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friend of ours after we had the good fortune to work with him on Poulenc’s
Quatre petites prières de Saint François d’Assise. A very fond memory is of his
coming to a show of ours in Lausanne, suggesting afterwards that we go out for
a couple of beers. At the time he was a mere 99 years old. 

We are surely not alone in observing that a programme of music can come into
being for many a reason. Indeed, an album rarely starts at the blank canvas its
name suggests. Songs of Love and War drew together several themes and projects,
old and new. The title itself, and indeed some of the material, hark back to a
programme we presented a long time ago, firstly at the Queen Elizabeth Hall in
London, then in places as far afield as Vlissingen in Holland and Santander in
Spain – both cities seared by war. The main spur for this disc, however, was a
programme on the musical world of the Pre-Raphaelites, which, as a result of our
appearing on a radio programme in Paris as guests of Felicity Lott, we were asked
by the Musée d’Orsay to create. We were delighted that Malcolm managed to
squeeze this event into his schedule, and together we rolled out a number of new
songs, some of which we all agreed might sit well together on an album. The
canvas was no longer blank. Enter Champs Hill Records, more precisely David and
Mary Bowerman, whom we had also met through the incomparable Flott. Their
wonderful studio in the heart of Sussex thus served as the crucible for a number
of new creations, inspiring a range of titles from across a wide musical spectrum.
Into the Paris mix were added, amongst others, Randy Newman, Tom Jobim,
Michael Jackson, the Flying Pickets, Georges Brassens, the celebrated lament for
Kennedy from BBC TV’s That Was the Week that Was, Frank Bridge (that quiet
giant, so marked by the Great War), and the most poignant chronicler in music of
war, Francis Poulenc. His exquisite Bleuet was first performed by the legendary
Swiss tenor Hugues Cuénod, with the composer at the piano. Cuénod became a
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For more than three decades the London Quartet have set about demolishing
artificial barriers between musical genres with performances and arrangements of
the highest class. Their work rests on an understanding of the hunger of audiences
for genuine entertainment, for being moved to tears of laughter and sadness while
sharing in a common experience of listening to words and music that go straight to
the heart. Many of the pieces in this programme date from a time when musical
variety ruled. It took years for arty types to replace diversity with divisions
designed to keep ‘serious’ music apart from almost anything tarred with the popular
brush. Their attempts at exclusion were routinely ignored by countless choral
societies, brass bands and vocal ensembles determined to explore everything from
contemporary scores to smart arrangements of old favourites. The London Quartet’s
work, reflected throughout this album, remains gloriously inclusive and open to the
enduring appeal of great tunes and lyrics.

Percy Scholes, in his endlessly fascinating Oxford Companion to Music, notes that it
would be impossible to provide a complete list of part-song composers, ‘for during
the nineteenth century it was as inevitable that every English organist should write
a few part-songs as that he should write a few anthems’. The market for part-songs
was fuelled during the 1800s by efficient new methods of printing and a massive
appetite among the middle classes for material to sing at social gatherings and
choral concerts. Robert Lucas Pearsall, born in 1795, created many fine part-songs
for the Bristol Madrigal Society. Best known today for his arrangement of the carol
In dulci jubilo, Pearsall took composition lessons after moving to Mainz in the 1820s
and devoted much effort to the revival of the English madrigal style of the late
sixteenth century. He also bought a ruined castle overlooking Lake Constance and
wrote sacred vocal works for the nearby monastery of St Gall. Pearsall’s translations
of German romantic poetry provided a rich source of material for his madrigals and
part-songs. His elegant setting of Ludwig Heinrich Christoph Hölty’s ‘Es ist ein
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halbes Himmelreich’ was published by Novello in Pearsall’s English translation as
‘There is a Paradise on Earth’.

Part-songs were central to Joseph Barnby’s work as composer and choir trainer. He
made his name as organist and choir master at the London church of St Andrew’s,
Wells Street, and at the end of 1872 was appointed to succeed Charles Gounod as
conductor of the Royal Albert Hall Choral Society. His setting for four voices of Alfred,
Lord Tennyson’s ‘Sweet and Low’ appeared in print in 1863, around the time of his
appointment at St Andrew’s. Tennyson’s popularity and Barnby’s lilting music ensured
that ‘Sweet and Low’ became a staple of the part-song repertoire.

Elgar’s growing reputation was boosted in the mid-1890s when Charles Swinnerton
Heap, the Leipzig-trained conductor and founder of the North Staffordshire Music
Festival, commissioned the composer to create a large-scale choral cantata. King Olaf
is based on a libretto arranged from the American poet Henry Wadsworth Longfellow’s
Tales of a Wayside Inn. Longfellow’s ‘Saga of King Olaf’ evokes the dramatic
adventures of Olaf Trygvasson, who ruled Norway from 995–1000 CE. The final scene
of Elgar’s work begins with an unaccompanied chorus, ‘As Torrents in Summer’. It was
shrewdly issued by Novello as a separate part-song and remained in the choral society
repertoire long after King Olaf fell silent.

Songs for solo voice and keyboard came to occupy an important place in public and
domestic music-making during Haydn’s later years. Printed music, an expensive
commodity in earlier times, now fell within reach of a large number of consumers
thanks to the invention of new printing technologies; likewise, the development of
the piano’s popularity and proliferation of affordable instruments did much to
emancipate music from church, royal and aristocratic control. During his first visit to
England in the early 1790s, Haydn was befriended by Anne Hunter, wife of the
surgeon Sir John Hunter and an accomplished poet. She supplied the composer with
new lyrics in English and offered advice on their idiomatic setting. Hunter also
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selected existing verses for his consideration, ‘She Never Told her Love’ from
Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night notable among them. Haydn, acclaimed by his English
admirers as the ‘Shakespeare of Music’, satisfied the public’s fondness for the
sentimental with his deft setting of this verse.

Within the span of a few bars, Ralph Vaughan Williams caught the contemplative
mood of ‘Silent Noon’. The song, written in 1903 for solo voice and piano, follows
the natural stresses of Dante Gabriel Rossetti’s verse and highlights the poet’s
imagery with exquisite harmonic shifts. Frank Bridge, perhaps still best known as
Britten’s teacher, completed his setting of Walt Whitman’s The Last Invocation
within a fortnight of the First World War’s end. The song addresses death from the
perspective of one soul facing extinction alone. Its vocal line, underpinned by bell-
like repeated chords in the piano accompaniment, conjures up an atmosphere of
courageous acceptance as love’s ‘strong … hold’ is relinquished. Roger Quilter’s
setting of Edmund Waller’s ‘Go, Lovely Rose’ dates from 1922 and makes a rare
virtue of sentimentality. The song, subsequently gathered together with four
companions and published as Five English Love Lyrics, works well as an arrangement
for vocal quartet and piano.

The strikingly gifted French singer-songwriter George Brassens turned satire against
the senseless slaughter of the Western Front. His The War of ‘14–’18 (La guerre de
‘14–’18) draws on his experience of forced labour in Germany during the Second
World War and anarchist outlook to project a caustic anti-war message, complete
with mock celebration of the gruesome superiority of the War of ‘14–’18 over all
other conflicts. 

When Francis Poulenc opened his copy of Le Figaro on 29 September 1938, his eye
was drawn to the opening lines of an ancient Ballade written by Charles d’Orléans
during his long captivity as a prisoner-of-war in England. The poem chimed with
the uncertain mood of the times. While the so-called Munich Agreement, signed on
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30 September, introduced a brief period of optimism, few believed that Hitler would
remain content with annexing the Sudetenland from Czechoslovakia. Poulenc’s
personal spirituality, open to the heartfelt compassion of the ‘Priez pour paix’,
reaches out through the austere simplicity of his setting. The composer here recalls
the spirit of French music past without abandoning his own distinct musical voice.
‘Bleuet’ was written soon after Hitler’s forces invaded Poland in September 1939.
Poulenc chose to set words by Guillaume Apollinaire, originally printed in the form
of a calligram in which a diagonal line of text appears to divide the verse into two
opposing forces. The poem’s title refers to the blue-grey uniform worn by French
enlisted soldiers and to the innocent young soldier sent towards certain death at
five o’clock in the afternoon.

There’s no shortage of French polish in the pavane by Thoinot Arbeau. The cleric
used his real name, Jehan Tabourot, to fashion the anagram under which his famous
dance treatise, the Orchésographie, was published. Arbeau’s dance appeared in print
as ‘Belle qui tiens ma vie’, complete with music for vocal ensemble and a prominent
‘pah pa-pa pah’ part for drum to help keep singers and dancers in time. Peter
Warlock arranged Arbeau’s ‘Pavane’ for piano duet as part of Capriol, his suite of
1926, and later orchestrated the piece for strings and full orchestra.

Love’s folly comes to life in ‘Insensatez’, first released on the 1963 album The
Composer of Desifinado, Plays. Antônio Carlos Jobim adapted Chopin’s famous
Prelude No. 4 in E minor to carry words by Vinicius de Moraes, popularly known in
his native Brazil as ‘O Poetina’ or the ‘little poet’. The American lyricist Norman
Gimbel, who worked closely with Brazil’s leading bossa nova composers, helped
place the song on the international hit parade with his English words, ‘How
Insensitive’. The song appeared on Doris Day’s 1965 album Latin for Lovers and has
since been covered by everyone from Ella Fitzgerald and Frank Sinatra to Olivia
Newton-John and Iggy Pop.
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Guy Turner has written and arranged many works for Cantabile. His version of the
traditional English folksong ‘O Waly, Waly’ reflects a profound sensibility for
harmonic colour and ensemble blend, qualities rooted in his long experience as a
choir trainer and choral composer. Vince Clarke’s ‘Only You’ hit the number two spot
in the UK pop chart following its release in March 1982 and went on perform well
in the Billboard chart in the United States. He recorded the song with Alison Moyet
after they formed the duo Yazoo.

David Lee, the London-born pianist, band leader and songwriter, formed an award-
winning partnership with the lyricist Herbert Kretzmer in the early 1960s. They
found fame with songs such as ‘Goodness Gracious Me’, written for Peter Sellers and
Sophia Loren, and ‘Kinky Boots’. ‘In the Summer of his Years’ was written in
response to the assassination of President John F. Kennedy on 22 November 1963
and performed live by Millicent Martin on BBC television the following evening
during a special edition of That Was the Week that Was.

Tom Bahler was perhaps best known as a session singer with the American sitcom
The Partridge Family before Michael Jackson made a hit of ‘She’s Out of My Life’ in
1979. Cantabile’s arrangement ramps up the passion with its gleaming high-tenor
solo and sensual close harmonies. There was a not a dry eye in the cinema when
the cowgirl Jessie sang Randy Newman’s ‘When She Loved Me’, the scene-stealing
number from Toy Story 2. The song, written in 2000, recalls how Jessie’s young
owner loses interest in her as she grows older. 

Andrew Stewart The London Quartet with Malcolm Martineau  
Photo: Jack Bryan



The London Quartet is one of Britain’s longest-established vocal ensembles. Since
they became widely known in the early 1980s they have mastered a wide array of
musical styles which they have taken to a worldwide audience, always remaining
true to their core vocal texture which is unmistakably rooted in the great English
choral tradition. The London Quartet’s origins at Cambridge University, where they
were founded as Cantabile, lay in revue as well as in music, and their flair for the
stage continues to keep them in demand in theatres and cabaret as well as in
concert halls and at festivals. Indeed, they featured for over a year in London’s
West End in Blondel, a musical by Tim Rice and the late Stephen Oliver. Stephen
composed two pieces for the quartet: Commuting, a hilarious quick-fire
entertainment featuring no fewer than twelve characters, and the towering
Ricerare No. 4, which was commissioned and later staged by leading British actor
and director Simon Callow.

The London Quartet has appeared in an enormous variety of venues singing
programmes encompassing early polyphony, jazz and contemporary music.
Although essentially an a cappella group they have appeared with numerous
leading artists and ensembles, from big band to symphony orchestra. Their output
of recordings covers a correspondingly broad spectrum, from live concerts in
London, South Africa, and Singapore through early French chansons, eighteenth-
century glees and catches, contemporary music (Jonah by Leopold Godowsky III
and Passions by Stephen McNeff) to settings with jazz trio, big band and full
orchestra of standards and hits from the West End and Hollywood.

Songs of Love and War is the quartet’s third album with Malcolm Martineau, with
whom they first performed in the early 1980s.

For more information, please visit thelondonquartet.com
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RICHARD BRYAN  counter-tenor
Richard Bryan attended a variety of educational establishments – St Michael’s
Primary School, St Albans; St Michael’s College, Tenbury; Woolverstone Hall,
Suffolk; Tenbury again, to teach Latin and Cricket; Fitzwilliam College,
Cambridge; the Webber Douglas Academy of Dramatic Art, London – most of
which have now closed. Draw your own conclusions...

He very much enjoys the geographical and musical range of engagements that
being part of The London Quartet offers, and when not with the group he
indulges his lifelong love of Church Music in and around central London.

STEVEN BROOKS  tenor
Steve began his musical studies at the Lemmensinstituut in Leuven, Belgium,
where he graduated in Music. He then continued his studies of singing, opera
and composition at the Royal Conservatory in Brussels, where he won the Elkan
and De Keyzer first prizes for Singing.

As a soloist he has performed in operas, masses and oratorios. He worked as
principal tenor and as a soloist at the Flemish Radio Choir for many concerts and
recordings.

After moving to the United Kingdom in 2002, Steve joined The London Quartet
in 2005. He is married to the soprano Martene Grimson, and they have a
daughter, Chloé.



Malcolm Martineau was born in Edinburgh, read Music at St Catharine’s College,
Cambridge and studied at the Royal College of Music. 

Recognised as one of the leading accompanists of his generation, he has worked
with many of the world’s greatest singers including Sir Thomas Allen, Dame Janet
Baker, Olaf Bä�r, Barbara Bonney, Ian Bostridge, Angela Gheorghiu, Susan Graham,
Thomas Hampson, Della Jones, Simon Keenlyside, Angelika Kirchschlager,
Magdalena Kozena, Solveig Kringelborn, Jonathan Lemalu, Dame Felicity Lott,
Christopher Maltman, Karita Mattila, Lisa Milne, Ann Murray, Anna Netrebko,
Anne Sofie von Otter, Joan Rodgers, Amanda Roocroft, Michael Schade, 
Frederica von Stade, Sarah Walker and Bryn Terfel. 

He has presented his own series at the Wigmore Hall (a Britten and a Poulenc
series and Decade by Decade – 100 years of German Song broadcast by the BBC)
and at the Edinburgh Festival (the complete lieder of Hugo Wolf). He has
appeared throughout Europe (including London’s Wigmore Hall, Barbican, Queen
Elizabeth Hall and Royal Opera House; La Scala, Milan; the Châtelet, Paris; the
Liceu, Barcelona; Berlin’s Philharmonie and Konzerthaus; Amsterdam’s
Concertgebouw and the Vienna Konzerthaus and Musikverein), North America
(including in New York both Alice Tully Hall and Carnegie Hall), Australia
(including the Sydney Opera House) and at the Aix-en-Provence, Vienna,
Edinburgh, Schubertiade, Munich and Salzburg Festivals. 

MALCOLM MARTINEAU piano

MARK FLEMING  tenor
Mark was born in 1965 in Croydon. He attended Trinity School there and
performed a great deal with Trinity Boys’ Choir, including singing in Bing Crosby’s
last TV appearance in 1977, and in many London concerts and recordings.

He read music at the University of East Anglia, Norwich, then studied Singing
with Neil Mackie and Nigel Rogers as a a postgraduate at the Royal College of
Music. Whilst at school and university he sang, played the violin, acted,
composed and conducted, and is pleased to have been able to combine all this
experience in The London Quartet since 1991.

Mark is married to composer and ’cellist Tanera Dawkins, and they have a son,
Tom.

MICHAEL STEFFAN  baritone
Mike was born and grew up in Cardiff. He read Modern and Mediæval Languages at
Cambridge, then returned to Cardiff to study at the Welsh College of Music and
Drama. He attended the Britten-Pears School for Advanced Musical Studies with
Hugues Cuénod and Elisabeth Schwarzkopf, while his regular singing teachers
included Laura Sarti and the German baritone Gerhard Hüsch.

Since The London Quartet became a full-time concern in 1982, Mike’s CV reads
almost identically with that of the group. Amongst innumerable highlights, he
remembers especially fondly singing for Herbert von Karajan and getting to know
two of the original Comedian Harmonists.

Mike lives in southwest London and has two children, Laurie and James, both of
whom make mincemeat of him on the tennis court. He enjoys cooking and
gardening and could happily watch someone do either of these for hours on end. 



Recording projects have included Schubert, Schumann and English song recitals
with Bryn Terfel (for Deutsche Grammophon); Schubert and Strauss recitals with
Simon Keenlyside (for EMI); recital recordings with Angela Gheorghiu and Barbara
Bonney (for Decca), Magdalena Kozená (for DG), Della Jones (for Chandos), Susan
Bullock (for Crear Classics), Solveig Kringelborn (for NMA); Amanda Roocroft (for
Onyx); the complete Faure� songs with Sarah Walker and Tom Krause; the complete
Britten Folk Songs for Hyperion; the complete Beethoven Folk Songs for Deutsche
Grammophon; the complete Poulenc songs for Signum; and Britten Song Cycles as
well as Schubert’s Winterreise with Florian Boesch for Onyx. 

He was a given an honorary doctorate at the Royal Scottish Academy of Music and
Drama in 2004, and appointed International Fellow of Accompaniment in 2009.
Malcolm was the Artistic Director of the 2011 Leeds Lieder+ Festival. 
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Tes beautez et ta grace
Et tes divins propos
Ont eschaufé la glace
Qui me geloit les os
Et ont remply mon cueur
D’une amoureuse ardeur

Mon ame vouloit estre
Libre de passion
Mais l’amour s’est faict maistre
De mes affections
Et a mis soubz sa loy
Et mon cueur et ma foy

Approche donc ma belle
Approche toy mon bien
Ne me sois plus rebelle
Puis que mon cueur est tien
Pour mon mal appaiser
Donne moy un baiser

Je meurs mon Angelette
Je meurs en te baysant
Ta bouche tant doucette
Va mon bien ravissant
A ce coup mes espritz
Sont tous d’amour espris

Plutost on verra l’onde
Contremont reculer
Et plustost l’oeil du monde
Cessera de brustler
Que l’amour qui m’espoint
Décroisse d’un seul point

Thoinot Arbeau (1519–1595)

O beauty, who hold my life
Captive in your eyes
Who have ravished my soul
With a gracious smile
Come soon to aid me
Or I will have to die

Why do you flee, delicate one,
When I am near you?
When I look into your eyes
I am lost in myself
For your perfections
Affect my actions

Your manifold beauty and your gracefulness
And your divine words
Have heated up the ice
Which chilled my bones
And have filled my heart
With loving ardour

My soul wished to be
Free of passion
But Love made itself master
Of my affections
And placed under its law
Both my heart and my faith

Draw near, therefore, my beauty;
Draw near, my treasure;
No longer rebel against me
Since my heart is yours
To appease my ills
Give me a kiss

1 PRIEZ POUR PAIX

Priez pour paix douce Vierge Marie
Reyne des cieulx et du monde maîtresse
Faictes prier par votre courtoisie
Saints et Saintes et prenez votre adresse
Vers votre Fils, requerant sa haultesse.
Qu’il Lui plaise son people regarder
Que de son sang a voulu racheter
En déboutant guerre qui tout desvoye
De prières ne vous vueillez lasser
Priez pour paix, le vray trésor de joye.

Charles d’Orléans (1391–1465)

Pray for peace, sweet Virgin Mary,
Queen of the heavens and mistress of 
the world,

Enjoin, through your nobility, 
All the saints to pray, and make your 
address

To your Son, beseeching His Highness
That it may please Him to look upon 
His people

Whom by His blood He chose to redeem, 
And to repel war, which depraves everything.
May you never become weary of prayers.
Pray for peace, pray for peace,
The true treasure of joy.

Translated by Cantabile – The London Quartet

2 AS TORRENTS IN SUMMER 
( from THE MUSICIAN’S TALE)

As torrents in summer,
Half dried in their channels,
Suddenly rise, though the
Sky is still cloudless,
For rain has been falling
Far off at their fountains; 

So hearts that are fainting
Grow full to o’erflowing,
And they that behold it
Marvel, and know not
That God at their fountains
Far off has been raining! 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)

3 PAVANE

Belle qui tiens ma vie
Captive dans tes yeulx
Qui m’as l’ame ravie
D’un soubriz gracieux
Viens tost me secourir
Ou me fauldra mourir

Pourquoy fuys tu mignarde
Si je suis prez de toy?
Quand tes yeulx je regarde
Je me pers dedans moy
Car tes perfections
Changent mes actions



5 GO, LOVELY ROSE 

Go, lovely Rose,
Tell her that wastes her time and me,
That now she knows,
When I resemble her to thee,
How sweet and fair she seems to be.

Tell her that’s young,
And shuns to have her graces spied,
That hadst thou sprung
In deserts where no men abide,
Thou must have uncommended died.

Small is the worth
Of beauty from the light retired:
Bid her come forth,
Suffer herself to be desired,
And not blush so to be admired.

Then die – that she
The common fate of all things rare
May read in thee;
How small a part of time they share
That are so wondrous sweet and fair! 

Edmund Waller (1608–1687)

6 BLEUET

Jeune homme
De vingt ans
Qui as vu des choses si affreuses
Que penses-tu des hommes de ton enfance  
Tu connais la bravoure et la ruse,
Tu as vu la mort en face plus de cent fois tu
ne sais pas ce que c’est que la vie 

Transmets ton intrépidité 
À ceux qui viendront          
Après toi 
Jeune homme  
Tu es joyeux, ta mémoire est ensanglantée         
Ton âme est rouge aussi             
De joie  
Tu as absorbé la vie de ceux qui sont morts
près de toi       

Tu as de la décision  
Il est 17 heures et tu saurais               
Mourir  
Sinon mieux que tes aînés        
Du moins plus pieusement        
Car tu connais mieux la mort que la vie        
Ô douceur d’autrefois,            
Lenteur immémoriale.

Guillaume Apollinaire (1880–1918)

I die, my little angel,
I die kissing you
Your mouth, so very sweet,
Is ravishing all my being
At a stroke my mind
Is completely taken over by love

One will rather see the flood
Flow back upstream
And the eye of the world will rather
Cease burning
Than that the love which pierces me
Decrease by a single degree

Translated by Cantabile – The London Quartet

4 INSENSATEZ

A insensatez
Que você fez
coração mais sem cuidado
Fez chorar de dor
o seu amor um amor
tão delicado
Ah porque você
foi fraco assim
assim tão desalmado
Ah, meu coração
quem nunca amou
não merece ser amado

How insensitive,
I must have seemed, 
when she told me that she loved me
How unmoved and cold, 
I must have seemed, 

when she told me so sincerely.
Why she must have asked,
did I just turn and stare in icy silence, 
What was I to say, 
what can you say, 
when a love affair is over?
não é nunca perdoado

Vinícius de Moraes (1913–1980) /
Norman Gimbel (1927–)

It was a senseless act
That you committed,
You careless heart;
You made your love cry out in pain; a love
So tender
And only because
You were so weak 
And so devoid of a soul.
Oh, my heart!
You who never loved
Do not deserve to be loved.
Go, my heart;
Listen to reason
Employ only sincerity
He who sows the wind,
Goes the argument,
Reaps always the storm.
Go, my heart;
Ask forgiveness
A passionate forgiveness;
Go, because he who never 
Asks forgiveness             
Is never forgiven.

Translated by Cantabile – The London Quartet



Deep in the sun-searched growths the 
dragon-fly 

Hangs like a blue thread loosened from 
the sky:  

So this wing’d hour is dropt to us from above. 
Oh! clasp we to our hearts, for 
deathless dower, 
This close-companioned inarticulate hour 
When twofold silence was the song of love. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)

9 SWEET AND LOW 

Sweet and low, sweet and low, 
Wind of the western sea, 
Low, low, breathe and blow, 
Wind of the western sea!
Come from the dying moon, and blow,
Blow him again to me;
While my little one, while my pretty one, 
sleeps.

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest, 
Father will come to thee soon;
Rest, rest, on mother’s breast, 
Father will come to thee soon;
Father will come to his babe in the nest, 
Silver sails all out of the west
Under the silver moon:
Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, 
sleep.

From ‘The Princess’ –
Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)

10 SHE’S OUT OF MY LIFE

She’s out of my life
She’s out of my life
And I don’t know whether to laugh or cry
I don’t know whether to live or die
And it cuts like a knife
She’s out of my life

It’s out of my hands
It’s out of my hands
To think for two years she was here
And I took her for granted I was so cavalier
Now the way that it stands
She’s out of my hands

So I’ve learned that love’s not possession
And I’ve learned that love won’t wait
Now I’ve learned that love needs expression
But I learned too late

She’s out of my life
She’s out of my life
Damned indecision and cursed pride
Kept my love for her locked deep inside
And it cuts like a knife
She’s out of my life

Tom Bahler (1943–)

Young man
Of twenty years old
Who have seen such terrible things
What do you think of the men of 
your childhood?

You know bravery and strategy
You have seen death facing you more than
two hundred times you do not know what 
life is

Pass on your fearlessness 
To those who will come
After you

Young man
You are joyous; your memory is stained
through with blood
Your soul is red also
With joy
You have absorbed the life of those who 
have died close to you

You have determination
It is 17 hundred hours and you would 
know how

To die
If not better than your elders
Then at least with as much piety
For you know death better than life

O sweetness of times past
Gentle pace beyond memory.

Translated by Cantabile – The London Quartet

7 THERE IS A PARADISE ON EARTH

There is a paradise on earth
When flow’rs, to hail the summer’s birth
From tree and grass are springing;
When perfumes rise to scent the gale,
And birds, in ev’ry grove and vale,
To welcome it are singing.

But fairer still, a lovely maid,
In all the charm of youth array’d,
No aid from art requiring;
All other flow’rs we cast aside,
And gaze with joy inspired pride,
Enraptur’d and admiring.

Translated by Robert Lucas Pearsall after Ludwig
Heinrich Christoph Hölty 

from ‘Blumenlied’ (see track 18 for text)

8 SILENT NOON 

Your hands lie open in the long fresh grass,  
The finger-points look through like 
rosy blooms: 

Your eyes smile peace. The pasture gleams 
and glooms 

‘Neath billowing skies that scatter and amass. 
All round our nest, far as the eye can pass, 
Are golden kingcup-fields with silver edge 
Where the cow-parsley skirts the 
hawthorn-hedge. 

‘Tis visible silence, still as the hour-glass.



12 IN THE SUMMER OF HIS YEARS 

A young man rode with his head held high
Under the Texas sun
And no one guessed that a man so blessed
Would perish by the gun
Lord, would perish by the gun

A shot rang out like a sudden shout
And Heaven held its breath
For the dreams of a multitude of men
Rode with him to his death
Lord, rode with him to his death

Yes, the heart of the world weighs heavy
With the helplessness of tears
For the men cut down in a Texas town
In the summer of his years
The summer of his years

And we who stay must not ever lose
The victories that he won
For wherever men look to freedom, then
His soul goes riding on
Lord, his soul goes riding on

Herbert Kretzmer (1925–)

13 WHEN SHE LOVED ME 

When somebody loved me 
Everything was beautiful 
Every hour we spent together lives within 
my heart 

And when she was sad
I was there to dry her tears 
And when she was happy 
So was I 
When she loved me 

Through the summer and the fall 
We had each other, that was all 
Just she and I together 
Like it was meant to be 

And when she was lonely 
I was there to comfort her 
And I knew that she loved me 

So the years went by 
I stayed the same 
But she began to drift away 
I was left alone 
Still I waited for the day 
When she’d say I will always love you 

Lonely and forgotten, 
Never thought she’d look my way 
And she smiled at me and held me, 
Just like she used to do 
Like she loved me 
When she loved me 

When somebody loved me 
Everything was beautiful 
Every hour we spent together lives within 
my heart 

When she loved me

Randy Newman (1943–)

11 THE WAR OF ‘14–‘18  

War has had its apologians, 
Ever since history began,
From the times of the Greeks and Trojans,
when they sang of arms and the man,
But if you ask me to name the best, Sir,
I’ll tell you the one I mean,
Head and shoulders above the rest, Sir, was 
the War of ‘14–’18,

Head and shoulders above the rest, Sir, stands 
the War of ‘14–’18.

There were the wars against all those Louis,
There were Caesar’s wars in Gaul,
There was Britain’s war in Suez, which wasn’t a
war at all,

There was the war of the Spanish Succession,
Many other wars in between,
But they none of them made an impression 
like the War of ‘14–’18,

They didn’t make the same impression as the 
War of ‘14–’18.

The war of American Independence, 
That was enjoyable, by and large,
Watching England’s free descendants busy 
defeating German George,

But the Boer War was a poor war, And I’m still 
inclined to lean,
Though Sir, it possibly isn’t your war towards 
the War of ‘14–’18,

Though, it probably isn’t your war, Sir, the 
War of ‘14–’18.

There are certainly plenty of wars to choose 
from, you pick whichever one you please,

Like the one we’ve had all the news from 
liberating the Vietnamese,

Or those wars for God and Country, be it 
Korean or Philippine,

Sir, if you’ll pardon my affrontry, give me the 
War of ‘14–’18,

If you’ll pardon my affrontry, Sir, the War 
of ‘14–’18, 

Every war has its own attraction from total 
war to border raid,

Call it rebellion, police action,
War of containment or crusade,
I don’t underrate the late war we see so often
on the screen, 

But that wasn’t the really great war like the 
War of ‘14–’18,

No, the late war wasn’t the great war like the 
War of ‘14–’18.

No doubt Mars, among his chattels, has got 
some really splendid war,

Full of bigger and bloodier battles than we’ve 
ever seen before,

But until that time occurs, Sir, when that 
greater war comes on the scene,

The one that I on the whole prefer, Sir, is the 
War of ‘14–’18,

Yes, the one that I still prefer, Sir, is the War 
of ‘14–’18.

Georges Brassens (1921–1981)
Translated from the original French 

by Michael Flanders 



14 O WALY, WALY 

The water is wide, I cannot get o’er,
And neither have I got wings to fly,
Give me a boat that will carry two, 
And we will go, my love and I.

Oh down in the meadow the other day, 
A-gathering flowers both fine and gay.
A-gathering flowers both red and blue, 
I little thought what love could do

I leaned my back up against some oak, 
Thinking that he was a trusty tree
But first he bended and then he broke
And so did my false love to me

A ship there is, and she sails the sea, 
She’s loaded deep as deep can be, 
But not so deep as the love I’m in, 
I know not if I sink or swim.

For love is handsome and love is kind,
And love’s a jewel when it is new
But when it’s old, it groweth cold, 
And fades away like morning dew.

The water is wide, I cannot get o’er, 
And neither have I wings to fly, 
Give me a boat that will carry two
And we will go, my love and I.

Traditional English, arranged 
by Guy Turner (1955–)

15 ONLY YOU 

Looking from a window above, it’s like a 
story of love 

Can you hear me?
Came back only yesterday 
I’m moving further away 
Want you near me

Chorus:

All I needed was the love you gave,
All I needed for another day,
All I ever knew;
Only you.

Sometimes when I think of your name, when 
it’s only a game 

And I need you 
Listen to the words that you say it’s getting 
harder to stay 

When I see you

[Chorus]

This is going to take a long time so I wonder 
what’s mine,

Can’t take no more.
Wonder if you understand it’s just the touch 
of your hand,

Behind a closed door 

[Chorus] 
Vince Clarke (1960–)

16 SHE NEVER TOLD HER LOVE 

She never told her love,
But let concealment, like a worm in the bud,
Feed on her damask cheek ...;
She sat, like Patience on a monument,
Smiling at grief.

From ‘Twelfth Night’ –
William Shakespeare (1564–1616)

17 THE LAST INVOCATION 

At the last, tenderly, 
From the walls of the powerful, fortress’d 
house, 

From the clasp of the knitted locks,  
from the keep of the well-closed doors, 

Let me be wafted.

Let me glide noiselessly forth;
With the key of softness unlock the locks – 
with a whisper,

Set ope the doors O Soul.

Tenderly – be not impatient,
(Strong is your hold, O mortal flesh,
Strong is your hold O love.)

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)

18 BLUMENLIED

Es ist ein halbes Himmelreich, 
Wenn, Paradiesesblumen gleich, 
Aus Klee die Blumen dringen; 
Und wenn die Vögel silberhell 
Im Garten hier, und dort am Quell, 
Auf Blütenbäumen singen.  

Doch holder blüht ein edles Weib, 
Von Seele gut und schön von Leib, 
In frischer Jugendblüte. 
Wir lassen alle Blumen stehn, 
Das liebe Weibchen anzusehn 
Und freun uns ihrer Güte.

Ludwig Heinrich Christoph Hölty (1748–1776)

There is a paradise on earth,
When, like flowers of paradise,
Out of clover the flowers thrust;
And when the birds, silver-bright
In the garden here, and there at the spring
Sing on the trees in bud.

But purer still blossoms a fine woman
Good of soul and beautiful of body
In fresh bloom of youth
We leave all flowers standing
To gaze at the lovely young woman
And to take joy in her virtues.

Translated by Cantabile – The London Quartet
from ‘Blumenlied’ 


