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 WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

1 THREE SONGS FROM Twelfth Night  6.25
 O Mistress Mine Act 2/Sc 3 1905   
  Come Away, Death Act 2/Sc 4 1905  
 Hey, Ho, the Wind and the Rain Act 5/Sc 1 1919  

2  Measure for Measure. Take, O Take Those Lips Away Act 4/Sc 1 1921 1.24
3 A Winter’s Tale. When Daffodils Begin to Peer Act 4/Sc 3 1933 1.06
4 The Merchant of Venice. Tell Me where is Fancy Bred Act 3/Sc 2 1946 1.45 
 

5 TWO SONGS FROM Cymbeline  4.40
 Hark, Hark, the Lark! Act 2/Sc 3 1946  
 Fear No More the Heat of the Sun Act 4/Sc 2 1921  

6 Much Ado About Nothing. Sigh No More, Ladies Act 2/Sc 3 1933 1.57
7 Two Gentlemen of Verona. Who is Silvia? Act 4/Sc 2 1926 2.14

8 THREE SONGS FROM As You Like It  6.32
  Under the Greenwood Tree Act 2/Sc 5 1919   
  Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind Act 2/Sc 7 1905  
 It was a Lover and His Lass Act 5/Sc 3 1921  

9 The Tempest. Come unto These Yellow Sands Act 1/Sc 2 1946 2.17
10 Love’s Labour’s Lost. When Icicles Hang by the Wall Act 5/Sc 2 1938 2.03
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interests; maintaining the creative focus for
Nimbus Records and coordinating the
international marketing activity of the
company’s optical disc technology division
Nimbus Technology & Engineering’.

As pianist he has made several recordings for
Nimbus: with the label’s founder, bass Shura
Gehrman, in Vaughan Williams, Butterworth
Fauré and Duparc; with Dennis O’Neill in
songs by Liszt, and with Nina Walker in
Schubert piano duets. More recently he has
enjoyed performing with long-time Nimbus
artist Martin Jones at one and two pianos in
works by Halffter, Françaix, Reizenstein
Roger-Ducasse, and a 2-CD survey of Saint-
Saëns original works for 4-hands.

In 2013 he began a regular partnership with
soprano Charlotte de Rothschild, which has so
far resulted in eight song recital discs: songs
by  Robert Schumann, Gabriel Fauré, Roger
Quilter, Norman Peterkin, Cyril Scott
Mathilde de Rothschild (a pupil of Chopin)
and a recital of early 20th century Japanese
kakyoku’ songs entitled Furusato. 

In the 1980s, at the very beginning of his time
with Nimbus he recorded Ravel’s Ma mère
l’oye with legendary pianist Vlado Perlemuter
which remains a treasured memory.
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A former winner of the AESS English Song Competition, Nathan is a committed recitalist. He 
has appeared at the Wigmore Hall, the Three Choirs Festival, the Temple Recital Series with 
Julius Drake, the Hong Kong Festival, the Housman, Gurney, Warlock and Ireland Societies 
with Graham Johnson, and the Crush Room ROH with Audrey Hyland. He has also recorded 
Love’s Voice (Songs by FInzi, Gurney, Ireland and Venables) for SOMM Records.

His operatic engagements have included Lurcanio Ariodante at the Bolshoi Opera, Belfiore La 
finta giardiniera for Luxembourg Opera and for Opera Baugé, First Priest & First Armed Man 
The Magic Flute for ENO, Oronte Alcina and Lurcanio Ariodante for English Touring Opera, 
First Prisoner Fidelio for Glyndebourne Festival, Grimoaldo Rodelinda for Iford Opera, 
Evangelist St John Passion (fully staged) Teatro Massimo Palermo and Mr Buchanan in the The 
Opera Group’s award-winning production of Street Scene.

This season will see a return to Snape Maltings in the newly commissioned To See the Invisible 
by Emily Howard, Arias in Bach’s St Matthew Passion with the Orchestra Sinfonica di Milano 
and Ruben Jais, Evangelist in Bach’s St Matthew Passion with the Camerata Copenhagen and 
Martin Nagashima Toft and for the London Handel Society Orchestra and Laurence Cummings, 
recitals in Hong Kong.

Adrian Farmer trained as an accompanist at the Royal Northern College of Music in 
Manchester from 1977, following a music degree at Birmingham . He first encountered Nimbus 
Records in 1979, when he was invited to record for them, but quickly made the decision to join 
the founders as a record producer, a role that he maintains today. In the mid-1980s he became 
Nimbus’s Music Director, joining the Board of Directors. He became a co-owner of the 
company in 1992. Through the 1990s Adrian spanned both sides of Nimbus’s varied business 
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ELIZABETHAN LYRICS

11 Amaryllis at the Fountain  1914  1.22 
12 Morning Song 1922  2.14
 
 SEVEN ELIZABETHAN LYRICS 1907 
13  1. Weep You No More  2. My Life’s Delight  3. Damask Roses  5.58
14 4. The Faithless Shepherdess  5. Brown is My Love  8.37
 6. By a Fountainside  7. Fair House of Joy   

JACOBEAN LYRICS

15 Tulips 1947  2.13 
16 To Wine and Beauty 1913  1.51
17 Go, Lovely Rose 1922  2.55 

 FIVE JACOBEAN LYRICS 1923-1925
18 1. The Jealous Lover  2. Why So Pale and Wan?  3. I Dare Not Ask a Kiss  4.31
19 4. To Althea, from Prison  5. The Constant Lover 4.08

 ‘TO JULIA’ 1905
20 Prelude  1. The Bracelet  2. The Maiden Blush  3. To Daisies 6.52
21 4. The Night Piece  5. Julia’s Hair  Interlude  6. Cherry Ripe 6.32

   Total playing time 77.34

Recorded by Nimbus Records at Wyastone Leys, Monmouth 2-3 March & 21-23 August 2017
Production and engineering by Adrian Farmer & Antony Smith

c 2018 Wyastone Estate Limited © 2018 Wyastone Estate Limited
Cover photo : istockphoto.com, tulip

www.wyastone.co.uk
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Roger Quilter (1877-1952)

Few composers – especially song composers – can claim to have written works that have 
remained in print since they were first published more than a hundred years ago. Roger Quilter 
is one such, though the number of his songs still in print is regrettably small: the first two sets 
of Shakespeare settings, the Seven Elizabethan Songs, the Arnold Book of Old Songs (arrange-
ments of folk songs that rival any of Britten’s), his song-cycle To Julia, and a handful of other 
songs such as Love’s Philosophy, and some that have been brought back into print. He wrote 
about 140 songs and arrangements, and all the songs on this CD show just what a loss it is that 
so few are readily available, except through second-hand shops and internet databases, auction 
houses, and as publishers’ authorised photocopies. The fact that some songs survive and others 
fall by the wayside seems all too often to be a matter of chance, but the difficulty of the piano 
accompaniments (even though invariably pianistic) may be a factor. Quilter was a fine pianist, 
as is evident from the recordings he made, accompanying his own songs, and although in many 
of the piano parts he gave no quarter, they are immensely rewarding to play.

Quilter was from a wealthy family – his father, William Cuthbert, made a baronet in the 1897 
Diamond Jubilee honours, was a stockbroker and shrewd businessman, with a substantial estate 
at Bawdsey, across the river Deben from Felixstowe in Suffolk. On the one hand, this meant 
that Roger never had to earn a living and so could write what he chose to: at one time he was 
able to say – with pride – that he could have lived off his earnings. On the other hand, this also 
meant that there was never any pressure to move out of his comfort zone, and develop in other 
areas; the one time he did so, in his Serenade for small orchestra, he withdrew it after two 

Publication order of the Shakespeare Sets
Set 1 Three Shakespeare Songs Op. 6 (1905)
 1. Come Away, Death  
 2. O Mistress Mine  
 3. Blow, Blow thou Winter Wind
Set 2 Five Shakespeare Songs Op. 23 (1919-1921)
 1. Fear No More the Heat O’ the Sun
 2. Under the Greenwood Tree
 3. It was a Lover and His Lass
 4. Take, O Take Those Lips Away
 5. Hey, Ho, the Wind and the Rain

Set 3 Four Shakespeare Songs Op. 30 (1926-1933)
 1. Who is Silvia?
 2. When Daffodils Begin to Peer
 3. How Should I Your True Love Know 
 4. Sigh No More, Ladies
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Nathan Vale studied with Ryland Davies at 
the Royal College of Music and Benjamin Britten 
International Opera School. He was awarded an 
Independent Opera Vocal Scholarship to the 
National Opera Studio, where he was further 
supported by the Elmley Foundation, ENO, the 
Nicholas John Trust and The Seary Trust. He is a 
former winner of the London Handel Singing 
Competition where he was also awarded the 
Audience Prize. He continues his studies with 
David Pollard.

With the Aarhus Symphony Orchestra, he has sung 
Bach’s Christmas Oratorio conducted by Harry 
Chistophers and Arias in Bach’s St John Passion 
conducted by Paul Goodwin and with the RAI 
Symphony Orchestra, Mendelssohn’s Die Erste 
Walpurgisnacht conducted by Sir Neville Marriner 
and Theory/Arithmetic in Ravel’s L’enfant et les 
sortilèges conducted by Jeffrey Tate. Other 
highlights include Evangelist in Bach’s St 
Matthew Passion with the London Handel Players 
conducted by Laurence Cummings and with the 
Northern Sinfonia conducted by Thomas 
Zehetmair, Handel’s Ode for St Cecilia’s Day with 
both the Israeli Camerata and the Riga Chamber 
Choir conducted by Avner Byron, Arias in Bach’s 
St Matthew Passion with the Orchestra Sinfonica 
di Milano conducted by Ruben Jais, Britten 
Serenade for Tenor, Horn and Strings at the Hong 
Kong Festival, and Mozart’s Mass in C Minor 
with the Bach Choir conducted by David Hill.
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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 shepherds' 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.

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'th'-Wisp mislight thee;
Nor snake, or slow-worm bite thee:
But on, on thy way
Not making a stay,
Since ghost there's none to affright thee.

Let not the dark thee cumber:
What though the moon does slumber?
The stars of the night
Will lend thee their light,
Like tapers clear without number.

Then Julia let me woo thee,
Thus, thus to come unto me;
And when I shall meet
Thy silv'ry feet,
My soul I'll pour into thee.

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
Danc'd by the streams.

Cherry Ripe
Cherry-ripe, 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.
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performances. Instead, matching his delight in the beautiful and the small, he composed 
exquisite miniatures. 

Quilter was always ill, certainly with real illnesses, but perhaps exacerbated also by the stress 
of being homosexual in a world where this was illegal; there are rumours that he was black-
mailed, too, though these have never been proven. In later years, after learning of the execution 
of his favourite nephew, Arnold Vivian, during the Second World War, and after an operation, 
he developed mental illness, and yet outlived all his brothers and sisters. 

Quilter’s song-writing roots lie in the world of the drawing-room ballad, easy on the ear, and 
kind on the voice. He had fine singers to perform his songs (and from whom to learn), and many 
songs were championed by the great English tenor Gervase Elwes, whose death in a railway 
accident in 1921 led to the establishment of the Gervase Elwes Memorial Fund, renamed the 
Musicians’ Benevolent Fund and now called Help Musicians UK; Quilter was a founder-
member. His friend, the baritone Walter Creighton, was the dedicatee of many other songs. 
Quilter studied piano at the Frankfurt Conservatory, and took composition lessons with Ivan 
Knorr, who encouraged an individual voice. His fellow students there included Cyril Scott, 
Balfour Gardiner, and the theatre-composer Norman O’Neill; with Grainger, they were known 
as the Frankfurt Group, though they had little in common beyond a dislike of Beethoven. 
Quilter took the drawing-room song into another world: the sound and style is warm, tonal 
though often highly chromatic with an almost iridescent quality, a generous-sounding late-
flowering Romantic colour, and highly sensitive to the text. All this tends to count against him 

– something sounding so easy on the ear surely cannot have been hard to write. This is not so: 
Quilter worked in great detail on a song, refining it meticulously, and the resultant ease of sound 
belies the work that went into it. These songs are immensely rewarding to sing and play, and 
exploration reveals more and more of the skill that went into them, and their sheer musical depths.

Valerie Langfield

Valerie Lanfield is the author of ‘Roger Quilter - His Life and Music’
Published by Boydell Press
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The songs included on this CD are all settings of words by either Elizabethan or Jacobean poets: 
a period of literature that has been a prime source for song composers since its creation. A 
perfect balance of simple language expressing universally understood emotions, in a style 
enlivened with unexpected rhythmic shifts has proven irresistible. The Shakespeare texts – all 

‘songs’ from the plays – contain the works that made Quilter’s name, and have largely been 
responsible for his enduring reputation. There can hardly be an English speaking vocal student 
that has not been given at least one song to learn from the first set: Come Away, Death, O 
Mistress Mine, and Blow, Blow thou Winter Wind.  And yet astonishingly this over-familiarity 
has done nothing to tarnish the freshness of these songs, and their appeal to succeeding 
generations. What is perhaps not so well understood by those who ‘look no further’ is how 
polished and finished Quilter’s style is as it emerges in these early songs. So complete, in fact, 
that it would serve him for the remainder of his life, whenever he turned to an Elizabethan text. 
The elements are easy to grasp: transparent piano textures, and simple syncopated rhythms that 
support a natural delivery of the words. These songs bounce along in a way not typical of his 
style when setting Romantic and Contemporary verse. More than forty years separate the first 
and last Shakespeare settings, but the vigour of the central sections of Blow, Blow and When 
Icicles Hang are a mirror image, as is the lyrical grace of Come Away, Death and Come unto 
these Yellow Sands.

On this CD the published order of the 3 Shakespeare sets (see page 4) has been ignored, and the 
songs grouped in their correct order within each play. Having chosen to emphasis the dramatic 
placement of the songs what follows is a synopsis of the plot context in which they appear.

Twelfth Night, or what you will. A Comedy

Act 2 Sc 3 O Mistress Mine. To entertain a pair of drunkards – Sir Toby Belch and Sir Andrew 
Aguecheek – Olivia’s clown, Feste, is prevailed upon to sing a song. They agree on a ‘love-
song’, rather than a song of ‘good-life’, since both knights ‘care not for good life’.

Act 2 Sc 4 Come Away, Death. The Duke asks Feste to repeat a song sung by him the previous 
evening, describing it as ‘old and plain…silly sooth, And dallies with the innocence of love’. 

Act 5 Sc 1 Hey, Ho, the Wind and the Rain. Feste delivers the final text of the play, a 
Shakespearean device to wrap things up and see the audience out with a smile: ‘But that’s all 
one, our play is done, And we’ll strive to please you every day’. 

19

When flowing Cups run swiftly round
With no allaying Thames,
Our carelesse heads with Roses bound,
Our hearts with Loyall Flames;
When thirsty griefe in Wine we steepe,
When Healths and draughts go free,
Fishes that tipple in the Deepe,
Know no such Libertie.

Stone Walls doe not a Prison make,
Nor I'ron bars a Cage;
Mindes innocent and quiet take
That for an Hermitage;
If I have freedome in my Love,
And in my soule am free;
Angels alone that sore above,
Enjoy such Liberty.

The Constant Lover John Suckling
Out upon it, I have loved
  Three whole days together!
And am like to love three more,
  If it prove fair weather.
 
Time shall moult away his wings
  Ere he shall discover
In the whole wide world again
  Such a constant lover.
 
But the spite on 't is, no praise
  Is due at all to me: 
Love with me had made no stays,
  Had it any been but she.
 

Had it any been but she,
  And that very face,
There had been at least ere this
  A dozen dozen in her place.

‘TO JULIA’ Robert Herrick
The Bracelet
Why I tie about thy wrist,
Julia, this my silken twist;
For what other reason is't,
But to show thee how, in part,
Thou my pretty captive art?
But thy bondslave 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 apricocks 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.

20
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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!

FIVE JACOBEAN LYRICS
The Jealous Lover Earl of Rochester
My dear mistress has a heart
Soft as those kind looks she gave me, 
When with love's resistless art,
And her eyes, she did enslave me.

But her constancy's so weak,
She's so wild, and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break
Should we live one day asunder.

Melting joys about her move,
Killing pleasures, wounding blisses;
She can dress her eyes in love,
And her lips can arm with kisses.

Angels listen when she speaks;
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder;
But my jealous heart would break,
Should we live one day asunder.

Why So Pale and Wan? John Suckling
Why so pale and wan, fond lover?
Prithee, why so pale?
Will, when looking well can't move her,
Looking ill prevail?
Prithee, why so pale?

Why so dull and mute, young sinner?
Prithee, why so mute?
Will, when speaking well can't win her,
Saying nothing do't?
Prithee, why so mute?

Quit, quit for shame, this will not move,
This cannot take her;
If of herself she will not love,
Nothing can make her;
The devil take her!

I Dare Not Ask a Kiss Robert Herrick
I dare not ask a kiss,
I dare not beg a smile,
Lest having that, or this,
I might grow proud the while.

No, no, the utmost share
Of my desire shall be
Only to kiss that air
That lately kissed thee.

To Althea, from Prison Richard Lovelace
When Love with unconfined wings
Hovers within my Gates;
And my divine Althea brings
To whisper at the Grates:
When I lye tangled in her haire,
And fetterd to her eye;
The Gods, that wanton in the Aire,
Know no such Liberty.

18
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Measure for Measure. A Comedy 

Act 4 Sc 1 Take, O Take Those Lips Away. Mariana, the spurned lover of corrupt deputy, 
Angelo, listens to her companion, a boy, muse on the tragedy of a love that endures even the 
harshest cruelty: ‘music oft hath such a charm, To make bad good and good provoke to harm’.

A Winter’s Tale. A Comedy

Act 4 Sc 3 When Daffodils Begin to Peer. On a road in Bohemia, Autolycus, a rogue, sings this 
bawdy song on his first appearance.

The Merchant of Venice. A Comedy

Act 3 Sc 2 Tell Me where is Fancy Bred. Bassanio, the last of several suitors to Portia, examines 
the three caskets, only one of which will, if correctly chosen, win him Portia’s hand. The song 
is sung by the assembled company, while Bassanio inspects and comments to himself on the 
caskets.

Cymbeline King of Britain. A Tragedy

Act 2 Sc 3 Hark, Hark, the Lark! Cloten, Cymbeline’s brutish son, calls musicians to serenade 
Imogen on his behalf: ‘I am advised to give her music a-mornings; they say it will penetrate’.

Act 4 Sc 2 Fear No More the Heat of the Sun. Guiderius and Arviragus are sons of Cymbeline, 
King of Britain. Guiderius, having killed his step-brother, Cloten, returns to camp to find 
Arviragus bearing Imogen in his arms. She is in disguise as a boy, and appears to them to be 
dead, but is in fact only drugged. The brothers mourn this ‘most rare boy’, speaking a heartfelt 
dirge together. 

Much Ado about Nothing. A Comedy

Act 2 Sc 3 Sigh No More, Ladies. Don Pedro and his cohort launch a plot to turn the bickering 
pair - Beatrice and Benedick – towards love. Benedick, thinking himself concealed, overhears 
Don Pedro remarking on the heat of Beatrice’s affections. It is all an invention, but Benedick is 
quickly hooked: ‘Is’t possible? Sits the wind in that corner?’ The song is sung by Don Pedro’s 
musician Balthazar. 

The two Gentlemen of Verona. A Comedy

Act 4 Sc 2 Who is Sylvia? The setting is a confusion of lovers gathered beneath Sylvia’s window. 
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Proteus, in love with Julia, is serenading Sylvia pretending to be his friend Thurio. His 
declarations of love become ever more expansive as the song continues, urged on by Thurio. 
Yet all the while Proteus’ real love, Julia, hidden from view, and unaware of the deception, 
watches on in dismay.

As you Like It. A Comedy

Act 2 Sc 5 Under the Greenwood Tree. In a forest camp, Amiens and Jaques, both Lords attends 
the exiled Duke, sing this song of forced merriment in uncongenial surroundings: ‘More, I 
prithee, more. I can suck melancholy out of a song, as a weasel sucks eggs’.

Act 2 Sc 7 Blow, Blow Thou Winter Wind. Sung in the forest camp, at the end of Act 2. The 
banished Duke is re-united in friendship with the equally oppressed Orlando, son of faithful Sir 
Rowland: ‘I am the Duke that loved your father’.

Act 5 Sc 3 It was a Lover and his Lass. Touchstone, the court jester, and Audrey, a country 
wench, are sighing over their coming marriage. Two Pages enter and, at Touchstone’s, request 
make a pitiful attempt at a song: ‘I count it but time lost to hear such a foolish song. God buy 
you; and God mend your voices’.

The Tempest. A Comedy

Act 1 Sc 2 Come unto These Yellow Sands. Ariel, an invisible spirit, playing and singing, leads 
on the confused, shipwrecked Ferdinand: ‘Where should this music be? In the air or the earth?’ 
In the play it is followed by the song ‘Full fathom five thy father lies’.

Love’s Labour’s Lost. A Comedy

Act 5 Sc 2 When Icicles Hang by the Wall. The final text of the play, and another ‘almost-out-
of-character’ leave-taking of the audience: ‘Will you hear the dialogue that the two learned men 
have compiled in praise of the Owl and the Cuckoo?’ First comes ‘Spring’, the cuckoo, and the 
text ‘When daisies pied and violets blue’, followed by ‘Winter’, the owl. Neither texts are 
marked as ‘songs’ as opposed to dialogue.

The Seven Elizabethan Lyrics are all well-known, and contain two of Quilter’s most celebrated 
songs: Weep you no more sad Fountains, and Brown is my love. Whereas the Five Jacobean 
Lyrics, appearing at the end of Quilter’s best period, are unaccountably less celebrated. Here 
Quilter’s musical language undergoes a subtle shift: while remaining close cousins to the 
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Fair house of joy and bliss,
Where truest pleasure is,
I do adore thee:
I know thee what thou art,
I serve thee with my heart,
And fall before thee.

JACOBEAN

Tulips Robert Herrick ‘To a Bed of Tulips’
Bright tulips, we do know
You had your coming hither,
And fading-time does show
That ye must quickly wither.

Your sisterhoods may stay,
And smile here for your hour ;
But die ye must away,
Even as the meanest flower.

Come, virgins, then and see
Your frailties, and bemoan ye ;
For, lost like these, 'twill be
As time had never known ye.

To Wine and Beauty Earl of Rochester
Vulcan provide me such a cup, 
As Nestor used of old;
Try all your art to trim it up, 
And damask it round with gold.

Carve me thereon a curling vine,
A lovely girl and boy:
Their limbs in am'rous folds intwine,
The type of future joy.

Make it so large, when fill'd with Sack,
Up to the swelling brim,
That toasts in that delicious lake
Like ships at sea may swim.

Bacchus and Venus my guardians are,
Let wine and beauty reign!
With wine we'll drive away all care,
And then to love again.

Go, Lovely Rose Edmund Waller
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 retir'd;
Bid her come forth,
Suffer herself to be desir'd,
And not blush so to be admir'd.

15
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16
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The Faithless Shepherdess Anon
While that the sun with his beams hot
Scorchèd the fruits in vale and mountain,
Philon, the shepherd, late forgot,
Sitting beside a crystal fountain,
In shadow of a green oak tree,
Upon his pipe this song play'd he:
Adieu, Love, adieu, Love, untrue Love,
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu, Love!
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.

So long as I was in your sight
I was your heart, your soul, and treasure;
And evermore you sobb'd and sigh'd
Burning in flames beyond all measure:
Three days endured your love to me
And it was lost in other three!
Adieu, Love, adieu, Love, untrue Love,
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu, Love!
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.

Brown is My Love Anon
Brown is my Love, but graceful,
And each renownèd whiteness,
Matched with her lovely brown, 
loseth its brightness.

Fair is my Love, but scornful,
Yet have I seen despisèd
Dainty white lilies, and 
sad flowers well prizèd.

By a Fountainside Ben Jonson
Slow, slow, fresh fount, 
keep time with my salt tears:
Yet slower, yet; O faintly, gentle springs:
List to the heavy part the music bears,
Woe weeps out her division when she sings.
Droop herbs and flowers,
Fall grief in showers,
Our beauties are not ours;
O, I could still,
Like melting snow upon some craggy hill,
Drop, drop, drop, drop,
Since nature's pride is, now, a withered    
   daffodil.

Fair House of Joy Anon attrib. Tobias Hume
Fain would I change that note
To which fond Love hath charm'd me
Long, long to sing by rote,
Fancying that that harm'd me:

Yet when this thought doth come
'Love is the perfect sum 
Of all delight!'
I have no other choice
Either for pen or voice
To sing or write.

O Love! they wrong thee much
That say thy fruit is bitter,
When thy rich fruit is such
As nothing can be sweeter.

14
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Elizabethan settings, the harmonies are richer, and the vocal lines longer. The piano parts lose 
their syncopated bounce and support the more expansive vocal writing with an inexhaustible 
variety of textures, in which fragments of melody and carefully constructed passage-work fold 
over each other in a seamless tide. These later songs were originally written for a medium voice, 
and are sung here in those lower keys.

To Julia is Quilter’s only song-cycle, a loosely programmatic work, using just six of the several 
hundred poems contained in Herrick’s Hesperides. Does it matter if the ‘Julia’ being addressed 
here is real, or just another of the poet’s store of idealized Antheas, Corinnas and Electras? 
Herrick’s straightforward verse, and immediately graspable imagery draws from Quilter in To 
Daisies and Julia’s Hair some of his most exquisitely crafted music.

Adrian Farmer

Four Songs, Op. 14 
Six Songs, Op. 25 
Songs of Sorrow, Op. 10 (Ernest Dowson) 
Three Songs of William Blake, Op. 20 
Two September Songs (Mary Coleridge) 
St Valentine’s Day (Shakespeare)  
How Should I Your True Love Know? (Shakespeare) 
Daisies after Rain (Judith Bickle)  
Cuckoo Song (Alfred Williams)  
Orpheus with his Lute (Shakespeare) 
Music (Percy Bysshe Shelley)  
Slumber Song (Clifford Mills)  
Fairy Lullaby (Roger Quilter)  
Wind from the South (John Irvine)  
April Love (Roger Quilter)  
Total playing time : 63.10                              NI5930

The songs of Roger Quilter Volume 1
Charlotte de Rothschild, soprano

Adrian Farmer, piano
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ELIZABETHAN
William Shakespeare

O Mistress Mine 
from Twelfth Night, Act 2 Sc 3
    FESTES; A CLOWN
O mistress mine, where are you roaming?
O 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.

Come Away Death 
from Twelfth Night, Act 2 Sc 4
    FESTES; A CLOWN
Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid;
Fly away, fly away, breath;
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,
O prepare it!
My part of death, no one so true
Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,
On my black coffin let there be strown;
Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown:
A thousand, thousand sighs to save,
Lay me, O where
Sad true lover never find my grave,
To weep there!

Hey, Ho the Wind and the Rain 
from Twelfth Night, Act 5 Sc 1
    FESTES; A CLOWN
When that I was and a little tiny boy,
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
A foolish thing was but a toy,
For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came to man's estate,
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
'Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their gate,
For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came, alas! to wive,
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
By swaggering could I never thrive,
For the rain it raineth every day.

A great while ago the world begun,
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
But that's all one, our play is done,
And we'll strive to please you every day.

1

15

Morning Song Thomas Heywood
Pack, clouds, away! and welcome, day!  
With night we banish sorrow.  
Sweet air, blow soft; mount, lark, aloft  
To give my Love good-morrow!  
Wings from the wind to please her mind,
Notes from the lark I'll borrow:  
Bird, prune thy wing! nightingale, sing!  
To give my Love good-morrow!  
To give my Love good-morrow  
Notes from them all I'll borrow.
 
Wake from thy nest, robin red-breast!  
Sing, birds, in every furrow!  
And from each bill let music shrill  
Give my fair Love good-morrow!  
Blackbird and thrush in every bush,
Stare, linnet, and cocksparrow,  
You pretty elves, among yourselves  
Sing my fair Love good-morrow!  
To give my Love good-morrow!  
Sing, birds, in every furrow!

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

Sleep is a reconciling,
A rest that peace begets;
Doth not the sun rise smiling
When fair at e'en he sets?
Rest you, then, rest, sad eyes!
Melt not in weeping,
While she lies sleeping,
Softly now, softly lies
Sleeping.

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

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

Damask Roses Anon
Lady, when I behold the roses sprouting,
Which clad in damask mantles deck the arbours,
And then behold your lips where sweet love 
   harbours,
My eyes present me with a double doubting;
For, viewing both alike, hardly my mind 
   supposes
Whether the roses be your lips or your lips the
   roses.

13
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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 spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding a 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 crownéd with the prime
In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding a ding;
Sweet lovers love the spring.

Come unto These Yellow Sands 
from The Tempest, Act 1 Sc 2
    ARIEL, A SPIRIT
Come unto these yellow sands,
Then take hands:
Curtsied when you have and kissed,
The wild waves whist:
Foot it featly here and there;
And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear.

Hark, hark!
Bow-wow.
The watch dogs bark;
Bow-wow.
Hark, hark!
I hear the strain of strutting Chanticleer
Cry, Cock-a-diddle dow.

When Icicles Hang by the Wall 
from Love’s Labour’s Lost, Act 5 Sc 2
    ‘WINTER’
When icicles hang by the wall
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
And Tom bears logs into the hall,
And milk comes frozen home in pail;
When blood is nipt and ways be foul,
Then nightly sings the staring owl:
Tu-who! 
Tu-whit! Tu-who! -- A merry note!
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

When all aloud the wind doth blow,
And coughing drowns the parson's saw,
And birds sit brooding in the snow,
And Marian's nose looks red and raw;
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl
Then nightly sings the staring owl:
Tu-who! 
Tu-whit! Tu-who! -- A merry note!
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

Amaryllis at the Fountain Anon 16th century
Crownèd with flowers I saw fair Amaryllis
By 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.

9
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Take, O Take Those Lips Away 
from Measure for Measure, Act 4 Sc 1
    A PAGE
Take, oh take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn, 
And those eyes: the breake of day, 
Lights that do mislead the Morn; 
But my kisses bring again, bring again, 
Seals of love, but sealed in vain, sealed in vain.

When Daffodils Begin to Peer 
from A Winter’s Tale, Act 4 Sc 3
    AUTOLYCUS
When daffodils begin to peer -
With heigh! The doxy over the dale -
Why, then comes the sweet o' the year;
For the red blood reigns in the winter's pale.

The white sheet bleaching on the hedge -
With heigh! The sweet birds, O how they sing!
Doth set my pugging tooth on edge;
For a quart of ale is a dish for a king.

The lark, that tirra-lirra chants,
With heigh! with heigh! The thrush and the jay,
Are summer songs for me and my aunts,
While we lie tumbling in the hay.

Tell Me where is Fancy Bred 
from The Merchant of Venice, Act 3 Sc 2
    BASSANIO, SUITOR TO PORTIA
Tell me where is Fancy bred,
Or in the heart, or in the head?
How begot, how nourishèd?
Reply, reply.

It is engender'd in the eyes,
With gazing fed; and Fancy dies
In the cradle where it lies.
Let us all ring Fancy's knell:
I'll begin it, - Ding, dong, bell.

Hark, Hark, the Lark! 
from Cymbeline, Act 2 Sc 3
    MUSICIANS
Hark, hark! the lark at heaven's gate sings,
And Phoebus 'gins arise,
His steeds to water at those springs
On chaliced flowers that lies;
And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes:
With every thing that pretty is,
My lady sweet, arise.

Fear No More the Heat of the Sun 
from Cymbeline, Act 4 Sc 2
Guiderius & Arviragus, Sons of Cymbeline
    GUIDERIUS
Fear no more the heat o' the sun,
Nor the furious winter's rages;
Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages:
Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

    ARVIRAGUS, 
Fear no more the frown o' the great;
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke;
Care no more to clothe and eat;
To thee the reed is as the oak:
The sceptre, learning, physic, must

2
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All follow this, and come to dust.
    GUIDERIUS
Fear no more the lightning flash,
    ARVIRAGUS
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;
    GUIDERIUS
Fear not slander, censure rash;
    ARVIRAGUS
Thou hast finish'd joy and moan:
    GUIDERIUS, ARVIRAGUS
All lovers young, all lovers must
Consign to thee, and come to dust.
    GUIDERIUS
No exorciser harm thee!
    ARVIRAGUS
Nor no witchcraft charm thee!
    GUIDERIUS
Ghost unlaid forbear thee!
    ARVIRAGUS
Nothing ill come near thee!
    GUIDERIUS, ARVIRAGUS
Quiet consummation have;
And renowned be thy grave!

Sigh No More, Ladies 
from Much Ado About Nothing, Act 2 Sc 3
    BALTHASAR
Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more,
Men were deceivers ever;
One foot in sea and one on shore;
To one thing constant never.
Then sigh not so,
But let them go,
And be you blithe and bonny;

Converting all your sounds of woe
Into Hey nonny, nonny.
Sing no more ditties, sing no more,
Of dumps so dull and heavy;
The fraud of men was ever so
Since summer first was leavy.
Then sigh not so,
But let them go,
And be you blithe and bonny;
Converting all your sounds of woe
Into Hey nonny, nonny.

Who is Silvia? 
from Two Gentlemen of Verona, Act 4 Sc 2
    THURIO
Who is Silvia? what is she,
That all our swains commend her?
Holy, fair and wise is she;
The heavens such grace did lend her,
That she might admiréd be.

Is she kind as she is fair?
For beauty lives with kindness.
Love doth to her eyes repair,
To help him of his blindness,
And being helped, inhabits there.

Then to Silvia let us sing,
That Silvia is excelling;
She excels each mortal thing
Upon the dull earth dwelling;
To her let us garlands bring.

6
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Under the Greenwood Tree 
from As You Like It, Act 2 Sc 5
    AMIENS, A LORD
Under the greenwood tree
Who loves to lie with me,
And turn his merry note
Unto the sweet bird's throat,
Come hither, come hither, come hither:
Here shall he see
No enemy
But winter and rough weather.

Who doth ambition shun,
And loves to live I’ the sun,
Seeking the food he eats,
And pleas'd with what he gets,
Come hither, come hither, come hither:
Here shall he see
No enemy
But winter and rough weather.

Blow, Blow Thou Winter Wind 
from As You Like It, Act 2 Sc 7
    ORLANDO, SON OF ROLAND DE BOYS
Blow, blow thou winter wind,
Thou art not so unkind
As man's ingratitude;
Thy tooth is not so keen
Because thou art not seen,
Although thy breath be rude.
Heigh ho! sing heigh ho! unto the green holly:
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere 
   folly:

Then, heigh ho! the holly!
This life is most jolly.

Freeze, freeze thou bitter sky,
Thou dost not bite so nigh
As benefits forgot:
Though thou the waters warp,
Thy sting is not so sharp
As friend remember'd not.
Heigh ho! sing heigh ho! unto the green holly:
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere 
   folly:
Then, heigh ho! the holly!
This life is most jolly.

It was a Lover and His Lass 
from As You Like It, Act 5 Sc 3
    TWO PAGES
It was a lover and his lass,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino
That o'er the green corn-field did pass.
In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding a 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 spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding a ding;
Sweet lovers love the spring.

8
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Roger Quilter (1877-1953)   
Nathan Vale, tenor   Adrian Farmer, piano

 SHAKESPEARE SONGS
1 O Mistress Mine 
 Come Away, Death 
 Hey, Ho, the Wind and the Rain 
2 Take, O Take Those Lips Away
3 When Daffodils Begin to Peer
4 Tell Me Where is Fancy Bred
5 Hark, Hark, the Lark!
 Fear No More the Heat of the Sun 
6 Sigh No More Ladies 
7 Who is Silvia? 
8 Under the Greenwood Tree 
 Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind
 It was a Lover and His Lass
9 Come unto These Yellow Sands
10 When Icicles Hang by the Wall

11 Amaryllis at the Fountain
12 Morning Song

 SEVEN ELIZABETHAN LYRICS
13 Weep You No More - My Life’s Delight -
 Damask Roses -
14 The Faithless Shepherdess - Brown is My Love
 By a Fountainside - Fair House of Joy
15 Tulips
16 To Wine and Beauty
17 Go, Lovely Rose

 FIVE JACOBEAN LYRICS
18 The Jealous Lover - Why So Pale and Wan? -
 I Dare Not Ask a Kiss -
19 To Althea from Prison - The Constant Lover

 ‘TO JULIA’
20 Prelude - The Bracelet - The Maiden Blush -
 To Daisies -
21 The Night Piece - Julia’s Hair - Interlude -
 Cherry Ripe

Total playing time 77.34


