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Hely-Hutchinson and of song-cycles by the Northamptonshire composer Trevor
Hold, recorded with the soprano Amanda Pitt and the baritone David WilsonJohnson, were released in the summer. An Elgar CD of Karg-Elert’s fiendish
piano transcription of Falstaff and Norris’s own transcriptions of the Pomp &
Circumstance Marches is to appear early in 2009. Current recording projects
include Mendelssohn songs and piano music, and JB Cramer’s re-workings of
Mozart piano concertos.
Norris was Organ Scholar of Keble College, and left Oxford with a First and
a Composition Scholarship to study in London and Paris. He was Repetiteur at the
Royal Opera House, Harpist at the Royal Shakespeare Company, Artistic Director
of Festivals in Cardiff and Petworth, Chairman of the Steans Institute for Singers
in Chicago, and the Gresham Professor of Music in the City of London. His many
radio series have included The Works, But I know what I like and All the Rage, and he
presented the drive-time show In Tune for several years. First and foremost he is
a pianist, beginning as an accompanist to such artists as Dame Janet Baker, JeanPierre Rampal and Larry Adler. In 1991, after a worldwide search, the Gilmore
International Keyboard Festival appointed him the first Gilmore Artist, a quadrennial
award. His subsequent international solo career has included concertos with the
Chicago and Detroit Symphony Orchestras and the Handel & Haydn Society in
Boston (amongst many other North American orchestras), the Philharmonia, the
Academy of Ancient Music, and several of the BBC’s orchestras, including four
appearances at the Proms. He has performed solo recitals all over North America
and Australia, and in every European country from Hungary westward. He is
Professor of Musical Performance at the University of Southampton, Visiting
Professor at the Royal College of Music, Educational Fellow of the Worshipful
Company of Musicians, and an Honorary Fellow of Keble College, Oxford.
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DAVID OWEN NORRIS
piano

n 2008 David Owen Norris was the featured artist in the Gilmore Festival
in Michigan and in the English Music Festival in Dorchester, where he gave
the premiere of his Piano Concerto, which was repeated in Southampton in
September. He conducted the second performance of his oratorio Prayerbook in
April: his new radio-opera Pugwash walks the plank was premiered in November.
He has played concertos by Mozart, Beethoven, Horovitz, Gershwin, Lambert,
J.C.Bach and Mackenzie from Wroclaw to Belfast, and has given recitals from
Edinburgh to Guernsey, including the City of London Festival, the Tate Gallery
Conference on Vauxhall Gardens, the British Library Conference on Literature &
Music (to which he contributed the paper ‘Character as Form’), the Three Choirs
Festival at Worcester, and in Cheltenham on Gustav Holst’s piano.
His filmed tutorials on playing Chopin were posted on the BBC website,
and he was a major contributor to BBC Radio 3’s Chopin Weekend. His recordings
of the piano concertos of Montague F. Phillips and the Jazz Concerto by Victor
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ew British women composers of the early
twentieth century are known today, either
by name or by their music. Here is one who
should be. Muriel Emily Herbert was born in
1897 in Sheffield and grew up in Liverpool, where her
mother led a church choir and much music was made
in the family. Her mother told her that while she was
giving birth the doctor sat downstairs playing and singing
Brahms, Schubert and Schumann, and in this way she
was welcomed into the world. She was the youngest child
and only daughter, and her eldest brother Percy, a good
musician, encouraged her very early to think about music,
for which she showed a natural aptitude. She played the
piano, sang and began to write down her songs. But Percy
was not much at home once he went to Oxford, and then
to Africa in the Colonial Service. Their father died in
1909, the family was reduced to poverty and her widowed
mother struggled against hardship and depression. Her
childhood was painful and she rarely spoke of it, except
to mention the help and encouragement she had from
a literary journalist on the Liverpool Post, Hugh Farrie.
He had hopes of making her into a concert pianist, but
her interest was always in composition, and she began to
study and absorb the songs of Debussy, Ravel and Richard
Strauss. The earliest of her manuscripts that survive are
from 1913, exercises in keyboard writing and complete
songs, settings of Herrick, Blake, Christina Rossetti,
Byron, Browning, Bridges and Swinburne. From the
page 4

for BBC Radio 3 and several recitals including two appearances at the Wigmore
Hall. In 2010/11 season she will return to Covent Garden for a major role under
Sir Charles Mackerras.

JAMES GILCHRIST
tenor

ames Gilchrist began his working life as a doctor, turning to a full-time career
in music in 1996. He has a particular interest in English music. He has recently
performed Tippett’s The Knot Garden (BBC Symphony Orchestra/Sir Andrew
Davis), Britten’s War Requiem (Bonn and The Three Choirs, Gloucester), Frederic
in The Pirates of Penzance and Ralph in HMS Pinafore (Scottish Chamber Orchestra),
Britten’s Serenade at The Sage, Gateshead and Purcell’s King Arthur for Mark Morris
at English National Opera and in Berkeley, California. He appeared in a televised
performance of Berlioz L’enfance du Christ at the BBC Proms (Monteverdi Choir &
Orchestra). A keen exponent of the music of Bach and Handel, he has performed
Bach cantatas (Monteverdi Choir/Sir John Eliot Gardiner in Europe and America;
Bach Collegium Japan, Tokyo), B Minor Mass (Semyon Bychkov in Turin and Santa
Cecilia in Rome), Septimius in Theodora (Scottish Chamber Orchestra), Israel in
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and put his signature as witness on the contract. The first five were published in
1922. Four of them are included in this recording, two simple and flawless, ‘Cradle
Song’ (words by Swinburne) and ‘When Death to either shall come’ (Bridges);
a luminous ‘Loveliest of Trees’ (A.E. Housman), and a stormy ‘Renouncement’
(Alice Meynell). The setting of ‘Renouncement’ was dedicated to Quilter, with
whom she had fallen in love. She was too innocent to understand that he was a
homosexual, and when he understood what had happened he backed away from
any further friendship. This was another painful loss.
But the Twenties were her most prolific and successful period as a composer.
Another publisher, Robert Elkin, took over from Augener. Because art songs
were aimed chiefly at home musicians, she was asked to present her work in easy
keys and simplified form, which was not always the best thing for them. But the
encouragement to keep writing was very important to her, as was John Barbirolli’s
inclusion of two of her violin and piano pieces, ‘Giboulée’ and ‘Enchanted April’,
both published by Elkin, in a concert in the 1920s. She was awarded an honorary
A.R.C.M. by the Royal College. She also gave occasional broadcasts of her own
work for the BBC, accompanying herself. These continued until 1938.
In 1925 she met a young French academic, Emile Delavenay, fresh from
the École Normale. They married in 1928 and during their honeymoon in Paris
they were given an introduction to James Joyce by Emile’s friend, the Irish poet
Tom McGreevey, for whom Muriel had played and sung her settings of poems by
Joyce. They were invited to tea in the Square Robiac, and Joyce asked her to sing
‘I hear an army charging’ and ‘Lean out of the window’, and to repeat each several
times. He listened attentively, then with great charm pronounced, ‘the music is much
too good for the words’. Thinking he had said the opposite, Muriel replied modestly,
‘of course, of course’, and there was confusion and laughter. Joyce gave her inscribed
copies of ‘Chamber Music’ and ‘Pomes Pennyeach’, and his permission to publish
her settings. But even with the great man’s blessing they remained unpublished.
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AILISH TYNAN
soprano

ilish Tynan was born in Mullingar, Ireland, and studied at Trinity College,
the Royal Irish Academy of Music in Dublin and the Guildhall School of
Music and Drama, London. In 2003 Ailish won the Rosenblatt Recital Prize
at the BBC Cardiff Singer of the World Competition. Other awards include The
Maggie Teyte Competition, Miriam Licette Award and the RTÉ Millennium Singer
of the Future. Ailish was a member of the Young Artist Programme at the Royal
Opera House, Covent Garden, where she performed Papagena in Die Zauberflöte,
First Niece in Peter Grimes, Xenia in Boris Godunov, Second Wood Nymph in
Rusalka and Woodbird in Siegfried. She returned last season to sing Marzelline in
Fidelio under Antonio Pappano.
Roles elsewhere include Valencienne in The Merry Widow and Susanna in Le
Nozze di Figaro for Welsh National Opera, Euridice in Orfeo ed Euridice and Pamina in
Die Zauberflöte for Opera Ireland, Flora in The Knot Garden with the BBC Symphony
Orchestra conducted by Sir Andrew Davis and Ännchen in Der Freischütz at the
Edinburgh International Festival conducted by Sir Charles Mackerras.
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no one was interested, and one musician to whom I showed some of the songs
dismissed them with, ‘Everyone’s mother wrote songs...’. It was enough to make me
feel I could not approach anyone else.
So I was surprised when people began to come to me and ask about her.
First Bill Lloyd, who had been taught by her as a boy singer, made a short radio
programme about her and recorded some of her songs with Richard Lloyd Morgan.
Other musicologists have shown interest, and I owe a special debt to Valerie
Langfield for her encouragement and practical help in making copies; but Bill
is entirely responsible for this recording. He slowly and persistently encouraged
and helped me towards its making and did all the real work, finding incomparably
beautiful singers in James Gilchrist and Ailish Tynan, and a masterly accompanist
in David Owen Norris. For me it has been an extraordinary experience to hear
them perform not only the songs I knew and remembered but so many of the early
songs I had never heard. It was as though I was looking into the mind of the young
girl who wrote them - someone about whom I knew almost nothing - and who
remains in many ways mysterious to me.
She learnt from other composers of course, but she had her own distinctive
voice. A passionate melancholy runs through many of the songs, ‘The Lost
Nightingale’, ‘Autumn’, ‘She weeps over Rahoon’, ‘David’s Lament for Jonathan’,
‘Horsemen’, with their themes of loss and war. In others there is a lightness and
serenity of spirit: in ‘Loveliest of Trees’, ‘The Lake Isle of Innisfree’, ‘How beautiful is
night’, ‘Lean out of the window’, ‘Most Holy Night’. And there are high spirits and a
sense of fun in ‘On a Time’, ‘I dare not ask a kiss, ‘Jenny kiss’d me’ and the children’s
songs. Her output was small, but her melodic inventiveness, and the sureness of her
response to the poems she chose - many by contemporary writers - have earned her
songs a place in the canon of English song writing of the early twentieth century. Her
manuscripts are now in the music archives at the British Library.
© Claire Tomalin
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31. David’s Lament for Jonathan

		 Peter Abelard [1079-1142]
		 trs. Helen Waddell

			 Low in they grave with thee
				 Happy to lie,
		 Since there’s no greater thing left Love to do;
			 And to live after thee
				 Is but to die,
			 For with but half a soul what can Life do?

		 Let them that guard the horned moon
		 By my bedside their memories croon.
		 So shall I have new dreams and blest
		 In my brief rest.
		 Fold thy great wings about my face,
		 Hide day-dawn from my resting-place,
		 And cheat me with thy false delight,
		 Most holy night.
		 [set to music 1924, published 1926]

			 So share thy victory,
33. When Death to either shall come
				 Or else thy grave,
		 Robert Bridges [1844-1930]
		 Either to rescue thee, or with thee lie:
			 Ending that life for thee,
		 When Death to either shall come
				 That thou didst save,
			 I pray it be first to me, -			 So Death that sundereth might bring more nigh.
		 Be happy as ever at home,
			 If so, as I wish, it be.
		 Peace, O my stricken lute!
			 Thy strings are sleeping.
		 Possess thy heart, my own;
		 Would that my heart could still
			 And sing to the child on thy knee,
			 Its bitter weeping!
		 Or read to thyself alone
		 [Composed 1936 – unpublished]
			 The songs that I made for thee.
32. Most Holy Night

		 Hilaire Belloc [1870-1953]
		 Most Holy Night, that still doth keep
		 The keys of all the doors of sleep,
		 To me when my tired eyelids close
		 Give thou repose.
		 And let the fair lament of them
		 That chaunt the day’s dead requiem
		 Make in my ears, who wakeful lie,
		 Soft lullaby.

		 [Composed 1923]
34. Cradle Song

		 A.C. Swinburne [1837-1909]
		 Baby, baby dear,
		 Earth and Heaven are near
		 Now, for heaven is here.
		 Heaven is every place
		 Where your flower-sweet face
		 Fills our eyes with grace.
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		 They cleave the gloom of dreams,
			 a blinding flame,
			 Clanging, clanging upon the heart
			 as upon an anvil.

		 Love, hear thou
		 How soft, how sad his voice is ever calling,
		 Ever unanswered, and the dark rain falling,
		 Then as now.

		 They come shaking in triumph
			 their long green hair:
			 They come out of the sea and run
			 shouting by the shore.
		 My heart, have you no wisdom
			 thus to despair?
			 My love, my love, my love,
			 why have you left me alone?

		 Dark too our hearts, O love, shall lie and cold
		 As his his sad heart has lain
		 Under the moongrey nettles, the black mould
		 And muttering rain.

		 [Composed July 1928 - unpublished]

		 [Composed 1929 - unpublished]
7. On a Time Anonymous,
		 from John Attye’s First Book of Airs (1622)

		 On a time the amorous Silvy

5. Jour des Morts (Cimetière Montparnasse) 		 Said to her shepherd, “Sweet, how do ye?
		 Kiss me this once and then God be with ye,
		 Charlotte Mew [1869-1928]

		 Sweetheart, is this the last of all our posies
			 And little festivals, my flowers are they
		 But white and wistful ghosts of gayer roses
			 Shut with you in this grim garden?
			 Not to-day,
		 Ah! no! come out with me
			 before the grey gate closes
			 It is your fête and here is your bouquet!
		 [Composed 1922 - unpublished]
6. She weeps over Rahoon

		 James Joyce [from Pomes Pennyeach]
		 Rain on Rahoon falls softly, softly falling,
		 Where my dark lover lies.
		 Sad is his voice that calls me, sadly calling,
		 At grey moonrise.
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					 My sweetest dear!
		 Kiss me this once and then God be with ye,
		 For now the morning draweth near.”
		 With that, her fairest bosom showing,
		 Op’ning her lips, rich perfumes blowing,
		 She said, “Now kiss me and be going,
					 My sweetest dear!
		 Kiss me this once and then be going,
		 For now the morning draweth near.”
		 With that the shepherd waked from sleeping,
		 And spying where the day was peeping,
		 He said, “Now take my soul in keeping,
					 My sweetest dear!
		 Kiss me and take my soul in keeping,
		 Since I must go, now day is near.”
		 [Composed 1935]

		 Continually do praise Him, when to thee, 		 They live, the lucky creatures,
		 In a painted caravan.
			 O small and happy, such a grace was given?
		 A perfect little house that the horse
		 [Composed 1938-9 - unpublished]
			 draws about,
		 And a perfect little chimney
22. Jenny kiss’d me
			 with the smoke coming out.
		 Leigh Hunt [1784-1859]
		 Jenny kiss’d me when we met,
25. The Tadpole
			 Jumping from the chair she sat in;
		 Kitten of course is the small for cat,
		 Time, you thief, who love to get
		 Puppy the small for dog;
			 Sweets into your list, put that in!
		 Yet who would have guessed
		 Say I’m weary, say I’m sad,
			 in a hundred years,
			 Say that health and wealth have miss’d me,
		 That tadpole was small for frog.
		 Say I’m growing old, but add,
		 Birds grow feathers and mice grow fur,
			 Jenny kiss’d me.
		 Ev’ry thing swells in size;
		 [Composed 1921]
		 But to grow four legs from a head and a tail,
		 Could you believe your eyes?
		 Six songs for children

		 words by Ada Harrison [1900-1958]
23. Merry-go-round

		 Round, round, round goes the
			 merry-go-round,
		 With the swings and the boats on the
			 old fair-ground.
		 Never mind the long way home,
		 Never mind tea.
		 Little painted horses,
		 Wait for me.
24. The Gypsies

		 In the dell are camped the gypsies,
		 Brown as berries to a man;

26. Jack Spratt

		 Jack Spratt could eat no fat,
		 His wife could eat no lean.
		 Some like rosy apples,
		 I like them green.
		 Some, when they eat an egg
		 Only like the white,
		 I only like the yolk,
		 So that’s all right.
		 Some like their beef done red,
		 Others like it brown;
		 Some like the country,
		 Others like the town.
		 Some like buttercups
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			 As your hours doe, and drie
				 Away,
			 Like to the Summer’s raine;
		 Or as the pearles of Mornings dew
			 Ne’r to be found againe.

			 This breast, the thought of thee waits
			 hidden yet bright;
			 But it must never, never come in sight;
		 I must stop short of thee
			 the whole day long.

		 [Composed 1916 - unpublished]

		 But when sleep comes to close
			 each difficult day,
			 When night gives pause to the
			 long watch I keep,
			 And all my bonds I needs must loose apart,
		 Must doff my will as raiment laid away, 			 With the first dream that comes
			 with the first sleep
			 I run, I run, I am gathered to they heart.

12. How beautiful is night
		 Robert Southey [1774-1843]

			 How beautiful is night!
		 A dewy freshness fills the silent air,
		 No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck,
			 nor stain
			 Breaks the serene of Heaven.
		 In full orbed glory yonder moon divine
			 Rolls through the dark blue depths.
		 Beneath her steady ray
			 the desert circle spreads
		 Like the round ocean girdled with the sky.
			 How beautiful is night!

		 [Composed 1923]
14. I think on thee in the night
		 Thomas K. Hervey [1799-1859]

		 I think on thee in the night
		 When all besides is still
		 [Composed December 1918 - unpublished]
		 And the moon comes out,
			 with her pale sad light,
13. Renouncement
		 To sit on the lonely hill,
		 Alice Meynell [1847-1922]
		 And the stars are all like dreams
		 I must not think of thee, and,
		 And the breezes all like sighs
			 tired yet strong,
		 And there comes a voice from
			 I shun the thought that lurks in all delight -			 the far off streams
			 The thought of thee 		 Like thy spirit’s low replies.
			 and in the blue Heaven’s height,
		 [Composed n.d. but early, before 1917
		 And in the sweetest passage of a song.
		 - unpublished]
		 O just beyond the fairest thoughts
			 that throng
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15. Faint Heart in a Railway Train

		 I heard you singing
			 A merry air.

		 At nine in the morning there passed a church,
		 At ten there passed my by the sea,
		 At twelve a town of smoke and smirch,
		 At tow a forest of oak and birch,
			 And then, on a platform, she:

		 My book is closed;
			 I read no more,
		 Watching the fire dance
			 On the floor.

		 Thomas Hardy [1840-1928]

		 A radiant stranger, who saw not me.
		 I said, “Get out to her do I dare?”
		 But I kept my seat in my search for a plea,
		 And the wheels moved on.
		 O could it but be
			 That I had alighted there.!
		 [Composed n.d. but after 1925 - unpublished]
16. Rose kissed me today
		 Austin Dobson [1840-1921]

		 Rose kissed me today,
		 Will she kiss me tomorrow?
		 Let it be as it may,
		 Rose kissed me today,
		 But my pleasure gives way
		 To a savour of sorrow -		 Rose kissed me today, -		 Will she kiss me tomorrow?
		 [Composed 1919]

		 I have left my book:
			 I have left my room:
		 For I heard you singing
			 Through the gloom,
		 Singing and singing
			 A merry air.
		 Lean out of the window,
			 Goldenhair.
		 [Composed 1928 - unpublished]
18. Love’s Secret

		 William Blake [1757-1827]
		 Never seek to tell thy love,
		 Love that never told can be,
		 For the gentle wind does move
		 Silently, invisibly.
		 I told my love, I told my love
		 I told her all my heart;
		 Trembling, cold, in ghastly fears
		 Ah! she doth depart.

		 Soon as she was gone from me,
		 A traveller came by,
		 [from Chamber Music] James Joyce [1882-1941]
		 Silently, invisibly:
		 Lean out of the window,
		 He took her with a sigh.
			 Goldenhair,
		 [Composed 1919 - unpublished]
17. Lean out of the window
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19. MS. of Benedictbeuern

		 [Carmina Burana 13th century]
		 trs. Helen Waddell
			 So by my singing am I comforted
			 Even as the swan that singing
			 makes death sweet,
		 For from my face is gone the wholesome red,
		 And soft grief in my heart is sunken deep.
				 For sorrow still increasing,
				 And travail unreleasing,
				 And strength from me fast flying,
				 And I for sorrow dying,
		 Dying, dying, dying,
		 Since she I love cares nothing for my sighing.
		 If she whom I desire would stoop to love me,
			 I should look down on Jove;
		 If for one night my lady would lie by me,
			 And I kiss the mouth I love,
				 Then come Death unrelenting,
				 With quiet breath consenting,
				 I go forth unrepenting,
		 Content, content, content,
		 That such delight were ever to me lent.
		 [Composed 1934 - unpublished]
20. Autumn

		 Walter de la Mare [1873-1956]
		 There is a wind where the rose was;
		 Cold rain where sweet grass was;
			 And clouds like sheep
			 Stream over the steep
		 Grey skies were the lark was.
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		 Nought gold where your hair was;
		 Nought warm where your hand was;
			 But phantom, forlorn,
			 Beneath the thorn,
		 Your ghost where your face was.
		 Sad winds where your voice was;
		 Tears, tears where my heart was;
			 And ever with me,
			 Child, ever with me,
		 Silence where hope was.
		 [Composed 1924]

8. Have you seen but a white lily grow? 		 They laughed and clattered as they went,

		 Ben Jonson [1572-1637]

		 Have you seen but a white lily grow
		 Before rude hands have touched it?
		 Have you marked but the fall of the snow
		 Before the soil hath smutched it?
		 Have you felt the wool of the beaver?
		 Or swan’s down ever?
		 Or have smelt o’the bud of the briar
		 Or the nard in the fire?
		 Or have tasted the bag of the bee?
		 O, so white! O, so soft! O, so sweet is she!

		 And round about their way
		 The blackbirds sang with one consent
		 In the green leaves of May.

		 Never again shall I see them pass;
		 They’ll come victorious never;
		 Their spears are withered all as grass,
		 Their laughter’s laid for ever;
		 And where they clattered as they went,
		 And where their hearts were gay,
		 The blackbirds sing with one consent
		 In the green leaves of May.
		 [Composed 1926 - unpublished]

21. The Lost Nightingale

		 [set to music 1924 - unpublished]

		 Whoever stole you from that bush
			 of broom,
			 I think he envied me my happiness,
		 O little nightingale, for many a time
			 You lightened my sad heart
			 from its distress,
			 And flooded my whole soul with melody.
		 And I would have the other birds
			 all come,
			 And sing along with me thy threnody.

		 Robert Herrick [1591-1674]

		 Robert Herrick

		 I dare not ask a kisse,
			 I dare not beg a smile;
		 Lest having that, or this,
			 I might grow proud the while.

		 Faire Daffadills, we weep to see
			 You haste away so soone
		 As yet the early-rising Sun
			 Has not attain’d his Noone.
				 Stay, stay,
			 Until the hasting day
				 Has run
			 But to the Even-song;
		 And, having pray’d together, we
			 Will goe with you along.

		 Alcuin [736-804] trs. Helen Waddell

		 So brown and dim that little body was,
			 But none could scorn thy singing.
			 In that throat
		 That tiny throat, what depth of harmony,
			 And all night long,
			 ringing that changing note,
			 What marvel if the cherubin in heaven

9. I dare not ask a kiss

		 No, no, the utmost share
			 Of my desire, shall be
		 Onely to kisse that Aire,
			 That lately kissed thee.
		 [Composed n.d. but early - unpublished]
10. Horsemen

		 Gerald Gould [1885-1936]
		 Tis but a week since down the glen
		 The trampling horses came
		 - Half a hundred fighting men
		 With all their spears aflame!

11. To Daffodils

		 We have short time to stay, as You,
			 We have as short a Spring,
		 As quick a growth to meet Decay,
			 As you, or any thing.
				 We die
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		 And some like diamond rings;
		 Isn’t it a mercy
		 We all like diff ’rent things?
27. Acorn and Willow

		 The acorn that we planted will grow
			 into a tree
		 When I’m about ninety
			 and you’re sixty three;
		 So don’t we find it charming
		 to to see how fine and big
		 Is the two year old willow
		 From our willow twig.
28. The Bunny

		 It always seems funny,
			 but it’s true that a bunny
		 Can be lifted by the ears
			 and it does no harm;
		 If you lift him by the middle,
			 before you can say fiddle,
		 He’s bolted like a rabbit over your arm.
		 [Composed 1938]
29. In the Days of November

		 Ada Harrison

		 In the days of November
		 Flower and leaf goes,
		 And only red berries
		 Are left on the rose.
		 Hips and haws, bright and many
		 On rose and May.
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		 It’ll be a hard winter
		 Is what they say.
[words written early in WWII,
		 music by 1943 - unpublished]
30. The Lake Isle of Innisfree

		 W.B. Yeats [1865-1939]

		 I will arise and go now,
			 and go to Innisfree,
		 And a small cabin build there,
			 of clay and wattles made:
		 Nine bean-rows will I have there,
			 a hive for the honey-bee,
		 And live alone in the bee-loud glade.
		 And I shall have some peace there,
			 for peace comes dropping slow,
		 Dropping from the veils of the morning
			 to where the cricket sings,
		 There midnight’s all a glimmer,
			 and noon a purple glow,
		 And evening full of the linnet’s wings.
		 I will arise and go now,
			 for always night and day
		 I hear lake water lapping with low sounds
			 by the shore;
		 While I stand on the roadway,
			 or on the pavements grey,
		 I hear it in the deep heart’s core.
		 [Composed 1928]

1. Loveliest of Trees

		 A.E. Housman [1859-1936]
		 Loveliest of trees, the cherry now
		 Is hung with bloom along the bough,
		 And stands about the woodland ride
		 Wearing white for Eastertide.

			 Till in the hush of wind and rain,
			 Fresh voices make a rich refrain,
				 ‘The arm above will shield thy love.’
		 [Composed 1927]
3. The Crimson Rose

		 Enid Clay [1881-c.1960]
		 [sister of Eric Gill, she published two vols.
		 of poetry in the 1925 & 1934]

		 Now, of my threescore years and ten,
		 Twenty will not come again,
		 And take from seventy springs a score, 		 God set a crimson rose upon your mouth
		 It only leaves me fifty more.
		 And placed a singing bird within your throat
		 And since to look at things in bloom
		 But your soft petals for a while have drooped
		 Fifty springs are little room,
		 The bird has hushed her note.
		 About the woodlands I will go
		 Dear heart for you the crimson rose
		 To see the cherry hung with snow.
			 once more shall blossom,
		 [Composed 1923]
		 And the bird’s note call again,
		 For love will crown them both,
2. Song – I cannot lose thee for a day			 and touch your lips,
		 George Meredith [1828-1909]
		 That only your glad singing shall remain.
		 I cannot lose thee for a day
		 [Composed 1928 – unpublished]
			 But like a bird with restless wing
4. I hear an army charging
		 My heart will find thee far away,
		 [from Chamber Music] James Joyce [1882-1941]
			 And on thy bosom fall and sing,
				 My nest is here, my rest is here; -- 		 I hear an army charging upon the land
			 And in the lull of wind and rain,
			 And the thunder of horses plunging,
			 Fresh voices make a sweet refrain, 			 foam about their knees.
				 ‘His rest is there, his nest is there.’ 		 Arrogant, in black armour, behind them stand,
			 Disdaining the reins, with fluttering whips,
		 With thee the wind and sky are fair,
			 But parted all are strange and dark; 			 the charioteers.
		 And treacherous the quiet air
		 They cry unto the night their battle name:
			 That holds me singing like a lark,
			 I moan in sleep as I hear afar
				 O shield my love, strong arm above!				 their whirling laughter.
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		 Till your own eyes deign
		 Earth a glance again,
		 Earth and heaven are twain.
		 Now your sleep is done,
		 Shine, and show the sun
		 Earth and heaven are one
		 [Composed 1922]
35. Violets

		 George Meredith

		 Thro’ the grey light drift of the dust,
			 in the keen cool rush of the air,
		 Under the flying white clouds
			 and the broad blue sweep of the sky,
		 And to halt by the chattering brook,
			 in the tall green fern at the brink
		 Where the harebells grow, and the gorse,
			 and the foxgloves purple and white,
		 Where the shy-eyed delicate deer come
			 down in a troop to drink
		 When the stars are mellow and large,
			 at the coming of the night.

		 Violets, shy violets!
			 How many hearts with you compare,
				 Who hide themselves in thickest green,		 O, to feel the beat of the rain,
					 And thence, unseen,
			 and the homely smell of the earth,
			 Ravish the enraptured air
		 Is a tune for the blood to jig to,
			 With sweetness, dewy fresh and rare!
			 and a joy past power of words,
		 And the blessed green meadows
		 Violets, shy violets!
			 are all a-rippled with mirth,
			 Human hearts shall be to me
		 At the sound of the lambs at play
				 Viewless violets in the grass,
			 and the dear wild cry of the birds.
					 And as I pass,
			 Odours and sweet imagery
		 [Composed 1919 - unpublished]
			 Will wait on mine and gladden me!
		 [Composed 1927]
36. Tewkesbury Road

		 John Masefield [1878-1967]
		 It is good to be out on the road,
			 and going one knows not where,
		 Going through meadow and village,
			 one knows not whither or why,
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McGreevey had already written to Yeats, who famously disliked his poems being
set to music, urging him to allow her to publish her setting of ‘The Lake Isle of
Innisfree’. Yeats agreed, and it became her most successful song.
Marriage and motherhood meant she wrote less. She had a daughter in 1929
and another in 1933, although the marriage was already unhappy by then. Still,
during the 1930s she set three of Helen Waddell’s translations from Medieval Latin
Lyrics. They are stylistically different from her earlier work, a new departure, and
among her most powerful songs; but again, although she broadcast them, they
were not published. The market for art songs was small and diminishing. Still,
in 1938 Merry-go-round, a group of songs she wrote for children, with words by a
Chiswick neighbour, Ada Harrison, appeared. Another of Harrison’s verses, ‘In the
Days of November’, was set in the early 1940s. I can just remember my mother
writing this small song with its elegiac feeling, as though she were saying a farewell.
By now there was war again, my father had departed and wanted a divorce. She was
profoundly unhappy and left London for good.
She wrote little more, some religious songs, and musical playlets for schools
which were published and successful. She taught piano and composition in a
private school and at home. She gave a few recitals. I know she continued to think
of music, but her confidence as a composer was lost. Everything had changed in
publishing and in musical taste, and she no longer lived among musicians. At
home she played and sang with my sister and me, a privilege I took completely for
granted. Her voice was a full and beautiful soprano, she played extremely well, and
I carry the memory in my head, and deeply regret that I never thought of recording
her. Now I have been able to make up for that in part.
She spoke very little about her early years and she never showed me any of
the songs written when she was young. Occasionally people came to ask her about
her meeting with Joyce, but nobody asked to see her manuscripts. When she died
in 1984 I packed up all the papers she had left, and stored them in folders. But
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In the 2006/7 season Ailish made her US debut as Zerlina in Don Giovanni
for the Seattle Opera and in 2007/08 she made her role and company debut
singing Sophie in Der Rosenkavalier for the Royal Swedish Opera to critical acclaim.
Recently she has just made her house and role debut as Héro in Béatrice et Bénédict
for Houston Grand Opera to great acclaim.
Highlights on the concert platform include performances with the Scottish
Chamber Orchestra conducted by Sir Roger Norrington at the 2006 BBC Proms,
Carmina Burana with the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra conducted by Daniele Gatti,
Barber’s Knoxville Summer of 1915 with the BBC Scottish Symphony Orchestra,
Mahler 4 with the Hallé Orchestra conducted by Martyn Brabbins, Canteloube’s
‘Songs of the Auvergne’ with the Ulster Orchestra, Ravel’s Scheherazade with the
BBC Philharmonic Orchestra and the RTÉ Symphony Orchestra and Mahler 8
with the London Symphony Orchestra and Valery Gergiev.
As a recitalist, Ailish has collaborated with distinguished accompanists
including Malcolm Martineau, Graham Johnson, Julius Drake, Iain Burnside
and Barry Douglas, giving recitals at the Edinburgh International Festival, City of
London Festival, Cheltenham Music Festival, West Cork Music Festival, Wigmore
Hall and St John’s Smith Square, London. In the 2006/7 season Ailish joined the
Nash Ensemble on a concert tour of Sweden and gave recitals in Tokyo, Barcelona,
Valloires Festival, France and Bryn Terfel’s Faenol Festival.
As a former BBC New Generation Artist, Ailish is a regular contributor on
BBC Radio 3. Recent recordings include Schubert’s ‘Shepherd on the Rock’ on the
Wigmore Hall Live label, Irish Songs by Herbert Hughes and Songs of Judith Weir
both on the Signum Classics label.
Plans for 2008/09 season include Vixen in The Cunning Little Vixen for
Grange Park Opera, Miss Wordsworth in Albert Herring’s Opéra Comique and Opéra
de Rouen, concerts with the RTÉ National Symphony Orchestra, BBC Scottish
Symphony Orchestra, Bournemouth Symphony Orchestra, at Westminster Abbey
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start she had a gift for melody – ‘To Daffodils’ (Herrick) is particularly striking for
an eighteen-year-old.
The crucial event in her life was the winning of the Liverpool scholarship in
composition to the Royal College of Music in London in 1917. The young women
studying at the Royal College were given rooms in Queen Alexandra’s House in
South Kensington, close to the College and to the Albert Hall, and here she immediately made lasting friends. In spite of the war it was a cheerful and hopeful environment. The women made music together, relied on one another and exchanged
confidences, and her world opened up as she was invited to visit their families.
Charles Stanford, the Irish composer and founding professor of composition
at the College, was to teach her. He was then in his late sixties, and not keen on
women students, and he tested her by asking her to play with him, at sight, a
Beethoven piano concerto arranged for two pianos, in front of the other students.
When she saw it was one she had played with her brother she knew she could
get through it well enough, and this impressed her formidable teacher. Under
Stanford’s tuition her song writing became more accomplished, although my
impression is that he did not encourage her to experiment, but rather to stick to
the rules as he saw them.
In June 1918 she lost her second father figure when Hugh Farrie died
suddenly. The war ended while she was still at college, and when she had completed
her time there she decided to stay in London, close to her friends and contacts in
the musical world. She did some teaching at Wycombe Abbey School for girls,
took private pupils, gave a few recitals, had her voice trained, studied further and
composed when she could, just about making a living. But it was a precarious way
of life. She lived in lodgings, first with friends and then on her own, in Maida Vale,
Earls Court and West Hampstead.
In the early Twenties she was introduced to Roger Quilter, who thought her
songs so good that he recommended them to the publisher Augener, took her along
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Egypt (St Louis SO, Norddeutscher Rundfunk) Judas Maccabeus (Danish Radio
Orchestra), Bach’s Christmas Oratorio (Tonhalle Orchestra, Ton Koopman, Zürich),
St Matthew Passion (North Carolina SO and at Symphony Hall, Boston), and St John
Passion and St Matthew Passion (Royal Concertgebouw Orchestra, Amsterdam).
As a recitalist, he has appeared with Malcolm Martineau, John Constable and
Julius Drake (Concertgebeouw, Amsterdam). In his partnership with the pianist
Anna Tilbrook, he has performed Schumann, Finzi, Poulenc, Tippett and Britten
for BBC Radio 3. He regularly invites new commissions and, in partnership with
the harpist Alison Nicholls, has premiered works by Howard Skempton, Nichola
LeFanu, and Alec Roth (settings of Vikram Seth), and with the Nash Ensemble at
Princeton University and the Wigmore Hall.
Operatic performances include Quint in Britten’s The Turn of the Screw,
Ferrando in Cosi Fan Tutte, Scaramuccio in Strauss’ Ariadne Auf Naxos (Richard
Hickox), Gomatz in Mozart’s Zaide (Istanbul), Vaughan Williams’ Sir John in Love
(Barbican/Radio 3), Hyllus in Handel’s Hercules (Berlin), Acis & Galatea (Berlin
Staatsoper), and Evandre in Gluck’s Alceste (La Monnaie in Brussels).
Amongst his many recordings are title role in Britten’s Albert Herring and
Vaughan William’s A Poisoned Kiss for Chandos, Bach St Matthew Passion (Gabrieli
Consort/Paul McCreesh), Bach St John Passion (New College Choir/Edward
Higginbottom), Rachmaninov Vespers (EMI/Kings College, Cambridge), Rameau
Cantatas (ASV), Grainger Songs (Chandos), Handel Ode to St Cecilia (The King’s
Consort/Hyperion), Bach Missa Brevis (Collegium Instrumentale Brugense), and
Bach Cantatas variously with Sir John Eliot Gardiner and the Monteverdi Choir
and Orchestra, Ton Koopman and the Amsterdam Baroque Orchestra, and Masaaki
Suzuki and the Bach Collegium Japan. Most recently James has recorded a disc of
Finzi song cycles, Oh Fair to See (CKD 253), which was released on Linn Records in
May 2005 and his latest CD On Wenlock Edge (CKD 296) with Anna Tillbrook and
the Fitzwilliam String Quartet was nominated for a Gramophone Award in 2008.
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