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Knowle Park 1 
 
Passionate Pilgrim 
As it fell upon a day 
In the merry month of May, 
Sitting in a pleasant shade 
Which a grove of myrtles made, 
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing, 
Trees did grow, and plants did spring; 
Every thing did banish moan, 
Save the nightingale alone: 
She, poor bird, as all forlorn, 
Lean'd her breast up-till a thorn 
And there sung the dolefull'st ditty, 
That to hear it was great pity: 
'Fie, fie, fie,' now would she cry; 
'Tereu, tereu!' by and by; 
That to hear her so complain, 
Scarce I could from tears refrain; 
For her griefs, so lively shown, 
Made me think upon mine own. 
Ah, thought I, thou mourn'st in vain! 
None takes pity on thy pain: 
Senseless trees they cannot hear thee; 
Ruthless beasts they will not cheer thee: 
King Pandion he is dead; 
All thy friends are lapp'd in lead; 
All thy fellow birds do sing, 
Careless of thy sorrowing. 
Even so, poor bird, like thee, 
None alive will pity me. 
Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled, 
Thou and I were both beguiled. 
Every one that flatters thee 
Is no friend in misery. 
Words are easy, like the wind; 
Faithful friends are hard to find 
 
Knowle Park 2 
 
PERDITA (from The Winter’s Tale) 
 
Friends, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on summer's death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, the fairest flowers o' the season 
Are our carnations and streak'd gillyvors, 
Which some call nature's bastards: of that kind 
Our rustic garden's barren; and I care not 
To get slips of them. 
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Here's flowers for you;      
Hot lavender, mints, savoury, marjoram; 
The marigold, that goes to bed wi' the sun 
And with him rises weeping: these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and I think they are given 
To men of middle age. You're very welcome. 
 
Now, my fair'st friend,      
I would I had some flowers o' the spring that might 
Become your time of day; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing: O Proserpina, 
For the flowers now, that frighted thou let'st fall 
From Dis's waggon! Daffodils, 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; violets dim, 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale primroses 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength - a malady 
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips and 
The crown imperial; lilies of all kinds, 
The flower-de-luce being one! O, these I lack, 
To make you garlands of, and my sweet friend, 
To strew him o'er and o'er! 
Take your flowers:    
Methinks I play as I have seen them do 
In Whitsun pastorals…  
 
Knowle Park 3 
 
Sonnet 60 
Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore, 
So do our minutes hasten to their end; 
Each changing place with that which goes before, 
In sequent toil all forwards do contend. 
Nativity, once in the main of light, 
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown'd, 
Crooked elipses 'gainst his glory fight, 
And Time that gave doth now his gift confound. 
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth 
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow, 
Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth, 
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow: 
And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand, 
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand. 
 
Sonnet 61 
Is it thy will thy image should keep open 
My heavy eyelids to the weary night? 
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken, 
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While shadows like to thee do mock my sight? 
Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee 
So far from home into my deeds to pry, 
To find out shames and idle hours in me, 
The scope and tenor of thy jealousy? 
O, no! thy love, though much, is not so great: 
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake; 
Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat, 
To play the watchman ever for thy sake: 
For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake elsewhere, 
From me far off, with others all too near. 
 
 
Scene 4 - Outdoor gym 
 
Pheobe (from As You Like It) 
 
Think not I love him, though I ask for him; 
'Tis but a peevish boy; yet he talks well. 
But what care I for words? Yet words do well 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth- not very pretty; 
But, sure, he's proud; and yet his pride becomes him. 
He'll make a proper man. The best thing in him 
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 
He is not very tall; yet for his years he's tall; 
His leg is but so-so; and yet 'tis well. 
There was a pretty redness in his lip, 
A little riper and more lusty red 
Than that mix'd in his cheek; 'twas just the difference 
Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark'd him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him; but, for my part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him; 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He said mine eyes were black, and my hair black, 
And, now I am rememb'red, scorn'd at me. 
I marvel why I answer'd not again; 
But that's all one: omittance is no quittance. 
[I’ve written] him a very taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear it; wilt thou, Silvius? 
 
Scene 5 - Great War Centenary Garden 
 
Sonnet 15 
When I consider every thing that grows 
Holds in perfection but a little moment, 
That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows 
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Whereon the stars in secret influence comment; 
When I perceive that men as plants increase, 
Cheered and cheque'd even by the self-same sky, 
Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease, 
And wear their brave state out of memory; 
Then the conceit of this inconstant stay 
Sets you most rich in youth before my sight, 
Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay, 
To change your day of youth to sullied night; 
And all in war with Time for love of you, 
As he takes from you, I engraft you new. 
 
 
Scene 6 - Village Hospital 
 
Friar Laurence (from Romeo & Juliet) 
 
Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheer and night's dank dew to dry, 
I must up-fill this osier cage of ours 
With baleful weeds and precious-juiced flowers. 
The earth that's nature's mother is her tomb; 
What is her burying grave that is her womb, 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
We sucking on her natural bosom find, 
Many for many virtues excellent, 
None but for some and yet all different. 
O, mickle is the powerful grace that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities: 
For nought so vile that on the earth doth live 
But to the earth some special good doth give, 
Nor aught so good but strain'd from that fair use 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse: 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied; 
And vice sometimes by action dignified. 
Within the infant rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence and medicine power: 
For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part; 
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 
Two such opposed kings encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, grace and rude will; 
And where the worser is predominant, 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 
 
Scene 7 – St Nicholas Church Yard and Cedar Tree 
 
Sonnet 53 
What is your substance, whereof are you made, 
That millions of strange shadows on you tend? 
Since every one hath, every one, one shade, 
And you, but one, can every shadow lend. 
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Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you; 
On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set, 
And you in Grecian tires are painted new. 
Speak of the spring and foison of the year: 
The one doth shadow of your beauty show, 
The other as your bounty doth appear; 
And you in every blessèd shape we know. 
 In all external grace you have some part, 
 But you like none, none you, for constant heart. 
 
Sonnet 123 
No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do change: 
Thy pyramids built up with newer might 
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange; 
They are but dressings of a former sight. 
Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire 
What thou dost foist upon us that is old, 
And rather make them born to our desire 
Than think that we before have heard them told. 
Thy registers and thee I both defy, 
Not wondering at the present nor the past; 
For thy records and what we see doth lie, 
Made more or less by that continual haste. 
This I do vow, and this shall ever be: 
I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee. 
 
Scene 8 - Site of Cromwells Coffee House 
 
Ferdinand (from The Tempest) 
 
There be some sports are painful, and their labour 
Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task 
Would be as heavy to me as odious, but 
The mistress which I serve quickens what's dead 
And makes my labours pleasures: O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed, 
And he's composed of harshness. I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs and pile them up, 
Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work, and says, such baseness 
Had never like executor. I forget: 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours, 
Most busy lest, when I do it. 
 
Admired Miranda! 
Indeed the top of admiration! worth 
What's dearest to the world! Full many a lady 
I have eyed with best regard and many a time 
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The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear: for several virtues 
Have I liked several women; never any 
With so fun soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she owed 
And put it to the foil: but you, O you, 
So perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best!  
 
Scene 9 – The Richard Onslow Pub Yard 
 
Launce (from The Two Gentlemen of Verona) 
 
When a man's servant shall play the cur with him, look you, it goes hard: one that I brought up of 
a puppy; one that I saved from drowning, when three or four of his blind brothers and sisters 
went to it. I have taught him, even as one would say precisely, 'thus I would teach a dog.' I was 
sent to deliver him as a present to Mistress Silvia from my master; and I came no sooner into the 
dining-chamber but he steps me to her trencher and steals her capon's leg: O, 'tis a foul thing 
when a cur cannot keep himself in all companies! I would have, as one should say, one that 
takes upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at all things. If I had not had more wit 
than he, to take a fault upon me that he did, I think verily he had been hanged for't; sure as I live, 
he had suffered for't; you shall judge. He thrusts me himself into the company of three or four 
gentlemanlike dogs under the duke's table: he had not been there--bless the mark!--a pissing 
while, but all the chamber smelt him. 'Out with the dog!' says one: 'What cur is that?' says 
another: 'Whip him out' says the third: 'Hang him up' says the duke. I, having been acquainted 
with the  smell before, knew it was Crab, and goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs: 'Friend,' 
quoth I, 'you mean to whip the dog?' 'Ay, marry, do I,' quoth he. 'You do him the more wrong,' 
quoth I; ''twas I did the thing you wot of.' He makes me no more ado, but whips me out of the 
chamber. How many masters would do this for his servant? Nay, I'll be sworn, I have sat in the 
stocks for puddings he hath stolen, otherwise he had been executed; I have stood on the pillory 
for geese he hath killed, otherwise he had suffered for't. Thou thinkest not of this now. Nay, I 
remember the trick you served me when I took my leave of Madam Silvia: did not I bid thee still 
mark me and do as I do? When didst thou see me heave up my leg and make water against a 
gentlewoman's farthingale? Didst thou ever see me do such a trick? 


