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vos consciences. Quels hommes mûrs! Des yeux 
hébétés à la façon de la nuit d’été, rouges et noirs,
tricolores, d’acier pique d’étoiles d’or; des facies 
déformés, plombés, blêmis, incendiés; des
enrouements folâtres! 
La démarche cruelle des oripeaux! 
Il y a quelque jeunes...

O le plus violent Paradis de la grimace enragée!
Chinois, Hottentots, bohémiens, niais, hyènes, 
Molochs, vieilles démences, démons sinistres,
ils mêlent les tours populaires, maternels, avec 
les poses et les tendresses bestiales. 
Ils interpréteraient des pièces nouvelles 
et des chansons “bonnes filles”. 
Maîtres jongleurs, ils transforment le lieu et les 
personnes et usent de la comédie magnétique. 
J’ai seul la clef de cette parade sauvage.

( IX Départ
Assez vu. La vision s’est rencontrée à tous les airs.
Assez eu. Rumeurs de villes, le soir, 
et au soleil, et toujours.
Assez connu. Les arrêts de la vie.  
O Rumeurs et Visions!
Départ dans l’affection et le bruit neufs.

experience of your consciences. What strong men!
Their eyes stupefied like a summer’s night, 
red and black, tricoloured, steel with golden stars;
their faces deformed, leaden, pallid, burned; their
playful hoarse utterings!
The cruel demeanour of faded finery! 
There are some young ones…

O the most violent Paradise of the enraged grimace!
Chinese, Hottentots, gypsies, simpletons, hyenas,
Molochs, old madnesses, sinister demons, they
combine traditional, motherly turns, with bestial
tenderness and poses. 
They would perform new plays 
and virtuous songs. 
Master jugglers, they transform people and place
and make use of magnetic acting. 
Only I have the key to this wild circus. 

( IX Leaving
Seen enough. The vision was found everywhere. 
Had enough. Noise of cities, the evening,
in the sun and always. 
Known enough. Life’s standstills.  
Oh Noise and Visions!
Leaving with new affection and amid new sounds.

English translations: Susannah Howe
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The medium of the orchestral song-cycle is one that
much attracted Britten. His concept of an anthology of
sometimes diverse texts, unified by a common literary or
poetic theme was a favourite device to which he
returned several times. Although there had been several
distinguished precedents in the genre - by Berlioz, Ravel
and Elgar among others - it seems likely that Britten’s
main influence was Mahler, whose own examples of the
form Britten is known to have greatly admired. To the
four mature song-cycles with orchestra - Our Hunting
Fathers, Les Illuminations, Serenade and Nocturne -
should also be added a fifth, the very early Quatre
Chansons Françaises, unpublished and unperformed
during Britten’s lifetime, but posthumously unearthed
revealing a work of astonishing technical assurance and
an impressively mature and sensitive approach to word-
setting. These songs, ‘dedicated to Mr. and Mrs. R.V.
Britten on the twenty-seventh aniversary [sic] of their
wedding’, as the title-page of the manuscript score
reads, were composed during the summer of 1928 when
Britten was a schoolboy of just fourteen. In October of
the previous year he had begun private composition
lessons with Frank Bridge, whose cosmopolitan musical
outlook, unusual among elder British composers of the
time, opened the young Britten’s ears to the latest
musical trends coming from the continent. In any case it
is perhaps understandable, given that the texts are in
French, that the young composer should appropriate the
textures and sonorities of contemporary French music,
Debussy and Ravel in particular. Britten’s youthful
enthusiasm for Wagner is also revealed at the end of the
fourth song, Chanson d’Automne, whose closing bars
virtually paraphrase the ending of the Liebestod from
Tristan und Isolde. The harmonic idiom of the first song,

Nuits de Juin, shows another more unexpected and yet
more lasting influence, that of Alban Berg; but in the
light of the composer’s subsequent development, it is
perhaps the third song, L’enfance, that is the most
notable: Hugo’s poem tells of a child playing outside the
house while inside his mother lies dying. The theme of
childhood innocence in the context of death is familiar
from many  later Britten works and the quasi-dramatic
setting (the child’s play is represented by the solo flute’s
fragments of a traditional French nursery tune, Ah! tu
sortiras, Biquette) suggests the opera composer to come.

The world première of the Quatre Chansons
Françaises was not given until June 1980, when Heather
Harper performed them at the Aldeburgh Festival with
Steuart Bedford conducting the English Chamber
Orchestra. That they were never performed during the
composer’s lifetime is perhaps not surprising. Britten’s
style was developing at such a rate at this time that he
must have felt that the derivative (if highly
accomplished) musical language of these songs was
quickly redundant. Indeed, despite his compositional
fluency and facility, Britten’s path towards establishing
an individual voice was long and hard, and it was only
with the Sinfonietta of 1932 that he finally wrote a work
he deemed worthy of the designation of his official
‘opus 1’.

Three years later, in July 1935, Britten met the poet
W.H. Auden when both men were working for the GPO
Film Unit, an organization dedicated to the making of
educational documentary films. Their first collaboration
was for the film Coal Face in 1935, soon followed by
Night Mail in the following year. It was the success of
the latter in particular that encouraged the two men to
embark on projects of a more substantial nature, and in
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Battent l’écume —
Soulèvent les souches des ronces. 
Les courants de la lande, 
Et les ornières immenses du reflux, 
Filent circulairement vers l’est, 
Vers les piliers de la forêt, 
Vers les fûts de la jetée, 
Dont l’angle est heurté par des tourbillons de lumière.

^ VI Interlude
J’ai seul la clef de cette parade sauvage.

& VII Being Beauteous
Devant une neige un Etre de Beauté de 
haute taille. Des sifflements de mort et des cercles de
musique sourde font monter, s’élargir 
et trembler comme un spectre ce corps adoré: 
des blessures écarlates et noires éclatent dans les
chaires superbes. Les couleurs propres de la vie se
foncent, dansent, et se dégagent autour de la Vision,
sur le chantier. Et les frissons s’élèvent et grondent, 
et la saveur forcenée de ces effets se chargeant avec
les sifflements mortels et les rauques musiques que le
monde, loin derrière nous, lance sur notre mère de
beauté, - elle recule, elle se dresse. 
Oh! nos os sont revêtus d’un nouveau 
corps amoureux.

O la face cendrée, l’écusson de crin, 
les bras de cristal! 
Le canon sur lequel je dois m’abattre à travers 
la mêlée des arbres et de l’air léger!

* VIII Parade
Des drôles très solides. Plusieurs ont exploité vos 
mondes. Sans besoins, et peu pressés de mettre en 
œuvre leurs brillantes facultés et leur expérience de 

strike the foam —
lift up bramble stumps. 
The heathland currents 
and the immense ebb-tide furrows the 
flow in circles towards the east, 
towards the forest pillars, 
towards the pier shafts, 
whose corner is buffeted by whirling light. 

^ VI Interlude
Only I have the key to this wild circus. 

* VII Being Beauteous
Before a fall of snow, a Beauteous Being of 
great stature. Whistlings of death and rings of
faint music make this adored body rise, expand
and tremble like a ghost: 
scarlet and black wounds burst open in its 
superb flesh. The colours of life itself deepen,
dance and float around the Vision,
in the workyard. And shudders rise and roar, 
and the crazed flavour of these effects heightened
by the deathly whistlings and raucous music that
the world, far behind us, casts on our mother of
beauty — she draws back and stands tall. 
Oh! our bones are reclothed with a new, 
loving body. 

O the ash-grey face, the horsehair crest, 
the arms of glass!
The cannon on which I must fall through the fray
of trees and weightless air. 

* VIII Parade
Very robust scoundrels. Several have exploited
your worlds. Without need, and with little haste to
put into practice their brilliant skills and their
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1936 Auden devised the text for one of Britten’s most
important early works, his ‘symphonic cycle for high
voice and orchestra’ Our Hunting Fathers, composed
between May and July 1936. That Britten himself
viewed the work as something of a breakthrough is
confirmed by his describing it in a diary entry as ‘my
op.1 alright’. The work had been commissioned by the
Norfolk and Norwich Triennial Festival and was first
performed there in September 1936 by the soprano
Sophie Wyss with Britten himself conducting the
London Philharmonic Orchestra. The work was not a
success, however: the audience and critics seemed
baffled and, one suspects, somewhat scandalised by the
work and it failed to enter the repertoire. Indeed, apart
from a BBC broadcast performance conducted by
Adrian Boult the following year, it was not heard again
until 1950. Even today, it is seldom to be heard in the
concert-hall and must qualify as one of the most
neglected of Britten’s major works.

It is impossible to assess Our Hunting Fathers
adequately without knowing something of the turbulent
historical and political background of the period in
which it was written. Both Auden and Britten were (at
this time at least) socially conscious artists, committed
to the idea of the artist-in-society and actively engaged
with the political issues of the day. The diaries that
Britten kept during this period reflect his concern at
developing world events: the outbreak of the Spanish
Civil War and alarm at the rising tide of Fascism in
Europe. These factors undoubtedly played a significant
part in the conception and composition of Our Hunting
Fathers, ostensibly a song-cycle about man’s
relationship with animals, but also, by extension, about
man’s relationship with man. 

After the recitative-like Prologue, during which the
work’s musical motto of a descending major triad
climbing back to the minor third is introduced (at the

line ‘O pride so hostile to our charity’), Rats Away!
comes as a complete contrast with its shrill, wiry scoring
and virtuoso vocal pyrotechnics. The wild orchestral
flourishes, no doubt representing the scurrying rodents
on the move, gradually infest and finally swamp the
soprano’s attempt to exorcise the place by prayer (‘Et in
Nomine (Rats!) Patris’ etc.). Messalina’s lament for her
dead monkey contains the most overtly lyrical music in
the work, culminating in an impassioned climax on the
word ‘Fie’ which gradually winds down by way of a
striking series of solos for flute, oboe, clarinet and
saxophone in turn (the latter anticipating Britten’s
elegiac use of this instrument, shorn of its jazz
connotations, in the Sinfonia da Requiem and the scene
of the novice’s flogging in Billy Budd). The third
movement, Hawking for the Partridge (subtitled Dance
of Death) follows on without a break, the soprano
quietly but excitedly reciting the names of the hounds
participating in the hunt, along with a whooping figure
set to the words ‘Hey dogs hey!’ which features
prominently in the furious orchestral interlude that
forms the climax of the movement (and of the work as a
whole). The catch itself is marked by a fortissimo unison
on the muted brass, after which the soprano isolates the
two names ‘German, Jew’, signifying unambiguously
who is the hunter and who the hunted. The eloquent
phrases of the concluding Epilogue and Funeral March
are continually interrupted by a drily banal pattern on
the xylophone (calling to mind another key influence,
Shostakovich) whose impassive repetitions bring the
cycle to a disconcertingly equivocal and inconclusive
end.

In the summer of 1939 Britten left what he felt to be
the artistically uncongenial atmosphere of England in
search of a new life and fresh opportunities in America.
The extraordinarily liberating effect this move had on
his work is witnessed by the sheer number of substantial
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Les sauvages dansent sans cesse la fête de la nuit.

Quels bons bras, quelle belle heure me rendront 
cette région d’où viennent mes sommeils et mes 
moindres mouvements?

@ IIIa Phrase
J’ai tendu des cordes de clocher à clocher; 
des guirlandes de fenêtre à fenêtre; des chaînes d’or
d’étoile à étoile, et je danse.

# IIIb Antique
Gracieux fils de Pan! Autour de ton front couronné de 
fleurettes et de baies, tes yeux, des bleues précieuses, 
remuent. Tâchées de lies brunes, tes joues se creusent. 
Tes crocs luisent. Ta poitrine ressemble à une cithare,
des tintements circulent dans tes bras blonds. Ton 
coeur bat dans ce ventre où dort le double sexe. 
Promène-toi, la nuit, en mouvant doucement cette
cuisse, cette seconde cuisse et cette jambe de gauche.

$ IV Royauté
Un beau matin, chez un peuple fort doux, 
un homme et une femme superbes criaient 
sur la place publique: 
“Mes amis, je veux qu’elle soit reine!” 
“je veux être reine!” Elle riait et tremblait. 
Il parlait aux amis de révélation, d’épreuve terminée. 
Ils se pâmaient l’un contre l’autre.
En effet ils furent rois toute une matinée où les 
tentures carminées se relevèrent sur les maisons, et 
toute l’après-midi, où ils s’avancèrent du côté des 
jardins de palmes.

% V Marine
Les chars d’argent et de cuivre 
Les proues d’acier et d’argent —

Savages dance without cease to celebrate the night.

What kind arms, what precious hour will give me
back this place whence come my sleep and my
every movement?

@ IIIa Phrase
I have wreathed ropes from spire to spire; 
garlands from window to window; golden chains
from star to star, and I dance. 

# IIIb Antique
Graceful son of Pan! Below your brow crowned
with berries and little flowers, move your eyes,
precious orbs. Stained with brown, your cheeks
become hollow. Your fangs glisten. Your breast is
like a lyre and tinkling sounds run through your
fair arms. Your heart beats in the abdomen where
the dual sex sleeps. Walk, at night, gently moving
this thigh, this other thigh, and this left leg. 

$ Royalty
One fine morning, in a land of the most gentle
people, an imposing man and woman called out
in the town square:
“My friends, I want her to be queen!”
“I want to be queen!” She laughed and trembled. 
He told his friends of a revelation, an ordeal over.
They swooned over one another. 
They reigned in fact for the whole morning when
crimson hangings were draped from houses, and
all afternoon, when they walked towards 
the palm gardens. 

% Seascape
Silver and copper chariots,
steel and silver prows —

8.557206 4

scores he composed or completed within just over a year
of his arrival: the Violin Concerto, Young Apollo,
Canadian Carnival, Sinfonia da Requiem, Diversions,
the Michelangelo Sonnets, and his third orchestral song-
cycle, Les Illuminations for high voice and strings, for
which Britten turned to the French symbolist poetry of
Arthur Rimbaud. The work was completed in October
1939 and first performed in January 1940 at the Aeolian
Hall in London, again by Sophie Wyss, the work’s
dedicatee, with the Boyd Neel Orchestra, who two years
earlier had commissioned and given the first
performance of the Variations on a theme of Frank
Bridge in which Britten had demonstrated his mastery of
string orchestral technique. Of perhaps greater relevance
to Les Illuminations, however, is the ‘fanfare’ for piano
and strings that Britten had written earlier that year,
Young Apollo, Op.16, whose bold reliance on pure
triadic harmony is also a conspicuous feature of the
song-cycle. The opening movement of Les Illuminations
juxtaposes fanfare-like B flat and E major arpeggios on
the first violins and violas, reaching a climax in the
soloist’s entry with the work’s recurrent refrain, ‘J’ai
seul la clef de cette parade sauvage’. Villes employs
chains of triads a third apart to evoke the vivid
excitement of a city metropolis at night. The bell-like

harmonics of Phrase culminate in a luminous chord of B
flat major in preparation for the following song, Antique,
a slow dance with a strummed accompaniment from
violas and cellos played ‘like a guitar’ (this particular
setting is dedicated to Wulff Scherchen, with whom
Britten had enjoyed a close friendship in the months
leading up to his departure for the States). The mock-
pomp of Royauté and bright, energetic seascape of
Marine are followed, after the central Interlude, by the
cycle’s longest setting, Being Beauteous, which again
uses unsullied triads to symbolize a state of natural
perfection and beauty (significantly, this song is
dedicated ‘to P.N.L.P’, i.e. to Peter Neville Luard
Pears). Parade, on the other hand, is a ghostly but
incisive march which culminates in the soloist’s third
and final declamation of the motto theme. The final
Départ, however, returns to the more private, interior
world that, after the urgent topicality of Our Hunting
Fathers, would in future come to characterize some of
Britten’s best and most distinctive works including his
two later orchestral song-cycles, the Serenade and the
Nocturne.

Lloyd Moore
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That human company could so
His southern gestures modify
And make it his mature ambition

To think no thought but ours,
To hunger, work illegally,
And be anonymous?

W.H. Auden texts are reproduced with permission 
of Curtis Brown Group Ltd., London, 

on behalf of The Estate of W.H. Auden
Copyright © W.H. Auden

Les Illuminations, Op. 18
(Arthur Rimbaud (1854-1891))

0 I Fanfare
J’ai seul la clef de cette parade sauvage.

! II  Villes
Ce sont des villes! 
C’est un peuple pour qui se sont 
montés ces Alleghanys et ces Libans de rêve! 
Des chalets de cristal et de bois se meuvent sur des 

rails et des poulies invisibles. 
Les vieux cratères ceints de colosses et de palmiers de

cuivre rugissent mélodieusement dans les feux. 
Des cortèges de Mabs en robes rousses, 

opalines montent des ravines. 
Làhaut, les pieds dans la cascade et les ronces, 

les cerfs tettent Diane. 
Les Bacchantes des banlieues sanglotent 

et la lune brûle et hurle. 
Vénus entre dans les cavernes 

des forgerons et des ermites. 
Des groupes de beffrois chantent 

les idées des peuples. 
Des châteaux bâtis en os sort la musique inconnue. 
Le paradis des orages s’effondre. 

Illuminations, Op. 18
(Arthur Rimbaud (1854-1891))

0 I Fanfare
Only I have the key to this wild circus. 

! II Cities
These are cities! 
This is a people for whom the dreamlike 
Alleghanies and Mount Lebanon soared upwards!
Houses of glass and wood move along 

invisible pulleys and rails. 
Ancient craters circled by colossi and copper palm

trees roar tunefully in the midst of flames. 
Long processions of Mabs in russet 

and opaline gowns climb the ravines. 
Up above, their feet in the waterfalls and brambles,

stags suckle Diana. 
Bacchantes from the suburbs sob 

while the moon burns and howls. 
Venus goes into the caves 

of blacksmiths and hermits. 
The ideas of peoples are intoned 

from groups of belltowers. 
Unfamiliar music issues from castles built of bones. 
The paradise of storms collapses. 
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Felicity Lott

Felicity Lott was born and educated in Cheltenham, read French at Royal Holloway College, of which she is now
an Honorary Fellow, and singing at the Royal Academy of Music, of which she is a Fellow. Her operatic repertoire
ranges from Handel to Stravinsky, but she has built up her formidable international reputation as an interpreter of
the great rôles of Mozart and Strauss. At the Royal Opera House she has sung Anne Trulove, Blanche, Ellen Orford,
Eva, Countess Almaviva and under Mackerras, Tate, Davis and Haitink, the Marschallin. At the Glyndebourne
Festival her rôles include Anne Trulove, Pamina, Donna Elvira, Oktavian, Christine (Intermezzo), Countess
Madeleine (Capriccio) and the title-rôle in Arabella; in Paris at the Opéra Bastille, Opéra Comique, Châtelet and
Palais Garnier she has sung Cleopatra, Donna Elvira, Fiordiligi, Countess Madeleine, the title-rôle in La Belle
Hélène and the Marschallin. At the Metropolitan Opera, New York, she sang the Marschallin under Carlos Kleiber
and Countess Almaviva under James Levine. She has sung with the Berlin and Vienna Philharmonic and Chicago
Symphony Orchestras under Solti, the Munich Philharmonic under Mehta, the London Philharmonic under Haitink,
Welser-Moest and Masur, the Concertgebouworkest under Masur, the Boston Symphony under Previn, the New
York Philharmonic under Previn and Masur, the B.B.C. Symphony Orchestra with Sir Andrew Davis in London,
Sydney and New York and the Cleveland Orchestra under Welser-Moest in Cleveland and Carnegie Hall. A founder
member of The Songmakers’ Almanac, Felicity Lott has appeared on the major recital platforms of the world,
including the Salzburg, Prague, Bergen, Aldeburgh, Edinburgh and Munich Festivals, the Musikverein and
Konzerthaus in Vienna and the Salle Gaveau, Musée d’Orsay, Opéra Comique, Châtelet and Théâtre des Champs
Elysées in Paris. She has a particularly close association with the Wigmore Hall. Her many awards include honorary
doctorates at the Universities of Oxford, Loughborough, Leicester, London and Sussex and the Royal Academy of
Music and Drama Glasgow. She was made a CBE in the 1990 New Year Honours and in 1996 was created a Dame
Commander of the British Empire. In February 2003 she was awarded the title of Bayerische Kammersängerin. She
has also been awarded the titles Officier de l’Ordre des Arts et des Lettres and Chevalier de l’Ordre National de la
Légion d’Honneur by the French Government.
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Dominus, Deus, Sabaoth, Emmanuel, 
great name of God.

Deliver this place from rats and from all 
other shame.

God save this place from all other wicked wights,
Both by days and by nights.
Et in Nomine Patris et Filii et Sancti Spiritus,
Amen.

7 Messalina
(Anon.)

Ay me, alas, heigh ho, heigh ho!
Thus doth Messalina go 
Up and down the house a-crying, 
For her monkey lies a-dying. 
Death, thou art too cruel 
To bereave her of her jewel; 
Or to make a seizure 
Of her only treasure. 
If her monkey die 
She will sit and cry: 
Fie, fie, fie, fie, fie! 

8 Dance of Death (Hawking for the Partridge)
(Thomas Ravenscroft (c. 1592-1635))

Whurret! Duty Beauty
Quando Timble
Travel Trover
Jew Damsel

Hey dogs hey! Ware haunt hey!

Sith sickles and the shearing scythe 
Hath shorn the fields of late, 
Now shall our hawks and we be blithe, 
Dame Partridge ware your pate! 

Our murdering kites in all their flights 
Will seld or never miss 
To truss you ever and make your bale our bliss.

Whurret! Wanton Sugar Mistress
Sempster Faver Minx
Callis Dover Sant
Dancer Jerker Quoy

Whurret! Tricker Crafty Minion
Dido Civil Lemmon
Cherry Carver Courtier
Stately Ruler German let fly!

O well flown, eager kite, mark!
We falconers thus make sullen kites
Yield pleasure fit for kings,
And sport with them in those delights,
And oft in other things.

9 Epilogue
(W.H. Auden)

Our hunting fathers told the Story
Of the sadness of the creatures,
Pitied the limits and the lack
Set in their finished features;
Saw in the lion’s intolerant look,
Behind the quarry’s dying glare,
Love raging for the personal glory
That reason’s gift would add
The liberal appetite for power,
The rightness of a god.
Who nurtured in that fine tradition
Predicted the result,
Guessed love by nature suited to
The intricate way of guilt.

Phyllis Bryn-Julson

The soprano Phyllis Bryn-Julson was born in Bowdon, North Dakota, and trained as a pianist at Concordia College
in Moorhead, Minnesota. Encouraged by Gunther Schuller, she undertook vocal study at Tanglewood, later studying
at Syracuse University. In 1966 she made an acclaimed début with the Boston Symphony Orchestra in Berg’s Lulu
Suite. This success was followed by engagements with major orchestras throughout the United States, including the
New York Philharmonic under Pierre Boulez. Although she has sung a wide repertoire, the purity of her voice, a
three-octave E range, and perfect pitch have made her internationally renowned as an interpreter of twentieth-
century music. She has sung the premières of works, many of them written for her, by such composers as Leonard
Bernstein, David Del Tredici, Ned Rorem, Phillip Rhodes, Charles Wuorinen, Krzysztof Penderecki, Heinz
Holliger, and Boulez. In 1976 she made her stage début under Sarah Caldwell in Boston as Malinche in the
American première of Roger Sessions’s opera Montezuma. She made a critically acclaimed début at the Proms in
London the following year and has also appeared in opera at Covent Garden. She has toured throughout the world
with the Ensemble Intercontemporain under Boulez and given recitals at the Salzburg and Warsaw festivals, as well
as elsewhere in Europe, Israel, and North America. Phyllis Bryn-Julson has also taught in many venues, including
the Britten-Pears School and the Aix-en-Provence Festival, and she is professor of voice at the Peabody
Conservatory in Baltimore, Maryland. In 1988 she became the first American ever to give a master class at the
Moscow Conservatory.

English Chamber Orchestra

The English Chamber Orchestra, formed in 1960, enjoys an international reputation as one of the world’s most
celebrated ensembles. The orchestra undertakes a busy annual schedule of concert appearances, which include its
prestigious London series. Overseas touring fills approximately three months of the schedule each year and since its
first foreign tour the orchestra has performed in almost four hundred cities across the globe. Its world-wide
reputation is enhanced by its recordings of over a thousand works and includes numerous award-winning discs as
well as those of historic interest. Over the years the English Chamber Orchestra has formed lasting and fruitful
relationships with a multitude of great performers, with guest soloists including Maxim Vengerov, Mstislav
Rostropovich, Vladimir Ashkenazy, Joshua Bell, Pinchas Zukerman and Mitsuko Uchida amongst many others. In
2000 the widely acclaimed and highly individual Finnish musician Ralf Gothóni was appointed Principal Conductor,
and in 2004 Roy Goodman accepted the post of Principal Guest Conductor.
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Our Hunting Fathers, Op.8

5 Prologue
(W.H. Auden)

They are our past and our future; the poles
between which our desire unceasingly 

is discharged.
A desire in which love and hatred so perfectly
oppose themselves, that we cannot 

voluntarily move,
but await the extraordinary compulsion of the

deluge and the earthquake.
Their finish has inspired the limits of all arts and

ascetic movements.
Their affections and indifferences have been 

a guide
To all reformers and tyrants
Their appearances in our dreams of machinery have
brought a vision of nude and fabulous epochs.
O pride so hostile to our charity.
But what their pride has retained we may by charity
more generously recover.

6 Rats Away!
(Anon, modernised by W.H. Auden)

I command all the rats that are hereabout
That none dwell in this place, within or without:
Through the virtue of Jesus that Mary bore,
Whom all creatures must ever adore;
And through the virtue of
Mark, Matthew, Luke and John,
All four Archangels, that are as one;
Through the virtue of Saint Gertrude, 
that maid clean,
God grant in grace
That no rats dwell in the place
That these names were uttered in;
And through the virtue of Saint Kasi,
That holy man who prayed to God Almighty
Of the scathes they did
His meadows amid
By day and by night.
God bid them flee and go out of every man’s sight,

Et je pleure;

Et je m’en vais
Au vent mauvais
Qui m’emporte 
Deçà, delà, 
Pareil à la
Feuille morte.

and I weep;

And I fly away
with the unkind wind
which carries me
hither and thither,
just like
a dead leaf. 

8.5572067

Steuart Bedford

Steuart Bedford is recognised as one of today’s leading experts on the works of Benjamin Britten. As a result of his
former collaboration with the composer, he has conducted Britten’s operas throughout the world, including the
world première of Death in Venice in 1973, which was followed by the first recording of the work. From 1974 to
1998 he was one of the Artistic Directors of the Aldeburgh Festival eventually becoming Joint Artistic Director with
Oliver Knussen. Steuart Bedford has an extensive operatic repertoire and has worked with many of the world’s
greatest opera companies including English National Opera, the Royal Opera Covent Garden, Metropolitan Opera,
Opera North, Scottish Opera, Opéra de Paris, Brussels Opera, Monte Carlo Opera, Lausanne Opera, San Diego
Opera, Santa Fe Opera Festival, Canadian Opera Company, Vancouver Opera, and the Teatro Colón in Buenos
Aires. He is also highly regarded for his interpretations of the works of Mozart, with acclaimed performances at the
Garsington Opera and elsewhere. Although opera commitments take up much of his time, Steuart Bedford conducts
concert engagements, both in Britain and abroad, and has toured Australia, New Zealand, South America and
Scandinavia. He has worked with the English Chamber Orchestra (with whom he has toured all over the world), the
Scottish Chamber Orchestra, the Philharmonia, Royal Philharmonic, City of Birmingham Symphony Orchestra,
Royal Scottish National Orchestra, Northern Sinfonia, City of London Sinfonia, Teatro Colón, Gurzenich Orchestra,
Orchestre National de Bordeaux Aquitaine, Orchestre Philharmonique de Montpellier, Dortmund Philharmonic and
the BBC Orchestras.
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De ta jeunesse?

3 L’Enfance
(Victor Hugo)

L’enfant chantait; la mère au lit, 
exténuée, 

Agonisait, beau front dans l’ombre se penchant; 

La mort au-dessus d’elle errait dans la nuée; 
Et j’écoutais ce râle, et j’entendais ce chant.

L’enfant avait cinq ans, et près de la fenêtre 
Ses rires et ses jeux faisaient un charmant bruit; 
Et la mère, à côté de ce pauvre doux être 
Qui chantait tout le jour, toussait toute la nuit.

La mère alla dormir sous les dalles du cloître; 
Et le petit enfant se remit à chanter. – 
La douleur est un fruit; Dieu ne la fait pas croître 
Sur la branche trop faible encor pour le porter.

4 Chanson d’Automne
(Paul Verlaine)

Les sanglots longs
Des violons
De l’automne
Blessent mon cœur
D’une langueur
Monotone.

Tout suffocant
Et blême, quand
Sonne l’heure, 
Je me souviens 
Des jours anciens

with your youth?

3 Childhood
(Victor Hugo)

The child was singing; his mother, exhausted, 
lay dying

on the bed, her lovely brow turned towards 
the darkness;

death hovered in the shadows above her;
and I heard the groan, and I heard the song. 

The child was five years old, and by the window
his laughter and play made a lovely sound;
and his mother, beside this poor sweet soul
who sang all day, coughed all night long. 

She was laid to rest beneath the cloister slabs; 
and the little child began to sing again. —
Grief is a fruit; God does not make it grow
on a branch too weak to bear it. 

4 Autumn Song
(Paul Verlaine)

The long sobs
of the violins
of autumn
assault my heart
with a monotonous
languor. 

Suffocating
and ashen, when
the clock strikes,
I remember
days gone by

8.557206 8

Quatre Chansons Françaises, 
Op. posth (1928)

1 Nuits de Juin
(Victor Hugo)

L’été, lorsque le jour a fui, de fleurs couverte 
La plaine verse au loin un parfum enivrant; 
Les yeux fermés, l’oreille aux rumeurs ent’ouverte, 
On ne dort qu’à demi d’un sommeil transparent.

Les astres sont plus purs, l’ombre paraît meilleure: 
Un vague demi-jour teint le dôme éternel; 
Et l’aube douce et pâle, en attendant son heure, 
Semble toute la nuit errer au bas du ciel.

2 Sagesse
(Paul Verlaine)

Le ciel est, par-dessus le toit, 
Si bleu, si calme! 

Un arbre, par-dessus le toit, 
Berce sa palme.

La cloche dans le ciel qu’on voit 
Doucement tinte. 

Un oiseau sur l’arbre qu’on voit 
Chante sa plainte.

Mon Dieu, mon Dieu, la vie est là, 
Simple et tranquille. 

Cette paisible rumeur-là 
Vient de la ville.

- Qu’as tu fait, ô toi que voilà 
Pleurant sans cesse, 

Dis, qu’as-tu fait, toi que voilà, 

Four French Songs, Op. posth (1928)

1 June Nights
(Victor Hugo)

In summer, once day has fled, a heady perfume
floats into the distance from the flowery meadow;
eyes closed, ears still aware of gentle murmurs,
we sleep lightly, in a transparent slumber. 

The stars are purer, the darkness enhanced:
the eternal vault is tinged with a hazy half-light;
and dawn, sweet and pale, biding its time,
seems to wander the horizon throughout the night.  

2 Wisdom 
(Paul Verlaine)

Above the roof, the sky is
so blue, so calm!

Above the roof, a tree waves
its branches. 

The bell seen in the sky
gently chimes.

A bird seen in the tree
sings its lament.

My Lord, my Lord, life is there,
simple and tranquil.

That peaceful murmur
comes from the town.

What have you done, you there,
endlessly weeping,

tell me, what have you done, you there,
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Our Hunting Fathers, Op.8

5 Prologue
(W.H. Auden)

They are our past and our future; the poles
between which our desire unceasingly 

is discharged.
A desire in which love and hatred so perfectly
oppose themselves, that we cannot 

voluntarily move,
but await the extraordinary compulsion of the

deluge and the earthquake.
Their finish has inspired the limits of all arts and

ascetic movements.
Their affections and indifferences have been 

a guide
To all reformers and tyrants
Their appearances in our dreams of machinery have
brought a vision of nude and fabulous epochs.
O pride so hostile to our charity.
But what their pride has retained we may by charity
more generously recover.

6 Rats Away!
(Anon, modernised by W.H. Auden)

I command all the rats that are hereabout
That none dwell in this place, within or without:
Through the virtue of Jesus that Mary bore,
Whom all creatures must ever adore;
And through the virtue of
Mark, Matthew, Luke and John,
All four Archangels, that are as one;
Through the virtue of Saint Gertrude, 
that maid clean,
God grant in grace
That no rats dwell in the place
That these names were uttered in;
And through the virtue of Saint Kasi,
That holy man who prayed to God Almighty
Of the scathes they did
His meadows amid
By day and by night.
God bid them flee and go out of every man’s sight,

Et je pleure;

Et je m’en vais
Au vent mauvais
Qui m’emporte 
Deçà, delà, 
Pareil à la
Feuille morte.

and I weep;

And I fly away
with the unkind wind
which carries me
hither and thither,
just like
a dead leaf. 

8.5572067

Steuart Bedford

Steuart Bedford is recognised as one of today’s leading experts on the works of Benjamin Britten. As a result of his
former collaboration with the composer, he has conducted Britten’s operas throughout the world, including the
world première of Death in Venice in 1973, which was followed by the first recording of the work. From 1974 to
1998 he was one of the Artistic Directors of the Aldeburgh Festival eventually becoming Joint Artistic Director with
Oliver Knussen. Steuart Bedford has an extensive operatic repertoire and has worked with many of the world’s
greatest opera companies including English National Opera, the Royal Opera Covent Garden, Metropolitan Opera,
Opera North, Scottish Opera, Opéra de Paris, Brussels Opera, Monte Carlo Opera, Lausanne Opera, San Diego
Opera, Santa Fe Opera Festival, Canadian Opera Company, Vancouver Opera, and the Teatro Colón in Buenos
Aires. He is also highly regarded for his interpretations of the works of Mozart, with acclaimed performances at the
Garsington Opera and elsewhere. Although opera commitments take up much of his time, Steuart Bedford conducts
concert engagements, both in Britain and abroad, and has toured Australia, New Zealand, South America and
Scandinavia. He has worked with the English Chamber Orchestra (with whom he has toured all over the world), the
Scottish Chamber Orchestra, the Philharmonia, Royal Philharmonic, City of Birmingham Symphony Orchestra,
Royal Scottish National Orchestra, Northern Sinfonia, City of London Sinfonia, Teatro Colón, Gurzenich Orchestra,
Orchestre National de Bordeaux Aquitaine, Orchestre Philharmonique de Montpellier, Dortmund Philharmonic and
the BBC Orchestras.

557206bk Britten US  3/08/2004  09:00am  Page 10



8.55720611

Dominus, Deus, Sabaoth, Emmanuel, 
great name of God.

Deliver this place from rats and from all 
other shame.

God save this place from all other wicked wights,
Both by days and by nights.
Et in Nomine Patris et Filii et Sancti Spiritus,
Amen.

7 Messalina
(Anon.)

Ay me, alas, heigh ho, heigh ho!
Thus doth Messalina go 
Up and down the house a-crying, 
For her monkey lies a-dying. 
Death, thou art too cruel 
To bereave her of her jewel; 
Or to make a seizure 
Of her only treasure. 
If her monkey die 
She will sit and cry: 
Fie, fie, fie, fie, fie! 

8 Dance of Death (Hawking for the Partridge)
(Thomas Ravenscroft (c. 1592-1635))

Whurret! Duty Beauty
Quando Timble
Travel Trover
Jew Damsel

Hey dogs hey! Ware haunt hey!

Sith sickles and the shearing scythe 
Hath shorn the fields of late, 
Now shall our hawks and we be blithe, 
Dame Partridge ware your pate! 

Our murdering kites in all their flights 
Will seld or never miss 
To truss you ever and make your bale our bliss.

Whurret! Wanton Sugar Mistress
Sempster Faver Minx
Callis Dover Sant
Dancer Jerker Quoy

Whurret! Tricker Crafty Minion
Dido Civil Lemmon
Cherry Carver Courtier
Stately Ruler German let fly!

O well flown, eager kite, mark!
We falconers thus make sullen kites
Yield pleasure fit for kings,
And sport with them in those delights,
And oft in other things.

9 Epilogue
(W.H. Auden)

Our hunting fathers told the Story
Of the sadness of the creatures,
Pitied the limits and the lack
Set in their finished features;
Saw in the lion’s intolerant look,
Behind the quarry’s dying glare,
Love raging for the personal glory
That reason’s gift would add
The liberal appetite for power,
The rightness of a god.
Who nurtured in that fine tradition
Predicted the result,
Guessed love by nature suited to
The intricate way of guilt.

Phyllis Bryn-Julson

The soprano Phyllis Bryn-Julson was born in Bowdon, North Dakota, and trained as a pianist at Concordia College
in Moorhead, Minnesota. Encouraged by Gunther Schuller, she undertook vocal study at Tanglewood, later studying
at Syracuse University. In 1966 she made an acclaimed début with the Boston Symphony Orchestra in Berg’s Lulu
Suite. This success was followed by engagements with major orchestras throughout the United States, including the
New York Philharmonic under Pierre Boulez. Although she has sung a wide repertoire, the purity of her voice, a
three-octave E range, and perfect pitch have made her internationally renowned as an interpreter of twentieth-
century music. She has sung the premières of works, many of them written for her, by such composers as Leonard
Bernstein, David Del Tredici, Ned Rorem, Phillip Rhodes, Charles Wuorinen, Krzysztof Penderecki, Heinz
Holliger, and Boulez. In 1976 she made her stage début under Sarah Caldwell in Boston as Malinche in the
American première of Roger Sessions’s opera Montezuma. She made a critically acclaimed début at the Proms in
London the following year and has also appeared in opera at Covent Garden. She has toured throughout the world
with the Ensemble Intercontemporain under Boulez and given recitals at the Salzburg and Warsaw festivals, as well
as elsewhere in Europe, Israel, and North America. Phyllis Bryn-Julson has also taught in many venues, including
the Britten-Pears School and the Aix-en-Provence Festival, and she is professor of voice at the Peabody
Conservatory in Baltimore, Maryland. In 1988 she became the first American ever to give a master class at the
Moscow Conservatory.

English Chamber Orchestra

The English Chamber Orchestra, formed in 1960, enjoys an international reputation as one of the world’s most
celebrated ensembles. The orchestra undertakes a busy annual schedule of concert appearances, which include its
prestigious London series. Overseas touring fills approximately three months of the schedule each year and since its
first foreign tour the orchestra has performed in almost four hundred cities across the globe. Its world-wide
reputation is enhanced by its recordings of over a thousand works and includes numerous award-winning discs as
well as those of historic interest. Over the years the English Chamber Orchestra has formed lasting and fruitful
relationships with a multitude of great performers, with guest soloists including Maxim Vengerov, Mstislav
Rostropovich, Vladimir Ashkenazy, Joshua Bell, Pinchas Zukerman and Mitsuko Uchida amongst many others. In
2000 the widely acclaimed and highly individual Finnish musician Ralf Gothóni was appointed Principal Conductor,
and in 2004 Roy Goodman accepted the post of Principal Guest Conductor.
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That human company could so
His southern gestures modify
And make it his mature ambition

To think no thought but ours,
To hunger, work illegally,
And be anonymous?

W.H. Auden texts are reproduced with permission 
of Curtis Brown Group Ltd., London, 

on behalf of The Estate of W.H. Auden
Copyright © W.H. Auden

Les Illuminations, Op. 18
(Arthur Rimbaud (1854-1891))

0 I Fanfare
J’ai seul la clef de cette parade sauvage.

! II  Villes
Ce sont des villes! 
C’est un peuple pour qui se sont 
montés ces Alleghanys et ces Libans de rêve! 
Des chalets de cristal et de bois se meuvent sur des 

rails et des poulies invisibles. 
Les vieux cratères ceints de colosses et de palmiers de

cuivre rugissent mélodieusement dans les feux. 
Des cortèges de Mabs en robes rousses, 

opalines montent des ravines. 
Làhaut, les pieds dans la cascade et les ronces, 

les cerfs tettent Diane. 
Les Bacchantes des banlieues sanglotent 

et la lune brûle et hurle. 
Vénus entre dans les cavernes 

des forgerons et des ermites. 
Des groupes de beffrois chantent 

les idées des peuples. 
Des châteaux bâtis en os sort la musique inconnue. 
Le paradis des orages s’effondre. 

Illuminations, Op. 18
(Arthur Rimbaud (1854-1891))

0 I Fanfare
Only I have the key to this wild circus. 

! II Cities
These are cities! 
This is a people for whom the dreamlike 
Alleghanies and Mount Lebanon soared upwards!
Houses of glass and wood move along 

invisible pulleys and rails. 
Ancient craters circled by colossi and copper palm

trees roar tunefully in the midst of flames. 
Long processions of Mabs in russet 

and opaline gowns climb the ravines. 
Up above, their feet in the waterfalls and brambles,

stags suckle Diana. 
Bacchantes from the suburbs sob 

while the moon burns and howls. 
Venus goes into the caves 

of blacksmiths and hermits. 
The ideas of peoples are intoned 

from groups of belltowers. 
Unfamiliar music issues from castles built of bones. 
The paradise of storms collapses. 

8.5572065

Felicity Lott

Felicity Lott was born and educated in Cheltenham, read French at Royal Holloway College, of which she is now
an Honorary Fellow, and singing at the Royal Academy of Music, of which she is a Fellow. Her operatic repertoire
ranges from Handel to Stravinsky, but she has built up her formidable international reputation as an interpreter of
the great rôles of Mozart and Strauss. At the Royal Opera House she has sung Anne Trulove, Blanche, Ellen Orford,
Eva, Countess Almaviva and under Mackerras, Tate, Davis and Haitink, the Marschallin. At the Glyndebourne
Festival her rôles include Anne Trulove, Pamina, Donna Elvira, Oktavian, Christine (Intermezzo), Countess
Madeleine (Capriccio) and the title-rôle in Arabella; in Paris at the Opéra Bastille, Opéra Comique, Châtelet and
Palais Garnier she has sung Cleopatra, Donna Elvira, Fiordiligi, Countess Madeleine, the title-rôle in La Belle
Hélène and the Marschallin. At the Metropolitan Opera, New York, she sang the Marschallin under Carlos Kleiber
and Countess Almaviva under James Levine. She has sung with the Berlin and Vienna Philharmonic and Chicago
Symphony Orchestras under Solti, the Munich Philharmonic under Mehta, the London Philharmonic under Haitink,
Welser-Moest and Masur, the Concertgebouworkest under Masur, the Boston Symphony under Previn, the New
York Philharmonic under Previn and Masur, the B.B.C. Symphony Orchestra with Sir Andrew Davis in London,
Sydney and New York and the Cleveland Orchestra under Welser-Moest in Cleveland and Carnegie Hall. A founder
member of The Songmakers’ Almanac, Felicity Lott has appeared on the major recital platforms of the world,
including the Salzburg, Prague, Bergen, Aldeburgh, Edinburgh and Munich Festivals, the Musikverein and
Konzerthaus in Vienna and the Salle Gaveau, Musée d’Orsay, Opéra Comique, Châtelet and Théâtre des Champs
Elysées in Paris. She has a particularly close association with the Wigmore Hall. Her many awards include honorary
doctorates at the Universities of Oxford, Loughborough, Leicester, London and Sussex and the Royal Academy of
Music and Drama Glasgow. She was made a CBE in the 1990 New Year Honours and in 1996 was created a Dame
Commander of the British Empire. In February 2003 she was awarded the title of Bayerische Kammersängerin. She
has also been awarded the titles Officier de l’Ordre des Arts et des Lettres and Chevalier de l’Ordre National de la
Légion d’Honneur by the French Government.
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Les sauvages dansent sans cesse la fête de la nuit.

Quels bons bras, quelle belle heure me rendront 
cette région d’où viennent mes sommeils et mes 
moindres mouvements?

@ IIIa Phrase
J’ai tendu des cordes de clocher à clocher; 
des guirlandes de fenêtre à fenêtre; des chaînes d’or
d’étoile à étoile, et je danse.

# IIIb Antique
Gracieux fils de Pan! Autour de ton front couronné de 
fleurettes et de baies, tes yeux, des bleues précieuses, 
remuent. Tâchées de lies brunes, tes joues se creusent. 
Tes crocs luisent. Ta poitrine ressemble à une cithare,
des tintements circulent dans tes bras blonds. Ton 
coeur bat dans ce ventre où dort le double sexe. 
Promène-toi, la nuit, en mouvant doucement cette
cuisse, cette seconde cuisse et cette jambe de gauche.

$ IV Royauté
Un beau matin, chez un peuple fort doux, 
un homme et une femme superbes criaient 
sur la place publique: 
“Mes amis, je veux qu’elle soit reine!” 
“je veux être reine!” Elle riait et tremblait. 
Il parlait aux amis de révélation, d’épreuve terminée. 
Ils se pâmaient l’un contre l’autre.
En effet ils furent rois toute une matinée où les 
tentures carminées se relevèrent sur les maisons, et 
toute l’après-midi, où ils s’avancèrent du côté des 
jardins de palmes.

% V Marine
Les chars d’argent et de cuivre 
Les proues d’acier et d’argent —

Savages dance without cease to celebrate the night.

What kind arms, what precious hour will give me
back this place whence come my sleep and my
every movement?

@ IIIa Phrase
I have wreathed ropes from spire to spire; 
garlands from window to window; golden chains
from star to star, and I dance. 

# IIIb Antique
Graceful son of Pan! Below your brow crowned
with berries and little flowers, move your eyes,
precious orbs. Stained with brown, your cheeks
become hollow. Your fangs glisten. Your breast is
like a lyre and tinkling sounds run through your
fair arms. Your heart beats in the abdomen where
the dual sex sleeps. Walk, at night, gently moving
this thigh, this other thigh, and this left leg. 

$ Royalty
One fine morning, in a land of the most gentle
people, an imposing man and woman called out
in the town square:
“My friends, I want her to be queen!”
“I want to be queen!” She laughed and trembled. 
He told his friends of a revelation, an ordeal over.
They swooned over one another. 
They reigned in fact for the whole morning when
crimson hangings were draped from houses, and
all afternoon, when they walked towards 
the palm gardens. 

% Seascape
Silver and copper chariots,
steel and silver prows —

8.557206 4

scores he composed or completed within just over a year
of his arrival: the Violin Concerto, Young Apollo,
Canadian Carnival, Sinfonia da Requiem, Diversions,
the Michelangelo Sonnets, and his third orchestral song-
cycle, Les Illuminations for high voice and strings, for
which Britten turned to the French symbolist poetry of
Arthur Rimbaud. The work was completed in October
1939 and first performed in January 1940 at the Aeolian
Hall in London, again by Sophie Wyss, the work’s
dedicatee, with the Boyd Neel Orchestra, who two years
earlier had commissioned and given the first
performance of the Variations on a theme of Frank
Bridge in which Britten had demonstrated his mastery of
string orchestral technique. Of perhaps greater relevance
to Les Illuminations, however, is the ‘fanfare’ for piano
and strings that Britten had written earlier that year,
Young Apollo, Op.16, whose bold reliance on pure
triadic harmony is also a conspicuous feature of the
song-cycle. The opening movement of Les Illuminations
juxtaposes fanfare-like B flat and E major arpeggios on
the first violins and violas, reaching a climax in the
soloist’s entry with the work’s recurrent refrain, ‘J’ai
seul la clef de cette parade sauvage’. Villes employs
chains of triads a third apart to evoke the vivid
excitement of a city metropolis at night. The bell-like

harmonics of Phrase culminate in a luminous chord of B
flat major in preparation for the following song, Antique,
a slow dance with a strummed accompaniment from
violas and cellos played ‘like a guitar’ (this particular
setting is dedicated to Wulff Scherchen, with whom
Britten had enjoyed a close friendship in the months
leading up to his departure for the States). The mock-
pomp of Royauté and bright, energetic seascape of
Marine are followed, after the central Interlude, by the
cycle’s longest setting, Being Beauteous, which again
uses unsullied triads to symbolize a state of natural
perfection and beauty (significantly, this song is
dedicated ‘to P.N.L.P’, i.e. to Peter Neville Luard
Pears). Parade, on the other hand, is a ghostly but
incisive march which culminates in the soloist’s third
and final declamation of the motto theme. The final
Départ, however, returns to the more private, interior
world that, after the urgent topicality of Our Hunting
Fathers, would in future come to characterize some of
Britten’s best and most distinctive works including his
two later orchestral song-cycles, the Serenade and the
Nocturne.

Lloyd Moore
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Battent l’écume —
Soulèvent les souches des ronces. 
Les courants de la lande, 
Et les ornières immenses du reflux, 
Filent circulairement vers l’est, 
Vers les piliers de la forêt, 
Vers les fûts de la jetée, 
Dont l’angle est heurté par des tourbillons de lumière.

^ VI Interlude
J’ai seul la clef de cette parade sauvage.

& VII Being Beauteous
Devant une neige un Etre de Beauté de 
haute taille. Des sifflements de mort et des cercles de
musique sourde font monter, s’élargir 
et trembler comme un spectre ce corps adoré: 
des blessures écarlates et noires éclatent dans les
chaires superbes. Les couleurs propres de la vie se
foncent, dansent, et se dégagent autour de la Vision,
sur le chantier. Et les frissons s’élèvent et grondent, 
et la saveur forcenée de ces effets se chargeant avec
les sifflements mortels et les rauques musiques que le
monde, loin derrière nous, lance sur notre mère de
beauté, - elle recule, elle se dresse. 
Oh! nos os sont revêtus d’un nouveau 
corps amoureux.

O la face cendrée, l’écusson de crin, 
les bras de cristal! 
Le canon sur lequel je dois m’abattre à travers 
la mêlée des arbres et de l’air léger!

* VIII Parade
Des drôles très solides. Plusieurs ont exploité vos 
mondes. Sans besoins, et peu pressés de mettre en 
œuvre leurs brillantes facultés et leur expérience de 

strike the foam —
lift up bramble stumps. 
The heathland currents 
and the immense ebb-tide furrows the 
flow in circles towards the east, 
towards the forest pillars, 
towards the pier shafts, 
whose corner is buffeted by whirling light. 

^ VI Interlude
Only I have the key to this wild circus. 

* VII Being Beauteous
Before a fall of snow, a Beauteous Being of 
great stature. Whistlings of death and rings of
faint music make this adored body rise, expand
and tremble like a ghost: 
scarlet and black wounds burst open in its 
superb flesh. The colours of life itself deepen,
dance and float around the Vision,
in the workyard. And shudders rise and roar, 
and the crazed flavour of these effects heightened
by the deathly whistlings and raucous music that
the world, far behind us, casts on our mother of
beauty — she draws back and stands tall. 
Oh! our bones are reclothed with a new, 
loving body. 

O the ash-grey face, the horsehair crest, 
the arms of glass!
The cannon on which I must fall through the fray
of trees and weightless air. 

* VIII Parade
Very robust scoundrels. Several have exploited
your worlds. Without need, and with little haste to
put into practice their brilliant skills and their
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1936 Auden devised the text for one of Britten’s most
important early works, his ‘symphonic cycle for high
voice and orchestra’ Our Hunting Fathers, composed
between May and July 1936. That Britten himself
viewed the work as something of a breakthrough is
confirmed by his describing it in a diary entry as ‘my
op.1 alright’. The work had been commissioned by the
Norfolk and Norwich Triennial Festival and was first
performed there in September 1936 by the soprano
Sophie Wyss with Britten himself conducting the
London Philharmonic Orchestra. The work was not a
success, however: the audience and critics seemed
baffled and, one suspects, somewhat scandalised by the
work and it failed to enter the repertoire. Indeed, apart
from a BBC broadcast performance conducted by
Adrian Boult the following year, it was not heard again
until 1950. Even today, it is seldom to be heard in the
concert-hall and must qualify as one of the most
neglected of Britten’s major works.

It is impossible to assess Our Hunting Fathers
adequately without knowing something of the turbulent
historical and political background of the period in
which it was written. Both Auden and Britten were (at
this time at least) socially conscious artists, committed
to the idea of the artist-in-society and actively engaged
with the political issues of the day. The diaries that
Britten kept during this period reflect his concern at
developing world events: the outbreak of the Spanish
Civil War and alarm at the rising tide of Fascism in
Europe. These factors undoubtedly played a significant
part in the conception and composition of Our Hunting
Fathers, ostensibly a song-cycle about man’s
relationship with animals, but also, by extension, about
man’s relationship with man. 

After the recitative-like Prologue, during which the
work’s musical motto of a descending major triad
climbing back to the minor third is introduced (at the

line ‘O pride so hostile to our charity’), Rats Away!
comes as a complete contrast with its shrill, wiry scoring
and virtuoso vocal pyrotechnics. The wild orchestral
flourishes, no doubt representing the scurrying rodents
on the move, gradually infest and finally swamp the
soprano’s attempt to exorcise the place by prayer (‘Et in
Nomine (Rats!) Patris’ etc.). Messalina’s lament for her
dead monkey contains the most overtly lyrical music in
the work, culminating in an impassioned climax on the
word ‘Fie’ which gradually winds down by way of a
striking series of solos for flute, oboe, clarinet and
saxophone in turn (the latter anticipating Britten’s
elegiac use of this instrument, shorn of its jazz
connotations, in the Sinfonia da Requiem and the scene
of the novice’s flogging in Billy Budd). The third
movement, Hawking for the Partridge (subtitled Dance
of Death) follows on without a break, the soprano
quietly but excitedly reciting the names of the hounds
participating in the hunt, along with a whooping figure
set to the words ‘Hey dogs hey!’ which features
prominently in the furious orchestral interlude that
forms the climax of the movement (and of the work as a
whole). The catch itself is marked by a fortissimo unison
on the muted brass, after which the soprano isolates the
two names ‘German, Jew’, signifying unambiguously
who is the hunter and who the hunted. The eloquent
phrases of the concluding Epilogue and Funeral March
are continually interrupted by a drily banal pattern on
the xylophone (calling to mind another key influence,
Shostakovich) whose impassive repetitions bring the
cycle to a disconcertingly equivocal and inconclusive
end.

In the summer of 1939 Britten left what he felt to be
the artistically uncongenial atmosphere of England in
search of a new life and fresh opportunities in America.
The extraordinarily liberating effect this move had on
his work is witnessed by the sheer number of substantial
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vos consciences. Quels hommes mûrs! Des yeux 
hébétés à la façon de la nuit d’été, rouges et noirs,
tricolores, d’acier pique d’étoiles d’or; des facies 
déformés, plombés, blêmis, incendiés; des
enrouements folâtres! 
La démarche cruelle des oripeaux! 
Il y a quelque jeunes...

O le plus violent Paradis de la grimace enragée!
Chinois, Hottentots, bohémiens, niais, hyènes, 
Molochs, vieilles démences, démons sinistres,
ils mêlent les tours populaires, maternels, avec 
les poses et les tendresses bestiales. 
Ils interpréteraient des pièces nouvelles 
et des chansons “bonnes filles”. 
Maîtres jongleurs, ils transforment le lieu et les 
personnes et usent de la comédie magnétique. 
J’ai seul la clef de cette parade sauvage.

( IX Départ
Assez vu. La vision s’est rencontrée à tous les airs.
Assez eu. Rumeurs de villes, le soir, 
et au soleil, et toujours.
Assez connu. Les arrêts de la vie.  
O Rumeurs et Visions!
Départ dans l’affection et le bruit neufs.

experience of your consciences. What strong men!
Their eyes stupefied like a summer’s night, 
red and black, tricoloured, steel with golden stars;
their faces deformed, leaden, pallid, burned; their
playful hoarse utterings!
The cruel demeanour of faded finery! 
There are some young ones…

O the most violent Paradise of the enraged grimace!
Chinese, Hottentots, gypsies, simpletons, hyenas,
Molochs, old madnesses, sinister demons, they
combine traditional, motherly turns, with bestial
tenderness and poses. 
They would perform new plays 
and virtuous songs. 
Master jugglers, they transform people and place
and make use of magnetic acting. 
Only I have the key to this wild circus. 

( IX Leaving
Seen enough. The vision was found everywhere. 
Had enough. Noise of cities, the evening,
in the sun and always. 
Known enough. Life’s standstills.  
Oh Noise and Visions!
Leaving with new affection and amid new sounds.

English translations: Susannah Howe
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The medium of the orchestral song-cycle is one that
much attracted Britten. His concept of an anthology of
sometimes diverse texts, unified by a common literary or
poetic theme was a favourite device to which he
returned several times. Although there had been several
distinguished precedents in the genre - by Berlioz, Ravel
and Elgar among others - it seems likely that Britten’s
main influence was Mahler, whose own examples of the
form Britten is known to have greatly admired. To the
four mature song-cycles with orchestra - Our Hunting
Fathers, Les Illuminations, Serenade and Nocturne -
should also be added a fifth, the very early Quatre
Chansons Françaises, unpublished and unperformed
during Britten’s lifetime, but posthumously unearthed
revealing a work of astonishing technical assurance and
an impressively mature and sensitive approach to word-
setting. These songs, ‘dedicated to Mr. and Mrs. R.V.
Britten on the twenty-seventh aniversary [sic] of their
wedding’, as the title-page of the manuscript score
reads, were composed during the summer of 1928 when
Britten was a schoolboy of just fourteen. In October of
the previous year he had begun private composition
lessons with Frank Bridge, whose cosmopolitan musical
outlook, unusual among elder British composers of the
time, opened the young Britten’s ears to the latest
musical trends coming from the continent. In any case it
is perhaps understandable, given that the texts are in
French, that the young composer should appropriate the
textures and sonorities of contemporary French music,
Debussy and Ravel in particular. Britten’s youthful
enthusiasm for Wagner is also revealed at the end of the
fourth song, Chanson d’Automne, whose closing bars
virtually paraphrase the ending of the Liebestod from
Tristan und Isolde. The harmonic idiom of the first song,

Nuits de Juin, shows another more unexpected and yet
more lasting influence, that of Alban Berg; but in the
light of the composer’s subsequent development, it is
perhaps the third song, L’enfance, that is the most
notable: Hugo’s poem tells of a child playing outside the
house while inside his mother lies dying. The theme of
childhood innocence in the context of death is familiar
from many  later Britten works and the quasi-dramatic
setting (the child’s play is represented by the solo flute’s
fragments of a traditional French nursery tune, Ah! tu
sortiras, Biquette) suggests the opera composer to come.

The world première of the Quatre Chansons
Françaises was not given until June 1980, when Heather
Harper performed them at the Aldeburgh Festival with
Steuart Bedford conducting the English Chamber
Orchestra. That they were never performed during the
composer’s lifetime is perhaps not surprising. Britten’s
style was developing at such a rate at this time that he
must have felt that the derivative (if highly
accomplished) musical language of these songs was
quickly redundant. Indeed, despite his compositional
fluency and facility, Britten’s path towards establishing
an individual voice was long and hard, and it was only
with the Sinfonietta of 1932 that he finally wrote a work
he deemed worthy of the designation of his official
‘opus 1’.

Three years later, in July 1935, Britten met the poet
W.H. Auden when both men were working for the GPO
Film Unit, an organization dedicated to the making of
educational documentary films. Their first collaboration
was for the film Coal Face in 1935, soon followed by
Night Mail in the following year. It was the success of
the latter in particular that encouraged the two men to
embark on projects of a more substantial nature, and in
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Quatre Chansons Françaises, Op. posth (1928) * 12:08
1 Nuits de Juin 2:58
2 Sagesse 2:42
3 L’Enfance 3:55
4 Chanson d’Automne 2:33

Our Hunting Fathers, Op. 8 (1936) 28:07
5 Prologue 2:32
6 Rats Away! 4:24
7 Messalina 7:28
8 Dance of Death (Hawking for the Partridge) 6:04
9 Epilogue and Funeral March 7:39

Les Illuminations, Op. 18 (1939) * 22:21
0 I - Fanfare 2:07
! II - Villes 2:32
@ IIIa - Phrase 1:07
# IIIb - Antique 2:01
$ IV - Royauté 1:39
% V - Marine 0:59
^ VI - Interlude 2:27
& VII - Being Beauteous 3:51
* VIII - Parade 2:44
( IX - Départ 2:54
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The medium of the orchestral song-cycle is one that much attracted Britten. His concept of an
anthology of sometimes diverse texts, unified by a common literary or poetic theme was a
favourite device to which he returned several times. The very early yet astonishingly mature
Quatre Chansons Françaises and the still relatively unknown Our Hunting Fathers are coupled
on this first volume with one of Britten’s great masterpieces, Les Illuminations which still
startles in its vivid pictorial strokes and aching sensuality. Many composers had passed over
Rimbaud’s poems considering them too surrealist for lyrical settings. Britten, however, relished
the opportunity to respond to their visionary, violent and sexual images. The vocal line closely
follows the diversity of the text, by turns starkly declamatory, lyrical and heated. 

Felicity Lott * and Phyllis Bryn-Julson, Sopranos
English Chamber Orchestra • Steuart Bedford

Recorded at Abbey Road Studios in June / July 1990 (Tracks 5-9) and Henry Wood Hall, London, UK 
in July 1994 (Tracks 1-4, 10-19) • Producer: John H. West • Engineers: Mike Hatch & Simon Rhodes 

(Tracks 5-9) • Booklet Notes: Lloyd Moore • Originally released by Collins Classics in 1994
Please see page 16 of the booklet for a complete track list • Publishers: Faber Music Ltd. (Tracks 1-4) 

and Boosey & Hawkes Ltd. (Tracks 5-19) • Cover Picture: Rimbaud at Harar, 1963 
by Sir Sidney Nolan (1917-92) (Private Collection / Bridgeman Art Library / Agnew’s, London, UK)
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