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Songs of 
WILLIAM BUSCH (1901-1945)

With songs by
Elizabeth Poston (1905-1987)

Gerald Finzi (1901-1956)
Michael Head (1900-1976)

Diana Moore mezzo-soprano *
Roderick Williams baritone °

Robin Tritschler tenor ⸋

1  FINZI. As I lay in the early sun (1921) °  1.48
2  POSTON. Sweet Suffolk Owl (1925) * 2.31
3  FINZI. Only the wanderer (1925) ° 1.38
4 Slumber Song (1931?) ⸋ 2.42
5 Harvest Moon (not known)° 1.08
6 Sweet Content (1933) * 2.06
7  HEAD. Why Have You Stolen My Delight? (1933) ⸋ 2.06
8  FINZI. Oh fair to see (1929) ° 1.19
9 Fairies (1934) * 0.59
10 Rest (1933) * 2.00
11  FINZI. To Joy (1931) ° 2.58
12  HEAD. The Singer (1939) ⸋ 2.06
13 The Centaurs (1942) ° 1.00
14 Ode to Autumn (1937) ° 6.14
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John Reid‘s career to date has shown him to 
be a pianist of notable versatility and range, 
with wide experience as an outstanding 
chamber musician, song accompanist, soloist 
and exponent of new music. Increasingly in 
demand as a teacher, he is a professor at the 
Royal Academy of Music in London. Much in 
demand as a guest pianist with a number of 
other leading ensembles, he has performed 
recently with London Conchord Ensemble, 
Archangelo, Ensemble Court-circuit, London 
Haydn Project (Mozart concertos K.271, 
K.595 and K.453), the Edington Ensemble 
and The Sixteen (a Schumann and Brahms 
series in London, Manchester and Bruges). He 
was invited to programme a concert series for 
the Britten centenary at Kings Place, which 
incorporated new works by Simon Holt, 
Jonathan Dove and Martin Suckling; and 
he has performed regularly in recent seasons at 
The Sage Gateshead, both as a guest of the 
Royal Northern Sinfonia chamber music 
programme and as a Samling Artist. Over the 
course of fifteen years, John has partnered 
many of the UK’s leading singers and 
instrumentalists. During the 2019-20 season, 
he continues a series of recitals with violinist 
John Crockatt, exploring Mozart and 
Beethoven sonatas on period instruments; he 
also works with tenor Nicholas Mulroy, 
violinists Mathilde Milwidsky and Maia 
Cabeza, clarinettist Tim Orpen and pianists 

Iain Farrington and Siwan Rhys (in new 
works for two pianos and ensemble by 
Richard Causton and Rebecca 
Saunders for BCMG). A parallel 
interest in cross-arts collaboration has 
led to concerts with Poet in the City, the 
writer John Hegley, the flamenco dance 
group Dot Dot Dot (in the first 
performances of Los Nacimientos by 
Tom Randle at the 2017 Buxton 
Festival) and the artist Will Lindley.

johnreidpiano.com
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Acclaimed for his "radiantly lyrical" voice, 
Irish tenor Robin Tritschler has garnered 
praise from critics and audiences for his 
performances.  He graduated from the 
Royal Academy of Music and was a BBC 
New Generation Artist. Robin has 
appeared with many leading orchestras,  
and in recital with leading accompanists 
Graham Johnson, Malcolm Martineau, 
Iain Burnside and Julius Drake.  With the 
RTE Concert Orchestra, Robin 
performed the Messiah before Pope 
Benedict XVI to celebrate the 80th 

Anniversary of the Vatican State. He has 
performed in multiple roles for the Welsh 
National Opera, and made his debut with 
the Royal Opera, Covent Garden in 
Wozzeck, and with Garsington Opera as 
Ferrando. Robin enjoys performing 
contemporary opera, creating the tenor 
roles in Roger Waters’ Ça Ira and Will 
Gregory’s Piccard in Space, and appearing 
in Jonathan Harvey’s Wagner Dream 
(WNO). His growing discography includes 
a critically acclaimed recording of Britten's 
Winter Words with Malcolm Martineau 
(Onyx). Recent seasons have seen Robin in 
concert with Ensemble Pygmalion for 
Mozart’s Mass in C at the Salzburg 
Festival, Britten’s War Requiem in 
Katowice with Charles Dutoit, C Minor 
Mass with the Bayerische Rundfunk 
(Blomstedt) and recital appearances at 
Wigmore Hall and the Amsterdam Het 
Concertgebouw. Robin also returned to 
the Royal Opera House as Jaquino Fidelio 
(Pappano). Robin made his debut for the 
Bregenz Festival in a newly commissioned 
opera by Thomas Larcher, The Hunting 
Gun. 

www.askonasholt.com
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15 Weep You no More (1935) * 3.09
16 The Echoing Green (1943) ⸋ 2.01
17 The Shepherd (1943) ⸋ 1.52
18 The Bellman (1944) ° 2.12
19 L’Oiseau Bleu (1944) ° 2.22
 There Have Been Happy Days (1944) * 
20 1 There Have Been Happy Days 1.58
21 2 The Soldier 1.40
22 3 The Goldfinches 3.02
23 4 The Kitbag 2.05
24 5 The Promise 2.15
25 The Lowest Trees have Tops (1944) ° 2.54
26 If Thou Wilt Ease Thine Heart (1943) ⸋ 2.53
27 The Snowdrop in the Wind (1943) ⸋ 1.48
28  FINZI. Harvest (1956) ° 4.25
29  POSTON. The Snowdrop in the Wind (not known)* 1.39
30 Come, O Come My Life’s Delight (1943) ⸋ 1.35
31  HEAD. Dear Delight (c.1965) ⸋ 2.55
32  POSTON. Sweet Suffolk Owl (1983) * 1.59
   Total playing time 73.33

Project devised by Julia Busch

Recorded at Wyastone Leys, Monmouth, UK 21-23 June 2021
Engineering and Production by Adrian Farmer
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Lyrita is a registered trade mark.  Made in the UK
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Roderick Williams is one of the most 
sought after baritones of his generation 
with a wide repertoire spanning baroque 
to contemporary which he performs in 
opera, concert and recital.   He enjoys 
relationships with all the major UK opera 
houses and has sung opera world 
premières by David Sawer, Sally Beamish
Michel van der Aa, Robert Saxton and 
Alexander Knaifel as well as performing 
major roles including Papageno, Don 
Alfonso, Onegin and Billy Budd. He 
performs regularly with leading 

conductors and orchestras throughout the 
UK, Europe, North America and 
Australia, and his many festival 
appearances include the BBC Proms, 
Edinburgh, Cheltenham, Aldeburgh and 
Melbourne. As a composer he has had 
works premièred at Wigmore Hall, the 
Barbican, the Purcell Room and on 
national radio. In December 2016 he won 
the prize for Best Choral Composition at 
the British Composer Awards. Roderick 
Williams was awarded an OBE in June 
2017 and was nominated for Outstanding 
Achievement in Opera in both the 2018 
Olivier Awards for his performance in the 
title role of the Royal Opera House 
production of Monteverdi’s Il ritorno 
d’Ulisse in patria and in 2019 for his role 
in ENO’s production of Britten’s War 
Requiem.  He is Artist in Residence with 
the Royal Liverpool Philharmonic 
Orchestra from 2020/21 for two years.

www.grovesartists.com
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British mezzo-soprano Diana Moore has 
established herself as a firm favourite with 
audiences on both sides of the Atlantic, 
acclaimed for her unique voice which 
'combines the range of a mezzo with the tone 
quality of a contralto' (Gramophone), 
described by San Francisco Classical Voice as 
'warm, plush, full and eminently smooth'. 
Diana's approach – 'a mixture of intelligence 
with musicianship [and] emotional depth' 
(The Guardian) – has led to repeat 
engagements with many of the world's 
leading music ensembles, and frequent 
collaborations with eminent conductors.A 
recognised Handelian, Diana has performed 
roles for many noted opera companies and 
festivals across Europe. She has also 
appeared at Baroque Festivals around the 
World with performances of Handel’s 
oratorio and choral works, and has 
performed his Messiah extensively across 
North America at numerous prestigious 
venues. Equally adept in later musical styles 
and genres, Diana has become a leading 
exponent of English music in oratorio, 
concert and recital work. She is particularly 
praised for her interpretations of the music 
of Edward Elgar.A critically acclaimed 
recitalist, Diana is building a reputation for 
innovative performances which combine 
carefully curated musical programmes with 
extended scripted narration. These include 

A Celebration of Kathleen Ferrier: Her Life, 
Letters and Music; Wearing the Trousers: 
the extraordinary women who inspired 
Handel's travesti roles; and Circles within 
Circles - the life and music of William Busch.

www.dianamooremezzo.com 
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Circles within Circles

William Busch was born in North London on 25th June 1901 and he died on 30th 
January 1945 in Woolacombe, Devonshire.

Music interested him as a child and he took piano lessons from an early age.  He was in 
no sense a child prodigy, and it was not until he was about 15 that a remarkable talent 
began to emerge and he decided that he wanted to train as a concert pianist.

In 1915 he was sent to America, probably due to the outbreak of war and to his German 
connections.  His first serious musical studies were under France Woodmansee and 
harmony lessons with A.W. Lilienthal, former violin player in the Philharmonic 
Orchestra in New York.  He remained in America until 1921 and, after a brief spell at 
home, relocated to Berlin where he studied piano under Leonid Kreutzer and harmony 
with Hugo Leichtentritt.  His first published piano piece - The Gigue, March 1923 - 
was written in Berlin.

In May 1924, he returned to London where the majority of his musical training took 
place. He searched for a piano teacher, finally deciding on Benno Moiseiwitsch whom 
he had met on one of his many trips between New York and London.  Moiseiwitsch 
was an extremely busy performer and often overloaded with touring duties.  The 
organisation of his teaching therefore suffered; he relied on Mabel Lander, a noted 
pianist and tutor, to take on his better students while he was away performing abroad.  
However this disorganisation was fortuitous.  William writes in his diary, “I have had 
for some time a haunting suspicion that Moiseiwitsch may be confusing me with 
someone else…”  One particular day Moiseiwitch had booked William Busch and Alan 
Bush for the same time.  From this meeting, waiting to attend for the same lesson, they 
became firm and lifelong friends. Although only one year younger, William took 
composition lessons with Alan and they then subsequently both studied composition 
under John Ireland, and later William studied under Bernard van Dieren. 

William’s first London recital was at the Grotrian Hall in 1929 and his first broadcast 
for the BBC was in December of that year.  Around this time he also played in Holland, 
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Germany and a tour in USA.  However, it was now becoming plain that composition 
was where his truest talent lay.  As a result of the lessons and the contacts with 
contemporaries, he began to assume command of his technique.  He wrote in 1927 
Two pieces for wind instruments, first performed that year and in 1928 he produced 
his first larger work for piano: Theme, Variations and Fugue in F minor.  Here his 
mature style emerged; his originality and vigorous contrapuntal thinking marked him 
as a novel composer who was both unconventional and convincing.

It was unfortunate that for the next five years it was necessary to focus on concert work 
even though concert performance caused him difficulty; William’s sensitive nature and 
self-criticism often translated to a nervous condition in his arm muscles which impeded 
his ability to play comfortably.  This was not conducive to the peace of mind he required 
for composition. 

It was not until 1933 that he was able to produce more works.  He finished the piano 
piece Allegro Quasi Pastorale, but, most significantly, he produced his first two 
songs Sweet Content and Rest. William’s diary on 2nd January 1934 states: “Called 
on van Dieren.  Showed him my song “Sweet Content” and he seemed to like it, asked 
to keep it for a week.”  Thus began for William a love of poetry and an enthusiasm for 
setting poems to music.  Sheila, whom he was to marry in 1935, was greatly encouraging.  
Together they would select poems for William to set to music and a new direction was 
firmly established. 

The next poem was The Fairies, 11th January 1934 he writes “Finished a song, a short 
one to words about fairies by Robert Herrick, chosen by Sheila, to whom of course I 
dedicated it.  It is of a light and delicate character and though I didn’t feel enthusiastic 
over it while composing it, now I feel quite pleased with it”.  He then wrote a fourth 
song Harvest Moon.  All four songs were first performed by Sinclair Logan for the 
South Place Ethical Society in Conway Hall where William was the resident 
accompanist and soloist from 1928 to 1939.
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What Michaelmas is mine!
The fields I sought to serve, for sturdier tillage pine.
But, hush Earth’s valleys sweet in leisure lie;
And I among them wandering up and down
Will taste their berries, like the bird or fly,
And of their gleanings make both feast and crown.
The Sun’s eye laughing looks.
And Earth accuses none that goes among her stooks.

Come, O come, my life's delight!
Come, O come, my life's delight!
  Let me not in languor pine:
Love loves no delay, thy sight
  The more enjoyed, the more divine.
O come, and take from me
The pain of being deprived of thee.

Thou all sweetness dost enclose,
  Like a little world of bliss:
Beauty guards thy looks: the rose
  In them pure and eternal is.
Come then! and make thy flight
As swift to me as heavenly light!

Dear Delight
Youngling fair, and dear delight,
'Tis love hath thee in keeping.
Green are the hills in morning light
A long adieu to weeping.

The elfin folk sing shrill-a-ring,
The children afield are straying;

Dance, too, dance, thou tiny lovely thing,
For all the world's a-maying.

Droop will the shadows of the night,
Quiet be thy sleeping.
Thou youngling fair, and dear delight,
'Tis love hath thee in keeping.
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   And then alone, amid the beaming
Of love's stars, thou'lt meet her
   In eastern sky.

The Snowdrop in the Wind
She wears a shred of mantle green
She looks so white and cold
But underneath her tossing skirt
Her smock is woven gold.

She dances on you grave, my love,
She dances on my heart
All through the long and bitter night
While we two lie apart.

Harvest
So there’s my year, the twelve-month duly told
Since last I climbed this brow and gloated round
Upon the lands heaped with their wheaten gold,
And now again they spread with wealth imbrowned
And thriftless I meanwhile,
What honey combs have I to take, what sheaves to pile?
I see some shrivelled fruits upon my tree,
And gladly would self-kindness feign them sweet;
The bloom smelled heavenly, can these stragglers be
The fruit of that bright birth? and this wry wheat,
Can this be from those spires
Which I, or fancy, saw leap to the spring sun’s fires?
I peer, I count, but anxious is not rich,
My harvest is not come, the weeds run high;
Even poison berries ramping from the ditch
Have stormed the undefeated ridges by;
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6th July 1934 he writes: “Have started another song to the lovely words of Weep You 
No More Sad Fountains, no doubt set many times already.”  However composition 
was still suffering due to a busy schedule of recitals plus a temporary teaching job at 
Bedales School.  In 1935 composition finally began to dominate and concert 
appearances became rarer. 5th March 1935 he writes: “Wrote out the last bar of the song 
Weep You No More Sad Fountains which I have been working at for a long time on and 
off.  Little bits to clear up still remain.”  Sinclair Logan, a great friend and a lover of his 
songs was to write in 1950 “…In this year appeared an Intermezzo for piano and two 
more songs, none of these published, though one of the songs, a setting of the sixteenth 
century lyric Weep You No More Sad Fountains ranks among his finest inspirations...”

1937 was another important year for he produced a fine and original setting for voice 
of Ode to Autumn by Keats which he also composed for String Quartet.  He finished 
the song When Thou Didst Give Thy Love To Me by Robert Bridges and he was 
working on his Piano Concerto in F minor which was completed in 1939.   His next 
major composition was the Piano Quartet dedicated to the London Belgian Piano 
Quartet who gave frequent and successful performances, including one at the National 
Gallery during the war.  In January 1939 his Piano Concerto received its first 
performance in a broadcast by the BBC Orchestra conducted by Clarence Raybould 
with William as Soloist.  In that year his also composed a Passacaglia for violin and 
cello.

The war brought great change; performance virtually ended and he and Sheila – 
expecting their first child - were advised to get out of London, so relocated to 
Woolacombe, Devon.  Having family relations in Germany and finding it difficult to 
deal with the mentality of war, it was a tragic time for William.  He joined the Peace 
Pledge Union and as a Conscientious Objector had to appear at a Tribunal in Bristol.  
The Judge accepted his reason as a humanist and that he would volunteer for non- 
combatant work, kindly directing him to continue composing his cello concerto. He 
joined the Auxiliary Fire Service in Woolacombe and organised a concerto to raise 
money for stirrup pumps. 
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1940 to 1944 were the most productive years.  The Cello Concerto – dedicated to 
Florence Hooton –was given its first performance at a Prom Concert conducted by Sir 
Adrian Boult.  In 1942 he wrote The Nicholas Variations – dedicated to his three year 
old son – one of the most daring and original of his works. 1943 brought A Suite: 
Prelude, Capriccio, Nocturne, Tarantella for Cello and Piano, again dedicated to 
Florence Hooton as well as in 1944 Elegy and A Memory.

In 1944 William focussed again on setting songs to poetry and it was a very productive 
year.  Songs included The Bellman, L’Oiseau Bleu, The Lowest Trees have Tops 
and The Snowdrop in the Wind.  The latter, sung by Diana is a version by Elizabeth 
Poston.  

William’s last complete composition was the song cycle of five songs There Have Been 
Happy Days.  This highly remarkable work contains songs such as The Kitbag and 
The Goldfinches, all poems written by Great War poet Wilfred Gibson.  These songs 
bring the sadness and poignancy of war and the anger directed towards it to full 
realisation.  They are achingly beautiful and they deserve to be remembered and 
celebrated.  John Amis wrote in the forward of The Song Book: “Busch will often begin 
with a single line on the piano, sometimes two complimentary lines of counterpoint.  
The harmonies are like no one else’s, gently astringent without any ‘fat’ anywhere.  The 
songs stir memories and emotions and end in quiet contentment.”

In January 1945 his second child, Julia, was born.  He managed to visit the nursing 
home in Ilfracombe to see his wife and newly-born daughter.  While there a blizzard 
blew up and all transport was cancelled due to impassable roads.  William decided to 
walk back to Woolacombe via the cliff path.  Although he managed to get home, he 
suffered hypothermia and internal bleeding, and because no doctor or ambulance could 
reach the house, he died. 

Julia Busch (August 2021)
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The lowest trees have tops
The lowest trees have tops, the ant her gall,
The fly her spleen, the little spark his heat,
And slender hairs cast shadows though but small,
And bees have stings although they be not great.
Seas have their source, and so have shallow springs,
And love is love in beggars and in kings.

Where waters smoothest run, deep are the fords,
The dial stirs, yet none perceives it move:
The firmest faith is in the fewest words,
The turtles cannot sing, and yet they love,
True hearts have eyes and ears no tongues to speak:
They hear, and see, and sigh, and then they break.

If thou wilt ease thine heart
If thou wilt ease thine heart
Of love and all its smart,
   Then sleep, dear, sleep;
And not a sorrow
   Hang any tear on your eyelashes;
   Lie still and deep,
   Sad soul, until the sea-wave washes
The rim o' th' sun tomorrow,
   In eastern sky.

But wilt thou cure thine heart
Of love and all its smart,
   Then die, dear, die;
'Tis deeper, sweeter,
   Than on a rose bank to lie dreaming
   With folded eye;
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But now a tempest in the Winter night,
The nest, forsaken when the young has flown,
From out the crotch had torn

While she alone lay wakeful in their bed
And wondering if in his darker bed in foreign ground
He, too, lay tossing, restless, or slept sound.

The birds would likely come again in Spring,
To build a new nest in the lilac tree
The birds would come again, but he, but he.

4. The Kitbag
They sent his kitbag to her;
And she unpacked with tender hands
His duds and the few treasures he’d picked up
In foreign lands
They who had taken all her life from her
The living body of her love from her
They sent his kitbag back.

5. The Promise
Clear crocuses are thrusting through the mould
And from a wattled fold nearby
There comes a newborn lamb’s keen quavering cry
The world about us crashes in insane fury
And yet again
The earth brings loveliness and innocence to birth.
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As I lay in the early sun,
Stretched in the grass, I thought upon
My true love, my dear love,
Who has my heart forever
Who is my happiness when we meet,
My sorrow when we sever.
She is all fire when I do burn,
Gentle when I moody turn,
Brave when I am sad and heavy
And all laughter when I am merry.
And so I lay and dreamed and dreamed,
And so the day wheeled on,
While all the birds with thoughts like mine
Were singing to the sun.

Sweet Suffolk Owl
Sweet Suffolk Owl, so trimly dight
With feathers like a lady bright,
Thou singest alone, sitting by night,
  Te whit, te whoo! Te whit, te whoo!

The note, that forth so freely rolls,
With shrill command the mouse controls;
And sings a dirge for dying souls,
  Te whit, te whoo! Te whit, te whoo!

Only the wanderer
  Knows England's graces,
Or can anew see clear
  Familiar faces.

And who loves joy as he
  That dwells in shadows?
Do not forget me quite,
  O Severn meadows.

Slumber Song
The days are cold, the nights are long,
The north-wind sings a doleful song;
Then hush again upon my breast;
All merry things are now at rest,
  Save thee, my pretty Love!

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth,
The crickets long have ceased their mirth;
There's nothing stirring in the house
Save one wee, hungry, nibbling mouse,
  Then why so busy thou?

Nay! start not at that sparkling light;
'Tis but the moon that shines so bright
On the window pane bedropped with rain:
Then, little Darling! sleep again,
  And wake when it is day. 
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Harvest Moon
Golden the shivering creeper lay
Golden the grass and the windswept hay
Golden the clouds as they swept by
   but I was alone by the rill.

Golden the silent waters ran
Golden the ragwort and daisy drooped
Golden the weeping willow stooped
   and I stood alone by the rill.

Sweet Content
Oh, sweet content,
That turns the labourer’s sweat to tears 
of joy
And shines the roughest face
How often have I sought you high and 
low
And found you still in some quiet places
How, in my room, when full of happy 
dreams
With no life heard beyond the messy 
sound
Of moths that on my lighted ceiling
Kiss their shadows as they dance and 
dance around.

Why have you stolen my delight
In all the golden shows of Spring,
When ev’ry cherry tree is white
And in the limes the thrushes sing.

O fickler than the April day,
O brighter than the golden broom,
O blither than the thrushes’ lay
O whiter than the cherry bloom,

O sweeter than all things that blow.
Why have you only left for me
The broom the cherry’s crown of snow,
And thrushes in the linden tree?

Oh, fair to see
Blossom-laden cherry tree,
  Arrayed in sunny white;
  An April day's delight,
Oh, fair to see!

Oh, fair to see
Fruit-laden cherry tree,
  With balls of shining red
  Decking a leafy head,
Oh, fair to see! 

The fairies
If ye will with Mab find grace,
Set each platter in his place;
Rake the fire up, and get
Water in, ere sun be set.
Wash your pails, and cleanse your dairies;
Sluts are loathsome to the fairies;
Sweep your house, who doth not so,
Mab will pinch her by the toe.
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1.  There Have Been Happy Days
There have been happy days
Days of so crystalline a lucency
That, gliding by, they scarcely left a trace
Upon the palimpsest of memory

Yet had the soul not known those 
hours of luminous tranquillity
Hardly might it withstand, unoverthrown,
The onset of these years of tragedy.

2. The Soldier
As on the kerb she stood to watch
The soldiers swinging by
A dozen winked or grinned at her;
But one with steady eye
Strode straight ahead with dogged pace
And never glanced at her young face.

The grinning youngsters were forgot
As soon as they were gone
Yet through a sleepless night she sees
That soldier striding on
That soldier striding steadily
Towards an unknown destiny.

3. The Goldfinches
Last year they watched together with delight
Goldfinches building in the lilac tree
Only last year, together, he and she.
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The Echoing Green
The sun does arise,
And make happy the skies;
The merry bells ring
To welcome the Spring;
The skylark and thrush,
The birds of the bush,
Sing louder around
To the bells' cheerful sound;
While our sports shall be seen
On the echoing green. 

Old John, with white hair,
Does laugh away care,
Sitting under the oak,
Among the old folk.
They laugh at our play,
And soon they all say,
"Such, such were the joys
When we all--girls and boys -
In our youth-time were seen
On the echoing green."

Till the little ones, weary,
No more can be merry:
The sun does descend,
And our sports have an end.
Round the laps of their mothers
Many sisters and brothers,
Like birds in their nest,
Are ready for rest,
And sport no more seen
On the darkening green.

The Shepherd
How sweet is the Shepherd's sweet lot!
   From the morn to the evening he strays;
He shall follow his sheep all the day,
   And his tongue shall be fillèd with praise.

For he hears the lamb's innocent call,
   And he hears the ewe's tender reply;
He is watchful [while]1 they are in peace,
   For they know when their Shepherd is nigh.

The bell-man
From noise of scare-fires rest ye free,
From murders Benedicite.
From all mischances that may fright
Your pleasing slumbers in the night,
Mercy secure ye all, and keep
The goblin from ye while ye sleep.
Past one o'clock, and almost two!
My masters all, good-day to you.

L’Oiseau Bleu
The lake lay blue below the hill,
O'er it, as I looked, there flew
Across the waters, cold and still,
A bird whose wings were palest blue.

The sky above was blue at last,
The sky beneath me blue in blue,
A moment, ere the bird had passed,
It caught his image as he flew.
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Rest
On me to rest, my bird my bird,
The swaying branches of my heart
Are blown by every wind toward
The home whereto their wings depart.

Build not your nest, my bird on me
I know no peace but ever sway,
Oh lovely bird, be free be free
On the wild music of the day.

But sometimes, when your wings would rest
And winds are laid on quiet eves
Come, I will bear you, breast to breast
And lap you close with loving leaves.

To Joy
Is not this enough for moan
To see this babe all motherless
A babe beloved thrust out alone
Upon death’s wilderness?

Our tears fall, fall, fall I would weep 
My blood away to make her warm,
Who never went on earth one step,
Nor heard the breath of the storm.

How shall you go, my little child,
Alone on that most wintry wild?

The Singer
I met a singer on the hill,
He wore a tattered cloak;
His cap was torn,
His shoes were worn,
And dreamily he spoke.
Fa la la la la la ...
Fa la la la la la.

A wrinkled face, a cheery smile,
And a nobby stick had he;
His eyes were grey and far away
And changeful as the sea.

I offered him a piece of gold
And hoped that he would stay.
No word he spoke, but shook his head
And smiled and went his way.
Fa la la la la la ...
La la la la la la.

I watched the singer down the hill.
My eyes went following after,
I thought I heard a fairy flute
And the sound of fairy laughter,
Fa la la la la la... etc.
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The centaurs
Playing upon the hill three centaurs were! 
They lifted each a hoof and stared at me, 
And stamped upon the dust.
They stamped the dust, they snuffed upon the air, 
And all their movements had the fierce glee 
Of power and pride and lust. 

Of power and pride and lust! then with a shout 
They tossed their heads and wheeled and galloped round 
In furious brotherhood. 
In furious brotherhood, around, about, 
They charged, they swerved, they leaped; then, bound on bound, 
They raced into the wood. 

Ode to Autumn
Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,
    Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;
Conspiring with him how to load and bless
    With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run;
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees,
    And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;
        To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,
    And still more, later flowers for the bees,
    Until they think warm days will never cease,
        For Summer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy cells.

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?
    Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,
    Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind;
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Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep,
    Drows'd with the fume of poppies, while thy hook
        Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers:
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep
    Steady thy laden head across a brook;
    Or by a cyder-press, with patient look,
        Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours.

Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they?
    Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, --
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,
    And touch the stubble plains with rosy hue;
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn
    Among the river sallows, borne aloft
        Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;
    Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft
    The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft;
       And gathering swallows twitter in the skies.

Weep you no more sad fountains
Weep you no more, sad fountains;
  What need you flow so fast?
Look how the snowy mountains
  Heaven's sun doth gently waste!
    But my sun's heavenly eyes
      View not your weeping,
      That now lies sleeping,
    Softly now, softly lies
        Sleeping.

Sleep is a reconciling,
  A rest that peace begets;
Doth not the sun rise smiling
  When fair at even he sets?
    Rest you, then, rest, sad eyes!
      Melt not in weeping,
      While she lies sleeping,
    Softly now, softly lies
        Sleeping.
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The Echoing Green
The sun does arise,
And make happy the skies;
The merry bells ring
To welcome the Spring;
The skylark and thrush,
The birds of the bush,
Sing louder around
To the bells' cheerful sound;
While our sports shall be seen
On the echoing green. 

Old John, with white hair,
Does laugh away care,
Sitting under the oak,
Among the old folk.
They laugh at our play,
And soon they all say,
"Such, such were the joys
When we all--girls and boys -
In our youth-time were seen
On the echoing green."

Till the little ones, weary,
No more can be merry:
The sun does descend,
And our sports have an end.
Round the laps of their mothers
Many sisters and brothers,
Like birds in their nest,
Are ready for rest,
And sport no more seen
On the darkening green.

The Shepherd
How sweet is the Shepherd's sweet lot!
   From the morn to the evening he strays;
He shall follow his sheep all the day,
   And his tongue shall be fillèd with praise.

For he hears the lamb's innocent call,
   And he hears the ewe's tender reply;
He is watchful [while]1 they are in peace,
   For they know when their Shepherd is nigh.

The bell-man
From noise of scare-fires rest ye free,
From murders Benedicite.
From all mischances that may fright
Your pleasing slumbers in the night,
Mercy secure ye all, and keep
The goblin from ye while ye sleep.
Past one o'clock, and almost two!
My masters all, good-day to you.

L’Oiseau Bleu
The lake lay blue below the hill,
O'er it, as I looked, there flew
Across the waters, cold and still,
A bird whose wings were palest blue.

The sky above was blue at last,
The sky beneath me blue in blue,
A moment, ere the bird had passed,
It caught his image as he flew.
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Rest
On me to rest, my bird my bird,
The swaying branches of my heart
Are blown by every wind toward
The home whereto their wings depart.

Build not your nest, my bird on me
I know no peace but ever sway,
Oh lovely bird, be free be free
On the wild music of the day.

But sometimes, when your wings would rest
And winds are laid on quiet eves
Come, I will bear you, breast to breast
And lap you close with loving leaves.

To Joy
Is not this enough for moan
To see this babe all motherless
A babe beloved thrust out alone
Upon death’s wilderness?

Our tears fall, fall, fall I would weep 
My blood away to make her warm,
Who never went on earth one step,
Nor heard the breath of the storm.

How shall you go, my little child,
Alone on that most wintry wild?

The Singer
I met a singer on the hill,
He wore a tattered cloak;
His cap was torn,
His shoes were worn,
And dreamily he spoke.
Fa la la la la la ...
Fa la la la la la.

A wrinkled face, a cheery smile,
And a nobby stick had he;
His eyes were grey and far away
And changeful as the sea.

I offered him a piece of gold
And hoped that he would stay.
No word he spoke, but shook his head
And smiled and went his way.
Fa la la la la la ...
La la la la la la.

I watched the singer down the hill.
My eyes went following after,
I thought I heard a fairy flute
And the sound of fairy laughter,
Fa la la la la la... etc.
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Harvest Moon
Golden the shivering creeper lay
Golden the grass and the windswept hay
Golden the clouds as they swept by
   but I was alone by the rill.

Golden the silent waters ran
Golden the ragwort and daisy drooped
Golden the weeping willow stooped
   and I stood alone by the rill.

Sweet Content
Oh, sweet content,
That turns the labourer’s sweat to tears 
of joy
And shines the roughest face
How often have I sought you high and 
low
And found you still in some quiet places
How, in my room, when full of happy 
dreams
With no life heard beyond the messy 
sound
Of moths that on my lighted ceiling
Kiss their shadows as they dance and 
dance around.

Why have you stolen my delight
In all the golden shows of Spring,
When ev’ry cherry tree is white
And in the limes the thrushes sing.

O fickler than the April day,
O brighter than the golden broom,
O blither than the thrushes’ lay
O whiter than the cherry bloom,

O sweeter than all things that blow.
Why have you only left for me
The broom the cherry’s crown of snow,
And thrushes in the linden tree?

Oh, fair to see
Blossom-laden cherry tree,
  Arrayed in sunny white;
  An April day's delight,
Oh, fair to see!

Oh, fair to see
Fruit-laden cherry tree,
  With balls of shining red
  Decking a leafy head,
Oh, fair to see! 

The fairies
If ye will with Mab find grace,
Set each platter in his place;
Rake the fire up, and get
Water in, ere sun be set.
Wash your pails, and cleanse your dairies;
Sluts are loathsome to the fairies;
Sweep your house, who doth not so,
Mab will pinch her by the toe.
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1.  There Have Been Happy Days
There have been happy days
Days of so crystalline a lucency
That, gliding by, they scarcely left a trace
Upon the palimpsest of memory

Yet had the soul not known those 
hours of luminous tranquillity
Hardly might it withstand, unoverthrown,
The onset of these years of tragedy.

2. The Soldier
As on the kerb she stood to watch
The soldiers swinging by
A dozen winked or grinned at her;
But one with steady eye
Strode straight ahead with dogged pace
And never glanced at her young face.

The grinning youngsters were forgot
As soon as they were gone
Yet through a sleepless night she sees
That soldier striding on
That soldier striding steadily
Towards an unknown destiny.

3. The Goldfinches
Last year they watched together with delight
Goldfinches building in the lilac tree
Only last year, together, he and she.
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But now a tempest in the Winter night,
The nest, forsaken when the young has flown,
From out the crotch had torn

While she alone lay wakeful in their bed
And wondering if in his darker bed in foreign ground
He, too, lay tossing, restless, or slept sound.

The birds would likely come again in Spring,
To build a new nest in the lilac tree
The birds would come again, but he, but he.

4. The Kitbag
They sent his kitbag to her;
And she unpacked with tender hands
His duds and the few treasures he’d picked up
In foreign lands
They who had taken all her life from her
The living body of her love from her
They sent his kitbag back.

5. The Promise
Clear crocuses are thrusting through the mould
And from a wattled fold nearby
There comes a newborn lamb’s keen quavering cry
The world about us crashes in insane fury
And yet again
The earth brings loveliness and innocence to birth.
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As I lay in the early sun,
Stretched in the grass, I thought upon
My true love, my dear love,
Who has my heart forever
Who is my happiness when we meet,
My sorrow when we sever.
She is all fire when I do burn,
Gentle when I moody turn,
Brave when I am sad and heavy
And all laughter when I am merry.
And so I lay and dreamed and dreamed,
And so the day wheeled on,
While all the birds with thoughts like mine
Were singing to the sun.

Sweet Suffolk Owl
Sweet Suffolk Owl, so trimly dight
With feathers like a lady bright,
Thou singest alone, sitting by night,
  Te whit, te whoo! Te whit, te whoo!

The note, that forth so freely rolls,
With shrill command the mouse controls;
And sings a dirge for dying souls,
  Te whit, te whoo! Te whit, te whoo!

Only the wanderer
  Knows England's graces,
Or can anew see clear
  Familiar faces.

And who loves joy as he
  That dwells in shadows?
Do not forget me quite,
  O Severn meadows.

Slumber Song
The days are cold, the nights are long,
The north-wind sings a doleful song;
Then hush again upon my breast;
All merry things are now at rest,
  Save thee, my pretty Love!

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth,
The crickets long have ceased their mirth;
There's nothing stirring in the house
Save one wee, hungry, nibbling mouse,
  Then why so busy thou?

Nay! start not at that sparkling light;
'Tis but the moon that shines so bright
On the window pane bedropped with rain:
Then, little Darling! sleep again,
  And wake when it is day. 
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1940 to 1944 were the most productive years.  The Cello Concerto – dedicated to 
Florence Hooton –was given its first performance at a Prom Concert conducted by Sir 
Adrian Boult.  In 1942 he wrote The Nicholas Variations – dedicated to his three year 
old son – one of the most daring and original of his works. 1943 brought A Suite: 
Prelude, Capriccio, Nocturne, Tarantella for Cello and Piano, again dedicated to 
Florence Hooton as well as in 1944 Elegy and A Memory.

In 1944 William focussed again on setting songs to poetry and it was a very productive 
year.  Songs included The Bellman, L’Oiseau Bleu, The Lowest Trees have Tops 
and The Snowdrop in the Wind.  The latter, sung by Diana is a version by Elizabeth 
Poston.  

William’s last complete composition was the song cycle of five songs There Have Been 
Happy Days.  This highly remarkable work contains songs such as The Kitbag and 
The Goldfinches, all poems written by Great War poet Wilfred Gibson.  These songs 
bring the sadness and poignancy of war and the anger directed towards it to full 
realisation.  They are achingly beautiful and they deserve to be remembered and 
celebrated.  John Amis wrote in the forward of The Song Book: “Busch will often begin 
with a single line on the piano, sometimes two complimentary lines of counterpoint.  
The harmonies are like no one else’s, gently astringent without any ‘fat’ anywhere.  The 
songs stir memories and emotions and end in quiet contentment.”

In January 1945 his second child, Julia, was born.  He managed to visit the nursing 
home in Ilfracombe to see his wife and newly-born daughter.  While there a blizzard 
blew up and all transport was cancelled due to impassable roads.  William decided to 
walk back to Woolacombe via the cliff path.  Although he managed to get home, he 
suffered hypothermia and internal bleeding, and because no doctor or ambulance could 
reach the house, he died. 

Julia Busch (August 2021)
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The lowest trees have tops
The lowest trees have tops, the ant her gall,
The fly her spleen, the little spark his heat,
And slender hairs cast shadows though but small,
And bees have stings although they be not great.
Seas have their source, and so have shallow springs,
And love is love in beggars and in kings.

Where waters smoothest run, deep are the fords,
The dial stirs, yet none perceives it move:
The firmest faith is in the fewest words,
The turtles cannot sing, and yet they love,
True hearts have eyes and ears no tongues to speak:
They hear, and see, and sigh, and then they break.

If thou wilt ease thine heart
If thou wilt ease thine heart
Of love and all its smart,
   Then sleep, dear, sleep;
And not a sorrow
   Hang any tear on your eyelashes;
   Lie still and deep,
   Sad soul, until the sea-wave washes
The rim o' th' sun tomorrow,
   In eastern sky.

But wilt thou cure thine heart
Of love and all its smart,
   Then die, dear, die;
'Tis deeper, sweeter,
   Than on a rose bank to lie dreaming
   With folded eye;
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   And then alone, amid the beaming
Of love's stars, thou'lt meet her
   In eastern sky.

The Snowdrop in the Wind
She wears a shred of mantle green
She looks so white and cold
But underneath her tossing skirt
Her smock is woven gold.

She dances on you grave, my love,
She dances on my heart
All through the long and bitter night
While we two lie apart.

Harvest
So there’s my year, the twelve-month duly told
Since last I climbed this brow and gloated round
Upon the lands heaped with their wheaten gold,
And now again they spread with wealth imbrowned
And thriftless I meanwhile,
What honey combs have I to take, what sheaves to pile?
I see some shrivelled fruits upon my tree,
And gladly would self-kindness feign them sweet;
The bloom smelled heavenly, can these stragglers be
The fruit of that bright birth? and this wry wheat,
Can this be from those spires
Which I, or fancy, saw leap to the spring sun’s fires?
I peer, I count, but anxious is not rich,
My harvest is not come, the weeds run high;
Even poison berries ramping from the ditch
Have stormed the undefeated ridges by;
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6th July 1934 he writes: “Have started another song to the lovely words of Weep You 
No More Sad Fountains, no doubt set many times already.”  However composition 
was still suffering due to a busy schedule of recitals plus a temporary teaching job at 
Bedales School.  In 1935 composition finally began to dominate and concert 
appearances became rarer. 5th March 1935 he writes: “Wrote out the last bar of the song 
Weep You No More Sad Fountains which I have been working at for a long time on and 
off.  Little bits to clear up still remain.”  Sinclair Logan, a great friend and a lover of his 
songs was to write in 1950 “…In this year appeared an Intermezzo for piano and two 
more songs, none of these published, though one of the songs, a setting of the sixteenth 
century lyric Weep You No More Sad Fountains ranks among his finest inspirations...”

1937 was another important year for he produced a fine and original setting for voice 
of Ode to Autumn by Keats which he also composed for String Quartet.  He finished 
the song When Thou Didst Give Thy Love To Me by Robert Bridges and he was 
working on his Piano Concerto in F minor which was completed in 1939.   His next 
major composition was the Piano Quartet dedicated to the London Belgian Piano 
Quartet who gave frequent and successful performances, including one at the National 
Gallery during the war.  In January 1939 his Piano Concerto received its first 
performance in a broadcast by the BBC Orchestra conducted by Clarence Raybould 
with William as Soloist.  In that year his also composed a Passacaglia for violin and 
cello.

The war brought great change; performance virtually ended and he and Sheila – 
expecting their first child - were advised to get out of London, so relocated to 
Woolacombe, Devon.  Having family relations in Germany and finding it difficult to 
deal with the mentality of war, it was a tragic time for William.  He joined the Peace 
Pledge Union and as a Conscientious Objector had to appear at a Tribunal in Bristol.  
The Judge accepted his reason as a humanist and that he would volunteer for non- 
combatant work, kindly directing him to continue composing his cello concerto. He 
joined the Auxiliary Fire Service in Woolacombe and organised a concerto to raise 
money for stirrup pumps. 
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Germany and a tour in USA.  However, it was now becoming plain that composition 
was where his truest talent lay.  As a result of the lessons and the contacts with 
contemporaries, he began to assume command of his technique.  He wrote in 1927 
Two pieces for wind instruments, first performed that year and in 1928 he produced 
his first larger work for piano: Theme, Variations and Fugue in F minor.  Here his 
mature style emerged; his originality and vigorous contrapuntal thinking marked him 
as a novel composer who was both unconventional and convincing.

It was unfortunate that for the next five years it was necessary to focus on concert work 
even though concert performance caused him difficulty; William’s sensitive nature and 
self-criticism often translated to a nervous condition in his arm muscles which impeded 
his ability to play comfortably.  This was not conducive to the peace of mind he required 
for composition. 

It was not until 1933 that he was able to produce more works.  He finished the piano 
piece Allegro Quasi Pastorale, but, most significantly, he produced his first two 
songs Sweet Content and Rest. William’s diary on 2nd January 1934 states: “Called 
on van Dieren.  Showed him my song “Sweet Content” and he seemed to like it, asked 
to keep it for a week.”  Thus began for William a love of poetry and an enthusiasm for 
setting poems to music.  Sheila, whom he was to marry in 1935, was greatly encouraging.  
Together they would select poems for William to set to music and a new direction was 
firmly established. 

The next poem was The Fairies, 11th January 1934 he writes “Finished a song, a short 
one to words about fairies by Robert Herrick, chosen by Sheila, to whom of course I 
dedicated it.  It is of a light and delicate character and though I didn’t feel enthusiastic 
over it while composing it, now I feel quite pleased with it”.  He then wrote a fourth 
song Harvest Moon.  All four songs were first performed by Sinclair Logan for the 
South Place Ethical Society in Conway Hall where William was the resident 
accompanist and soloist from 1928 to 1939.
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What Michaelmas is mine!
The fields I sought to serve, for sturdier tillage pine.
But, hush Earth’s valleys sweet in leisure lie;
And I among them wandering up and down
Will taste their berries, like the bird or fly,
And of their gleanings make both feast and crown.
The Sun’s eye laughing looks.
And Earth accuses none that goes among her stooks.

Come, O come, my life's delight!
Come, O come, my life's delight!
  Let me not in languor pine:
Love loves no delay, thy sight
  The more enjoyed, the more divine.
O come, and take from me
The pain of being deprived of thee.

Thou all sweetness dost enclose,
  Like a little world of bliss:
Beauty guards thy looks: the rose
  In them pure and eternal is.
Come then! and make thy flight
As swift to me as heavenly light!

Dear Delight
Youngling fair, and dear delight,
'Tis love hath thee in keeping.
Green are the hills in morning light
A long adieu to weeping.

The elfin folk sing shrill-a-ring,
The children afield are straying;

Dance, too, dance, thou tiny lovely thing,
For all the world's a-maying.

Droop will the shadows of the night,
Quiet be thy sleeping.
Thou youngling fair, and dear delight,
'Tis love hath thee in keeping.
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British mezzo-soprano Diana Moore has 
established herself as a firm favourite with 
audiences on both sides of the Atlantic, 
acclaimed for her unique voice which 
'combines the range of a mezzo with the tone 
quality of a contralto' (Gramophone), 
described by San Francisco Classical Voice as 
'warm, plush, full and eminently smooth'. 
Diana's approach – 'a mixture of intelligence 
with musicianship [and] emotional depth' 
(The Guardian) – has led to repeat 
engagements with many of the world's 
leading music ensembles, and frequent 
collaborations with eminent conductors.A 
recognised Handelian, Diana has performed 
roles for many noted opera companies and 
festivals across Europe. She has also 
appeared at Baroque Festivals around the 
World with performances of Handel’s 
oratorio and choral works, and has 
performed his Messiah extensively across 
North America at numerous prestigious 
venues. Equally adept in later musical styles 
and genres, Diana has become a leading 
exponent of English music in oratorio, 
concert and recital work. She is particularly 
praised for her interpretations of the music 
of Edward Elgar.A critically acclaimed 
recitalist, Diana is building a reputation for 
innovative performances which combine 
carefully curated musical programmes with 
extended scripted narration. These include 

A Celebration of Kathleen Ferrier: Her Life, 
Letters and Music; Wearing the Trousers: 
the extraordinary women who inspired 
Handel's travesti roles; and Circles within 
Circles - the life and music of William Busch.

www.dianamooremezzo.com 
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Circles within Circles

William Busch was born in North London on 25th June 1901 and he died on 30th 
January 1945 in Woolacombe, Devonshire.

Music interested him as a child and he took piano lessons from an early age.  He was in 
no sense a child prodigy, and it was not until he was about 15 that a remarkable talent 
began to emerge and he decided that he wanted to train as a concert pianist.

In 1915 he was sent to America, probably due to the outbreak of war and to his German 
connections.  His first serious musical studies were under France Woodmansee and 
harmony lessons with A.W. Lilienthal, former violin player in the Philharmonic 
Orchestra in New York.  He remained in America until 1921 and, after a brief spell at 
home, relocated to Berlin where he studied piano under Leonid Kreutzer and harmony 
with Hugo Leichtentritt.  His first published piano piece - The Gigue, March 1923 - 
was written in Berlin.

In May 1924, he returned to London where the majority of his musical training took 
place. He searched for a piano teacher, finally deciding on Benno Moiseiwitsch whom 
he had met on one of his many trips between New York and London.  Moiseiwitsch 
was an extremely busy performer and often overloaded with touring duties.  The 
organisation of his teaching therefore suffered; he relied on Mabel Lander, a noted 
pianist and tutor, to take on his better students while he was away performing abroad.  
However this disorganisation was fortuitous.  William writes in his diary, “I have had 
for some time a haunting suspicion that Moiseiwitsch may be confusing me with 
someone else…”  One particular day Moiseiwitch had booked William Busch and Alan 
Bush for the same time.  From this meeting, waiting to attend for the same lesson, they 
became firm and lifelong friends. Although only one year younger, William took 
composition lessons with Alan and they then subsequently both studied composition 
under John Ireland, and later William studied under Bernard van Dieren. 

William’s first London recital was at the Grotrian Hall in 1929 and his first broadcast 
for the BBC was in December of that year.  Around this time he also played in Holland, 
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Roderick Williams is one of the most 
sought after baritones of his generation 
with a wide repertoire spanning baroque 
to contemporary which he performs in 
opera, concert and recital.   He enjoys 
relationships with all the major UK opera 
houses and has sung opera world 
premières by David Sawer, Sally Beamish
Michel van der Aa, Robert Saxton and 
Alexander Knaifel as well as performing 
major roles including Papageno, Don 
Alfonso, Onegin and Billy Budd. He 
performs regularly with leading 

conductors and orchestras throughout the 
UK, Europe, North America and 
Australia, and his many festival 
appearances include the BBC Proms, 
Edinburgh, Cheltenham, Aldeburgh and 
Melbourne. As a composer he has had 
works premièred at Wigmore Hall, the 
Barbican, the Purcell Room and on 
national radio. In December 2016 he won 
the prize for Best Choral Composition at 
the British Composer Awards. Roderick 
Williams was awarded an OBE in June 
2017 and was nominated for Outstanding 
Achievement in Opera in both the 2018 
Olivier Awards for his performance in the 
title role of the Royal Opera House 
production of Monteverdi’s Il ritorno 
d’Ulisse in patria and in 2019 for his role 
in ENO’s production of Britten’s War 
Requiem.  He is Artist in Residence with 
the Royal Liverpool Philharmonic 
Orchestra from 2020/21 for two years.

www.grovesartists.com
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Acclaimed for his "radiantly lyrical" voice, 
Irish tenor Robin Tritschler has garnered 
praise from critics and audiences for his 
performances.  He graduated from the 
Royal Academy of Music and was a BBC 
New Generation Artist. Robin has 
appeared with many leading orchestras,  
and in recital with leading accompanists 
Graham Johnson, Malcolm Martineau, 
Iain Burnside and Julius Drake.  With the 
RTE Concert Orchestra, Robin 
performed the Messiah before Pope 
Benedict XVI to celebrate the 80th 

Anniversary of the Vatican State. He has 
performed in multiple roles for the Welsh 
National Opera, and made his debut with 
the Royal Opera, Covent Garden in 
Wozzeck, and with Garsington Opera as 
Ferrando. Robin enjoys performing 
contemporary opera, creating the tenor 
roles in Roger Waters’ Ça Ira and Will 
Gregory’s Piccard in Space, and appearing 
in Jonathan Harvey’s Wagner Dream 
(WNO). His growing discography includes 
a critically acclaimed recording of Britten's 
Winter Words with Malcolm Martineau 
(Onyx). Recent seasons have seen Robin in 
concert with Ensemble Pygmalion for 
Mozart’s Mass in C at the Salzburg 
Festival, Britten’s War Requiem in 
Katowice with Charles Dutoit, C Minor 
Mass with the Bayerische Rundfunk 
(Blomstedt) and recital appearances at 
Wigmore Hall and the Amsterdam Het 
Concertgebouw. Robin also returned to 
the Royal Opera House as Jaquino Fidelio 
(Pappano). Robin made his debut for the 
Bregenz Festival in a newly commissioned 
opera by Thomas Larcher, The Hunting 
Gun. 

www.askonasholt.com

Ph
ot

o 
: G

ar
re

th
 W

on
g

SRCD 409 3Photo © Kaupo Kikkas

15 Weep You no More (1935) * 3.09
16 The Echoing Green (1943) ⸋ 2.01
17 The Shepherd (1943) ⸋ 1.52
18 The Bellman (1944) ° 2.12
19 L’Oiseau Bleu (1944) ° 2.22
 There Have Been Happy Days (1944) * 
20 1 There Have Been Happy Days 1.58
21 2 The Soldier 1.40
22 3 The Goldfinches 3.02
23 4 The Kitbag 2.05
24 5 The Promise 2.15
25 The Lowest Trees have Tops (1944) ° 2.54
26 If Thou Wilt Ease Thine Heart (1943) ⸋ 2.53
27 The Snowdrop in the Wind (1943) ⸋ 1.48
28  FINZI. Harvest (1956) ° 4.25
29  POSTON. The Snowdrop in the Wind (not known)* 1.39
30 Come, O Come My Life’s Delight (1943) ⸋ 1.35
31  HEAD. Dear Delight (c.1965) ⸋ 2.55
32  POSTON. Sweet Suffolk Owl (1983) * 1.59
   Total playing time 73.33

Project devised by Julia Busch

Recorded at Wyastone Leys, Monmouth, UK 21-23 June 2021
Engineering and Production by Adrian Farmer
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Songs of 
WILLIAM BUSCH (1901-1945)

With songs by
Elizabeth Poston (1905-1987)

Gerald Finzi (1901-1956)
Michael Head (1900-1976)

Diana Moore mezzo-soprano *
Roderick Williams baritone °

Robin Tritschler tenor ⸋

1  FINZI. As I lay in the early sun (1921) °  1.48
2  POSTON. Sweet Suffolk Owl (1925) * 2.31
3  FINZI. Only the wanderer (1925) ° 1.38
4 Slumber Song (1931?) ⸋ 2.42
5 Harvest Moon (not known)° 1.08
6 Sweet Content (1933) * 2.06
7  HEAD. Why Have You Stolen My Delight? (1933) ⸋ 2.06
8  FINZI. Oh fair to see (1929) ° 1.19
9 Fairies (1934) * 0.59
10 Rest (1933) * 2.00
11  FINZI. To Joy (1931) ° 2.58
12  HEAD. The Singer (1939) ⸋ 2.06
13 The Centaurs (1942) ° 1.00
14 Ode to Autumn (1937) ° 6.14
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John Reid‘s career to date has shown him to 
be a pianist of notable versatility and range, 
with wide experience as an outstanding 
chamber musician, song accompanist, soloist 
and exponent of new music. Increasingly in 
demand as a teacher, he is a professor at the 
Royal Academy of Music in London. Much in 
demand as a guest pianist with a number of 
other leading ensembles, he has performed 
recently with London Conchord Ensemble, 
Archangelo, Ensemble Court-circuit, London 
Haydn Project (Mozart concertos K.271, 
K.595 and K.453), the Edington Ensemble 
and The Sixteen (a Schumann and Brahms 
series in London, Manchester and Bruges). He 
was invited to programme a concert series for 
the Britten centenary at Kings Place, which 
incorporated new works by Simon Holt, 
Jonathan Dove and Martin Suckling; and 
he has performed regularly in recent seasons at 
The Sage Gateshead, both as a guest of the 
Royal Northern Sinfonia chamber music 
programme and as a Samling Artist. Over the 
course of fifteen years, John has partnered 
many of the UK’s leading singers and 
instrumentalists. During the 2019-20 season, 
he continues a series of recitals with violinist 
John Crockatt, exploring Mozart and 
Beethoven sonatas on period instruments; he 
also works with tenor Nicholas Mulroy, 
violinists Mathilde Milwidsky and Maia 
Cabeza, clarinettist Tim Orpen and pianists 

Iain Farrington and Siwan Rhys (in new 
works for two pianos and ensemble by 
Richard Causton and Rebecca 
Saunders for BCMG). A parallel 
interest in cross-arts collaboration has 
led to concerts with Poet in the City, the 
writer John Hegley, the flamenco dance 
group Dot Dot Dot (in the first 
performances of Los Nacimientos by 
Tom Randle at the 2017 Buxton 
Festival) and the artist Will Lindley.

johnreidpiano.com
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Also Available on Lyrita 

SRCD 320
William Busch
Piano Concerto & Cello Concerto
Piers Lane, piano
Raphael Wallfisch, cello
Royal Philharmonic Orchestra
Conducted by Vernon Handley

SRCD 408
William Busch and Rebecca Clarke
The Complete Piano Music
Simon Callaghan, piano

Full details visit
www.wyastone.co.uk
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Diana Moore, mezzo-soprano   Roderick Williams, baritone
Robin Tritschler, tenor   John Reid, piano

Songs of William Busch




