


Sappho, Shropshire & Super-Tramp: A Collection of English Art-song

Ivor Gurney (1890-1937): Seven Sappho Songs  * 
 1 Soft was the wind 1:48 
 2 I shall be ever maiden  2:15 
 3 The Apple Orchard 0:55 
 4 Hesperus 2:15 
 5 Love shakes my soul 2:58 
 6 The Quiet Mist 2:18 
 7 Lonely Night 2:09 

William Carnell (b.1938):  A Country Lover  † 
 8 O see how thick the goldcup flowers 3:27 
 9 If truth in hearts 2:37 
10 Bredon Hill 3:36 
11 Along the field 2:45 
12 White in the moon the long road lies 2:26 
13 There pass the careless people 3:51 

Michael Watts (b.1937): Gypsy Girl  *
14 Green eyes 3:12 
15 Silver sighs 1:59 
16 I would rather die 1:20 
17 Remember my eyes 1:57 
18 If a cold wind comes 2:43 
19 If you’re the light 3:29 
20 When it’s snowing in the serranas 5:27 

Dennis Wickens (b.1926): This Life  †
21 A Greeting 1:59 
22 The Example 1:56 
23 The Rain 2:51 
24 Leisure 2:08 
25 In the Country 5:09 
26 This Night 4:46 
27 The Lonely Dreamer 5:10 

CD1: total time 77:36 



Simon Willink (1929-2015) 
 1 Sea and Sky  † 4:13 

David Crocker (b.1943) 
 2 A Great Time  † 1:59 
 3 My Whole World  † 1:46 

Sulyen Caradon (b.1942) 
 4 Silver * 2:32 

Brian Daubney (b.1929) 
 5 Bredon Hill  † 3:56 
 6 Boot and Saddle  †   1:34 
 7 Because I could not stop for death  * 2:35 
 8 The Dream-City  * 4:32 
 9 Waiting Both  * 2:08 

Graham Garton (b.1929) 
10 Leisure  † 5:05 
11 The Eagle  † 2:32 
12 The Song of the Secret  * 2:45 
13 The Shade-Catchers  * 1:23 

Frank Harvey (b.1939)
14 Dawn  † 3:58 
15 The Convergence of the Twain  † 4:43 
16 I so liked spring  * 1:10 
17 Remember  * 5:02 
Robert Hugill (b.1955) 
18 Voyages III  † 4:24 
19 Gitanjali XIII  * 3:48 
20 Gitanjali II  * 4:06 
21 The Pillar  † 3:01 

Janet Oates (b.1970) 
22 Bee: Dance  * 3:53 
23 Money  † 2:13 
24 The King of China’s Daughter  * 3:18 
25 The Cupboard  * 2:18 

Sarah Leonard soprano  *

Johnny Herford baritone  †

Nigel Foster  piano

CD2: total time 79:07 



Introduction 

The EPSS competitions for composers started in 1992, celebrating the bi-centenary of the birth of Shelley, and continued every year 
after that with anniversaries of various poets, as a way of increasing interest in English Art Song, which has always been a poor 
relation compared with German Lieder, French Mélodies, and Italian Arias; – as Hubert Parry noted in his History of Music, ‘The 
English prefer foreign music!’ 

The most popular poet for composers was A.E.Housman, so the anniversary of his ‘Shropshire Lad’ poems in 1996 was repeated 
every ten years afterwards. Concerts were often recorded privately, but at the Millennium I heard of Jim Pattison who ran his Dunelm 
Records as a hobby with professional equipment, so in 2001 he came to Bath to record Songs of Dorset, featuring settings of Barnes 
& Hardy by Finzi, Vaughan Williams and others; this was followed by three more live concert recordings, The Great War 
Remembered, and Lights Out, in which Ian Partridge sang four Ivor Gurney songs; then, Shropshire Lads in 2006, after which Jim 
retired. These four recordings have now been reissued by Divine Art, and all contain songs by EPSS members, as well as more well-
known composers. 

After Jim’s retirement I decided to offer the chance of further recordings to members, to which only two composers stepped up, 
Roger Lord and Dennis Wickens, so with some of my own songs and four by Ivor Gurney, English Heartland Songs (Joanna Morton 
(soprano), Colin Howard (tenor), Jeremy Williams (baritone), Anna Roberts & Nigel Foster (piano) was recorded for my Mynstrallsy 
label in 2009 by Paul Arden-Taylor. 

In 2012 we did another, performed by our Hon. Presidents at the time, Jane Manning and Stephen Roberts: English Journey Songs, 
this time with ten members contributing their songs. This new collection, Sappho, Shropshire and Super-Tramp, contains songs by 8 
EPSS composers, who have all featured as prize-winners in past competitions, including the three complete cycles of the album title, 
and a song by each of the 4 past chairmen of the society.  

Richard Carder 



The Music and the Composers 

IVOR GURNEY (1890-1937), doubly-gifted as both poet and composer, was born in Gloucester, son to a local tailor, and educated 
at the Cathedral Choir School there. In 1911 he won a scholarship to study composition with Sir Charles Villiers Stanford at the 
Royal College of Music in London, where, early in 1914, he composed his Five Elizabethan Songs, the first to be touched by his 
individual genius. He joined the army early in 1915 and served as a signaller in the trenches of the Great War until September 1917, 
when he was wounded and gassed, and sent to a war hospital in Edinburgh. There he narrowly missed meeting two fellow-poets, 
Wilfred Owen and Siegfried Sassoon. 

After the war he resumed his studies at the RCM, this time with Vaughan Williams as his teacher. He had a small pension from the 
army, but needed to supplement this, so he took odd jobs as a cinema pianist and farm labourer (none of which lasted long), and 
resumed a more stable pre-war post as church organist in High Wycombe. But his behaviour became increasingly erratic, as he 
became depressed about his lack of recognition as a composer, and after moving in (uninvited) with his recently married brother, he 
was committed to an asylum in the autumn of 1922 diagnosed with manic-depressive disorder. He remained there, in spite of a couple 
of escapes, until his death from tuberculosis in 1937. 

Gurney was immediately inspired upon discovering (William) Bliss Carman's poems in 1919, and composed the songs that summer; 
subsequently writing to his friend, Marion Scott, to say how pleased he was with them. It is not entirely clear whether he thought of 
them as a cycle, but they certainly do make a wonderful one, describing one of Sappho's love affairs on the island of Lesbos in the 6th

century BC. 

In 1984 I was awarded a grant from the Worshipful Company of Musicians to edit the unpublished songs of Ivor Gurney, many of 
which were later performed in EPSS concerts. I was excited to discover manuscripts of four Sappho songs in the archive, to join the 
three already published by Oxford University Press, and arranged the first performance of all seven in 1985 in Bath, which Michael 
Hurd attended. 

Sadly, recording was not allowed, and I had to wait until 1999 for another chance, when Georgina Colwell sang the complete cycle at 
Blackheath with Nigel Foster; I taped the concert, and sent it to composer Trevor Hold, who wrote to me that ‘the four unpublished 
songs were much better than the three published ones’, which led to my edition published by Thames for the Ivor Gurney Society the 
following year. 

The cycle as presented here, is enclosed, so to speak, by a picture-frame, consisting of the first and last songs in the 'home' key of B 
major, which both look back into the past with nostalgia. The other five songs are more immediate in mood, being cast in the future 
tense of tremulous anticipation, or in the present moment of intense passion. 

In the first song, Soft was the wind,  we are transported back through millennia to the isle of Lesbos, where the opening verse sets the 
scene, of a light breeze, gently breaking waves, and the Evening Star (Venus, the planet of love) awakening the senses of touch, 
sound and sight. Gurney adopts a mood of quietly flowing triplets in adagio tempo, rising to a beautiful climax at the words 'golden 
hair'. 



In the second song, I shall be ever maiden,  we have passed through the picture-frame, like Alice through the looking-glass, with the 
fall of a major third into G major, and are immersed fully into the hope, fear and idealism of the lover. This was the first of the songs 
to be published, chosen by Gerald Finzi for Volume 3 of the collected songs published by OUP in 1952. The tempo is andante con 
moto, with undulating semiquavers, which give way aptly to longer notes at the words 'keep the fragrance like a holy incense'. 

The third song, The Apple Orchard, is the most lightweight and also the most recently published, in Michael Hurd's collection of 
1979 for OUP (Volume 5). The opening bars might almost be from a cabaret song, but it becomes more sophisticated as it proceeds, 
and makes an effective contrast with the slow song which follows. We have fallen further into love by another major third to the key 
of E flat major. 

With the fourth song, Hesperus, we reach a temporary repose in the key of F sharp major. Gurney achieves a luminosity of texture for 
the Evening Star with widely spaced chords, in the right hand, accompanied by left-hand arpeggios at a gentle andante pace. The 
effect is quite magical. Finzi thought so highly of this song that he awarded it a double tick for excellence in his private catalogue of 
Gurney's songs, compiled in 1935. 

Love Shakes My Soul (OUP, Volume 4) provides the passionate climax to the cycle with an agitated allegro in B minor. The song 
begins with a tempestuous upward rush of semiquavers, and the feeling of anguish is intensified by shifting tonalities, enharmonic 
changes,  and the tortured interval of a diminished third, which call for a very alert singer. 
After this outburst we return to the glowing key of F sharp major for the consummation of the lovers in The Quiet Mist. The mood is 
one of hushed intensity – the loudest dynamic is just mezzo piano, and we are reminded of the whispering of the wind in the beech 
trees from the first song by quiet triplets, now at a higher pitch and in adagio tempo. 

In the final song, Lonely Night, the lovers have parted, and 'Sappho' looks back with an overwhelming sense of loss, which must 
surely have struck deep chords in Ivor Gurney, whose own feeling of isolation was often terrible. The cycle ends with an appropriate 
return to the key of the first song: B major.  

Notes on Gurney © Richard Carder (1985 and 1999) 

WILL CARNELL was born in Wallington, Surrey in 1938 and studied composition with Ruth Gipps at Trinity College, London. 
After a post-graduate year at London University he worked in education, first teaching in Croydon and from 1971 in Totnes, Devon 
as Head of the Music Department at King Edward VI Community College. After retiring in 1998 he continued to work as a 
community musician writing a wide variety of music for local musicians, choirs, orchestras and drama productions. 

The song cycle, A Country Lover, with poems taken from Housman’s ‘A Shropshire Lad’, was written and first performed by the 
tenor Gordon Pullin in 2007. 

MIKE WATTS was born in 1937 and at the age of nine started piano lessons at Denstone Prep School in Staffordshire. Composition 
started at 14, Mike's first vocal and instrumental works being played at school concerts at age 16. He practised accountancy for some 
40 years, building up a substantial family business, until he was able, now resident in Mallorca, to devote all his energies to the 
creation of new work. He now writes for many combinations of solo voice, choir, piano, organ, and orchestra, his catalogue running 
to some 160 works, the latest being Seascape for three soloists, double choir, organ and orchestra, a tribute to those lost in the 



Zeebrugge Disaster of 1987; settings of the Evening Canticles; a Tryptich of Carols; and an opera on a Lorca play. Currently on the 
drawing board is a modern cantata based upon two texts from Exodus and on words of the Mallorcan mystic Ramon Llull. His song 
cycle Gypsy Girl was premiered in 2015 by the English soprano Fiona Stuart-Wilson accompanied by Bernard Robertson, and 
received a subsequent performance in 2016 by the Austrian mezzo-soprano Waltraud Mucher accompanied by Andreu Riera. The 
words by Paul Archer were inspired by the letras of flamenco artists from Southern Spain. 

DENNIS WICKENS was born near Croydon in 1926. Like many musicians, he developed an enthusiasm for music and was a 
chorister in his local church choir, but he had to spend much of his early life as a civil servant. In 1951 he took the opportunity to   
become a member of the choir of the Festival of Britain church, then of the Queen’s Chapel of the Savoy, and a deputy at St. Paul’s 
Cathedral. Wider part-time studies had led to a degree scholarship at Trinity College of Music, London, where his tutors were 
William Lovelock, Richard Arnell and Arnold Cooke.  

He conducted several choirs, including that of the then Ministry of Education,  and subsequently became director of music at the 
Worcester Royal Grammar School,  combining  this post with that of lay clerk in the choir of Worcester Cathedral and lecturing for 
the extra-mural department of Birmingham University.   During these years his works received a number of performances, two of 
them at the Three Choirs and Cheltenham Festivals.   

The first two of his seven song cycles were broadcast, with Gerald English and Ian Partridge the soloists.  Then followed a long 
period as music adviser to two local education authorities, severely limiting opportunity for composition, but in 1987 a sabbatical 
term enabled him to study with the late John McCabe, culminating in a Symphony for (unusually-augmented) Brass Band, which was 
performed under Timothy Reynish at the RNCM.  His output has grown to include more orchestral, chamber, choral, keyboard and 
vocal music. His sixth song cycle, The Heart Oppressed, to poems by Thomas Wyatt, has been recorded by Jeremy Huw Williams 
and Nigel Foster for the English Poetry and Song Society (Mynstrallsy CD, EPS 101) 

SIMON WILLINK (1929-2015) was born in Cheltenham, and, following study at Cambridge University, became Rector of two 
churches in Gloucestershire, before moving to New Zealand for some years, then returning to Gloucestershire, when he became a 
College Chaplain, and later a priest in Sidbury, Devon. He was a founder member of the EPSS, and frequently sang in the concerts. 
He chaired the EPSS for a few months in 1985. Sea and Sky is a setting of one of his own poems, whose opening lines sum it up:  

The stage is set, the scene is beauty, this song was awarded the Gold Medal at the Cornish Music Festival in 1991, and is dedicated to 
David Crocker, who accompanied his performance there. 

DAVID CROCKER (b.1943) grew up in Melksham, Wiltshire. Following 3 years study at Trinity College of Music in London, he 
became a school teacher; then a freelance musician, accompanist, choir director and organist. A founder member of the EPSS, he 
became chairman in 1984, before moving to Devon the next year. 

A Great Time is his setting of a poem by the tramp-poet, W.H.Davies, where he sees a rainbow and hears a cuckoo at the same time, 
and reflects that this may never happen again, this side of the tomb.  



ALFRED WARREN (1926-2014) grew up in Bristol. He was very versatile, being a competent pianist, violinist, guitarist, a poet and 
painter; and during his working life, a school teacher, pig farmer, market gardener, and founder of a religious community. In 1983 he 
founded the English Poetry & Song Society in Melksham. His poem, My Whole World, invites us to care for those aspects of life 
which are easily overlooked, or thought to be insignificant, and in doing so to risk reproach. 

SULYEN CARADON is the Cornish pen-name of Richard Carder (b.1942), who has chaired the English Poetry & Song Society 
since 1985. He studied with Peter Wishart at the Guildhall School of Music, then with Michael Bowles in Birmingham; and 
participated in composition classes with Hans Keller in Dartington, and Malcolm Singer at Canford. His most recent work is the 
cantata, Green-En Dreams for 2 solo singers, choir and orchestra, commemorating the victims of the Chernobyl Nuclear explosion, 
which was premiered in Bath in April 2016 (recorded on a Poppy CD). 

BRIAN BLYTH DAUBNEY, composer and poet, was born in 1929. He now lives in his home county of Lincolnshire after an 
absence of many years. Brian spent most of his teaching career in Leicester at the City of Leicester Training College-Polytechnic-
Simon de Montfort University from 1962 to 1982 after which he was an examiner for the London College of Music. 

He studied at Leicester University from 1947 to 1951 with Dr Benjamin Burrows.. He spent 3 years in the Royal Navy where met and 
studied piano with Professor Kenneth Leighton. After a year at Woodstock Secondary Modern School, he returned to Lincolnshire to 
teach in North Hykeham at the Robert Pattinson School for five years between 1955 and 1960. He also taught for 2 years at North 
Kesteven Grammar School between 1960 and 1962. 
For some years Brian was Editor and Chairman of the British Music Society. Now in full retirement he spends his time composing 
and writing. 

GRAHAM GARTON was born in 1929. He was a Chorister at Lincoln Cathedral from 1937 to 1945 during which time he began 
composing. He gained the MacFarren Composition Scholarship to the Royal Academy of Music in 1949 (studying subsequently with 
Lennox Berkeley) and became a professional musician and music teacher in 1953; since then he has held many posts across the UK 
and in Bermuda, where he was Director of the Academy of Music until 2000.  

Since returning to the UK that year he has continued with his wife Barbara, a coloratura soprano, to teach piano and singing.  Graham 
has been highly inspired since the 1960s by his former neighbour, the poet J.R. Heron. His scores now number more than 700 (and 
most are available at The Score Exchange). Song of the Secret (disc 2, track 12) holds a special place in the composer's heart, being 
the first work that he wrote for the then Barbara Howson, his future wife. 

FRANK HARVEY was born in Southampton in 1939. After studying the piano as a child, he joined the Royal Engineers band in 
Chatham, where he studied clarinet and played piano in the orchestra. During this period he also studied Harmony Counterpoint and 
organ with H. A. Bennett, a former organist of Rochester Cathedral and piano with Cimbro Martin at the Guildhall School of Music. 
Upon leaving the Royal Engineers band he studied at Southampton University. He learnt a great deal about renaissance music from 
David Brown, and about baroque music from Professor Peter Evans. Thanks to Jonathan Harvey, he became inspired to compose. 



He settled in Purton in 1974, and taught in various Wiltshire schools for many years. He wrote music specially for some pupils 
designed to give them experience of advanced contemporary music. 

Now that he is retired, he is able to concentrate upon composition. Influences upon his work are some vague but disturbing childhood 
memories of the Southampton blitz, army music, and the strange, bewildering, and sometimes sad world of autism. He has a severely 
autistic son. His Requiem Mass For Soldiers was performed as part of the Repatriation ceremonies at Royal Wootton Bassett in 2015. 

Remember is an early setting, inspired by Purcell’s Dido’s Lament. The composer wished to capture in I So Liked Spring a feeling of 
light-hearted ironic wit. The reference to Hambledon was the inspiration for Dawn; it is close to the village of Meonstoke where 
many of his ancestors lived.  The composer is particularly proud of his setting of The Convergence of the Twain, written by Hardy to 
commemorate the sinking of the Titanic; Harvey’s grandfather was a first class steward with the White Star Line and was deeply 
affected by the loss of so many of his friends and colleagues.

ROBERT HUGILL (b.1955) is a London-based composer specialising in vocal, choral and sacred music. Robert’s motet Dominus 
illuminatio mea was premiered by London Concord Singers, conductor Jessica Norton in 2016 as part of the choir’s 50th anniversary. 
Robert's opera The Genesis of Frankenstein was premiered by Helios Ensemble in 2015. Four Extracts from Tempus Per Annum, 
Robert’s collection of 70 motets for the church's year, together with many other works including the magnum opus ‘The Testament of 
Dr. Cranmer’, were recorded on a Divine Art CD of Robert’s music in 2007 (DDA 25053). Quickening, a disc of Robert’s songs 
setting poetry by Rowan Williams, Christina Rosetti, Ivor Gurney & AE Housman was released on the Navona Records label in 
Autumn 2017. 

JANET OATES (b.1970) is a composer, teacher, performer and conductor. She was awarded a PhD from Royal Holloway (2010, 
following a distinction in her MMus there) and is an active member of CoMA (Contemporary Music for All), the London Composers’ 
Forum, and the Richmond New Music Collective (co-founder). Her music explores the very act and nature of music-making, and the 
inclusivity and interactivity of music-making events. Works include two operas, both successfully produced: one creating an intimate, 
domestic drama and one for amateur singers; an oratorio for baroque forces; several song cycles; short choral works, and prize-
winning songs.  

As a conductor she leads Richmond Choral society and a community choir The Parkshot Singer, as well as a contemporary vocal 
ensemble the CoMA Singers; she is also setting up an all-soprano ensemble ‘Philomel’ to sing Renaissance and newly commissioned 
contemporary works. As a singer she enjoys contemporary song, especially premiering new works including those by Greg Rose and 
Tansy Davies, as well as singing early music in her ensemble Duo Maddalena, and modern/pop music in her a capella trio The 
Decibelles! 

Janet’s songs treat the piano and voice as equal partners, with the piano often suggesting ideas that the voice later plays with and 
develops – and vice versa. They tend to lean towards ‘character’ rather than ‘melody’, with the text foregrounded and prioritised. 
Speech-rhythms are more common than lyricism, and shifting harmonies with expressive colour more obvious than traditional 
tonality. 



Bee: Dance is one of a pair of ‘Bee Songs’, setting the beautifully alliterative and allusive poetry of Carol Ann Duffy from her 
volume ‘The Bees’ (2011). In ‘Bee: Dance’ the piano takes the illustrative role, dancing chromatically, while the voice muses on the 
playful metaphor of bees and words. Money is another song with a spare texture and tonality that wanders away from the seemingly 
simple opening. With a folk-like, quasi-improvisatory vocal line, the piano – of equal importance – sometimes supports and imitates, 
but sometimes sets off in opposition to the voice. 

The King of China’s Daughter is the last of a set of 5 Sitwell songs written in 2010. The set explores the expressivity of language, 
beginning with a tiny fragment of text that the singer can hardly enunciate at all, and ending with a fully sung, fairly lyrical ‘story’, 
though even here the singer occasionally stutters and swallows her words. Throughout the set the piano diminishes in importance – in 
the first song it dominates, while by this final one it plays the standard role of subordinate accompanist, adding colour and support to 
the characterful vocal line. The Cupboard won 2nd place in the EPSS composition competition 2006. There is a strong C major feel at 
the start of each verse, but within each verse, the tonality goes astray, with the voice and piano frequently clashing in key centres. The 
spare texture, repetition and playful bitonality create a light-hearted, childish mood to complement the text. 

For biographies of the performers on this album, please visit  divineartrecords.com  


This recording was made possible by the financial support of the composers and of  the Association of English Singers and Speakers 
for which the producers are grateful. 



The texts CD/set 1

1-7 Seven Sappho Songs 
1. Soft was the Wind
Soft was the wind in the beech-trees 
Low was the surf on the shore; 
In the blue dusk one planet 
 Like a great sea-pharos shone. 

But nothing to me were the sea-sounds, 
The wind and the yellow star, 
When over my breast the banner 
Of your golden hair was spread. 

2. I shall be ever maiden 
I shall be ever maiden. 
If thou be not my lover, 
And no man shall possess me 
Henceforth and forever. 

But thou alone shalt gather 
This fragile flower of beauty, – 
To crush and keep the fragrance 
 Like a holy incense. 

Thou only shalt remember  
This love of mine, or hallow  
The coming years with gladness,  
Calm and pride and passion. 

3. The Apple Orchard 
In the apple boughs the coolness 
Murmurs, and the grey leaves flicker  
Where sleep wanders. 
In this garden all the hot noon  
I await thy fluttering footfall 
Through the twilight. 

4. Hesperus 
Hesperus, bringing together 
All that the morning star scattered. – 
Sheep to be folded in twilight, 
Children for mothers to fondle, – 
Me too will bring to the dearest,  
Tenderest breast in all Lesbos. 

5. Love shakes my soul 
Love shakes my soul, like a mountain wind 
Falling upon the trees, 
When they are swayed and whitened and bowed 
As the great gusts will. 

I know why Daphne sped through the grove 
When the bright god came by, 
And shut herself in the laurel's helm 
For her silent doom. 

Love fills my heart, like my lover's breath  
Filling the hollow flute, 
Till the magic wood awakes and cries  
With remembrance and joy. 

All, timid Syrinx, do I not know  
Thy tremor of sweet fear? 
For a beautiful and imperious player  
Is the lord of life. 

6. The Quiet Mist 
Softer than the hill-fog to the forest  
Are the loving hands of my dear lover,  
When she sleeps beside me in the starlight  
And her beauty drenches me with rest. 

As the quiet mist enfolds the beech-trees,  
Even as she dreams her arms enfold me,  
Half awaking with a hundred kisses  
On the scarlet lily of her mouth. 

7. Lonely Night 
Once you lay upon my bosom, 
While the long blue-silver moonlight  
Walked the plain, with that pure passion  
All your own. 

Now the moon is gone, the Pleiads  
Gone, the dead of night is going;  
Slips the hour, and on my bed  
I lie alone. 

William Bliss Carman: Sappho Songs 



8-13 A Country Lover 
8. O see how thick the goldcup floweers 
Oh see how thick the goldcup flowers 
Are lying in field and lane, 
With dandelions to tell the hours 
That never are told again. 
Oh may I squire you round the meads  
And pick you posies gay? 
– ‘Twill do no harm to take my arm. 
‘You may, young man, you may.’ 

Ah, spring was sent for lass and lad, 
‘Tis now the blood runs gold,  
And man and maid had best be glad 
Before the world is old. 
What flowers to-day may flower to-morrow, 
But never as good as new. 
– Suppose I wound my arm right round- 
‘Tis true, young man, ‘tis true.’ 

Some lads there are, ‘tis shame to say, 
That only court to thieve, 
And once they bear the bloom away 
‘Tis little enough they leave.  
Then keep your heart for men like me 
And safe from trustless chaps. 
My love is true and all for you. 
‘Perhaps, young man, perhaps.’ 

Oh, look in my eyes then, can you doubt? 
– Why, ‘tis a mile from town. 
How green the grass is all about! 
We might as well sit down. 
– Ah, life, what is it but a flower? 
Why must true lovers sigh? 
Be kind, have pity, my own, my pretty, – 
‘Good-bye, young man, good-bye.’ 

9. If truth in hearts
If truth in hearts that perish 
Could move the powers on high, 
I think the love I bear you 
Should make you not to die. 

Sure, sure, if steadfast meaning, 
If single thought could save, 
The world might end to-morrow, 
You should not see the grave. 

This long and sure-set liking, 
This boundless will to please’ 
– Oh, you should live for ever 
If there were help in these. 

But now, since all is idle, 
To this lost heart be kind, 
Ere to a town you journey 
Where friends are ill to find. 

10. Bredon Hill 
In summertime on Bredon 
The bells they sound so clear; 
Round both the shires they ring them 
In steeples far and near, 
A happy noise to hear. 

Here of a Sunday morning 
My love and I would lie, 
And see the coloured counties,  
And hear the larks so high 
About us in the sky. 

The bells would ring to call her 
In valleys miles away: 
‘Come all to church, good people; 
Good people, come and pray.’ 
But here my love would stay. 
And I would turn and answer 
Among the springing thyme’ 
‘Oh, peal upon our wedding, 
And we will hear the chime, 
And come to church in time.’ 

But when the snows at Christmas 
On Bredon top were strown, 
My love rose up so early 
And stole out unbeknown 
And went to church alone. 



They tolled the one bell only, 
Groom there was none to see, 
The mourners followed after, 
And so to church went she, 
And would not wait for me. 

The bells they sound on Bredon, 
And still the steeples hum. 
‘Come all to church, good people,’- 
Oh, noisy bells, be dumb; 
I hear you, I will come. 

11. Along the field 
Along the field as we came by 
A year ago, my love and I, 
The aspen over stile and stone 
Was talking to itself alone. 
‘Oh who are these that kiss and pass? 
A country lover and his lass; 
Two lovers looking to be wed; 
And time shall put them both to bed, 
But she shall lie with earth above, 
And he beside another love.’ 

And sure enough beneath the tree 
There walks another love with me, 
And overhead the aspen heaves 
Its rainy-sounding silver leaves; 
And I spell nothing in their stir, 
But now perhaps they speak to her, 
And plain for her to understand 
They talk about a time at hand 
When I shall sleep with clover clad, 
And she beside another lad. 

12. White in the moon the long road lies 
White in the moon the long road lies, 
The moon stands blank above; 
White in the moon the long road lies 
That leads me from my love. 

Still hangs the hedge without a gust, 
Still, still the shadows stay: 
My feet upon the moonlit dust 
Pursue the ceaseless way. 

The world is round, so travellers tell, 
And straight though reach the track, 
Trudge on, trudge on, ‘twill all be well,  
The way will guide one back. 

But ere the circle homeward hies 
Far, far must it remove: 
White in the moon the long road lies 
That leads me from my love. 

13. There pass the careless people 
There pass the careless people 
That call their souls their own: 
Here by the road I loiter, 
How idle and alone. 
\ 

Ah, past the plunge of plummet, 
In seas I cannot sound, 
My heart and soul and senses, 
World without end, are drowned. 

His folly has not fellow 
Beneath the blue of day 
That gives to man or woman 
His heart and soul away. 

There flowers no balm to sain him 
From east of earth to west 
That’s lost for everlasting 
The heart out of the breast. 

Here by the labouring highway 
With empty hands I stroll: 
Sea-deep, till doomsday morning, 
Lie lost my heart and soul. 

A.E. Housman: A Shropshire Lad 

14-20 Gypsy Girl 
14. Green eyes 
Oh country girl leaning in the doorway,  
alone in the evening breeze of May. 
I greet her with a smile and when she replies 
all I can see are her two green eyes. 
Green eyes, green as basil, green as a meadow,  
and green, lime green, green, green eyes. 



I saw the dawn break over the mountain,  
she left my arms when morning came. 
Oh country girl, I'll buy you what you wish for, 
she says I can't give her anything more. 
So I kiss her goodbye and go on my way.  
Never will I spend a more beautiful night in May. 

15. Silver sighs 
In the silence  
your horse  
steps 
silver sighs  
in the snow 
your horse  
steps 
silver sighs  
in the snow 

So in my arms 
my love 
lays 
her dreams 
on my pillow 
my love 
lays 
her dreams 
on my pillow 

16. I would rather die 
I would rather die 
so I can forget 
how I can't live 
without your warmth, 
Oh gypsy girl! 

From the day we met  
you've treated me like  
I was nothing to you. 
I can't take any more 
of what you've put me through! 
Oh gypsy girl! 

When I think of the tricks 
you've played on me 
my heart breaks... 
Oh, gypsy girl... 

But when you come to me 
I leave my mind behind 
and I believe in you, 
I forgive you. 

No, don't talk to me!  
No, don't walk by me! 
I don't ask for more... 
I can't take any more 
of what you've put me through! 

Oh gypsy girl! 
I was nothing to you. 

17. Remember my eyes 
You, you left my side 
and went away; 
you now apologise 
in this doorway. 

I, I can give you words,  
words of forgiveness,  
as all my blood  
runs from my veins, 

I, I am dying  
here in front of you,  
here in this doorway  
red with my blood. 

Remember my eyes  
when they were alive;  
these were the eyes  
that looked in love.



18. If a cold wind comes 
If a cold wind comes 
in the dark hours 
as you lie in bed, 
it's just the sighs 
from one who is dead, 

from one who wanders  
singing songs of sorrow, 

I sing of my lost one,  
sing of my sorrow,  
shall I forget them?  
You alone will know  
if a cold wind comes  
if a cold wind comes.

19. If you’re the light 
You say it breaks your heart, 
everyone's against us, 
the world separates us, 
it's forcing us apart. 

But if you're the light  
and I'm the shadow  
we'll become as one  
when day fades to night. 

But if you're the sea  
and I the river's flow  
our currents will run  
to meet into one. 

I say it won't be long  
though all is against us,  
the world separates us,  
but our love is strong 

and with all its powers 
we'll make a palace 
with every loving kiss 
and the world will be ours.

20. When it’s snowing in the serranas 
When it's snowing in the serranas, 
snowing in the serranas, 
the snow lies on the earth so deep 
and a lone shepherd wanders through 
who has no place warm enough to sleep, 
he mourns a woman he once knew 
who was never faithful or true 

and she had green eyes, green, green as a meadow 
and green, lime green, green, green eyes. 

The cold wind is bitter as it blows  
and many long years have passed,  
but my heart sees him as he goes 
into the dark as the day fades at last 
into the darkness that's falling fast 
when it's snowing in the serranas,  
snowing in the serranas. 

Paul Archer 

21-27. This Life 
21. A Greeting 
Good morning, Life – and all 
Things glad and beautiful. 
My pockets nothing hold, 
But he that owns the gold, 
The Sun, is my great friend –
His spending has no end. 

Hail to the morning sky, 
Which bright clouds measure high; 
Hail to you birds whose throats 
Would number leaves by notes;  
Hail to you shady bowers, 
And you green field of flowers. 

Hail to you women fair, 
That make a show so rare  
In cloth as white as milk –
Be’t calico or silk: 
Good morning, Life-and all 
Things glad and beautiful. 



22. The Example 
Here's an example from A Butterfly; 
That on a rough, hard rock  
   Happy can lie; 
Friendless and all alone  
On this unsweetened stone. 

Now let my bed be hard, 
   No care take I; 
I’ll make my joy like this Small Butterfly; 
Whose happy heart has power  
To make a stone a flower. 

23. The Rain 
 I hear leaves drinking rain;
I hear rich leaves on top 
Giving the poor beneath 
   Drop after drop; 
'Tis a sweet noise to hear 
These green leaves drinking near. 

And when the Sun comes out, 
   After this rain shall stop, 
A wondrous light will fill  
   Each dark, round drop; 
I hope the Sun shines bright: 
’Twill be a lovely sight. 

24. Leisure 
What is this life if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare? 

No time to stand beneath the boughs  
And stare as long as sheep or cows. 

No time to see, when woods we pass, 
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass. 

No time to see, in broad daylight.  
Streams full of stars, like skies at night. 

No time to turn at Beauty’s glance, 
And watch her feet, how they can dance. 

25. In the Country 
This life is sweetest; in this wood 
 I hear no children cry for food; 
I see no woman, white with care; 
No man, with muscled wasting here. 

No doubt it is a selfish thing  
To fly from human suffering; 
No doubt he is a selfish man, 
Who shuns poor creatures, sad and wan. 

But ’tis a wretched life to face  
Hunger in almost every place; 
Cursed with a hand that’s empty, when 
The heart is full to help all men. 

Can I admire the statue great 
When living men starve at its feet! 
Can I admire the park’s green tree, 
A roof for homeless misery! 

26. This Night 
This night as I sit here alone,  
And brood on what is dead and gone, 
The owl that’s in this Highgate Wood,  
Has found his fellow in my mood; 
To every star, as it doth rise – 
Oh-o-o! Oh-o-o! he shivering cries. 

And, looking at the Moon this night  
There's that dark shadow in her light  
Ah! Life and death, my fairest one, 
Thy lover is a skeleton! 
"And why is that?" I question – "why?" 
Oh-o-o! Oh-o-o! the owl doth cry. 

27. The Lonely Dreamer 
He lives his lonely life, and when he dies  
A thousand hearts maybe will utter sighs;  
Because they liked his songs, and now their bird  
Sleeps with his head beneath his wing, unheard. 

But what kind hand will tend his grave, and bring  
Those blossoms there, of which he used to sing?  
Who'll kiss his mound, and wish the time would come
To lie with him inside that silent tomb? 



And who'll forget the dreamer's skill, and shed  
A tear because a loving heart is dead? 
Heigh ho for gossip then, and common sighs –
And let his death bring tears to no one's eyes. 
Heigh ho. 

W. H. Davies 

The texts CD/set 2 

1.  Sea and Sky 
The stage is set – the scene is beauty: 
That of a well nigh silent sea 
Beneath a sky so pure, so pale,  
And yet so richly tinted; 
A sky, where feathery drifts of sombre cloud 
Merge peacefully into the golden blue, 
Lit by a northern sun. 
And yonder looms a passing storm 
That darkens with its thunderous scowl 
The breakers over which it towers, 
Stabbed with crimson glory. 
And lo, the tender light and shadows are but one, 
Lit by the faintest mist that lingers yet, 
Though the night is past. 
And where the waters greet the sky, 
The mountains in their stillness lie eternally. 

Simon Willink 

2.  A Great Time 
Sweet chance that led my steps abroad 
Beyond the town, where wild flowers grow, 
A rainbow and a cuckoo, Lord; 
How rich and great the times are now! 
Know, all ye sheep and cows that keep on staring 
That I stand so long in grass that’s wet from heavy rain. 
A rainbow and a cuckoo’s song 
May never come together again; 
May never come this side the tomb. 

W. H Davies 

3. My Whole World 
Will you look after the roses along the way, 
Care for the springing beech among the elms? 
Will you stop and listen to the star’s approach, 
Hear the cuckoo when its call is spent? 
Will you quicken to the world, 
Invite the world’s reproach, 
Discover what I meant? 

Alfred Warren 

4. Silver 
Slowly, silently, now the moon 
Walks the night in her silver shoon. 
This way and that she peers and sees 
Silver fruit upon silver trees. 
One by one the casements catch 
Her beams beneath the silvery thatch. 
Couched in his kennel, like a log, 
With paws of silver sleeps the dog. 
From the shadowy cote the white breasts peep 
Of doves in silver feathered sleep. 
A harvest mouse goes scampering by 
With silver claws and a silver eye, 
And moveless fish in the water gleam 
By silver reeds in a silver stream.

Walter de la Mare 

5. Bredon Hill 
In summer time on Bredon  
The bells they sound so clear;  
Round both the shires they ring them  
In steeples far and near,  
A happy noise to hear.  



Here of a Sunday morning  
My love and I would lie  
And see the coloured counties  
And hear the larks so high 
About us in the sky.  

The bells would ring to call her  
In valleys miles away,  
‘Come all to church, good people;  
Good people, come and pray’  
But here my love would stay.    

And I would turn and answer  
Among the springing thyme,  
‘Oh, peal upon our wedding,  
And we will hear the chime,  
And come to church in time.’  

But when the snows at Christmas  
On Bredon top were strown,  
My love rose up so early  
And stole out unbeknown  
And went to church alone.  

They tolled the one bell only,  
Groom there was none to see,  
The mourners followed after,  
And so to church went she 
 And would not wait for me.  

The bells they sound on Bredon  
And still the steeples hum. 
 ‘Come all to church, good people’, 
 Oh, noisy bells, be dumb; 
 I hear you, I will come. 

A.E. Housman, from ‘A Shropshire Lad’ 

6. Boot and Saddle 
Boot, saddle to horse and away!  
Rescue my castle before the hot day  
Brightens to blue from its silvery grey  
Boot, saddle to horse and away!  
Ride past the suburbs asleep as you’d say;  
Many’s the friend there will listen and pray,  
‘God's luck to gallants that strike up the lay  
Boot, saddle to horse and away.’  

Forty miles off like a roebuck at bay,  
Flouts Castle Brancepeth the Roundheads’  array:  
Who laughs ‘Good fellows ere this by my fay  
Boot, saddle to horse, and away.’  

Who, my wife, Gertrude, that honest and gay,  
Laughs when you talk of surrendering  
Nay, I've better counsellors,  
What counsel they?  
Boot, saddle to horse and away! 

Robert Browning 

7. Because I could not stop for Death 
Because I could not stop for Death,  
He kindly stopped for me;  
The carriage held but just ourselves  
And immortality.  

We slowly drove, He knew no haste  
And I had put away  
My labour and my leisure too  
For his civility.  

We passed the school where children played  
At wrestling in a ring;  
We passed the fields of gazing grain,  
We passed the setting sun.  

We paused before a house that  
Seemed a swelling of the ground;  
The roof was scarcely visible,  
The cornice just a mound.  

Since then 'tis centuries; but each  
seems shorter than the day  
I first surmised the horses’ heads  
Were towards Eternity. 

Emily Dickinson 

8. The Dream City
On a dream hill, we'll build our city,  
and we'll build gates that have two keys:  
love to lock in the vanquished,  
and pity to close the locks that shelter these.  



There will be quiet open spaces,  
and shady towers, sweet with bells  
and quiet folk with quiet faces  
walking among these miracles.  

There’ll be a London Square in Maytime  
with London lilacs whose brave light  
startles with coloured lamps the daytime,  
with sudden scented wings the night.   

A silent square could but a lonely thrush  
on the lilacs bear to cease his song,  
and no sound else save  
only the traffic of the heart at peace.  

And we will have a river painted  
with the dawn's wistful stratagems of dusted gold  
and night acquainted with  
long purples of the Thames  

And we will have, oh yes! The gardens,  
Kensington, Richmond Hill and Kew, and Hampton,  
where winter scolds, and pardons  
the first white crocuses breaking through  

And where the great their greatness squander  
and while the wise their wisdom lose,  
Squirrels will leap and deer will wander  
gracefully down the avenues. 

Humbert Wolfe 

9.  Waiting Both 
A star looks down at me, 
And says: “Here I and you 
Stand, each in our degree: 
What do you mean to do, –
Mean to do?” 

I say: “For all I know, 
Wait, and let Time go by, 
Till my change come.” – “Just so,” 
The star says, “So mean I, 
So mean I.” 

Thomas Hardy 

10. Leisure 
What is this life if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare. 

No time to stand beneath the boughs 
And stare as long as sheep or cows. 

No time to see, when woods we pass, 
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass. 

No time to see, in broad daylight, 
Streams full of stars, like skies at night. 

No time to turn at Beauty’s glance, 
And watch her feet, how they can dance.’ 

No time to wait till her mouth can 
Enrich that smile her eyes began. 

A poor life this if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare. 

W.H. Davies 
11. The Eagle 
He clasps the crag with crooked hands; 
Close to the sun in lonely lands, 
Ring’d with the azure world, he stands. 
The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; 
He watches from his mountain walls, 
And like a thunderbolt he falls.  

Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

12. Song of the Secret 
Where is beauty? 
Where is beauty? 
Gone, gone: 
The cold winds have taken it 
With their faint moan; 
The white stars have shaken it trembling down, 
Into the pathless deeps of the sea: 
Gone, gone is beauty from me. 

The clear naked flower is faded and dead; 
The green-leafed willow  
Drooping her head 
Whispers low to the shade of her bows in the stream, 
Sighing a beauty 
Secret as dream.                Walter de la Mare 



13. The Shade-Catchers 
I think they were about as high 
As haycocks are. They went running by 
Catching bits of shade in the sunny street: 
“ I've got one, cried sister to brother. 
“I've got two.” “Now I've got another.” 
But scudding away on their little bare feet, 
 They left the shade in the sunny street. 

Charlotte Mew 

14. Dawn 
How fast it dawneth up the sky, 
Softly lighter, softly brighter 
Tinging sides of clouds on high, 
And the stream that rambles by, 
What brings the day that I see break 
To sleeping men or men that wake? 

How fast it dawneth o’er the grass, 
Dimly shaded, dewy bladed, 
Where I see no lad or lass  
o’er the dusky pathway pass. 
But may ev’ry soul be gay 
To sing and whistle through the day. 

Show forth old home ground with my oak, 
Now so dim in stem and limb, 
Come forth dear house with thy blue smoke, 
And show thy doorway and thy folk 
Though the sun seems not to shine 
 On any early friends of mine, 

Come orchard out from shade to light, 
Come apple trees and hives of bees; 
Rise Hambledon in thy blue height; 
Come mead, and cows of red and white. 
Though night dreams flee as here I roam, 
Still let me dream myself at home.

William Barnes 

15. The Convergence of the Twain 
In a solitude of the sea 
Deep from human vanity, 
And the Pride of Life that planned her, stilly couches she. 

Steel chambers, late the pyres  
Of her salamandrine fires, 
Cold currents third, and turn to rhythmic tidal lyres. 
Over the mirrors meant 
To glass the opulent 
The sea-worm crawls---grotesque, slimed,  dumb, indifferent. 

Jewels in joy designed 
To ravish the sensuous mind 
Lie lightless, all their sparkles bleared and black and blind. 

Dim moon-eyed fishes near 
Gaze at the gilded gear 
And query: “What does this vaingloriousness down here?”… 

Well: while was fashioning  
This creature of cleaving wing, 
The Immanent Will that stirs and urges everything 

Prepared a sinister mate 
For her... so gaily great... 
A Shape of Ice, for the time far and dissociate. 

And as the smart ship grew 
In stature, grace, and hue, 
In shadowy silent distance grew the Iceberg too. 

Alien they seemed to be: 
No mortal eye could see 
The intimate welding of their later history,  

Or sign that they were bent 
By paths coincident 
On being anon twin halves of one august event, 

Till the Spinner of the Years 
Said “Now!” And each one hears, 
And consummation comes, and jars two hemispheres. 

Thomas Hardy 



16.  I so liked Spring 
I so liked Spring last year 
 Because you were here: –
The thrushes too –
Because it was these you so liked to hear –
 I so liked you. 

This year’s a different thing, –
I’ll not think of you. 

But I like the Spring because it is simply Spring 
As the thrushes do.    

Charlotte Mew 

17. Remember 
Remember me when I am gone away, 
Gone far away into the silent land; 
When you can no more hold me by the hand, 
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay. 
Remember me when no more day by day 
You tell me of our future that you planned: 
Only remember me; you understand 
 It will be late to counsel then or pray. 
Yet if you should forget me for a while   
And afterwards remember, do not grieve: 
For if the darkness and corruption leave 
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 
Better by far you should forget and smile 
Than you should remember and be sad. 

Christina Rossetti 

18. Voyages III 
Infinite consanguinity it bears 
This tendered theme of you that light 
Retrieves from sea plains where the sky 
Resigns a breast that every wave enthrones; 
While ribboned water lanes I win 
Are laved and scattered with no stroke 
Wide from your side, whereto this hour 
The sea lifts, also, reliquary hands. 

And so, admitted through the black swollen gates 
That must arrest all distance otherwise, 
Past whirling pillars and lithe pediments, 
Light wrestling there incessantly with light, 
Star kissing star through wave on wave unto  
Your body rocking! 
and where death, if shed, 
presumes no carnage, but this single change, 
Upon the steep floor flung from dawn to dawn 
The silken skilled transmemberment of song: 

Permit me voyage, love, into your hands... 
Hart Crane 

19. Gitanjali XIII 
The song that I came to sing remains unsung to this day. 
I have spent my days in stringing and unstringing my instrument. 
The time has not come true, the words have not been rightly set; 
only there is the agony of unsung in my heart. 
The blossom has not open'd, 
only the wind is sighing by. 
I have not seen his face, nor have I listened to his voice; 
Only I have heard his gentle footsteps from the road before 
    my house. 
The livelong day has passed in spreading his seat on the floor; 
but the lamp has not been lit 
and I cannot ask him into my house. 
I live in the hope of meeting him; 
but this meeting is not yet. 

Rabindranath Tagore 

20. Gitanjali II 
When thou commandest me to sing, 
it seems my heart would break with pride; 
and I look to thy face, 
and tears come to my eyes. 
All that is harsh and dissonant in my life 
melts into one sweet, sweet harmony 
and my adoration spreads wings 
like a glad bird on its flight across the sea. 

I know thou takest pleasure in my singing. 



I know that only as a singer I come before thy presence. 
I touch by the edge of the farspreading wing of my song 
thy feet which I could never, never aspire to reach. 
Drunk with the joy of singing 
I forget myself and call thee friend who art my Lord. 

Rabindranath Tagore 

21. The Pillar 
The pillar perish'd is whereto I leant, 
The strongest stay of my unquiet mind: 
The like of it no man again can find. 
From east to west still seeking though he went, 
To mine unhap. For hap away hath rent 
Of all my joy the very bark and rind: 
And I: alas by chance am thus assign'd 
Daily to mourn, till death do it relent. 
But since that thus it is by destiny. 
What can I more but have a woeful heart: 
My pen in plaint, my voice in careful cry, 
My mind in woe, my body full of smart: 
And I myself, myself always to hate, 
Till dreadful death do ease my doleful state.

Sir Thomas Wyatt 

19. Bee: Dance 
Here are my bees: 
Brazen,  
Blurs on paper, 
Besotted buzz-words, 
Dancing their flawless airy maps. 
Been deep, my poet bees, 
In the parts of flowers,  
In daffodil, thistle, rose, 
Even the golden lotus; 
So glide, gilded, glad, golden, 
And know of us: 
How your scent pervades my shadowed, busy  heart, 
And honey is art.

Carol Ann Duffy 

20. Money 
When I had money, money, O! 
I knew no joy till I went poor; 
For many a false man as a friend 
Came knocking all day at my door. 
Then felt I like a child that holds 
A trumpet that he must not blow 
Because a man is dead; I dared 
Not speak to let this false world know. 
Much have I thought of life, and seen 
How poor men’s hearts are ever light; 
And how their wives do hum like bees 
About their work from morn till night. 

So, when I hear these poor ones laugh, 
And see the rich ones coldly frown –
Poor men, think I, need not go up 
So much as rich men should come down. 
When I had money, money, O! 
My many friends proved all untrue; 
But now I have no money, O! 
My friends are real, though very few. 

W.H. Davies 

21. The King of China’s Daughter 
The King of China’s daughter, 
She never would love me 
Though I hung my cap and bells upon 
Her nutmeg tree. 
For oranges and lemons, 
The stars in bright blue air, 
(I stole them long ago, my dear) 
Were dangling there. 
The Moon did give me silver pence, 
The sun did give me gold, 
And both together softly blew 
And made my porridge cold; 
But the King of China’s daughter 
Pretended not to see 
When I hung my cap and bells upon 
Her nutmeg tree. 

Edith Sitwell 



22. The Cupboard 
I know a little cupboard, 
With a teeny tiny key, 
And there's a jar of Lollypops 
For me, me, me. 

It has a little shelf, my dear, 
As dark, as dark can be, 
And there's a dish of Banbury Cakes 
For me, me, me.

I have a small fat grandmamma, 
I have a small fat grandmamma, 
With a very slippery knee, 
And she's Keeper of the Cupboard, 
With the key, key, key. 

And when I'm very good, my dear, 
As good as good can be, 
There's Banbury Cakes, and Lollypops 
For me, me, me. 

Walter de la Mare 
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The English Poetry & Song Society 

The English Poetry & Song Society was founded in 1983 in Melksham, Wiltshire, by the poet and amateur violinist, Alfred Warren, after attending a lecture-recital on English Art Song by the baritone, John Carol Case, 
who became the first president of the EPSS, until he decided to retire from post in 2000. Although he was too far away (in North Yorkshire) to become involved in our activities, he sent generous donations every year, which 
continued after his retirement. We were honoured by a visit from Joy Finzi, the composer’s wife, who came to our concert in Bath that year. When Alfred moved to Cornwall in 1984, chairmanship was taken over by the organist 
and composer, David Crocker, also resident in Melksham. At the end of that year, he too moved westward to live in Devon, when the singer, Simon Willink took over briefly, before also moving Devon. Richard Carder became 
Chair in March 1985, soon after starting his research into the unpublished songs of Ivor Gurney, performances of which soon featured in the concerts, such as the premier of his cycle of Seven Sappho Songs in that year, attended 
by his biographer, Michael Hurd. 

In 1987, the 50th anniversary of Gurney’s death led to a concert in the Pump Room, Bath, with Stephen Roberts and Graham Johnson performing songs on a noctunal theme. Then in 1988, Gurney’s settings of his friend, Will 
Harvey’s poems were heard, with readings from his biographer, Antony Boden. In 1992 the competitions for composers were launched, for the bicentenary of Percy Bysshe Shelley, which have proved popular, and have involved 
poets such as Keats, Shelley, Coleridge; and more modern poets, A.E. Housman, Robert Graves, Thomas Hardy, Wilfred Owen, Blunden and Sassoon. There were also readings by poets Kathleen Raine and Rose Flint. 

In 2000, it was decided to appoint both a male and a female president in future, and the choice fell upon Meriel Dickinson, who suggested that a term of 5 years should be implemented for the post, and attended several of our 
concerts in Bath. The male choice was Ian Partridge, who sang 4 songs by Ivor Gurney at our London concert in 2003, which was recorded by Dunelm Records:  Lights Out – recently re-issued by Divine Art. 

They were succeeded in 2006 by Jane Manning and Stephen Roberts, who came to Bristol in November 2008 to give a master class for young singers, followed by a concert the same evening. This was followed up by the 
recording of a CD of songs by ten EPSS composers, English Journey Songs (Mynstrallsy- EPS102). 

Our two current presidents, Sarah Leonard and Stephen Varcoe, took over in 2011, and came to Bristol in October 2012 to give a concert for the Queen’s Diamond Jubilee in the Colston Hall, which included songs by most of the 
previous Masters of the Royal Music, plus folksong settings by Moeran & Britten, and popular songs from the Queen’s reign, by Ivor Novello, Noel Coward, and Flanders & Swann.  In addition we decided to appoint a composer, 
and chose Raymond Warren, who has acted as a judge in many of our competitions. 



Other English Poetry & Song Society recordings: 
(all live recitals, the recording quality is not of today’s standards,  but the programmes include some rare and otherwise unrecorded 
works in fine performances). 

‘SHROPSHIRE LADS’ 
Settings of the poems of A.E. Housman by 
Bax, Moeran, Somervell, etc. 
Stephen Foulkes (baritone) & David 
Bednall (piano) 
Diversions DDV 24162 

‘SONGS OF DORSET’ 
Settings of the poems of Thomas Hardy 
and William Barnes 
By Holst, Finzi, Vaughan Williams, etc. 
Stephen Foulkes (baritone) & Colin Hunt 
(piano) 
Diversions DDV 24163

‘THE GREAT WAR REMEMBERED’ 
In songs and poems by Gurney, Ireland 
and many more. 
Jeremy Huw Williams (baritone) &  
Nigel Foster (piano) 
Diversions DDV 24164 

LIGHTS OUT’ 
A programme of songs by Gurney, Moeran, 
Caradon and others 
Various artists, inc. Ian Partridge
Diversions DDV 24165



Sarah Leonard 

Johnny Herford 

Nigel Foster



�

A full list of almost 500 titles, with full track details, reviews, artist profiles and audio samples,
is on our website. Our recordings are available on disc or download at all good dealers or direct

from us. Direct customers get discount vouchers and rapid shipment. 

Diversions LLC (Divine Art USA) 
email: sales@divineartrecords.com

Divine Art Ltd (UK) 
email: uksales@divineartrecords.com 

divineartrecords.com

Most titles also available in digital download and streaming through Primephonic, Qobuz, iTunes, Amazon mp3,  
theclassicalshop.net, Spotify and Divine Art  

Samples from every album can be accessed on the Divine Art Records YouTube channel 

https://www.facebook.com/DivineArtRecordingsGroup https://www.youtube.com/divineartrecords

WARNING:  Copyright subsists in all recordings issued under this label. Any unauthorised broadcasting, public performance, copying or re-recording 
thereof in any manner whatsoever will constitute an infringement of such copyright. In the United Kingdom, licences for the use of recordings for public 
performance may be obtained from Phonographic Performance Ltd, 1, Upper James Street, London W1R 3HG. 




