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1 It was a lover and his lass * § 2:40
Op. 23 No. 3

2 Take, O take those lips away § 1:22
Op. 23 No. 4

3 O mistress mine § 1:42
Op. 6 No .2

4 How should I your true love know * 2:03
Op. 30 No. 3

5 Orpheus with his lute § 2:06
Op. 32 No. 1

6 Hark! Hark! the lark § 1:03
7 Ca’ the yowes to the knowes * 2:32
8 Charlie is my darling * 1:28
9 Ye banks and braes * 2:51
0 I arise from dreams of thee § 4:30

Op. 29
! Music when soft voices die * 1:38

Op. 25 No. 5
@ Love’s philosophy § 1:24

Op. 3 No. 1
# Spring is at the door * 1:36

Op. 18 No. 4
$ Passing dreams § 1:54

Op. 10 No. 2
% Autumn evening * 3:02

Op. 14 No. 1
^ An old carol § 2:17

Op. 25 No. 3

Three Pastoral Songs * ‡ 17:16
Op. 22

& i I  will go with my father a-ploughing 2:22
* ii Cherry valley 2:46
( iii I wish and I wish 2:07

) Go lovely rose § 2:54
Op. 24 No. 3

¡ A last year’s rose * 2:24
Op. 14 No. 3

™ Amaryllis at the fountain * 1:03
Op. 15 No. 2

£ I dare not ask a kiss § 1:02
Op. 28 No. 3

¢ Now sleeps the crimson petal * 2:22
Op. 3 No. 2

To Julia § † 12:44
∞ Prelude 0:46
§ i The bracelet 1:43
¶ ii The maiden blush 1:49
• iii To daisies 2:11
ª iv The night piece 1:43
º v Julia’s hair 1:45
⁄ Interlude 0:29
¤ vi Cherry ripe 2:19

‹ Love calls through the summer night * § 5:34
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Roger Quilter was born in Hove in 1877 into
comfortable family circumstances. His father was Sir
Cuthbert Quilter, who in 1881 founded the National
Telephone Company and was for twenty years Liberal-
Unionist Member of Parliament for the Suffolk
constituency of Sudbury. His early years were spent
largely at the family’s country house, Bawdsey Manor,
near the Suffolk town of Felixstowe. Quilter, who later
seemed slightly embarrassed by his background, had
his education at a private school in Farnborough and
then at Eton. In 1893, having decided to become a
musician, he began a period of four and a half years at
the Hoch Conservatory in Frankfurt, where he was a
pupil of Iwan Knorr and the piano teacher Ernst
Engesser. It was perhaps the latter, with his interest in
French song, who influenced the future direction of
Quilter’s talents as a composer. His contemporaries in
Frankfurt included Cyril Scott, Percy Grainger, Balfour
Gardiner and Norman O’Neill, and the Frankfurt Five
formed a group of friends both there and in later life,
although Grainger had reservations about O’Neill, a
musician who made his later career chiefly in the
theatre, for which he provided a quantity of incidental
music.

Returning to England in 1898, Quilter quickly
became known to the London public for his songs. His
Four Songs of the Sea, settings of his own verses, were
heard at the Crystal Palace in 1900, sung by Denham
Price. He was to owe much to Gervase Elwes, who sang
To Julia in 1905, and persuaded Boosey & Co. to
publish the cycle. Other singers were to follow the
example of Elwes, and Quilter’s songs were performed
by singers such as John Coates, Muriel Foster, Ada
Crossley, and Harry Plunket Green. His work was even
taken up by Melba, Clara Butt and Maggie Teyte, while
Quilter himself appeared as accompanist to his friend
Mark Raphael. The many songs Quilter wrote during
the course of some forty years form an important
element in English song repertoire of the first half of

the twentieth century, characteristic both of their period
and of romantic English song. He also wrote
instrumental music, for orchestra or for smaller
ensembles, and his A Children’s Overture, with its
well-known and skilfully deployed melodic material,
remains in occasional orchestral repertoire.
Quilter’s health gave frequent cause for anxiety over

the years. He suffered from bouts of depression and
found his homosexuality, necessarily concealed as far
as possible, a continuing burden. He was generous in
his support of fellow musicians, not least to Percy
Grainger, many of whose compositions he had
published at his own expense, and after the tragic death
of Gervase Elwes during an American tour, supported
the foundation in 1921 of the Musicians’ Benevolent
Fund. His final years were clouded by mental illness
and he died in 1953.

The present collection of Quilter’s songs starts with
It was a lover and his lass1, from Shakespeare’s As
You Like It, one of a set of five Shakespeare settings
published in 1921. Originally conceived as a duet, as in
the original play, it is more widely known as a solo
song. From the same group comes Take, O take those
lips away2, taken from Measure for Measure. An
earlier group of three Shakespeare songs was published
in 1905 and includes O Mistress mine3 from Twelfth
Night, while the moving How should I your true love
know4 is a setting of Ophelia’s song from Hamlet. It
was published as one of a set of four Shakespeare songs
in 1933. Orpheus with his lute5 from Henry VIII,
attributed to Fletcher in that collaborative play,
appeared in 1939. This is here followed by Hark! Hark,
the lark 6 , a setting from 1946 of words from
Shakespeare’s Cymbeline.

Ca’ the yowes7 and Ye banks and braes9 are
arrangements of traditional songs, published in 1947 in
The Arnold Book of Old Songs, which also includes
Charlie is my darling8, with its nod to Scottish
musical activities. 

Roger Quilter (1877-1953)
Songs
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Quilter shared with other English composers a wide
knowledge of the literature of his country, a source of
continuing inspiration. His Shelley setting I arise from
dreams of thee0 was originally conceived for tenor
and orchestra and so performed in 1929 by Mark
Raphael at the Harrogate Festival. Other Shelley
settings include Love’s Philosophy@ from 1905 and
Music when soft voices die!, written in 1927.

Spring is at the door# is one of three settings of
less distinguished verses by Nora Hopper and dates
from 1914. It is succeeded here by a setting of Ernest
Dowson’s nostalgic Passing Dreams$, one of a 1908
set of Dowson settings, Four Songs of Sorrow. Settings
of Arthur Maquarie’s Autumn Evening% and
W.E.Henley’s A last year’s rose¡ come from a set of
four songs dating from 1910. The 1924 I sing of a
maiden̂ , returns to the fifteenth century carol familiar
in Peter Warlock’s setting and in Benjamin Britten’s A
Ceremony of Carols.

Quilter’s Three Pastoral Songsset verses by a
contemporary Irish poet, Joseph Campbell. It dates
from 1921 and was designed originally for low voice
and piano trio. I will go with my father a-ploughing&,
also set by Ivor Gurney, is followed by Cherry Valley
* and I wish and I wish(.

Go, lovely rose), a fine setting of a poem by the
royalist seventeenth-century poet Edmund Waller, was
written in 1923. With Amaryllis at the fountain™,
written in 1914, comes a setting of an anonymous
sixteenth-century pastoral poem, while the 1926 I dare
not ask a kiss£ is taken from Five Jacobean Lyrics, a

setting of words by his continuing source of inspiration,
Robert Herrick. The 1904 setting of Tennyson’s Now
sleeps the crimson petal¢ takes verses from a song in
the poet’s The Princess.

The cycle of songs To Juliasets poems taken from
Herrick’s Hesperides. The poet and his beloved Julia
are heard in motifs in the Prelude∞, leading to the
lively The Bracelet§, and tender love-songs, The
Maiden Blush¶ and the very well-known To Daisies
•. The Night Pieceª returns to a livelier mood,
contrasted with the gentler mood of Julia’s Hair º.
There is a brief Interlude⁄, after which the cycle ends
with Cherry Ripe¤. Dating from 1906, the songs were
later arranged for instrumental accompaniment, the
version here recorded. The work is Quilter’s only song
cycle, unified in conception and by its related use of
recurring motifs.

The last song included here is a setting of Love calls
through the summer night‹ by the writer Rodney
Bennett, father of the composer Richard Rodney
Bennett, a writer whose name was once often heard, not
least in his writing for children. Bennett collaborated
with Quilter in assembling texts for The Arnold Book of
Old Songsand in the 1936 light opera, first staged at
Covent Garden as Julia, for which he provided the
lyrics. The work was revised, appearing under various
titles, including, in 1940, that of Rosmé, from which this
song is taken, a light-hearted conclusion to the present
recording.

Keith Anderson
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And when I shall meet 
Thy silvery feet 
My soul I’ll pour into thee.

º Julia’s Hair

Dew sat on Julia’s hair 
And spangled too, 
Like leaves that laden are 
With trembling dew 
Or glittered to my sight, 
As when the beams 
Have their reflected light 
Danced by the streams.

¤ Cherry Ripe

‘Cherry ripe, ripe’ I cry 
‘Full and fair ones, come and buy!’ 
If so be you ask me where 
They do grow, I answer, ‘There 
Where my Julia’s lips do smile, 
There’s the land, or cherry isle, 
Whose plantations fully show 
All the year where cherries grow.’ 
‘Cherry ripe, ripe’ I cry 
‘Full and fair ones, come and buy!’

‹ Love calls through the summer night
Poem by Rodney Bennett(1890-1948)

Far in the darkness a nightingale is singing,
Singing his love and sorrow to the moon;
Lost in the branches, the night wind, winging,
Wakens the leaves to a low sweet tune.
Oft have I heard them, nights unending,

Heard them and loved them and gone my way;
Now with their passion a new note is blending,
Born of their beauty but more than they.

Love calls through the summer night,
Love sings with a strange delight,

Calls our young hearts to find his way,
Let him lead us where’er he may.

Dear heart, shall he call in vain
When ne’er he may ask again?
Ah! Love, wherever you lead us,
We follow the road of dreams tonight.

Swift to the dawn the enchanted hours are flying,
Bringing the time of waking all too soon,
Songs will be hushed, and the lovelight, dying,
Pass with the stars and the waning noon.

Come as it may with tears or laughter, 
Bring as it will either rose or rue, 
Why should we care for what may come after? 
Still for a while, only dreams are true.

Love calls through the summer night, 
Love sings with a strange delight, 
Calls our young hearts to find his way, 
Let him lead us where’er he may. 

Dear heart, shall he call in vain, 
When ne’er he may ask again? 
Ah! Love, together wherever you lead us, 
We take the wonderful road, the roadway of dreams. 
Follow, come follow, love of my heart, tonight.

© 1940 Ascherberg Hopwood & Crew Ltd, 
London W6 8BS
Reproduced by permission of International Music
Publications Ltd. All Rights Reserved.

Anthony Rolfe Johnson

One of Britain’s most distinguished singers, Anthony Rolfe Johnson enjoys a busy career that includes concerts
with the major orchestras and festivals in the United Kingdom and in the world’s leading musical centres. He has
sung with the Chicago Symphony Orchestra under Solti, the Boston Symphony under Ozawa, the New York
Philharmonic under Rostropovitch and Masur, the Cleveland Orchestra under Rattle and the Berlin Philharmonic
under Levine. Conductors with whom he has worked also include Giulini, Harnoncourt, Rozhdestvensky, Eliot
Gardiner, Mackerras, Tennstedt, Boulez, Haitink and Abbado. He has a vast range of recordings to his name,
reflecting his world-wide reputation as an interpreter of Bach, Handel, Haydn, Mozart and Britten. Anthony Rolfe
Johnson made his international operatic début as Fenton at the Glyndebourne Festival. He has since sung an
extensive repertoire in the world’s great opera houses. In London his rôles include Don Ottavio, Tamino, Ferrando,
Belmonte, Essex in Britten’s Gloriana, the Male Chorus in The Rape of Lucretia, Florestan in Fidelio and the title
rôles in Monteverdi’s Ulyssesand Orfeo. He has sung the title role in Idomeneoat the Salzburg Festival, the Vienna
State Opera, the Paris Opéra and the Metropolitan Opera, Aschenbach in Geneva, Edinburgh and the Met, and Peter
Grimes at the Savonlinna and Glyndebourne festivals, in Tokyo, Munich and at the Met. He is a regular guest at the
Monnaie in Brussels and with the Netherlands Opera. He was made a C.B.E. in the 1992 Queen’s Birthday
Honours.
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Lisa Milne

The soprano Lisa Milne studied at the Royal Scottish Academy of Music and Drama. She has been closely
associated with Scottish Opera throughout her career, her many performances with the company including the rôles
of Adele in Die Fledermaus, Adina in L’elisir d’amore, and four great Mozart rôles, Zerlina, Ilia, Despina and
Susanna. She has also appeared with the English National Opera, Stuttgart Opera, Royal Danish Opera and Dallas
Opera. At the Glyndebourne Festival she has sung the title rôles in Handel’s Theodoraand Rodelinda, Micaela in
Carmen, and Marzelline in a new production of Fidelio under Simon Rattle. Her international concert engagements
include performances with leading conductors, and she appears regularly at the BBC Proms and Edinburgh
Festival. She has appeared in recital at the Wigmore Hall, the City of London Festival and the Aix-en-Provence
Festival.
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No, no, the utmost share
Of my desire shall be
Only to kiss that air
That lately kissed thee.

¢ Now sleeps the crimson petal
Poem by Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white
Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;
Nor winks the gold fin in the porph’ry font:
The firefly wakens: waken thou with me.
Now folds the lily all her sweetness up 
And slips into the bosom of the lake: 
So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip 
Into my bosom and be lost in me.

To Julia
Poems by Robert Herrick

§ The Bracelet

Why I tie about thy wrist, 
Julia, this my silken twist 
For what other reason is’t, 
But to shew thee how in part 
Thou my pretty captive art? 
But thy bond-slave is my heart. 
’Tis but silk that bindeth thee, 
Knap the thread and thou art free, 
But ’tis otherwise with me; 
I am bound, and fast bound so 
That from thee I cannot go; 
If I could, I would not so.

¶ The Maiden Blush

So look the mornings when the sun 
Paints them with fresh vermilion; 
So cherries blush and Kathern pears 
And apricots in youthful years; 
So corals look more lovely red 
And rubies lately polished; 

So purest diaper doth shine 
Stain’d by the beams of claret wine:
As Julia looks when she doth dress 
Her either cheek with bashfulness.

• To Daisies

Shut not so soon, the dull-eyed night 
Has not as yet begun 
To make a seizure on the light, 
Or to seal up the sun. 

No marigolds yet closed are, 
No shadows great appear, 
Nor doth the early shepherd’s star 
Shine like a spangle here. 

Stay but till my Julia close 
Her life-begetting eye, 
And let the whole world then dispose 
Itself to live or die.

ª The Night Piece

Her eyes the glow-worm lend thee, 
The shooting stars attend thee, 
And the elves also, 
Whose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of fire befriend thee.

No will-o’-the wisp mislight thee, 
Nor snake or slow-worm bite thee, 
But on thy way, 
Not making a stay, 
Since ghost there’s none to afflight thee.

Let not the dark thee cumber,
What tho’ the moon does slumber?
The stars of night 
Will lend thee their light 
Like tapers clear without number.
Then Julia, let me woo thee, 
Thus to come unto me 

8.5571165

Graham Johnson

Graham Johnson is recognised as one of the world’s leading vocal accompanists. Born in Rhodesia, he came to
London to study in 1967. After leaving the Royal Academy of Music his teachers included Gerald Moore and
Geoffrey Parsons. In 1972 he was the official pianist at Peter Pears’ first master-classes at The Maltings, Snape,
which brought him into contact with Benjamin Britten, a link which strengthened his determination to accompany.
In 1976 he formed the Songmakers’ Almanac to explore neglected areas of piano-accompanied vocal music; the
founder singers were Dame Felicity Lott, Ann Murray, Anthony Rolfe Johnson and Richard Jackson, artists with
whom he has established long and fruitful collaborations both on the concert platform and in the recording studio.
Some two hundred and fifty Songmakers’ programmes have been presented over the years. Graham Johnson has
accompanied such distinguished singers as Sir Thomas Allen, Victoria de los Angeles, Elly Ameling, Arleen
Auger, Brigitte Fassbaender, Matthias Goerne, Thomas Hampson, Simon Keenlyside, Philip Langridge, Serge
Leiferkus, Edith Mathis, Lucia Popp, Christoph Prégardien, Dame Margaret Price, Dorothea Röschmann, Peter
Schreier, Dame Elisabeth Schwarzkopf, and Sarah Walker. His relationship with the Wigmore Hall is a special
one. He devised and accompanied concerts in the hall’s re-opening series in 1994, and in its centenary celebrations
in 2001. He has been chairman of the jury for the Wigmore Hall Song Competition since its inception. He is Senior
Professor of Accompaniment at the Guildhall School of Music and has led a biennial scheme for Young
Songmakers since 1985. His achievements include  the devising and accompaniment of a set of complete Schubert
Lieder on 37 discs for Hyperion Records, to be followed by a complete Schumann series, and there is an ongoing
French song series to include the complete songs of such composers as Chausson, Chabrier and Fauré. All these
discs are issued with Graham Johnson’s own programme notes. He has also recorded for Sony, BMG, Harmonia
Mundi, Forlane, EMI and DGG. Awards include the Gramophone solo vocal award in 1989 (with Dame Janet
Baker) 1996 (Die schöne Müllerinwith Ian Bostridge) 1997 (for the inauguration of the Schumann series with
Christine Schäfer) and 2001 (with Magdalena Kozena). He was The Royal Philharmonic Society’s Instrumentalist
of the Year in 1998; in June 2000 he was elected a member of the Royal Swedish Academy of Music. He is author
of The Songmakers’ Almanac; Twenty years of recitals in Londonand The French Song Companionfor Oxford
University Press. He was made an OBE in the 1994 Queen’s Birthday Honours list, and in 2002 he was created
Chevalier in the Ordre des Arts et Lettres by the French Government. 

Duke Quartet

Acclaimed by audiences and press for their powerful performances both live and recorded, the Duke Quartet has
established itself as one of Britain’s most exciting string quartets. At home with music from Haydn to Heavy
Metal, and sought after by choreographers and musicians of the highest calibre they work both within and outside
the classical genre. Their dynamic style and consummate musicianship have won a considerable following
throughout Europe. Recordings by the quartet include releases of works by Barber, Dvor˘ák, Kevin Volans and
Glass.
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Into my sleep 
As soft as a dream
At evenfall, 
When the crickets sing 
And the curlews call; 
And ‘tis I would wake 
For no new morrow 
On the grey round 
Of this world of sorrow.

) Go, lovely rose
Poem by Edmund Waller(1606-1687)

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

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

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

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

¡ A last year’s rose
Poem by W. E. Henley(1849-1903)

From the brake the nightingale 
Sings exulting to the rose; 
Though he sees her waxing pale 
In her passionate repose 
While she triumphs waxing frail, 
Fading, fading even while she glow 
Though he knows 
How it goes 
Knows of last year’s nightingale, 
Dead with last year’s rose.
Wise the enamoured nightingale, 
Wise the well-beloved rose! 
Love and life shall still prevail, 
Nor the silence, at the close 
Break the magic of the tale 
In the telling, though it shows, 
Who but knows 
How it goes! 
Life a last year’s nightingale, 
Love a last year’s rose.

™ Amaryllis at the fountain
Anonymous, 16th century poem

Crowned with flowers I saw fair Amaryllis 
With Thyrsis sit hard by a fount of crystal;
And with her hand, more white than snow or lilies,
On sand she wrote, ‘My faith shall be immortal.’
But suddenly a storm of wind and weather
Blew all her faith and sand away together.

£ I dare not ask a kiss
Poem by Robert Herrick(1591-1674)

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

8.557116 6

1 It was a lover and his lass
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

It was a lover and his lass,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
That o’er the green com-field did pass,
In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding;
Sweet lovers love the spring.

Between the acres of the rye,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
These pretty country folks would lie,
In the springtime, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding;
Sweet lovers love the spring.

This carol they began that hour,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
How that a life was but a flower
In the springtime, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding;
Sweet lovers love the spring.

And therefore take the present time,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
For love is crowned with the prime, 
In the springtime, the only pretty ring time 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding; 
Sweet lovers love the spring.

2 Take, O take those lips away
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

Take, O take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn; 
And those eyes, the break of day, 
Light that do mislead the morn; 
But my kisses bring again, 
Seals of love, but sealed in vain.

3 O Mistress mine
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

O mistress mine, where are you roaming? 
Oh stay and hear; your true love’s coming, 
That can sing both high and low: 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 
Journeys end in lovers meeting, 
Ev’ry wise man’s son doth know.

What is love? ’tis not hereafter; 
Present mirth hath present laughter; 
What’s to come is still unsure:
In delay there lies no plenty; 
Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty, 
Youth’s a stuff will not endure.

4 How should I your true love know?
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

How should I your true love know 
From another one? 
By his cockle hat and staff, 
And his sandal shoon.

He is dead and gone, lady, 
He is dead and gone; 
At his head a grass-green turf, 
At his heels a stone.

White his shroud as the mountain snow, 
Larded with sweet flow’rs, 
Which bewept to the grave did go 
With true-love show’rs.

5 Orpheus with his lute
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

Orpheus with his lute made trees, 
And the mountain tops that freeze, 
Bow themselves when he did sing: 
To his music plants and flow’rs 
Ever sprung; as sun and show’rs 
There had made a lasting spring.
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Three Pastoral Songs
Poems by Joseph Campbell(1879-1944)

© 1922 Elkin & Co. Ltd. All rights reserved. 
Reproduced by permission.

& I will go with my father a-ploughing

I will go with my father a-ploughing
To the green field by the sea,
And the rooks and the crows and the sea-gulls
Will come flocking after me.
I will sing to the patient horses
With the lark in the shine of the air,
And my father will sing the plough-song
That blesses the cleaving share.

I will go with my father a-sowing
To the red field by the sea
And the rooks and the gulls and the starlings
Will come flocking after me.
I will sing to the striding sowers
With the finch on the flow’ring sloe,
And my father will sing the seed-song
That only the wise men know.

I will go with my father a-reaping
To the brown field by the sea,
And the geese and the crows and the children
Will come flocking after me.
I will sing to the weary reapers
With the wren in the heat of the sun,
And my father will sing the scythe song 
That joys for the harvest done.

* Cherry Valley

In Cherry Valley the cherries blow; 
The valley paths are white as snow, 
And in their time with clusters red 
The heavy boughs are crimsonéd. 
Now the low moon is looking through 
The glimmer of the honey-dew. 

A petal trembles to the grass, 
The feet of fairies pass and pass
In Cherry Valley the cherries blow, 
The valley paths are white as snow.

( I wish and I wish

I wish and I wish 
And I wish I were 
A golden bee 
In the blue of the air, 
Winging my way 
At the mouth of day 
To the honey marges 
Of Lochciuinban; 
Or a little green drake, 
Or a silver swan, 
Floating upon 
The stream of Aili, 
And I to be swimming 
Gaily, gaily.

I wish and I wish 
And I wish I could be 
A bud on a branch 
Of the red thorn tree 
That blows at the head 
Of Blanaid’s Bed, 
And sheds a petal 
At ev’ry breath; 
Or a white milestone 
On the shining path 
That climbs the cairn 
And dips the hollow, 
Up to the walls 
Of bright Maghmeala.

If wishes were fairies 
I would not stay, 
But they would wile 
My soul away; 
And peace would creep 

8.5571167

Ev’ry thing that heard him play, 
Ev’n the billows of the sea, 
Hung their heads and then lay by. 
In sweet music is such art, 
Killing care and grief of heart 
Fall asleep, or hearing, die.

6 Hark! Hark! the Lark
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

Hark! hark! the lark at heav’n’s gate sings, 
And Phoebus ’gins arise, 
His steeds to water at those springs 
On chaliced flow’rs that lies: 
And winking Marybuds begin 
To ope their golden eyes; 
With ev’rything that pretty bin 
My lady sweet, arise.

7 Ca’ the yowes to the knowes
Poem by Robert Burns(1759-1796)

Ca’ the yowes to the knowes 
Ca’ them whaur the heather grows, 
Ca’ them whaur the burnie rows, 
My bonnie dearie.

Hark, the mavis evening sang, 
Sounding Cluden’s woods amang; 
Then a faulding let us gang, 
My bonnie dearie.

Fair and lovely as thou art, 
Thou hast stolen my very heart; 
I can die but canna part, 
My bonnie dearie.

Ca’ the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca’ them whaur the heather grows, 
Ca’ them whaur the burnie rows, 
My bonnie dearie.

8 Charlie is my darling
Anonymous

Oh Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling, 
Oh Charlie is my darling, the young chevalier.

’Twas on a Monday morning, 
Right early in the year, 
When Charlie came to our town, 
The young chevalier. 
Oh Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling, 
Oh Charlie is my darling, the young chevalier.

As he cam’ marching up the street
The pipes play’d loud and clear,
And all the folk cam’ rinnin out
To meet the chevalier.
Oh Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling, 
Oh Charlie is my darling, the young chevalier.

Wi’ Hieland bonnets on their heads 
And claymores bright and clear, 
They cam’ to fight for Charlie 
And the young chevalier. 
Oh Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling, 
Oh Charlie is my darling, the young chevalier.

9 Ye banks and braes
Poem by Robert Burns(1759-1796)

Ye banks and braes o’ bonnie Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair! 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae weary fu’ o’ care? 
Thou’lt break my heart, thou warbling bird 
That wantons through the flowry thorn, 
Thou minds me o’ departed joys, 
Departed never to return.

Aft hae I rov’d by bonnie Doon, 
To see the rose and woodbine twine, 
And ilk a bird sang o’ its love; 
And fondly sae did I o’ mine. 
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Her eyes are April eyes, very fair.

After her footsteps follow 
The mullein and the mallow; 
She scatters golden powder on the sallow. 
She brings the crocus white, 
And golden aconite: 
She brings desire and doubting and delight.

The spring is at the door: 
She bears a golden store, 
Her maund with yellow 
Daffodils runneth o’er. 
Her rosy feet are bare, 
The wind is in her hair, and O!, 
Her eyes are April eyes, very fair.

$ Passing Dreams
Poem by Ernest Dowson(1867-1900)

They are not long, the weeping and the laughter,
Love and desire and hate:
I think they have no portion in us after
We pass the gate.

They are not long, the days of wine and roses:
Out of a misty dream
Our path emerges for a while, then closes
Within a dream.

% Autumn Evening
Poem by Arthur Maquarie(1874-?)

The yellow poplar leaves have strown
Thy quiet mound, thou slumberest
Where winter’s winds will be unknown;
So deep thy rest, so deep thy rest.

Sleep on, my love, thy dreams are sweet,
If thou hast dreams; the flow’rs I brought
I lay aside for passing feet,
Thou needest nought, thou needest nought.
The grapes are gather’d from the hills, 

The wood is piled, the song bird gone. 
The breath of early evening chills:
My love, my love, sleep on.

© Copyright 1910 by Boosey & Co. Ltd.
Reproduced by Permission of Boosey and Hawkes
Music Publishers Ltd.

^ An old carol
Anonymous, 15th century poem

I sing of a maiden 
That is matchless; 
King of all kings 
To her son she chose.

He came all so still 
There his mother was, 
As dew in April 
That falleth on the grass.

He came all so still
To his mother’s bow’r,
As dew in April
That falleth on the flow

He came all so still 
There his mother lay, 
As dew in April 
That falleth on the spray.

Mother and maiden 
Was never none but she; 
Well may such a lady 
Goddes mother be.
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Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 
Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree;

But my fause lover stole my rose, 
And ah! he left the thorn wi’ me.

0 I arise from dreams of thee
Poem by Percy Bysshe Shelley(1792-1822)

I arise from dreams of thee
In the first sweet sleep of night, 
When the winds are breathing low, 
And the stars are shining bright. 
I arise from dreams of thee, 
And a spirit in my feet 
Hath led me - who knows how? 
To thy chamber-window, sweet!

The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent stream – 
The Champak odours fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream; 
The nightingale’s complaint, 
It dies upon her heart, 
As I must on thine, 
O belovéd as thou art!

Oh lift me from the grass! 
I die! I faint! I fail! 
Let thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 
My cheek is cold and white, alas! 
My heart beats loud and fast: 
Oh press it to thine own again, 
Where it will break at last!

! Music, when soft voices die
Poem by Percy Bysshe Shelley(1792-1822)

Music, when soft voices die, 
Vibrates in the memory; 
Odours, when sweet violets sicken, 
Live within the sense they quicken.

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead, 
Are heap’d for the beloved’s bed; 
And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone, 
Love itself shall slumber on.

@ Love’s philosophy
Poem by Percy Bysshe Shelley(1792-1822)

The fountains mingle with the river 
And the rivers with the ocean; 
The winds of Heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion. 
Nothing in the world is single; 
All things, by a law divine, 
In one another’s being mingle, 
Why not I with thine?

See the mountains kiss high Heav’n,
And the waves clasp one another;
No sister flower would be forgiv’n
If it disdained its brother:
And the sunlight clasps the earth,
And the moonbeams kiss the sea,
What are all these kissings worth,
If thou kiss not me?

# Spring is at the door
Poem by Nora Hopper(1891-1906)

The spring is at the door: 
She bears a golden store, 
Her maund with yellow 
Daffodils runneth o’er. 
Her rosy feet are bare, 
The wind is in her hair, and O!, 
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Three Pastoral Songs
Poems by Joseph Campbell(1879-1944)

© 1922 Elkin & Co. Ltd. All rights reserved. 
Reproduced by permission.

& I will go with my father a-ploughing

I will go with my father a-ploughing
To the green field by the sea,
And the rooks and the crows and the sea-gulls
Will come flocking after me.
I will sing to the patient horses
With the lark in the shine of the air,
And my father will sing the plough-song
That blesses the cleaving share.

I will go with my father a-sowing
To the red field by the sea
And the rooks and the gulls and the starlings
Will come flocking after me.
I will sing to the striding sowers
With the finch on the flow’ring sloe,
And my father will sing the seed-song
That only the wise men know.

I will go with my father a-reaping
To the brown field by the sea,
And the geese and the crows and the children
Will come flocking after me.
I will sing to the weary reapers
With the wren in the heat of the sun,
And my father will sing the scythe song 
That joys for the harvest done.

* Cherry Valley

In Cherry Valley the cherries blow; 
The valley paths are white as snow, 
And in their time with clusters red 
The heavy boughs are crimsonéd. 
Now the low moon is looking through 
The glimmer of the honey-dew. 

A petal trembles to the grass, 
The feet of fairies pass and pass
In Cherry Valley the cherries blow, 
The valley paths are white as snow.

( I wish and I wish

I wish and I wish 
And I wish I were 
A golden bee 
In the blue of the air, 
Winging my way 
At the mouth of day 
To the honey marges 
Of Lochciuinban; 
Or a little green drake, 
Or a silver swan, 
Floating upon 
The stream of Aili, 
And I to be swimming 
Gaily, gaily.

I wish and I wish 
And I wish I could be 
A bud on a branch 
Of the red thorn tree 
That blows at the head 
Of Blanaid’s Bed, 
And sheds a petal 
At ev’ry breath; 
Or a white milestone 
On the shining path 
That climbs the cairn 
And dips the hollow, 
Up to the walls 
Of bright Maghmeala.

If wishes were fairies 
I would not stay, 
But they would wile 
My soul away; 
And peace would creep 
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Ev’ry thing that heard him play, 
Ev’n the billows of the sea, 
Hung their heads and then lay by. 
In sweet music is such art, 
Killing care and grief of heart 
Fall asleep, or hearing, die.

6 Hark! Hark! the Lark
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

Hark! hark! the lark at heav’n’s gate sings, 
And Phoebus ’gins arise, 
His steeds to water at those springs 
On chaliced flow’rs that lies: 
And winking Marybuds begin 
To ope their golden eyes; 
With ev’rything that pretty bin 
My lady sweet, arise.

7 Ca’ the yowes to the knowes
Poem by Robert Burns(1759-1796)

Ca’ the yowes to the knowes 
Ca’ them whaur the heather grows, 
Ca’ them whaur the burnie rows, 
My bonnie dearie.

Hark, the mavis evening sang, 
Sounding Cluden’s woods amang; 
Then a faulding let us gang, 
My bonnie dearie.

Fair and lovely as thou art, 
Thou hast stolen my very heart; 
I can die but canna part, 
My bonnie dearie.

Ca’ the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca’ them whaur the heather grows, 
Ca’ them whaur the burnie rows, 
My bonnie dearie.

8 Charlie is my darling
Anonymous

Oh Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling, 
Oh Charlie is my darling, the young chevalier.

’Twas on a Monday morning, 
Right early in the year, 
When Charlie came to our town, 
The young chevalier. 
Oh Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling, 
Oh Charlie is my darling, the young chevalier.

As he cam’ marching up the street
The pipes play’d loud and clear,
And all the folk cam’ rinnin out
To meet the chevalier.
Oh Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling, 
Oh Charlie is my darling, the young chevalier.

Wi’ Hieland bonnets on their heads 
And claymores bright and clear, 
They cam’ to fight for Charlie 
And the young chevalier. 
Oh Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling, 
Oh Charlie is my darling, the young chevalier.

9 Ye banks and braes
Poem by Robert Burns(1759-1796)

Ye banks and braes o’ bonnie Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair! 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae weary fu’ o’ care? 
Thou’lt break my heart, thou warbling bird 
That wantons through the flowry thorn, 
Thou minds me o’ departed joys, 
Departed never to return.

Aft hae I rov’d by bonnie Doon, 
To see the rose and woodbine twine, 
And ilk a bird sang o’ its love; 
And fondly sae did I o’ mine. 
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Into my sleep 
As soft as a dream
At evenfall, 
When the crickets sing 
And the curlews call; 
And ‘tis I would wake 
For no new morrow 
On the grey round 
Of this world of sorrow.

) Go, lovely rose
Poem by Edmund Waller(1606-1687)

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

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

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

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

¡ A last year’s rose
Poem by W. E. Henley(1849-1903)

From the brake the nightingale 
Sings exulting to the rose; 
Though he sees her waxing pale 
In her passionate repose 
While she triumphs waxing frail, 
Fading, fading even while she glow 
Though he knows 
How it goes 
Knows of last year’s nightingale, 
Dead with last year’s rose.
Wise the enamoured nightingale, 
Wise the well-beloved rose! 
Love and life shall still prevail, 
Nor the silence, at the close 
Break the magic of the tale 
In the telling, though it shows, 
Who but knows 
How it goes! 
Life a last year’s nightingale, 
Love a last year’s rose.

™ Amaryllis at the fountain
Anonymous, 16th century poem

Crowned with flowers I saw fair Amaryllis 
With Thyrsis sit hard by a fount of crystal;
And with her hand, more white than snow or lilies,
On sand she wrote, ‘My faith shall be immortal.’
But suddenly a storm of wind and weather
Blew all her faith and sand away together.

£ I dare not ask a kiss
Poem by Robert Herrick(1591-1674)

I dare not ask a kiss,
I dare not beg a smile,
Lest having that, or this,
I might grow proud the while.
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1 It was a lover and his lass
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

It was a lover and his lass,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
That o’er the green com-field did pass,
In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding;
Sweet lovers love the spring.

Between the acres of the rye,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
These pretty country folks would lie,
In the springtime, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding;
Sweet lovers love the spring.

This carol they began that hour,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
How that a life was but a flower
In the springtime, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding;
Sweet lovers love the spring.

And therefore take the present time,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
For love is crowned with the prime, 
In the springtime, the only pretty ring time 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding; 
Sweet lovers love the spring.

2 Take, O take those lips away
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

Take, O take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn; 
And those eyes, the break of day, 
Light that do mislead the morn; 
But my kisses bring again, 
Seals of love, but sealed in vain.

3 O Mistress mine
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

O mistress mine, where are you roaming? 
Oh stay and hear; your true love’s coming, 
That can sing both high and low: 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 
Journeys end in lovers meeting, 
Ev’ry wise man’s son doth know.

What is love? ’tis not hereafter; 
Present mirth hath present laughter; 
What’s to come is still unsure:
In delay there lies no plenty; 
Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty, 
Youth’s a stuff will not endure.

4 How should I your true love know?
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

How should I your true love know 
From another one? 
By his cockle hat and staff, 
And his sandal shoon.

He is dead and gone, lady, 
He is dead and gone; 
At his head a grass-green turf, 
At his heels a stone.

White his shroud as the mountain snow, 
Larded with sweet flow’rs, 
Which bewept to the grave did go 
With true-love show’rs.

5 Orpheus with his lute
Poem by William Shakespeare(1564-1616)

Orpheus with his lute made trees, 
And the mountain tops that freeze, 
Bow themselves when he did sing: 
To his music plants and flow’rs 
Ever sprung; as sun and show’rs 
There had made a lasting spring.
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No, no, the utmost share
Of my desire shall be
Only to kiss that air
That lately kissed thee.

¢ Now sleeps the crimson petal
Poem by Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white
Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;
Nor winks the gold fin in the porph’ry font:
The firefly wakens: waken thou with me.
Now folds the lily all her sweetness up 
And slips into the bosom of the lake: 
So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip 
Into my bosom and be lost in me.

To Julia
Poems by Robert Herrick

§ The Bracelet

Why I tie about thy wrist, 
Julia, this my silken twist 
For what other reason is’t, 
But to shew thee how in part 
Thou my pretty captive art? 
But thy bond-slave is my heart. 
’Tis but silk that bindeth thee, 
Knap the thread and thou art free, 
But ’tis otherwise with me; 
I am bound, and fast bound so 
That from thee I cannot go; 
If I could, I would not so.

¶ The Maiden Blush

So look the mornings when the sun 
Paints them with fresh vermilion; 
So cherries blush and Kathern pears 
And apricots in youthful years; 
So corals look more lovely red 
And rubies lately polished; 

So purest diaper doth shine 
Stain’d by the beams of claret wine:
As Julia looks when she doth dress 
Her either cheek with bashfulness.

• To Daisies

Shut not so soon, the dull-eyed night 
Has not as yet begun 
To make a seizure on the light, 
Or to seal up the sun. 

No marigolds yet closed are, 
No shadows great appear, 
Nor doth the early shepherd’s star 
Shine like a spangle here. 

Stay but till my Julia close 
Her life-begetting eye, 
And let the whole world then dispose 
Itself to live or die.

ª The Night Piece

Her eyes the glow-worm lend thee, 
The shooting stars attend thee, 
And the elves also, 
Whose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of fire befriend thee.

No will-o’-the wisp mislight thee, 
Nor snake or slow-worm bite thee, 
But on thy way, 
Not making a stay, 
Since ghost there’s none to afflight thee.

Let not the dark thee cumber,
What tho’ the moon does slumber?
The stars of night 
Will lend thee their light 
Like tapers clear without number.
Then Julia, let me woo thee, 
Thus to come unto me 
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Graham Johnson

Graham Johnson is recognised as one of the world’s leading vocal accompanists. Born in Rhodesia, he came to
London to study in 1967. After leaving the Royal Academy of Music his teachers included Gerald Moore and
Geoffrey Parsons. In 1972 he was the official pianist at Peter Pears’ first master-classes at The Maltings, Snape,
which brought him into contact with Benjamin Britten, a link which strengthened his determination to accompany.
In 1976 he formed the Songmakers’ Almanac to explore neglected areas of piano-accompanied vocal music; the
founder singers were Dame Felicity Lott, Ann Murray, Anthony Rolfe Johnson and Richard Jackson, artists with
whom he has established long and fruitful collaborations both on the concert platform and in the recording studio.
Some two hundred and fifty Songmakers’ programmes have been presented over the years. Graham Johnson has
accompanied such distinguished singers as Sir Thomas Allen, Victoria de los Angeles, Elly Ameling, Arleen
Auger, Brigitte Fassbaender, Matthias Goerne, Thomas Hampson, Simon Keenlyside, Philip Langridge, Serge
Leiferkus, Edith Mathis, Lucia Popp, Christoph Prégardien, Dame Margaret Price, Dorothea Röschmann, Peter
Schreier, Dame Elisabeth Schwarzkopf, and Sarah Walker. His relationship with the Wigmore Hall is a special
one. He devised and accompanied concerts in the hall’s re-opening series in 1994, and in its centenary celebrations
in 2001. He has been chairman of the jury for the Wigmore Hall Song Competition since its inception. He is Senior
Professor of Accompaniment at the Guildhall School of Music and has led a biennial scheme for Young
Songmakers since 1985. His achievements include  the devising and accompaniment of a set of complete Schubert
Lieder on 37 discs for Hyperion Records, to be followed by a complete Schumann series, and there is an ongoing
French song series to include the complete songs of such composers as Chausson, Chabrier and Fauré. All these
discs are issued with Graham Johnson’s own programme notes. He has also recorded for Sony, BMG, Harmonia
Mundi, Forlane, EMI and DGG. Awards include the Gramophone solo vocal award in 1989 (with Dame Janet
Baker) 1996 (Die schöne Müllerinwith Ian Bostridge) 1997 (for the inauguration of the Schumann series with
Christine Schäfer) and 2001 (with Magdalena Kozena). He was The Royal Philharmonic Society’s Instrumentalist
of the Year in 1998; in June 2000 he was elected a member of the Royal Swedish Academy of Music. He is author
of The Songmakers’ Almanac; Twenty years of recitals in Londonand The French Song Companionfor Oxford
University Press. He was made an OBE in the 1994 Queen’s Birthday Honours list, and in 2002 he was created
Chevalier in the Ordre des Arts et Lettres by the French Government. 

Duke Quartet

Acclaimed by audiences and press for their powerful performances both live and recorded, the Duke Quartet has
established itself as one of Britain’s most exciting string quartets. At home with music from Haydn to Heavy
Metal, and sought after by choreographers and musicians of the highest calibre they work both within and outside
the classical genre. Their dynamic style and consummate musicianship have won a considerable following
throughout Europe. Recordings by the quartet include releases of works by Barber, Dvor˘ák, Kevin Volans and
Glass.
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And when I shall meet 
Thy silvery feet 
My soul I’ll pour into thee.

º Julia’s Hair

Dew sat on Julia’s hair 
And spangled too, 
Like leaves that laden are 
With trembling dew 
Or glittered to my sight, 
As when the beams 
Have their reflected light 
Danced by the streams.

¤ Cherry Ripe

‘Cherry ripe, ripe’ I cry 
‘Full and fair ones, come and buy!’ 
If so be you ask me where 
They do grow, I answer, ‘There 
Where my Julia’s lips do smile, 
There’s the land, or cherry isle, 
Whose plantations fully show 
All the year where cherries grow.’ 
‘Cherry ripe, ripe’ I cry 
‘Full and fair ones, come and buy!’

‹ Love calls through the summer night
Poem by Rodney Bennett(1890-1948)

Far in the darkness a nightingale is singing,
Singing his love and sorrow to the moon;
Lost in the branches, the night wind, winging,
Wakens the leaves to a low sweet tune.
Oft have I heard them, nights unending,

Heard them and loved them and gone my way;
Now with their passion a new note is blending,
Born of their beauty but more than they.

Love calls through the summer night,
Love sings with a strange delight,

Calls our young hearts to find his way,
Let him lead us where’er he may.

Dear heart, shall he call in vain
When ne’er he may ask again?
Ah! Love, wherever you lead us,
We follow the road of dreams tonight.

Swift to the dawn the enchanted hours are flying,
Bringing the time of waking all too soon,
Songs will be hushed, and the lovelight, dying,
Pass with the stars and the waning noon.

Come as it may with tears or laughter, 
Bring as it will either rose or rue, 
Why should we care for what may come after? 
Still for a while, only dreams are true.

Love calls through the summer night, 
Love sings with a strange delight, 
Calls our young hearts to find his way, 
Let him lead us where’er he may. 

Dear heart, shall he call in vain, 
When ne’er he may ask again? 
Ah! Love, together wherever you lead us, 
We take the wonderful road, the roadway of dreams. 
Follow, come follow, love of my heart, tonight.

© 1940 Ascherberg Hopwood & Crew Ltd, 
London W6 8BS
Reproduced by permission of International Music
Publications Ltd. All Rights Reserved.

Anthony Rolfe Johnson

One of Britain’s most distinguished singers, Anthony Rolfe Johnson enjoys a busy career that includes concerts
with the major orchestras and festivals in the United Kingdom and in the world’s leading musical centres. He has
sung with the Chicago Symphony Orchestra under Solti, the Boston Symphony under Ozawa, the New York
Philharmonic under Rostropovitch and Masur, the Cleveland Orchestra under Rattle and the Berlin Philharmonic
under Levine. Conductors with whom he has worked also include Giulini, Harnoncourt, Rozhdestvensky, Eliot
Gardiner, Mackerras, Tennstedt, Boulez, Haitink and Abbado. He has a vast range of recordings to his name,
reflecting his world-wide reputation as an interpreter of Bach, Handel, Haydn, Mozart and Britten. Anthony Rolfe
Johnson made his international operatic début as Fenton at the Glyndebourne Festival. He has since sung an
extensive repertoire in the world’s great opera houses. In London his rôles include Don Ottavio, Tamino, Ferrando,
Belmonte, Essex in Britten’s Gloriana, the Male Chorus in The Rape of Lucretia, Florestan in Fidelio and the title
rôles in Monteverdi’s Ulyssesand Orfeo. He has sung the title role in Idomeneoat the Salzburg Festival, the Vienna
State Opera, the Paris Opéra and the Metropolitan Opera, Aschenbach in Geneva, Edinburgh and the Met, and Peter
Grimes at the Savonlinna and Glyndebourne festivals, in Tokyo, Munich and at the Met. He is a regular guest at the
Monnaie in Brussels and with the Netherlands Opera. He was made a C.B.E. in the 1992 Queen’s Birthday
Honours.
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Lisa Milne

The soprano Lisa Milne studied at the Royal Scottish Academy of Music and Drama. She has been closely
associated with Scottish Opera throughout her career, her many performances with the company including the rôles
of Adele in Die Fledermaus, Adina in L’elisir d’amore, and four great Mozart rôles, Zerlina, Ilia, Despina and
Susanna. She has also appeared with the English National Opera, Stuttgart Opera, Royal Danish Opera and Dallas
Opera. At the Glyndebourne Festival she has sung the title rôles in Handel’s Theodoraand Rodelinda, Micaela in
Carmen, and Marzelline in a new production of Fidelio under Simon Rattle. Her international concert engagements
include performances with leading conductors, and she appears regularly at the BBC Proms and Edinburgh
Festival. She has appeared in recital at the Wigmore Hall, the City of London Festival and the Aix-en-Provence
Festival.
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Quilter shared with other English composers a wide
knowledge of the literature of his country, a source of
continuing inspiration. His Shelley setting I arise from
dreams of thee0 was originally conceived for tenor
and orchestra and so performed in 1929 by Mark
Raphael at the Harrogate Festival. Other Shelley
settings include Love’s Philosophy@ from 1905 and
Music when soft voices die!, written in 1927.

Spring is at the door# is one of three settings of
less distinguished verses by Nora Hopper and dates
from 1914. It is succeeded here by a setting of Ernest
Dowson’s nostalgic Passing Dreams$, one of a 1908
set of Dowson settings, Four Songs of Sorrow. Settings
of Arthur Maquarie’s Autumn Evening% and
W.E.Henley’s A last year’s rose¡ come from a set of
four songs dating from 1910. The 1924 I sing of a
maiden̂ , returns to the fifteenth century carol familiar
in Peter Warlock’s setting and in Benjamin Britten’s A
Ceremony of Carols.

Quilter’s Three Pastoral Songsset verses by a
contemporary Irish poet, Joseph Campbell. It dates
from 1921 and was designed originally for low voice
and piano trio. I will go with my father a-ploughing&,
also set by Ivor Gurney, is followed by Cherry Valley
* and I wish and I wish(.

Go, lovely rose), a fine setting of a poem by the
royalist seventeenth-century poet Edmund Waller, was
written in 1923. With Amaryllis at the fountain™,
written in 1914, comes a setting of an anonymous
sixteenth-century pastoral poem, while the 1926 I dare
not ask a kiss£ is taken from Five Jacobean Lyrics, a

setting of words by his continuing source of inspiration,
Robert Herrick. The 1904 setting of Tennyson’s Now
sleeps the crimson petal¢ takes verses from a song in
the poet’s The Princess.

The cycle of songs To Juliasets poems taken from
Herrick’s Hesperides. The poet and his beloved Julia
are heard in motifs in the Prelude∞, leading to the
lively The Bracelet§, and tender love-songs, The
Maiden Blush¶ and the very well-known To Daisies
•. The Night Pieceª returns to a livelier mood,
contrasted with the gentler mood of Julia’s Hair º.
There is a brief Interlude⁄, after which the cycle ends
with Cherry Ripe¤. Dating from 1906, the songs were
later arranged for instrumental accompaniment, the
version here recorded. The work is Quilter’s only song
cycle, unified in conception and by its related use of
recurring motifs.

The last song included here is a setting of Love calls
through the summer night‹ by the writer Rodney
Bennett, father of the composer Richard Rodney
Bennett, a writer whose name was once often heard, not
least in his writing for children. Bennett collaborated
with Quilter in assembling texts for The Arnold Book of
Old Songsand in the 1936 light opera, first staged at
Covent Garden as Julia, for which he provided the
lyrics. The work was revised, appearing under various
titles, including, in 1940, that of Rosmé, from which this
song is taken, a light-hearted conclusion to the present
recording.

Keith Anderson
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Roger Quilter was born in Hove in 1877 into
comfortable family circumstances. His father was Sir
Cuthbert Quilter, who in 1881 founded the National
Telephone Company and was for twenty years Liberal-
Unionist Member of Parliament for the Suffolk
constituency of Sudbury. His early years were spent
largely at the family’s country house, Bawdsey Manor,
near the Suffolk town of Felixstowe. Quilter, who later
seemed slightly embarrassed by his background, had
his education at a private school in Farnborough and
then at Eton. In 1893, having decided to become a
musician, he began a period of four and a half years at
the Hoch Conservatory in Frankfurt, where he was a
pupil of Iwan Knorr and the piano teacher Ernst
Engesser. It was perhaps the latter, with his interest in
French song, who influenced the future direction of
Quilter’s talents as a composer. His contemporaries in
Frankfurt included Cyril Scott, Percy Grainger, Balfour
Gardiner and Norman O’Neill, and the Frankfurt Five
formed a group of friends both there and in later life,
although Grainger had reservations about O’Neill, a
musician who made his later career chiefly in the
theatre, for which he provided a quantity of incidental
music.

Returning to England in 1898, Quilter quickly
became known to the London public for his songs. His
Four Songs of the Sea, settings of his own verses, were
heard at the Crystal Palace in 1900, sung by Denham
Price. He was to owe much to Gervase Elwes, who sang
To Julia in 1905, and persuaded Boosey & Co. to
publish the cycle. Other singers were to follow the
example of Elwes, and Quilter’s songs were performed
by singers such as John Coates, Muriel Foster, Ada
Crossley, and Harry Plunket Green. His work was even
taken up by Melba, Clara Butt and Maggie Teyte, while
Quilter himself appeared as accompanist to his friend
Mark Raphael. The many songs Quilter wrote during
the course of some forty years form an important
element in English song repertoire of the first half of

the twentieth century, characteristic both of their period
and of romantic English song. He also wrote
instrumental music, for orchestra or for smaller
ensembles, and his A Children’s Overture, with its
well-known and skilfully deployed melodic material,
remains in occasional orchestral repertoire.
Quilter’s health gave frequent cause for anxiety over

the years. He suffered from bouts of depression and
found his homosexuality, necessarily concealed as far
as possible, a continuing burden. He was generous in
his support of fellow musicians, not least to Percy
Grainger, many of whose compositions he had
published at his own expense, and after the tragic death
of Gervase Elwes during an American tour, supported
the foundation in 1921 of the Musicians’ Benevolent
Fund. His final years were clouded by mental illness
and he died in 1953.

The present collection of Quilter’s songs starts with
It was a lover and his lass1, from Shakespeare’s As
You Like It, one of a set of five Shakespeare settings
published in 1921. Originally conceived as a duet, as in
the original play, it is more widely known as a solo
song. From the same group comes Take, O take those
lips away2, taken from Measure for Measure. An
earlier group of three Shakespeare songs was published
in 1905 and includes O Mistress mine3 from Twelfth
Night, while the moving How should I your true love
know4 is a setting of Ophelia’s song from Hamlet. It
was published as one of a set of four Shakespeare songs
in 1933. Orpheus with his lute5 from Henry VIII,
attributed to Fletcher in that collaborative play,
appeared in 1939. This is here followed by Hark! Hark,
the lark 6 , a setting from 1946 of words from
Shakespeare’s Cymbeline.

Ca’ the yowes7 and Ye banks and braes9 are
arrangements of traditional songs, published in 1947 in
The Arnold Book of Old Songs, which also includes
Charlie is my darling8, with its nod to Scottish
musical activities. 

Roger Quilter (1877-1953)
Songs
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1 It was a lover and his lass * § 2:40
Op. 23 No. 3

2 Take, O take those lips away § 1:22
Op. 23 No. 4

3 O mistress mine § 1:42
Op. 6 No .2

4 How should I your true love know * 2:03
Op. 30 No. 3

5 Orpheus with his lute § 2:06
Op. 32 No. 1

6 Hark! Hark! the lark § 1:03
7 Ca’ the yowes to the knowes * 2:32
8 Charlie is my darling * 1:28
9 Ye banks and braes * 2:51
0 I arise from dreams of thee § 4:30

Op. 29
! Music when soft voices die * 1:38

Op. 25 No. 5
@ Love’s philosophy § 1:24

Op. 3 No. 1
# Spring is at the door * 1:36

Op. 18 No. 4
$ Passing dreams § 1:54

Op. 10 No. 2
% Autumn evening * 3:02

Op. 14 No. 1
^ An old carol § 2:17

Op. 25 No. 3

Three Pastoral Songs * ‡ 17:16
Op. 22

& i I  will go with my father a-ploughing 2:22
* ii Cherry valley 2:46
( iii I wish and I wish 2:07

) Go lovely rose § 2:54
Op. 24 No. 3

¡ A last year’s rose * 2:24
Op. 14 No. 3

™ Amaryllis at the fountain * 1:03
Op. 15 No. 2

£ I dare not ask a kiss § 1:02
Op. 28 No. 3

¢ Now sleeps the crimson petal * 2:22
Op. 3 No. 2

To Julia § † 12:44
∞ Prelude 0:46
§ i The bracelet 1:43
¶ ii The maiden blush 1:49
• iii To daisies 2:11
ª iv The night piece 1:43
º v Julia’s hair 1:45
⁄ Interlude 0:29
¤ vi Cherry ripe 2:19

‹ Love calls through the summer night * § 5:34

Roger
QUILTER

(1877-1953)

Lisa Milne, Soprano*
Anthony Rolfe Johnson, Tenor §

Graham Johnson, Piano
The Duke Quartet †

Louisa Fuller ‡, Rick Koster, Violins 
John Metcalfe, Viola • Ivan McCready ‡, Cello

Roger
QUILTER

O Mistress Mine

To Daisies

Julia’s Hair

Go, Lovely Rose

Lisa Milne, Soprano

Anthony Rolfe Johnson, Tenor

Graham Johnson, Piano

The Duke Quartet

DDD
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The English Song Series • 5
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Originally released by Collins Classics, this recording covers 40 years of Quilter’s career,
ranging from the anonymous 15th century An old carol, by way of the great 16th and 17th
century English poets, who inspired Quilter to some of his finest songs, to poems by Irish
contemporaries. With over 100 songs to his name, Quilter holds a firm place in the history
of English Romantic Song. DDD
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Roger
QUILTER

(1877-1953)

1 It was a lover and his lass 2:40
2 Take, O take those lips away 1:22
3 O mistress mine 1:42
4 How should I your true love know 2:03
5 Orpheus with his lute 2:06
6 Hark! Hark! the lark 1:03
7 Ca’ the yowes to the knowes 2:32
8 Charlie is my darling 1:28
9 Ye banks and braes 2:51
0 I arise from dreams of thee 4:30
! Music when soft voices die 1:38
@ Love’s philosophy 1:24

# Spring is at the door 1:36
$ Passing dreams 1:54
% Autumn evening 3:02
^ An old carol 2:17

&-( Three Pastoral Songs 17:16
) Go, lovely rose 2:54
¡ A last year’s rose 2:24
™ Amaryllis at the fountain 1:03
£ I dare not ask a kiss 1:02
¢ Now sleeps the crimson petal 2:22

∞-¤ To Julia 12:44
‹ Love calls through the summer night

5:34
Lisa Milne, Soprano • Anthony Rolfe Johnson, Tenor

Graham Johnson, Piano • The Duke Quartet

Recorded 29th-30th September and 1st October 1997 at All Saint’s Church, East Finchley, London
Producer: Mark Brown • Engineer: Anthony Howell • Booklet Notes: Keith Anderson

Steinway Concert Grand provided and maintained by Steinway & Sons, London
Publishers: Tracks 1-10, 12, 14-15, 21-32 (Boosey & Co. Ltd.); 11 (Hawkes & Son (London) Ltd.); 

13, 17-19 (Elkin & Co. Ltd.); 16 (Winthrop Rogers); 20, 33 (Warner Chappell Music Ltd.)
First issued on Collins Classics in 1998

A complete track list can be found on the last page of the booklet
Cover Picture: The Donkey by Henry Herbert La Thangue (1859-1929)

(David Messum Gallery, London / Bridgeman Art Library)
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72:19
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