Which can say more than this rich praise-- that you alone are you! 


A dream itself is but a shadow. 


"All the world's a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players. 
They have their exits and their entrances, 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages." 
-William Shakespeare, As You Like It 

Good night, sweet prince, and flights of angels sing thee to thy rest. 
***from Hamlet 

"I love thee, I love but thee 
With a love that shall not die 
Till the sun grows cold 
And the stars grow old." 

I'll say she looks as clear as morning roses newly washed with dew. 


O sleep, O gentle sleep, Nature's soft nurse. 


"The silence often of pure innocence  Persuades when speaking fails." 


Some are born great, some achieve greatness,  and some have greatness thrust upon them. 
***from Twelfth N

The golden sun salutes the morn...  having gilt the ocean with his beams.

We know what we are, but know not what we may be. 


"What's in a name? That which we call a rose by any other name would smell as sweet." 


To thine own self be true and it must follow, as the night the day, thou canst not then be false to any man. 

To Sleep perchance to dream.

‘Tis in my memory locked & you yourself  shall keep the key of it. –from Hamlet 


If you see a fairy ring 
In a field of grass, 
Very lightly step around, 
Tip-toe as you pass, 
Last night fairies frolicked there 
And they're sleeping somewhere near. 
If you see a tiny fairy, 
Lying fast asleep 
Shut your eyes 
And run away, 
Do not stay to peek! 
Do not tell 
Or you'll break a fairy spell.

It is not in the stars to hold our destiny but in ourselves

