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FOREWORD

Notes from the Asylum is an exploration of songs about female madness. Early in my
research I identified two types of song that appealed to me: presentations of
madness in fictional characters such as Ophelia and Agnes (usually by male authors)
and in real women whose experience is recorded in poetry (Sylvia Plath) or private
correspondence (Vivienne Haigh-Wood). 

Historically, madness tended to be regarded in one of two ways. As a form of
entertainment, the observation of lunacy in the asylum gave rise to Bedlam songs
and ballads, of which Crazy Jane and Mad Bess are examples. It was also seen as
indicative of moral inadequacy (‘moral insanity’ being the diagnosis made of Vivienne
as late as 1914) or the inability to overcome heartbreak. These themes were the stuff
of literary creations such as Shakespeare’s Ophelia and Mörike’s Agnes, who suffer
mental agonies as a result of experiences out of kilter with society’s (and thus their
own) expectations. Agnes’s severely religious upbringing only serves to increase her
sense of failure and abandonment by God and man.

The role of the Crazy Woman in literature, like the Fool, is often to speak difficult
truths, for which she is generally punished. The real-life women, Vivienne and Sylvia,
also seem to partake of this tradition and their words make uncomfortable listening
because we know they underwent specific experiences. The electric shock treatment
that Plath writes about in The Hanging Man is arguably an even more barbaric form
of repression than the toxic chemicals prescribed to Vivienne. Sylvia, in her own
words, and Vivienne, in Andy Rashleigh’s, react to their (mis)treatment with
understandable black humour and rage.

This entire programme was inspired by a particular work, Vivienne, written for me by
Stephen McNeff and Andy Rashleigh. Stephen McNeff and I had collaborated before
on various projects (including Madrigali dell’Estate for Champs Hill Records) and
Vivienne was premiered in 2013 at the Tête à Tête Opera Festival. Other performances
followed in fully-staged and concert versions at the Bloomsbury, Camden and T. S.
Eliot Society festivals.

Vivienne is a cycle of six songs examining the marriage of Vivienne Haigh-Wood to
the poet T. S. Eliot. Their union was not a happy one but it gave rise to one of the
most important poems in the English language, The Waste Land (1922). During his
lifetime Eliot himself stipulated that his poetry could not be set to music. That
instruction has been carefully upheld since then, with few exceptions. However, our
interest was less in his modernist voice, groundbreaking as it was, than in finding a
voice for his wife who was forcibly silenced and died in an asylum. In Andy Rashleigh
we found the ideal librettist, who not only understood Eliot’s poetry but used it as a
jumping-off point to create a powerful identity for Vivienne. 

It has been suggested that Vivienne may have taken her own life, as did Sylvia Plath
and the fictional heroines Ophelia and Agnes who also feature here. Certainly it is
beyond question that Vivienne’s abandonment by Eliot exacerbated her fragility.
Medicated to the point of addiction and confusion, she became an embarrassment to
her family and husband. The fact that Eliot never visited her after her incarceration,
and that her tombstone was carved with the wrong date of her death, demonstrate
how little care was accorded her once she was safely out of sight.

In more recent times, has it become acceptable for a woman to write freely about her
own experience of psychological crisis? Confessional writing is now a literary genre of
its own, whether in poetry or prose. Sylvia Plath, writing the Ariel poems in the early
1960s, was one of the first writers to own her illness so explicitly. Vivienne was not
able to transmute her experiences directly into art any more than Ophelia or Crazy
Jane could, but Stephen McNeff and Andy Rashleigh have enabled her to tell her side
of the story for the first time.

Clare McCaldin



One of the most notorious aspects of Bethlehem Hospital, or ‘Bedlam’, as it became
known, was its sanctioning of casual visitors to witness the inmates as a public show
and many prurient 17th-century Londoners availed themselves of this opportunity. A
widespread preoccupation with mental illness, and with Bedlam itself, was
represented in such Jacobean stage works as Ben Jonson’s Epicœne, or The Silent
Woman (1609) and Bartholomew Fair (1614). In these depictions of madness, music
was used routinely as a therapeutic agent. Outside the theatrical world, Restoration
composers tended to explore the extreme expressions of emotion in ‘mad songs’ often
centred on delusions and self-deception precipitated by unrequited love.

Shakespeare foreshadowed these developments in the tragic figure of the frail and
innocent Ophelia, who loses her sanity as a result of Hamlet’s feigned madness. King
Lear’s ‘Mad Tom’ was an archetype recalled later in the broadside ballad ‘Tom of
Bedlam’ which established the template for the Restoration mad song with its
flamboyant lyrics and episodic structure. Mad Bess, or Bess of Bedlam (1683) by Henry
Purcell is, to some extent, a female corollary to the earlier ballad and can lay claim
to being the first authentic Restoration mad song. It is evidently not a theatrical
number since the text juxtaposes episodes sung by the eponymous character with
passages of narration. Though there were many subsequent examples of mad songs,
including several by John Eccles (c.1672–1735), Purcell’s original remains unequalled
in its fusion of acute sensitivity and fiery eloquence.

Among the many arrangements by Benjamin Britten (1913–1976) of works by other
composers, the name of Purcell features prominently, from the three-act opera Dido
and Aeneas, premiered in 1951 as part of the Festival of Britain, to the celebrated
Chacony in G minor, scored by Britten for string quartet or string orchestra. Also
included in these transcriptions are several sets of songs, including Six Songs for high,
or medium, voice and piano, written for Joan Cross in 1945. Launching the set is
Britten’s realisation of Purcell’s Mad Bess. In Britten’s treatment, the song takes on
an operatic vein with recitatives and the piano accompaniment enhances the dramatic
power of the vocal line. An obsessive and constricted piano figure stated at the
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outset recurs throughout and in a more measured and elaborated guise brings the
song to a close.

Reported to have been a pupil of Thomas Arne, Harriet Abrams née Harriett Abramsis
(c.1760–1821) was a singer who appeared regularly in London, including at the
prestigious Handel Commemoration concerts of 1784. In 1790s Harriet organised
Ladies’ Concerts on behalf of her family’s society patrons, and for her benefit
concerts in 1792, 1794 and 1795, Haydn presided at the keyboard. Abrams was also
a prolific songwriter, with over forty songs published between 1785 and 1820.Her
most successful composition was a setting of Monk Lewis’s Crazy Jane.

The Ophelia Lieder (Ophelia Songs) of Johannes Brahms (1833–1897) were written in
Vienna in November 1873 at the request of the celebrated Viennese actor Josef
Lewinsky (1835–1907) for his fiancée, the actress Olga Preicheisen (1853–1935),
who was about to take the part of Ophelia in a production of Shakespeare’s Hamlet
in Prague. The songs were first performed in the play on 22 December 1873, very
shortly after Brahms composed them. The texts were drawn from Act IV Scene V
(Ophelia’s ‘mad scene’).

It is doubtful that in their theatrical context the Ophelia Songs would have been
premiered with piano. They are more likely to have been either performed
unaccompanied or scored for an ensemble. The songs’ extreme brevity and simplicity
renders them more suitable for performance within the context of a play than as a
collection of formal concert lieder. In these gnomic settings, Brahms brings his
folksong style to bear on the material which is pared to the bone. A sense of
dislocation is achieved by the irregular barring in the first song, ‘Wie erkenn ich
dein Treulieb’ and the disconcertingly abrupt ending to the fourth, ‘Sie trugen ihn
auf der Bahre bloss’. The accompaniment to the extended fifth song, ‘Und kommt er
nicht mehr zurück?’, is the most adroit in the collection. These affecting vignettes
have a concentrated power and reveal Brahms’s acute sense of theatre. They were
published posthumously in 1935 as Wo022.



Although, like Robert Schumann before him, he ended his days in an asylum, Hugo
Wolf (1860–1903) was the most cogent and methodical of songwriters. His five
single-poet collections show his complete immersion in a poet’s output, with vestiges
of one setting leaving an indelible mark on its successor. The intensity of these lieder
and their total identification with the text raises them to the highest level of music
which heightens and reinforces facets already present in the words. 

Wolf first set a poem by Eduard Mörike (1804–1875) in 1880 (Suschens Vogel) and
this was followed by other, one-off settings over the next few years, including
Mausfallensprüchlein in 1881, Die Tochter der Heide in 1884, and Der Krönung in 1886.
It was not until 1888 that the torrent of mature Mörike songs began to flow and
between February and May of that year Wolf composed 43 songs, all to poems by
Mörike. A further ten examples were added in September 1888, making a total of 53.
The Mörike songs were Wolf’s first concentrated exploration of a single poet and they
remain perhaps his most characteristic book, featuring examples of every variety of
song he ever wrote. There are love songs, a substantial religious group, supernatural
songs, miniature symphonic poems, a collection of dramatic ballads, and finally a
cluster of comic songs, ranging from irony to burlesque.

The five songs featured here are all sung (or, in the case of Gebet, spoken) by the
Ophelia-like character of Agnes as she appears in Mörike’s 1832 novel Maler Nolten
(The Artist Nolten). These songs were later included in Mörike’s poetic anthologies set
by Wolf in 1888. The folksong-like Agnes has a simple structure and Wolf underlines
the melancholy of its steady tread with the piano’s repeated accompanying motif. In
Lied vom Winde, Wolf brings an almost orchestral sonority to the piano
accompaniment, with its rapid, stormy chromatic scales and string-like tremolandi.
Seufzer is an anguished setting remarkable for its harmonic adventurousness: the
tonic chord is not reached until the very end. Spaciously conceived and emotionally
intense, Wo find ich Trost finds Wagner’s influence on Wolf at its most potent, with
elements of The Ring and Parsifal in the piano’s imitation of brass chorales and

timpani strokes; the song, which contains an unusually wide vocal compass, is an
example of progressive tonality, beginning in C minor and closing in an optimistic D
major. Gebet begins with a hymn-like devotion and its lyrical piano melody is joined
by the voice’s humble prayer. One of the most spiritually uplifting songs in the
collection, it is graced by a serene postlude.

Time magazine has referred to Ned Rorem (b.1923) as ‘the world’s best composer of
art songs’. He wrote Ariel, Five Poems of Sylvia Plath, for soprano, clarinet and piano,
in New York during May 1971 and presented it as a gift to the celebrated soprano
Phyllis Curtin. She first performed the cycle, with clarinettist David Glazer and pianist
Ryan Edwards, at the Library of Congress in Washington on 26 November 1971. The
poems that make up the text are among Plath’s last writings and they capture, often
graphically, that turbulent phase of her life soon to be ended by her suicide at the
age of 30.

The opening setting, Words begins in expressionist angst with angular intervals and
jagged harmonies punched out with full force and effects a gradual transition to the
hushed and composed melodic material of the closing bars. Poppies in July is a
ritualistic, hypnotic setting, with a declamatory solo line featuring repeated notes like
plainchant. At the centre of the collection, The Hanging Man contains a virtuoso
clarinet part with extravagant roulades and concludes with a solo cadenza-like
passage for the instrument. Simple and direct, Poppies in October is the only
movement in the set with a key signature, its B flat tonality briefly transmogrified
into B minor for a darker central episode. Lady Lazarus is by far the most extended
and wide-ranging piece in the cycle, exploiting judiciously a variety of vocal
techniques such as parlando, shouting, glissando, culminating in the final bar where
the singer is required to give the last notes ‘with a loud gasp’. The stylistic range is
also wider in this concluding movement, encompassing jazzy passages and bursts of
minimalism within its intensely dramatic unfolding. All three soloists are offered
challenges here in terms of technique and expressive powers.



Stephen McNeff (b.1951) has worked extensively in opera and music theatre, holding
residencies at Contact Theatre in Manchester, and Comus Music Theatre in California,
among several other venues. Written in London between May and July 2013, McNeff’s
Vivienne is an opera in six songs for mezzo-soprano and piano to a text by Andy
Rashleigh. It was first performed by Clare McCaldin and Libby Burgess on 8 August
2013 at Riverside Studios, Hammersmith, in a production directed by Joe Austin and
designed by Simon Kenny as part of the Tête à Tête Opera Festival.

In his prefatory note, the composer has written in the score:

‘Vivienne Haigh-Wood married T. S. Eliot in June 1915 against the wishes of
her family. Their marriage was disastrous from the start, and dominated by
her ill-health. It became clear that each had misread the other’s hopes and
ambitions: Vivienne longed to escape the social conventions that Eliot
enthusiastically embraced as he was elevated to the literary Establishment.
However, their shared belief in his future as a poet held them together and
their co-dependence provided rich creative inspiration even as their marriage
was falling apart. Eliot later wrote: “To her, the marriage brought no
happiness. To me, it brought the state of mind out of which came The Waste
Land.” Vivienne’s fears that Eliot’s success was taking him away from her
put huge pressure on their relationship as her behaviour became more
erratic. Eliot was already considering a separation when he was offered a
one-year fellowship at Harvard in 1932. On his return to London he was
shielded from any contact with Vivienne by his Bloomsbury friends.
Vivienne’s family arranged for her committal to an asylum. She remained
there until her death in 1947. Eliot never visited her.’

Andy Rashleigh’s text contains a number of witty allusions within it, e.g. ‘blue
remembered jokes’ and McNeff responds with a stylistically eclectic approach, deftly
incorporating pastiches of a variety of popular idioms from the period in which the

opera is set. Music-hall tunes, jazz and cabaret music rubs shoulders with more
lyrical material in a fluently arranged kaleidoscope of genres. Such a diversity of
tone is also reflected in the solo part, which is something of a tour de force for the
performer as Vivienne assumes different characters and accents in a richly theatrical
monologue that capitalises upon opera’s capacity to convey intense human emotion.

The opera opens with Vivienne in her room at the asylum remembering life Before
Tom. The music fleshes out her reveries with reminiscences of a dance number. In
the alternately bawdy and wistful second song, Eliot Erect, Vivienne recalls their
courting days: How did I woo thee? Let me count the ways, and McNeff provides an
upbeat, ‘slightly honky tonk’ piano accompaniment. The mood changes to one of
gentle sophistication for The Land of Lost Content, a brief but intimate recollection
of Eliot’s change in attitude towards his wife which is conversational (and
confessional) in tone. Bertie is an engaging, comic music-hall number about
Bertrand Russell, with whom Vivienne had an affair; McNeff channels Walton’s
Façade, including a parlando vocal line in the manner of a patter song. In Through
the Darkness I Can Hear, the popular music references are absent and this simple and
direct setting focuses on the personal tragedy of the protagonist, ever-hopefully
anticipating a visit which never materialises. In the closing number, Belladonna,
Vivie wishes that Tom would come back to her and creates a tidy workplace for him.
She imagines going to meet him at a book signing, after which he leaves without
her. McNeff brings back material from earlier songs, lending the piece the feeling of
a cycle and placing the score’s expressive weight on this eloquent and dramatically
variegated finale. The closing section is a measured, spontaneous-sounding soliloquy
whose fearful, halting and increasingly fractured vocal line is laid bare and
eventually terminated.

Paul Conway, 2015



1 MAD BESS
Words: Anonymous

From silent shades and the Elysian groves
Where sad departed spirits mourn their loves,
From crystal streams and from that 

country where
Jove crowns the fields with flowers all 

the year,
Poor senseless Bess, clothed in her rags 

and folly,
Is come to cure her lovesick melancholy.
‘Bright Cynthia kept her revels late
While Mab, the Fairy Queen did dance,
And Oberon did sit in state
When Mars at Venus ran his lance.

‘In yonder cowslip lies my dear,
Entomb’d in liquid gems of dew;
Each day I’ll water it with a tear,
Its fading blossom to renew.

‘For since my love is dead and all my joys 
are gone,

Poor Bess for his sake
A garland will make,
My music shall be a groan.

‘I’ll lay me down and die within some 
hollow tree,

The rav’n and cat,
The owl and bat
Shall warble forth my elegy.

SONG TEXTS

‘Did you not see my love as he past by you?
His two flaming eyes, if he comes nigh you,
They will scorch up your hearts:
‘Ladies, beware ye,
Lest he should dart a glance that may ensnare ye!

‘Hark! Hark!
I hear old Charon bawl,
His boat he will not longer stay,
And furies lash their whips and call:
Come, come away.

‘Poor Bess will return to the place whence 
she came,

Since the world is so mad she can hope for 
no cure.

For love’s grown a bubble, a shadow, a name,
Which fools do admire and wise men endure.

‘Cold and hungry am I grown.
Ambrosia will I feed upon,
Drink Nectar still and sing.’

Who is content,
Does all sorrow prevent?
And Bess in her straw,
Whilst free from the law,
In her thoughts is as great as a king.

2 CRAZY JANE 
Words: M. Lewis Esq.

Why, fair maid in every feature,
Are such signs so fair expressed?
Can a wandering wretched Creature
With such terror fill thy breast?
Do my frenzied looks alarm thee?
Trust me sweet thy fears are vain,
Not for Kingdoms would I harm thee,
Shun not then, poor Crazy Jane.

Dost thou weep to see my anguish?
Mark me and avoid my woe,
When Men flatter, sigh, and languish,
Think them false, I found them so.
For I loved oh so sincerely,
None could ever love again,
But the Youth I loved so dearly,
Stole the wits of Crazy Jane.

Fondly my young heart received him,
Which was doomed to love but one.
He sighed - he vowed - and I believed him,
He was false - and I undone.
From that hour has reason never,
Held her empire o'er my brain,
Henry fled and with him forever
Fled the wits of Crazy Jane.

Now forlorn and broken hearted,
And with frenzied thoughts beset
On that spot where last we parted,
On that spot where first we met.
Still I will sing my lovelorn ditty,
Still I slowly pace the plain,
Whilst each passerby in pity cries:
“God help thee Crazy Jane!”



OPHELIA LIEDER 
Words: William Shakespeare, translated by August Wilhelm von Schlegel From Hamlet, Act IV Scene 5

3 Wie erkenn ich dein Treulieb
Wie erkenn ich dein Treulieb
Vor den andern nun?
An dem Muschelhut und Stab
Und den Sandalschuh’n.

Er ist lange tot und hin,
Tot und hin, Fräulein!
Ihm zu Häupten ein Rasen grün,
Ihm zu Fuß ein Stein. 

4 Sein Leichenhemd weiss
Sein Leichenhemd weiss wie Schnee zu sehn
Geziert mit Blumensegen,
Das still betränt zum Grab musst gehn
Von Liebesregen.

5 Auf morgen ist Sankt Valentins Tag
Auf morgen ist Sankt Valentins Tag,
Wohl an der Zeit noch früh,
Und ich, ’ne Maid, am Fensterschlag
Will sein eu’r Valentin.
Er war bereit, tät an sein Kleid,
Tät auf die Kammertür,
Liess ein die Maid, die als ’ne Maid
Ging nimmer mehr herfür.

6 Sie trugen ihn auf der Bahre bloss
Sie trugen ihn auf der Bahre bloss,
Leider ach leider!
Und manche Trän fiel in Grabes Schoss,
’Nunter, hinunter! und ruft ihr ihn ’nunter.
Denn traut lieb Fränzel ist all meine Lust. 

3 How shall I know your true love
How shall I know your true love
From others now?
By the cockle hat and staff
And the sandal shoes.

He is dead and long gone,
Dead and gone, lady!
At his head green grass,
At his feet a stone. 

4 His shroud is as white as snow
His shroud is as white as snow
Adorned with blessed flowers.
Which had to go tear-stained to the grave, 
Wet with love’s showers.

5 Tomorrow is St Valentine’s Day
Tomorrow is St Valentine’s Day,
So early in the day.
And I, a maid at the window,
Shall be your Valentine.
The young man was ready, put trousers on,
Opened up the chamber door,
Let in the maid who as a maid
Departed nevermore.

6 They bore him bare-faced
They bore him bare-faced on the bier,
Alas, ah alas!
And many a tear fell into his grave,
A-down, a-down, you must call him a-down.
For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy.

7 Und kommt er nicht mehr zurück?
Und kommt er nicht mehr zurück?
Und kommt er nicht mehr zurück?
Er ist tot, o weh!
In dein Todesbett geh,
Er kommt ja nimmer zurück.

Sein Bart war so weiss wie Schnee,
Sein Haupt dem Flachse gleich,
Er ist hin, ist hin,
Und kein Leid bringt Gewinn;
Gott helf ihm ins Himmelreich!

GEDICHTE VON EDUARD MÖRIKE
Words: Eduard Mörike

8 Agnes
Rosenzeit! Wie schnell vorbei, 

Schnell vorbei
Bist du doch gegangen!

Wär mein Lieb nur blieben treu,
Blieben treu,

Sollte mir nicht bangen.

Um die Ernte wohlgemut,
Wohlgemut,

Schnitterinnen singen.
Aber ach! mir kranken Blut,

Mir kranken Blut
Will nichts mehr gelingen.

Schleiche so durchs Wiesental,
So durchs Tal,

Als im Traum verloren,
Nach dem Berg, da tausendmal, 

Tausendmal
Er mir Treu geschworen.

7 And will he not come again?
And will he not come again?
And will he not come again?
He is dead, alas!
Go to thy death-bed,
He never will come again.

His beard was as white as snow,
All flaxen was his poll.
He is gone, he is gone,
And nothing comes of mourning:
May God help him into the kingdom of heaven!

Agnes 
Time of roses! How swiftly by,

Swiftly by
You have sped!

Had my love but stayed true,
Stayed true,

I should feel no fear.

Joyously at harvest-time,
Joyously,

Reaping women sing.
But ah! I’m sick,

Sick at heart
I fail at everything.

So I steal through the meadow vale,
Meadow vale,

As if lost in dreams,
Up to where a thousand times,

Thousand times,
He promised to be true.



Oben auf des Hügels Rand,
Abgewandt,

Wein ich bei der Linde;
An dem Hut mein Rosenband,

Von seiner Hand,
Spielet in dem Winde.

9 Lied vom Winde 
Sausewind, Brausewind,
Dort und hier!
Deine Heimat sage mir!

„Kindlein, wir fahren
Seit viel vielen Jahren
Durch die weit weite Welt,
Und möchtens erfragen,
Die Antwort erjagen
Bei den Bergen, den Meeren,
Bei des Himmels klingenden Heeren:
Die wissen es nie.
Bist du klüger als sie,
Magst du es sagen.
– Fort, wohlauf!
Halt uns nicht auf!
Kommen andre nach, unsre Brüder,
Da frag wieder!“

Halt an! Gemach,
Eine kleine Frist!
Sagt, wo der Liebe Heimat ist,
Ihr Anfang, ihr Ende?

Up there on the hillside,
Turning away,

I weep by the lime-tree;
On my hat the rosy ribbon,

A gift from him,
Flutters in the wind.

9 Song of the wind 
Storming wind, roaring wind,
Now here, now there!
Tell me where your homeland is!

‘Child, we’ve travelled
For many many years
Through the wide wide world,
We too want to know,
Ferret out the answer 
From the mountains, the seas,
The resounding hosts of heaven:
They never know.
If you’re smarter than they,
You can tell us.
– Off, away!
Don’t delay us!
Others follow, our brothers,
Ask them!’

Stop! Stay
A little while!
Say where love’s home is,
Where does it begin and end?

„Wers nennen könnte!
Schelmisches Kind,
Lieb ist wie Wind,
Rasch und lebendig,
Ruhet nie,
Ewig ist sie,
Aber nicht immer beständig.
– Fort, wohlauf!
Halt uns nicht auf!
Fort über Stoppel und Wälder und Wiesen!
Wenn ich dein Schätzchen seh,
Will ich es grüßen.
Kindlein, ade!“

10 Seufzer 
Dein Liebesfeuer,
Ach Herr! wie teuer
Wollt ich es hegen,
Wollt ich es pflegen!
Habs nicht geheget
Und nicht gepfleget,
Bin tot im Herzen –
O Höllenschmerzen!

11 Wo find ich Trost? 
Eine Liebe kenn ich, die ist treu,
War getreu, solang ich sie gefunden,
Hat mit tiefem Seufzen immer neu,
Stets versöhnlich, sich mit mir verbunden.

Welcher einst mit himmlischem Gedulden
Bitter bittern Todestropfen trank,
Hing am Kreuz und büßte mein Verschulden,
Bis es in ein Meer von Gnade sank.

‘Who could say!
Mischievous child,
Love’s like the wind,
Swift and brisk,
Never resting,
Everlasting,
But not always constant.
– Off, away!
Don’t delay us!
Away over stubble and woods and meadows!
If I see your sweetheart,
I’ll blow her a kiss.
Child, farewell!’

10 Sigh
The fire of your love,
O Lord, 
How I longed to tend it,
How I longed to cherish it,
And have failed to tend it
And failed to cherish it,
And am dead at heart –
O hellish pain!

11 Where shall I find comfort?
I know a love that is true,
And has been since I first found it,
It has, deeply sighing, ever renewed,
Always forgivingly espoused my cause.

He it was who once, with heavenly forbearance,
Drank death’s bitter, bitter drops,
Hung on the cross and atoned for my sins,
Until they sank in a sea of mercy.



Und was ists nun, daß ich traurig bin,
Daß ich angstvoll mich am Boden winde?
Frage: „Hüter, ist die Nacht bald hin?“
Und: „was rettet mich von Tod und Sünde?“

Arges Herze! ja gesteh es nur,
Du hast wieder böse Lust empfangen;
Frommer Liebe, frommer Treue Spur,
Ach, das ist auf lange nun vergangen.

Ja, das ists auch, daß ich traurig bin,
Daß ich angstvoll mich am Boden winde!
Hüter, Hüter, ist die Nacht bald hin?
Und was rettet mich von Tod und Sünde?

12 Gebet 
Herr! schicke, was du willt,
Ein Liebes oder Leides;
Ich bin vergnügt, daß beides
Aus deinen Händen quillt.

Wollest mit Freuden 
Und wollest mit Leiden
Mich nicht überschütten!
Doch in der Mitten
Liegt holdes Bescheiden.

And why is it that I am now sad,
That I writhe in terror on the ground?
That I ask: ‘Watchman, is the night soon done?’
And ‘What shall save me from death and sin?’

Evil heart! why not confess it,
Once more you have felt wicked desires;
All trace of pious love, of pious faith,
Has vanished, alas, long ago.

Yes, that is why I am sad,
Why I writhe in terror on the ground!
Watchman, watchman, is the night soon done?
What shall save me from death and sin?

12 Prayer
Lord! end what Thou wilt,
Pleasure or pain;
I am content that both
Flow from Thy hands.

Do not, I beseech Thee,
Overwhelm me
With joy or suffering!
But midway between
Lies blessed moderation.

ARIEL
Words: Sylvia Plath

13 Words

14 Poppies in July

15 The Hanging Man

16 Poppies in October

17 Lady Lazarus
Poems not reproduced here due to
copyright restrictions.

VIVIENNE 
Words: Andy Rashleigh 

18 Before Tom
We are the dancing girls:
They are the clever girls.
We sashay svelte across the beeswax floor,
The boys all know that, yes, we are the 

dancing girls.

Before Tom,
Before we met,
Our troupe of monkey 12 year olds
Sang saucy songs to sailor boys, 
Would wave goodbye to subalterns, 
Then paint Thames Ditton red 
While the officer lads on Spion Kop 
Lay dying, dying, dead

Before Tom
I fell in love
With Charlie Buckle, just the name
To grace a turn who plays the halls,
Welsh Rarebit at the Corner House,
Much smarter than the ABC,
And on to the Savoy Hotel 
To dance and spoon ‘til three.

Before Tom
Mama made clear
My nerves were bad, that every month 
The madness surfaced in my blood
That I should never take a man,
But then you sailed across the sea 
You saw me dance and fell in love
Before the taking of a toast and tea



But here now in the Barmy Farm
Where toe-nails have no toes,
I do not hope to dance
I do not hope to dance again
Until my fair Odysseus
Waylaid by siren songs, 
Calypso, Circe and Virginia Woolf,
Returns contented to the arms of his Penelope.

We are the dancing girls:
They are the clever girls.
We sashay svelte across the beeswax floor,
The boys all know that, yes, we are the 

dancing girls.

19 Eliot Erect
How did I woo thee? Let me count the ways.
With laughter, foxtrots, gaiety and song
And smiling at your neatly crafted jokes
To show that England is where you belong

So courteous, relaxed and elegant
You kept your private feelings deep inside
Behind the features of an Aztec God 
Or Dr Jekyll masking Mr Hyde.

I loved your dignity and `Yankee drawl
The way you plucked each word to serve 

its cause
You almost smiled with pleasure when I tried 
To entertain with music from the halls

(Cockney)
My old man said learn how to scan
But don’t give two hoots about the rhyme
Off went the verse with the words all jumbled
I followed on but I knew I was rumbled.
I fiddled, I faddled, I mixed them up, 

I knew that I’d got it all wrong.
You can’t trust a banker like an old time poet 

when you can’t find your way to both scan 
and end a song on time without a rhyme or 
possibly with…

You were amused back then….
Time, gentlemen, please, goodnight
ladies…goodnight…

(normal)
My Saint Sebastian so pure and true
Unruffled by a thousand pricking darts.
You sat like Lincoln in his monument,
I ran my gamut of seductive arts. 

For river girls can choose who they might love. 
The Cherwell flows for us alone and so -
At Magdalene Bridge I make my wishes clear
At Parsons’ Bridge give the broadest hint
Defences breached you help me raise my legs
Beneath a weeping willow near The House
I raise Tom Tower to a greater height.

Was that the only time, as water lapped?
A blue tit sang, the breeze blew strong.
Was that the only time there was no guilt?
From that day on you made it feel so wrong.

‘La forte ’odeur de chienne’ you later wrote,
Nocturnal smells, the blood upon the bed.

Each hour is a pearl each pearl is a prayer.
Could you never pass your hand 
Through the white flame in a pure 

unthinking act, 
And burn your fingers in the cause of love?

20 The Land of Lost Content
Why did you change, Tom?
The easy charm that made me fall for you,
Reflected in the clothes you wore back then
The cashmere sweater, draped about 

your neck
Chequered bags and deck shoes all replaced 
By three piece suits and sturdy brogues.

How insecure, Tom.
To twist your gentle, self-effacing voice,
Into a sound you thought would pass for 

upper class
For one so mangled by the ruling class, 
The quack, quacking of a fretful duck 
At a minor public school.

With your success, Tom,
The playfulness that marked your verse
Is banished, long forgotten, buried deep.
You wear your learning on your sleeve
Beneath a patina of academic cant
That just the favoured few can understand.

Do you not care, Tom,
That ancient Greek and Sanskrit 

shoe-horned in 
Divide the smarty pants from hoi polloi?
It makes the latter feel annoyed
Inadequate and ill-informed,
Plain stupid and reluctant to read on.

In long gone days, Tom
You’d laugh at blue remembered jokes
Carry the burden of an organ grinder’s tune
Dance with the monkey, play the gay buffoon
Tell fortunes from tarot cards
In a land of lost content.

Did your joy in life die when
Precious Phlebas lost his life
Among the Anzacs at Gallipoli?
That was in another country, Tom,
And besides the youth is dead.

Who do you love now, Tom?
Is it your God, stinking of incense, 
Throned in majesty, patriarch on high?
Riddled with Anglo-Roman flummery,
Severely, staunchly C of E.

21 Bertie
Bertie’s a philosopher and pacifist of note,
When Tom was on his uppers he kept both of 

us afloat.
His intellect’s enormous and of that he’s 

well aware,
And when a girl is left alone, yes, Bertie will 

be there.
He can recite verbatim Isaac Newton’s Laws 

of Gravity
While proceeding to seduce her with an 

animal depravity.
But when her reputation’s gone, destroyed 

beyond repair
Then take a look about and you will see that
Bertie isn’t there.



Bertie’s brow is deeply lined in thought, his 
head is like a skull

But his voice is so mesmeric, conversation’s 
never dull.

He sways his neck from side to side, with 
movements like a snake

And when you think he’s half asleep, he’s 
always wide awake.

As you pour out all your troubles and he 
will listen oh so graciously

Then move smartly to his bed and make love 
to you voraciously.

But as you lie exhausted there’s a creak 
upon the stair  

You look around the room and see that 
Bertie isn’t there.

We talked of cabbages and kings
He gave me gowns and brooches, rings
And said his family could afford
To spend a portion of their horde
Of long-collected jewellery,
Considered it Tom-foolery
(An oxymoron, so he said 
‘neath satin sheets upon his bed).
The younger son
Should be allowed to share the fun
Not be excluded from his share
Of pretty things that I could wear.

But Bertie’s mother wants them back.
Her vicious unprovoked attack  
Upon my name has hit the spot.
She questioned how on earth I got
All this: “she must have pinched them all

While at a Woburn Abbey ball”.
But he knows they were gifts to me
Above all else he loved to see
A simple pendant on my breast
A bracelet loose around my wrist
A ruby droplet on my ear
He’d tell them all I’m in the clear,
But Bertie isn’t here.

So Tom, you did not want me in your house or 
in your bed,

You leant me to him like a library book 
you’d barely read.

He devoured every word of me, as to the 
manor born,

And returned me, annotated, pages missing, 
even torn. 

While your attitude to women is at best a 
touch misogynous

This Priapus with a doctorate, would excite 
my zones erogenous

But when you returned to London, and I 
ended the affair

We tried, but failed and second time – well 
Bertie wasn’t there.

They say of all philanderers who might want 
to try it on

(I might mention Casanova and Augustus John) 
They know they’re second-raters and aware 

that they all must
Bow down to Bertie Russell, the Napoleon 

of Lust.

22 Through the Darkness I Can Hear
Won’t they let you come to see me?
Have they told you that I’m mad?
Know, my love, that I’m here waiting
Lost and lonely and scared.

In my heart I feel your passion,
In my mind I see your face,
Through the darkness I can hear
The tender words we never said.

I do not need your books to read,
I know the poems all by heart
They keep me sane, keep me sane
And stop us seeming far apart.

Stand up to them, you have the strength,
Ignore your friends and visit me.
I am your wife, the girl you love,
In this, my tainted sanctuary.

We’ll look into each other’s eyes
You’ll smile and then you’ll hold me tight,
Hear my troubles, kiss them better,
Tell me all the things you’ve done.

But if you should abandon me,
Forsake your loyal and loving Viv
For all the trappings of your fame,
I’ll have no reason left to live.

Rather the guillotine
Than a life-long queue for death,
Should I just kill myself,
Abuse my medication,
Poison this life already long enough?

All you will find here
Should you wish to come
Will be the sight of Vivie rotting
The cries of Vivie desolate
Sans wit, sans looks, sans life, 

sans everything.

23 Belladonna
Belladonna, Queen of Cups
Surrounded by the blood-dark sea
Phoenician sailor’s watery death.
The Fisher King, the coffee spoons,
The London fog and ‘Do I dare?’
And by the pricking of my thumbs
Time future is the image of time past.

When you come back with me tonight,
When you come home with me to stay
You’ll find the pen and paper laid,
As though a table set for tea
As you would wish, and while you write,
I’ll toast three crumpets on the open fire
And laughing, dribble butter down our chins.

But who’s the third who eats with us?
The unseen guest, uncouth and coarse 
Who when we think we are alone, 
Tips up the table, spills his tea?
At Jews and Women screams abuse, 
Then belching like a docker waves his fist
And bellows out, ‘There’s never jam today’.
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Time future is the image of time past
And I shall come to you tonight
With fingers crossed and heart in mouth
To hear you speak then claim you back
We’ll find a way to love again.
Frisch weht der wind, der Heimat zu,
Amerikaner Kind, ich liebe dich.

So good to hear you speak, my love
The words, ideas, as ever wise….. apposite?….
rigorous?...reflective….

Die Fahne hoch! Die Reihen fest geschlossen….

(Cockney)
When I read them early drafts
I didn’t mince my words, I said 
Exactly what I thought , I’d say
Just change that word and this and that.

(normal)
These new poems need a woman’s touch.
Hurry up please, it’s time.

Will you come back with me tonight?
Tom? Will you come back with me?

Where can we go from the world’s insanity?
Somewhere the other side of dark despair.
Like Ariadne, cast ashore, 
To be translated to the stars.

Life is a blind and hurried walk
Until we reach a lighted home
And saying, ‘Yes, we made it but 
We don’t know how’.

Out there in the shadows,
All my enemies conspire 
To keep you from me,
Plot my early death.

But when two doctors
Say that I am dead
Do not close the lid
For four long days.

What shall we do with the drunken sailor?
What shall we do with Daisy Miller?
Stick her in a long book until it’s over.
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