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The Isle is Full of Noises Po ETRY
by lan McMillan

What a noisy place this island is!

I won't block my ears from magic’s sound;

Spells and incantations boil and fizz,
Lightning bolts like snakes across the ground.

Prospero’s my name: my brain is full

Of secret ways to make the oceans dance
Life with Prospero is never dull

I've built a universe from luck and chance.

See that boat out there? I've formed a storm
To chuck them all around and make them sick
And make their faces green and slightly warm
Then still the waves with just one finger-click

Because | can, and then I'll click once more
And conjure up a wave so strange and tall
The sailors’ mouths will open wide with awe
Just as their mainmast smacks a water wall!

They call this play The Tempest and its mine
My story, and a play of shifting tides

Of sorcery, and watching for a sign

Of love and marriage and much more besides

So here we go: the storm is at ifs height

The actors are prepared. Now, girls and boys
Here comes a play of mystery and delight
Here comes an island that is full of noise!
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When Shall We Three Meet Po ETRY
Again? by lan McMillan
Audience repeat the chorus

When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning or in rain?

There's only me as you can see

There's only one. There should be three
One fell asleep, began to snore

One missed the train at half past four.

When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning or in rain?

I'm standing here and there's Macbeth
Smell of haggis on his breath

Staring out with scary eyes

He thinks that | am old and wise...

When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning or in rain

I must admit that | feel daft

My clothes are old: | feel a draught

There should be three: | am just one

But the show, said Shakespeare, must go on

When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning or in raine

I'd better cast a scary spell

Then the play can break out of its shell
Mix some newt's eyes with some mud
And beetroot juice ‘cos | don't like blood

When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning or in rain?
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When Shall We Three Meet PO ETRY
Again? by lan McMillan (2)

The witches set this play in motion

A night of high and raw emotion

But there should be three and I'm just one
Because my witchy mates have gone!

When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning or in rain?

Help me please, now let’s all shout
Let's throw our voices round about
Convince Macbeth the witches groan
In groups of three, not all alone!

When shall this one meet again
In thunder, lightning or in rain?
When shall we two meet again
In thunder, lightning or in rain?
When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning or in raine
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