consecrate,
Every elf now take his gait;
And each several chamber bless,
Through this palace, with sweet peace;
And the owner of it blest
Ever shall in safety rest.
Trip away; and make no stay;
Meet me all by break of day.

✥ ✥ ✥
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“ S u m m e r ’s L e a s e
hath all too short a
date”, and with its
expiration, we travel
w i t h co n s i d e ra b l e
regret from our fields
of familiar comfort
to new lands whose
landscape is often
lovely and tempting,
yet dauntingly unfamiliar. Shakespeare
t a ke s u s t o n e w
places. It matters not
how often we read him or with what enthusiasm we see his work
performed. How soothing to hear Romeo and Juliet first speak at
night in Capulet’s garden. How it still sets the hearer on edge to hear
Richard’s pledge to murder his nephews. And though not quite so
well-known, Parolles’ stupid flirtation with the bored and far wiser
Helena is delicious.
The glory of the sonnets, unsurpassed by words from any of the
plays, lifts us above the quotidian to heights where age, withering, and
defeat—loss, in sum—after all might be bearable.
To prepare for today’s program, the ensemble embarked on a
series of classes: improvisation, movement, tragic and comic characterization, as well as Shakespeare’s lyric and dramatic vision. It is
our fervent hope that Collington audiences will profit from the
endeavor.
—Timothy A. Sabin

