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I
n his notorious little 1918 pamphlet Le Coq et l’Arlequin, Jean Cocteau pronounced
that ‘a composer always has too many notes on his keyboard.’ This was a lesson the
young Francis Poulenc took to heart and observed throughout his career; and nowhere

more tellingly than in the piano parts of his songs – far better written, he thought, than
his works for piano solo.

After the First World War, the ethos of French art across the board lay in the direction of
clarity and simplicity. Cocteau further cried for ‘an end to clouds, waves, aquariums, water
nymphs, an end to fogs’, and Erik Satie, the cultural godfather of the new French music,
warned that fogs had been the death of as many composers as sailors. Another target was
the ‘music one listens to head in hands’ – Wagner most notably, but also Schumann. For
Poulenc then, in quest of song texts, the nineteenth century was largely to be avoided and
only one of his texts,Théodore de Banville’s Pierrot, was published during it, while Jean
Moréas’s four poems forming the Airs chantés were printed in the first decade of the
twentieth. Otherwise Poulenc sought either distancing through pre-Romantic poetry or
immediacy through poetry of his own time.

In the present volume, the distancing is of three kinds. In 1923 Poulenc was working on his
ballet Les biches for Diaghilev and, needing texts for three of the choral movements, dug out
some anonymous seventeenth-century poems in the French National Library.As he found
more of them than he could use in the ballet, in 1925 he set eight further poems as a group
of Chansons gaillardes.The word ‘gaillard’ can mean simply ‘lively, vigorous’, but also ‘ribald’
– a suitable epithet for both ‘L’offrande’ and ‘Sérénade’ which celebrate, in female and male
terms respectively, the activity that had so shocked audiences in 1912 at the end of
Nijinsky’s choreography of L’après-midi d’un faune. In both songs, Poulenc’s faux naïves
harmonies and rhythms effect a different kind of distancing, so that we ask ourselves, ‘Did
the singer really say that?’The fast songs in the set (the odd-numbered ones) belong to the

Cocardes [RM]
1. Miel de Narbonne......................................[2.44]

2. Bonne d’enfant ............................................[1.38]

3. Enfant de troupe .........................................[2.19]

Metamorphoses [LM]
4. Reine des mouettes ...................................[1.03]

5. C’est ainsi que tu es...................................[2.27]

6. Paganini...........................................................[1.14]

Chansons gaillardes [CM]
7. La maîtresse volage.....................................[0.40]

8. Chanson à boire ..........................................[2.29]

9. Madrigal..........................................................[0.37]

10. Invocation aux Parques.............................[1.46]

11. Couplets bachiques ....................................[1.31]

12. L’offrande........................................................[1.04]

13. La belle jeunesse..........................................[1.40]

14. Sérénade..........................................................[2.45]

15. À sa guitare [LA].....................................[2.56]

16. Épitaphe sur un texte
de Malherbe [JL]......................................[1.13]

Trois Poèmes de
Louise de Vilmorin [LA]

17. Le Garçon de Liège ...................................[1.27]

18. Au-delà............................................................[1.21]

19. Aux Officiers de la garde blanche .......[3.48]

20. Bleuet [RM] ...............................................[3.21]

21. Dernier poème [LM] ............................[2.05]

22. Rosemonde [CM] ...................................[1.56]

Fiançailles [LM]
23. La dame d’André...................................[1.23]

24. Dans l’herbe.............................................[2.41]

25. Il vole..........................................................[1.52]

26. Mon cadavre est doux
comme un gant ......................................[3.22]

27. Violon ........................................................[2.14]

28. Fleurs ..........................................................[2.52]

Parisiana [RM]
29. Jouer du bugle ........................................[1.39]

30. Vous n’écrivez plus? .............................[0.51]

La Courte Paille [FL]
31. Le sommeil...............................................[2.04]

32. Quelle aventure!.....................................[1.04]

33. La reine de cœur....................................[1.44]

34. Ba, be, bi, bo, bu.....................................[0.28]

35. Les anges musiciens ..............................[1.30]

36. Le carafon .................................................[1.06]

37. Lune d’avril..............................................[2.39]

Total timings: ........................................[69.38]

Lorna Anderson [LA]

Jonathan Lemalu [JL]

Felicity Lott [FL]

Christopher Maltman [CM]

Lisa Milne [LM]

Robert Murray [RM]
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covered in shells. Her friend Francis. Summer 1921’. Cocteau’s poems consist of tiny
fragments put together like collages.The only feature resembling syntax is the repetition
of the final syllable of each line as the first of the next: thus ‘Caravane/Vanille’,
‘mandoline/linoléum’. The items are the bric-à-brac of suburban life that Poulenc so
adored (he found the countryside boring) and originally the three songs were
accompanied by a ‘street band’ of violin, trumpet, trombone, bass drum and triangle.

Poulenc did not set Cocteau’s words again until late in life, but he found the same evocative
simplicity and the same lack of ‘emphase’ in the poems of Guillaume Apollinaire.Although
Apollinaire died in the ’flu epidemic of 1918, Poulenc had heard him read his poetry and
insisted that having the sound of ‘la voix de Guillaume’ in his head was crucial for his
settings. Understatement is the order of the day. Although ‘Bleuet’ means ‘cornflower, ‘un
bleu’ is an army recruit.Apollinaire wrote the poem in 1917 and Poulenc set it in October
1939, touched ‘by its human resonance’; in retrospect he felt that instead of ‘Modéré’, he
might have marked it ‘Intimement’.The song builds quietly, effortlessly to its apotheosis in
the final line, heard over a single chord until the last word, ‘immémoriale’, after which a
final, gently dissonant, high D# on the piano seems to take us beyond the range of memory.
In ‘Rosemonde’, composed in May 1954 and one of his last Apollinaire settings, the poet’s
regular steps through the streets of Amsterdam are reflected in the piano’s pulsing quavers.
Poulenc marks the song ‘Calmement’, and the restrained atmosphere is close to that found
throughout most of the opera Dialogues de Carmélites on which he was working at the time.

The two songs of Parisiana date from the month before ‘Rosemonde’. Like the Chansons
gaillardes, ‘Jouer du bugle’ was a ‘leftover’, in this case from Poulenc’s 1932 secular cantata
Le Bal masqué, in which he had wanted to include it but realized it covered the same
ground as ‘La dame aveugle’.The song is peopled with the same sort of characters as that
cantata, the ones Poulenc loved reading about in the newspaper columns called ‘Faits

5

tradition of the old French chansons, with words tumbling out at speed, although Poulenc
plays games with the phrase-lengths, so we’re never quite sure how a line will end or where
a new one will begin. In the two slowest songs, Poulenc’s piano writing owes nothing to
anyone: the thick chords in ‘Chanson à boire’, switching disconcertingly between minor
and major, mirror the drunkards perception that embalming himself in drink before death
may, perhaps, lead to just that end; and in ‘Invocation aux Parques’, a heartfelt plea for mercy,
the vocal line (marked ‘tendrement’) is both simple and deeply moving, while the gritty
piano chords that precede and follow it suggest that the Fates may not, after all, oblige.

A second kind of distancing can be found in the little song À sa guitare, a setting of Ronsard
composed for Yvonne Printemps to sing in the last scene of a 1935 play, Margot, by
Edouard Bourdet (otherwise distinguished for the first stage appearance of Charles
Aznavour, aged 11).The Margot of the title is Marguerite of Valois, first wife of Henri IV,
noted for ‘her beauty, learning and licentiousness’.As a player in the late-sixteenth-century
wars of religion, she had reason to employ the ‘deception’ of which she sings, and Poulenc
likewise ‘deceives’ through acid chromatic additions to his underlying olde-worlde
harmonies. In contrast, his setting of Epitaphe is entirely sincere. Here, in a third kind of
distancing, Poulenc validates his grief at the death in 1930 of his close friend Raymonde
Linossier through this tiny poem by François de Malherbe (1555-1628).At the time of her
death, Linossier had been in line to become the director of the Musée Guimet, devoted to
the arts of Asia.Whether or not Poulenc intended his song as a homage to the quietism of
Asiatic cultures, he asked that it be sung ‘without bombast [sans emphase], because bombast
was what Raymonde Linossier detested most of all.’

Until her death, Poulenc presented Linossier with a copy of each of his published works,
usually with charming inscriptions. On the score of his little cycle Cocardes, he wrote, ‘To
Raymonde who, like me, loves French fries, player pianos, colour prints and jewelry boxes

4
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divers’ (News items, usually of an eye-catching nature), here exemplified by the three
women playing the bugle in the bathroom and the young lad catching crabs with his hand.
In the last four lines the mood changes from the curious to the poetic, as the piano brings
in a new right-hand melody and the bass resolves on to a G, where it will stay, with minor
interruptions, until the end of the song. ‘Vous n’écrivez plus’ narrates the poet’s less-than-
glorious career as newspaper seller and lavatory cleaner, ending (triumphantly?) as waiter
in the Café Richelieu and the Café de la Paix (both still in business today).

Apart from the single song Mazurka, written in 1949, his other twelve settings of poems by
Louise de Vilmorin all date from the years 1937-1943. He had met her in 1934, but it was
two years later that he came across a poem,‘Officiers de la garde blanche’, that she had written
as a Christmas present for a friend. He promptly asked her for two more poems to go with it
and, as she said, she complied, but with great misgivings: he was a name to conjure with, she
was an unknown.He composed the Trois poèmes at the end of 1937,with the unusual structure
of two fast songs followed by a slow one. Indeed, ‘Le garcon de Liège’ is marked
‘vertigineusement vite’, leaving performers and listeners breathless. In ‘Au-delà’, Vilmorin
worried about the sexual innuendo in the lines ‘Qui sait me faire rire, D’un doigt deci, delà’
and took them out when the poems were published separately. But as in the Chansons
gaillardes, Poulenc’s mastery of innocence saves the day. In setting the Christmas poem ‘Aux
officiers de la garde blanche’, addressed to the angels, Poulenc was proud of the spare piano
octaves at the start, and of having resisted the temptation to bring in harmony at bar 4.The
repeated notes are a reminder of the guitar Vilmorin use to take with her to parties, while the
whole song resounds with the Catholic faith Poulenc had found again the previous year.

Curiously, the six poems Poulenc took from Vilmorin’s 1939 volume Fiançailles pour rire
contain little to laugh about, dealing as they do with the hazards of love.Will André’s lover
prove faithful or will she end up as just a memory? (Georges Auric complained about the

last chord, but Poulenc said it was necessary to carry the listener on to the next song). In
‘Dans l’herbe’, the lover is powerless; in ‘Il vole’ he flies away, stealing her heart (a pun on
‘vole’). Negative words abound in ‘Mon cadavre’: ‘effacées’, ‘silence’, ‘poids mort’, ‘égarés’,
‘arrêté’… All of this Poulenc treats with the simplest of means – indeed all Vilmorin’s poems
led him to a renewed consonance after his more dissonant settings of the Surrealists, Eluard
in particular. ‘Violon’ recalls a violinist in a café where Poulenc had met Vilmorin and her
Hungarian husband (hence the gipsy swoops), and after the final A minor gesture, the D flat
major of ‘Fleurs’ comes, as Poulenc said, ‘from far away’. It was one of his favourite keys of
sensuality. Here the combination of tenderness and heartbreak is almost unbearable.

Poulenc wrote the three songs of Métamorphoses in 1943 for his recital partner Pierre Bernac,
a great admirer of Vilmorin’s poetry.The two fast outer songs are again in Poulenc’s breathless
vein, ‘Paganini’ being a mad waltz made up, like Cocteau’s Cocardes, of tiny snapshots.The
central song, although the composer had nothing to say about it except that it should be sung
‘without affectation’, is one of his most beautiful.Bernac himself referred to its ‘Chopinesque
lyrical flavour’.The sudden switch (‘tendrement mélancolique’) to the major on the word
‘Voilà’ never fails of its effect, nor does the pianissimo high G on the crucial word ‘croire’.

The song Dernier poème was not written for any particular singer, nor was the poet Robert
Desnos one of Poulenc’s friends.We can only presume that he chose to set this poem, as
he had the same writer’s Le disparu, out of fellow feeling for Desnos’s role in the Résistance,
for which he was arrested by the Gestapo. He died in 1945, shortly after his release from
a concentration camp. Poulenc referred to the song as ‘une nouvelle mélodie (grave) sur
un poème grave.’ The poem centres round the word ‘ombre’, mirrored in the final
major/minor harmonic clash.

© Roger Nichols
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Cocardes
Jean Cocteau (1889-1963)

1. Miel de Narbonne

Use ton cœur. Les clowns fleurissent du 
crottin d’or.

Dormir! Un coup d’orteil: on vole.
Volez-vous jouer avec moi? 
Moabite, dame de la croix bleue.

Caravane.
Vanille. Poivre. Confiture de tamarin.
Marin, cou, le pompon, moustaches,

mandoline.
Linoléum en trompe-l’œil. Merci.
Cinema, nouvelle muse.

2. Bonne d’enfant

Técla: notre âge d’or. Pipe, Carnot,
Joffre.

J’offre à toute personne ayant des 
névralgies ...

Girafe. Noce. Un bonjour de 
Gustave.

Ave Maria de Gounod,
Rosière,

Air de Mayol,Touring-Club,
Phonographe.

Affiche, crime en couleurs. Piano 
mécanique,

Nick Carter; c’est du joli! 
Liberte, Egalité, Fraternité.

3. Enfant de Troupe

Morceau pour piston seul, polka.
Caramels mous, bonbons acidulés,

pastilles de menthe.
ENTR’ACTE. L’odeur en sabots.
Beau gibier de satin tué par le

tambour.
Hambourg, Bock, Sirop de

framboise 
Oiseleur de ses propres mains.
Intermède; uniforme bleu.
La trapèze encense la mort.

Metamorphoses
Louise de Vilmorin (1902-1969)

4. Reine des mouettes

Reine des mouettes, mon orpheline,
Je t’ai vue rose, je m’en souviens,
Sous les brumes mousselines 

De ton deuil ancien.

Rose d’aimer le baiser qui chagrine
Tu te laissais accorder à mes mains 
Sous les brumes mousselines
Voiles de nos liens.

Rougis, rougis, mon baiser te devine 
Mouette prise aux nœds des grands

chemins.

Reine des mouettes, mon orpheline,
Tu étais rose accordée à mes mains 
Rose sous les mousselines

Et je m’en souviens.

Cockades

Honey of Narbonne 

Use your heart.The clowns flourish on
golden manure.

To sleep! A kick with the toe; one flies.
Will you play with me? 
Moabite, lady of the blue cross.

Caravan
Vanilla. Pepper.Tamarind jam.
Sailor, neck, pompon, moustaches,

mandoline.
Deceptive linoleum.Thanks.
Cinema, new muse.

Children’s Nurse

Tecla: our golden age. Pipe, Carnot,
Joffre.

I offer to everybody who has 
neuralgia ...

Giraffe.Wedding.A good day from 
Gustave.

Ave Maria by Gounod,
Queen of the village,

Air by Mayol,Touring-Club,
Phonograph.

Poster, crime in colours. Mechanical 
piano,

Nick Carter; that’s a nice thing! 
Liberty, Equality, Fraternity.

Child of the Troupe

Piece for solo cornet, polka.
Soft caramels, acid drops, mint

pastilles.
ENTR’ACTE.The smell in sabots.
Fine game bird of satin killed by the

drum.
Hamburg, beer glass, syrup of

raspberries 
Bird-catcher by his own hands.
Interlude; blue uniform.
The trapeze incenses death.

Queen of the seagulls

Queen of the seagulls, my orphan,
I have seen you pink, I remember it,
under the misty muslins

of your bygone mourning.

Pink that you liked the kiss which vexes you
you surrendered to my hands 
under the misty muslins

veils of our bond.

Blush, blush, my kiss divines you 
seagull captured at the meeting of the

great highways.

Queen of the seagulls, my orphan,
you were pink surrendered to my hands 
pink under the muslins

and I remember it.
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5. C’est ainsi que tu es

Ta chair, d’âme mêlée,
Chevelure emmêlée,
Ton pied courant le temps,
Ton ombre qui s’étend 
Et murmure á ma tempe.
Voilà, c’est ton portrait,
C’est ainsi que tu es,
Et je veux te l’écrire 
Pour que la nuit venue,
Tu puisses croire et dire,
Que je t’ai bien connue.

6. Paganini

Violon hippocampe et sirène
Berceau des cœur et berceau 
Larmes de Marie Madeleine 
Soupir d’une Reine

Echo

Violon orgueil des mains légères 
Départ à cheval sur les eaux
Amour chevauchant le mystère 
Voleur en prière

Oiseau

Violon femme morganatique 
Chat botté courant la forêt 
Puit des vérités lunatiques 
Confession publique

Corset 

Violon alcool de l’âme en peine
Préférence muscle du soir 
Épaules des saisons soudaines 
Feuille de chêne

Miroir 

Violon chevalier du silence
Jouet évadé du bonheur 
Poitrine des mille présences 
Bateau de plaisance

Chasseur.

Chansons Gaillardes 
Ribald Songs
Anonymous 17th Century Songs

7. La maitresse volage

Ma maîtresse est volage,
Mon rival est heureux;
S’il a son pucelage,
C’est qu’elle en avait deux.

Et vogue la galère,
Tant qu’elle pourra voguer.

8. Chanson à boire

Les rois d’Egypte et de Syrie,
Voulaient qu’on embaumât leurs corps,
Pour durer plus longtemps morts.

Quelle folie!

It is thus that you are

Your body imbued with soul,
your tangled hair,
your foot pursuing time,
your shadow which stretches 
and whispers close to my temples.
There, that is your portrait,
it is thus that you are,
and I want to write it to you
so that when night comes,
you may believe and say,
that I knew you well.

Paganini

Violin sea-horse and siren 
cradle of hearts heart and cradle 
tears of Mary Magdalen 
sigh of a queen

echo

Violin pride of agile hands 
departure on horseback on the water
love astride mystery 
thief at prayer

bird

violin morganatic woman 
puss-in-boots ranging the forest 
well of insane truths 
public confession

corset 

violin alcohol of the troubled soul
preference muscle of the evening 
shoulder of sudden seasons 
leaf of the oak

mirror

violin knight of silence 
plaything escaped from happiness 
bosom of a thousand presences 
boat of pleasure

hunter.

The fickle mistress

My mistress is fickle,
my rival is fortunate;
if he has her virginity,
she must have had two.

Let’s chance our luck 
as long as it will last.

Drinking Song

The kings of Egypt and Syria,
wished to have their bodies embalmed,
to last for a longer time dead.
What folly!
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Buvons donc selon notre envie,
Il faut boire et reboire encore.
Buvons don toute notre vie,
Embaumons-nous avant la mort.

Embaumons-nous;
Que ce baume est doux.

9. Madrigal

Vous êtes belle comme un ange,
Douce comme un petit mouton;
Il n’est point de cœur, Jeanneton,
Qui sous votre loi ne se range.
Mais une fille sans têtons 
Est une perdrix sans orange.

10. Invocation aux Parques

Je jure, tant que je vivrai,
De vous aimer, Sylvie.
Parques, qui dans vos mains tenez 
Le fil de notre vie,
Allongez, tant que vous pourrez,
Le mien, je vous en prie.

11. Couplets bachiques

Je suis tant que dure le jour
Et grave et badin tour à tour.
Quand je vois un flacon sans vin,
Je suis grave, je suis grave,
Est-il tout plein, je suis badin.

Je suis tant que dure le jour 
Et grave et badin tour à tour.

Quand ma femme me tient au lit,
Je suis sage, je suis sage,
Quand ma femme me tient au lit
Je suis sage toute la nuit.

Si catin au lit me tient 
Alors je suis badin 
Ah! belle hôtesse, versez-moi du vin
Je suis badin, badin, badin.

12. L’offrande

Au dieu d’Amour une pucelle 
Offrit un jour une chandelle,
Pour en obtenir un amant.
Le dieu souritt de sa demande 
Et lui dit: Belle en attendant 
Servez-vous toujours de l’offrande.

13. La belle jeunesse

Il faut s’aimer toujours 
Et ne s’épouser guère.
Il faut faire l’amour 
Sans cure ni notaire.

Cessez, messieurs, d’être épouseurs,
Ne visez qu’aux tirelires,
Ne visez qu’aux tourelours,
Cessez, messieurs, d’être epouseurs,

Ne visez qu’aux cœurs.
Cessez, messieurs, d’être épouseurs,
Holà, messieurs, ne visez plus qu’aux cœurs.

Let us drink then as we will,
we must drink and drink again.
Let us drink our whole life long,
embalm ourselves before death.

Embalm ourselves;
since this balm is sweet.

Madrigal

You are as beautiful as an angel,
sweet as a little lamb;
there is not a heart, Jeanneton,
that has not fallen beneath your spell.
But a girl without tits 
is a partridge without orange.

Invocation to the Fates

I swear, as long as I shall live,
to love you, Sylvie.
Fates, who hold in your hands 
the thread of our life,
extend, as long as you can,
mine, I beg you.

Bacchic couplets

As long as day lasts I am 
serious and merry by turns.
When I see a wine bottle empty 
I am serious, I am serious,
when it is full, I am merry.

As long as day lasts 
I am serious and merry by turns.

When I am in bed with my wife,
I am serious, I am serious,
when I am in bed with my wife 
I behave well all night long.

If I am in bed with a wench 
then I am merry 
Ah! fair hostess, pour me some wine 
I am merry, merry, merry.

The Offering

To the god of Love a virgin
offered one day a candle 
thus to gain a lover.
The god smiled at her request 
and said to her: Fair one while you wait 
the offering always has its uses.

The beauty of youth

You should love always 
and seldom marry.
You should make love 
without priest or notary.

Cease, good Sirs, to be marrying men,
only aim at the tirelires,
only aim at the tourelours,
cease, good Sirs, to be marrying men,

only aim at the hearts.
Cease, good Sirs, to be marrying men,
enough, good Sirs, only aim at the hearts.
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Pourquoi se marier,
Quand les femmes des autres 
Ne se font pas prier 
Pour devenir les nôtres.

Quand leurs ardeurs,
Quand leurs faveurs,
Cherchent nos tirelires,
Cherchent nos tourelours,
Cherchent nos cœurs.

14. Serenade

Avec une si belle main,
Que servent tant de charmes,
Que vous devez du dieu malin,
Bien manier les armes.
Et quand cet Enfant est chagrin 
Bien essuyer ses larmes.

15. À sa guitare
Pierre Ronsard (1524-1585)

Ma guitare, je te chante,
Par qui seule je déçois,
Je déçois, je romps, j’enchante 
Les amours que je reçois.

Au son de ton harmonie 
Je rafraîchis ma chaleur,
Ma chaleur flamme infinie 
Naissante d’un beau malheur.

16. Épitaphe
François de Malherbe (1555-1628)

Belle âme qui fus mon flambeau,
Reçoisl l’honneur qu’en ce tombeau 
Le devoir m’oblige à te rendre;
Ce que je fais te sert de peu,
Mais au moins tu vois en la cendre 
Que j’en aime encore le feu.

Trois Poèmes de Louise de Vilmorin 
Louise de Vilmorin

17. Le Garçon de Liége

Un garçon de conte de fée
M’a fait un grand salut bourgeois,
En plein vent, au bord d’une allee,
Debout, sous l’arbre de la Loi.

Les oiseaux d’arriere saison 
Faisaient des leurs, malgré la pluie,
Et, prise par ma déraison,
J’osai lui dire: je m’ennuie.

Sans dire un doux mot de menteur,
Le soir, dans ma chambre à tristesse,
Il vint consoler ma pâleur;
Son ombre me fit des promesses.

Mais c’était un garçon de Liège 
Léger, léger comme le vent,
Qui ne se prend à aucun piège 
Et court les plaines du beau temps.

Why marry,
when the wives of others 
need no persuasion 
to become ours.

When their ardours,
when their favours,
seek our tirelires,
seek our tourelours,
seek our hearts.

Serenade

With so fair a hand,
possessed of so many charms,
that you must indeed 
handle Cupid’s darts.
And when this child is troubled 
wipe away his tears.

To her guitar

My guitar, I sing to you,
through whom alone I deceive,
I deceive, I break off, I enchant 
the loves that I receive.

At the sound of your harmony 
I refresh my ardour,
the infmite flame of my ardour 
born of a beautiful sorrow.

Epitaph

Beautiful soul that was my torch 
receive the homage that in this tomb 
duty obliges me to render you;
that which I do serve you but little,
but at least you see in the mortal ashes 
that I still love their fire.

The boy of Liege

A fairy-tale youth
boldly bowed low to me,
in the open air, on the verge of a pathway,
standing under the tree of the Law.

The birds of late autumn 
were busy, in spite of the rain,
and, seized by a foolish whim,
I dared to say to him: I am bored.

Without one sweet deceiving word,
at evening, in my cheerless room,
he came to console my pallor;
his shadowy figure made me promises.

But he was a boy of Liège 
light, light as the wind,
who would never be caught in a trap 
and roams the plains in fine weather.
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Et dans ma chemise de nuit,
Depuis lors, quand je voudrais rire,
Ah! beau jeun homme, je m’ennuie,
Ah! dans ma chemise, à mourir.

18. Au-delà

Eau-de-vie! Au-delà! 
A l’heure du plaisir,
Choisir n’est pas trahir,
Je choisis celui-là.

Je choisis celui-là 
Qui sait me faire rire,
D’un doigt de-ci, de-là,
Comme on fait pour ècrire.

Comme on fait pour ècrire,
Il va par-ci, par-là,
Sans que j’ose lui dire:
J’aime bien ce jeu-là.

J’aime bien ce jeu-la,
Qu’un souffle fait finir,
Jusqu’au dernier soupir
Je choisis ce jeu-là.

Eau-de-vie! Au-delà! 
A l’heure du plaisir,
Choisir n’est pas trahir,
Je choisis ce jeu-la.

19. Aux Officiers de la garde blanche

Officiers de la Garde Blanche,
Gardez-moi de certaines pensées, la nuit,
Gardez-moi des corpi à corps et de l’appui
D’une main sur ma hanche.

Gardez-moi surtout de lui 
Qui par la manche m’entraîne 
Vers le hasard des mains pleines 
Et les ailleurs d’eau qui luit.

Epargnez-moi les tourments en tourmente
De l’aimer un jour plus qu’aujourd’hui,
Et la froide moiteur des attentes 
Qui presseront aux vitres et aux portes 
Mon profil de dame déjà morte.

Officiers de la Garde Blanche,
Je ne veux pas pleurer pour lui
Sur terre, je veux pleurer en pluie,
Sur sa terre, sur son astre orné de buis,
Lorsque plus tard je planerai transparente,
Au-dessus des cent pas d’ennui.

Officiers des consciences pures,
Vous qui faites les visages beaux,
Confiez dans l’espace, au vol des oiseaux,
Un message pour les chercheurs de mesures,
Et forgez pour nous des chaines sans anneaux.

And in my nightdress,
ever since then, when I want to laugh,
Ah! handsome young man, I am bored,
Ah! in my nightdress, bored to death.

Au-delà

Eau-de-vie! Au-dela! 
At the hour of pleasure 
to choose is not to betray,
I choose that one.

I choose that one 
who can make me laugh,
with a finger here, there,
as when one writes.

As when one writes,
he goes this way, that way,
without my daring to say to him:
I very much like this game.

I very much like this game,
that a breath can end,
until my last breath
I choose this game.

Eau-de-vie! Au-dela! 
At the hour of pleasure,
to choose is not to betray,
I choose this game.

To the Officers of the White Guard

Officers of the White Guard,
guard me from certain thoughts at night,
guard me from love’s tussle and the pressure 
of a hand upon my hip.

Guard me above all from him 
who pulls me by the sleeve 
towards the danger of full hands,
and elsewhere, of water that shines.

Spare me the tempestuous torment 
of loving him one day more than today,
and the cold moisture of expectation 
that will press on the windows and doors 
my profile of a woman already dead.

Officers of the White Guard,
I do not want to weep for him on earth,
I would weep as rain on his land,
on his star of carved boxwood,
when later I float transparent,
above a hundred steps of weariness.

Officers of the pure consciences,
you who beautify faces,
confide in space, to the flight of the birds,
a message for the seekers of moderation,
and forge for us chains without rings.
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20. Bleutet
Guillaume Apollinaire (1880-1918)

Jeun homme de vingt ans 
Qui a vu des choses si affreuses 
Que penses-tu des hommes de ton enfance 

Tu connais la bravoure et la ruse
Tu as vu la mort en face plus de cent fois
Tu ne sais pas ce que c’est que la vie 

Transmets ton intrépidité
A ceux qui viendront Après toi

Jeun homme
Tu es joyeux ta mémoire est 

ensanglantée
Ton âme est rouge aussi 

De joie
Tu as absorbé la vie de ceux qui sont 

morts prés de toi
Tu as de la décision 
Il est dix sept heures et tu saurais

Mourir 
Sinon mieux que tes aînés 
Du moins plus pieusement
Car tu connais mieux la mort que la vie

O doucceur d’autrefois 
Lenteur immémoriale

21. Dernier Poème
Robert Desnos (1900-1945)

J’ai rêvé tellement fort de toi,
J’ai tellement marché, tellement parlé,
Tellement aimé ton ombre,
qu’il ne me reste plus rien de toi.
Qu’il ne me reste d’être l’ombre parmi les
ombres 
D’être cent fois plus ombre que
l’ombre 
D’être l’ombre qui viendra et
reviendra
dans ta vie ensoleillée.

22. Rosemonde
Guillaume Apollinaire

Longtemps au pied du perron de 
La maison où entra la dame 
Que j’avais suivi pendant deux 
Bonnes heures à Amsterdam 
Mes doigts jetèrent des baisers

Mais le canal était désert 
Le quai aussi et nul ne vit 
Comment mes baisers retrouvèrent 
Celle à qui j’ai donné ma vie 
Un jour pendant plus de deux heures

Je la surnommai Rosemonde 
Voulant pouvoir me rappeler 
Sa bouche fleurie en Hollande 
Puis lentement je m’allai
Pour quêter la Rose du Monde

Young Solider

Young man of twenty years 
you who have seen such terrible things 
what do you think of the men of your childhood 

You have seen bravery and cunning
you have seen death face to face over a hundred times
you do not know what life is 

Hand on your fearlessness
to those who will come after you

Young man 
you are full of joy 
your memory is steeped in blood 
your soul too is red
with joy 
you have absorbed the life of those
who fell beside you 
you have resolution
it is five o’clock and you would know how
to die if not better than your elders
at least with more piety 
for you know death better than life

O sweetness of former days 
Slow moving beyond all memory

Last Poem

I dreamed so intensely of you,
I walked so much, talked so much,
so much loved your shadow,
that nothing more is left for me of you.
It is left for me to be the shadow among
shadows 
to be a hundred times more shadow
than the shadow 
to be the shadow that will come and
come again
into your sun-filled life.

Rosemonde

Long I stood at the foot of the steps 
of the house where the lady entered 
whom I had followed for two 
good hours in Amsterdam
my fingers threw kisses

But the canal was deserted 
the quay also and no one saw 
how my kisses found her again 
to whom I had given my life 
one day for more than two hours

I named her Rosemonde 
wishing to be able to recall 
her flowery mouth in Holland 
then slowly I went away 
to seek the Rose of the WorId
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Fiançailles Pour Rire 
Louise de Vilmorin

23. la dame d’Andre

André ne connaît pas la dame 
Qu’il prend aujourd’hui par la main.
A-t-elle un cœur à lendemains,
Et pour le soir at eIle une âme?

Au retour d’un bal campagnard 
S’en allait-elle en robe vague 
Chercher dans les meules la bague 
Des fiançailles du hasard?

A-t-elle eu peur, la nuit venue,
Guettée par les ombres d’hier,
Dans son jardin, lorsque l’hiver 
Entrait par la grand avenue?

Il l’a aimée pour sa couleur,
Pour sa bonne humeur de Dimanche.
Pâlira-t-elle aux feuilles blanches 
De son album des temps meilleurs?

24. Dans l’herbe

Je ne peux plus rien dire 
Ni rien faire pour lui.
Il est mort de sa belle 
Il est mort de sa mort belle
Dehors 
Sous l’arbre de la Loi 
En plein silence 
En plein paysage 
Dans l’herbe.
Il est mort inaperçu 

En criant son passage 
En appelant En m’appelant.
Mais comme j’étais loin de lui 
Et que sa voix ne portait plus 
Il est mort seul dans les bois 
Sous son arbre d’enfance.
Et je ne peux plus rien dire 
Ni rien faire pour lui.

25. Il vole

En allant se coucher le soleil
Se reflète au vernis de ma table
C’est le fromage rond de la fable 
Au bec de mes ciseaux de vermeil.

Mais ou est le corbeau? Il vole.

Je voudrais coudre mais un aimant 
Attire à lui toutes mes aiguilles.
Sur la place les joueurs de quilles 
De belle en belle passent le temps.

Mais ou est mon amant? Il vole.

C’est un voleur que j’ai pour amant,
Le corbeau vole et mon amant vole,
Voleur de cœur manque à sa parole 
Et voleur de fromage est absent.

Mais ou est le bonheur? Il vole.

Je pleure sous le saule pleureur 
Je mêle mes larmes à ses feuilles.
Je pleure car je veux qu’on me veuille
Et je ne plais pas a mon voleur.

Whimsical Betrothal

Andre’s woman friend

Andre does not know the woman 
whom he took by the hand today.
Has she a heart for the tomorrows,
and for the evening has she a soul?

On returning from a country ball 
did she go in her flowing dress 
to seek in the hay stacks the ring 
for the random betrothal?

Was she afraid, when night fell,
haunted by the ghosts of the past,
in her garden, when winter 
entered by the wide avenue?

He loved her for her colour,
for her Sunday good humour.
Will she fade on the white leaves 
of his album of better days?

In the grass

I can say nothing more 
nor do anything for him.
He died for his beautiful one 
he died a beautiful death
outside
under the tree of the Law
in deep silence 
in open countryside 
in the grass.
He died unnoticed 

crying out in his passing 
calling calling me.
But as I was far from him 
and because his voice no longer carried 
he died alone in the woods 
beneath the tree of his childhood.
And I can say nothing more 
nor do anything for him.

He flies

As the sun is setting
it is reflected in the polished surface of my table
it is the round cheese of the fable 
in the beak of my silver scissors.

But where is the crow? It flies.

I should like to sew but a magnet 
attracts all my needles.
On the square the skittle players 
pass the time with game after game.

But where is my lover? He flies.

I have a thief for a lover,
the crow flies and my lover steals,
the thief of my heart breaks his word 
and the thief of the cheese is not here.

But where is happiness? It flies.

I weep under the weeping willow 
I mingle my tears with its leaves.
I weep because I want to be desired 
and I am not pleasing to my thief.
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Mais ou donc est l’amour? Il vole.

Trouvez la rime à ma déraison 
Et par les routes du paysage
Ramenez-moi mon amant volage 
Qui prend les cœurs et perd ma raison.

Je veux que mon voleur me vole.

26. Mon cadavre est doux comme un gant

Mon cadavre est doux comme un gant 
Doux comme un gant de peau glacée 
Et mes prunelles effaces
Font de mes yeux des cailloux blancs.

Deux cailloux blancs dans mon visage 
Dans le silence deux muets 
Ombrés encore d’un secret 
Et lourd du poids mort des images.

Mes doigts tant de fois égarés 
Sont joints en attitude sainte
Appuyés au creux de mes plaintes 
Au nœud de mon cœur arêté.

Et mes deux pieds sont les montagnes 
Les deux derniers monts que j’ai vus 
A la minute où j’ai perdu 
La course que les années gagnent.

Mon souvenir est ressemblant,
Enfants emportez-le bien vite,
Allez, allez ma vie est dite.
Mon cadavre est doux comme un gant.

27. Violon

Couple amoureux aux accents méconnus
Le violon et son joueur me plaisent.
Ah! j’aime ces gémissements tendus
Sur la corde des malaises.
Aux accords sur les cordes des pendus 
A l’heure où les Lois se taisent 
Le cœur en forme de fraise,
S’offre à l’amour comme un fruit inconnu.

28. Fleurs

Fleurs promises, fleurs tenues dans tes bras,
Fleurs sorties des parenthèses d’un pas,
Qui t’apportait ces fleurs l’hiver
Saupoudrées du sable des mers? 
Sable de tes baisers, fleurs des amours fanées
Les beaux yeux sont de cendre et dans la 
cheminée 
Un cœur enrubanné de plaintes 
Brûle avec ses images saintes.

Parisiana
Max Jacob (1876-1944)

29. Jouer du bugle

Les trois dames qui jouaient du bugle 
Tard dans leur salle de bain,
Ont pour maître un certain mufle 
Qui n’est la que le matin.

L’enfant blond qui prend des crabes 
Des crabes avec la main 
Ne dit pas une syllabe
C’est un fils adultérin.

But where then is love? It flies.

Find the rhyme for my lack of reason 
and by the roads of the countryside
bring me back my flighty lover 
who takes hearts and drives me mad.

I wish that my thief would steal me.

My corpse is as limp as a glove

My corpse is as limp as a glove 
limp as a glove of glacé kid 
and my two hidden pupils 
make two white pebbles of my eyes.

Two white pebbles in my face 
two mutes in the silence 
still shadowed by a secret 
and heavy with the burden of things seen.

My fingers so often straying 
are joined in a saintly pose
resting on the hollow of my groans 
at the centre of my arrested heart.

And my two feet are the mountains 
the last two hills I saw 
at the moment when I lost 
the race that the years win.

I still resemble myself 
children bear away the memory quickly,
go, go, my life is done.
My corpse is as limp as a glove.

Violin

Enamoured couple with the misprized accents 
the violin and its player please me.
Ah! I love these wailings long drawn out 
on the cord of uneasiness.
In chords on the cords of the hanged 
at the hour when the Laws are silent 
the heart, formed like a strawberry,
offers itself to love like an unknown fruit.

Flowers

Promised flowers, flowers held in your arms,
flowers sprung from the parenthesis of a step,
who brought you these flowers in winter
powdered with the sand of the seas? 
Sand of your kisses, flowers of faded loves 
the beautiful eyes are ashes and in the fireplace
a heart beribboned with sighs 
burns with its treasured pictures.

Parisiana

Playing the cornet

The three ladies who played the cornet 
late in their bathroom,
have for master a certain scoundrel 
who is there only in the morning.

The blond child who takes some crabs 
some crabs with his hand 
does not speak a syllable 
he is a bastard son.
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Trois mères pour cet enfant chauve 
Une seule suffisait bien.
Le pére est nabab mais pauvre 
Il le traite comme un chien.

Signature

Cœur des muses, tu m’aveugles,
C’est moi qu’on voit jouer du bugle,
Au pont d’Iena, le dimanche,
Un écriteau sur la manche.

30. Vous n’ecrivez plus?

M’as-tu connu marchand d’journaux 
A Barbès et sous l’métro 
Pour insister vers l’Institut 
Il me faudrait de la vertu,
Mes romans n’ont ni rang ni ronds 
Et je n’ai pas de caractère.

M’as-tu connu marchand d’marrons 
Au coin de la rue Coquillière,
Tablier rendu, l’autrsest vert.

M’as-tu connu marchand d’tickets,
Balayeur de double V.C.
Je le dis sans fiel ni malice 
Aide à la foire au pain d’épice,
Défenseur au Juge de paix,
Officier, comme on dit office 
Au Richelieu et à la Paix.

La Courte Paille
Maurice Carême (1899-1978)

31. Le sommeil

Le sommeil est en voyage,
Mon Dieu! Où est-il parti?
J’ai beau bercer mon petit,
Il pleure dans son lit-cage,
Il pleure depuis midi.

Où le sommeil a-t’il mis 
Son sable et ses rêves sages?
J’ai beau bercer mon petit,
il se tourne tout en nage,
Il sanglote dans son lit.

Ah! reviens, reviens, sommeil,
Sur ton beau cheval de course! 
Dans le ciel noir, la Grande Ourse 
A enterré le soleil 
Et rallume ses abeilles.

Si l’enfant ne dort pas bien,
Il ne dira pas bonjour,
Il ne dira rien demain 
A ses doigts, au Iait, au pain 
Qui l’accueillent dans le jour.

32. Quelle aventure!

Une puce, dans sa voiture,
Tirait un petit éléphant 
En regardant les devantures
Où scintillaient les diamants.

– Mon Dieu! mon Dieu! quelle aventure!
Qui va me croire, s’il m’entend?

Three mothers for this bald child 
one alone would be quite enough.
The father is nabob but poor 
he treats him like a dog.

Signature

Heart of the muses, you blind me,
it is I myself who is seen playing the cornet,
by the Pont d’Iena, of a Sunday,
a placard on my sleeve.

You do not write any longer

Did you know me newspaper-seller 
at Barbès and under the metro 
to persist concerning the Institute 
I would have needed courage,
my novels have neither top nor tale 
and I have no character.

Did you know me chestnut-seller 
at the corner of the rue Coquillière,
I gave my apron back, the other is green.

Did you know me ticket-seller,
latrine-cleaner.
I say it without bitterness or spite 
assistant at the gingerbread fair,
defender at the police court,
officer, as it is called office 
at Le Richelieu and La Paix.

The Short Straw

Sleep

Sleep has gone off on a journey,
Gracious me! Where can it have got to?
I have rocked my little one in vain,
he is crying in his cot,
he has been crying ever since noon.

Where has sleep put 
its sand and its gentle dreams? 
I have rocked my little one in vain,
he tosses and turns perspiring,
he sobs in his bed.

Ah! Come back, come back, sleep,
on your fine race-horse! 
In the dark sky,
the Great Bear has buried the sun
and rekindled his bees.

If baby does not sleep well 
he will not say good day,
he will have nothing to say 
to his fingers, to the milk, to the bread 
that greet him in the morning.

What goings on!

A flea, in its carriage,
was pulling a little elephant along 
gazing at the shop windows 
where diamonds were sparkling.

– Good gracious! Good gracious! what goings-on!
who will believe me if I tell them?
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L’éléphanteau, d’un air absent,
Suçait un pot de confiture.
Mais la puce n’en avait cure,
Elle tirait en souriant.

– Mon Dieu! mon Dieu! que cela dure
Et je vais me croire dément! 

Soudain, le long d’une clôture,
La puce fondit dans le vent 
Et je vis le jeune éléphant 
Se sauver en fendant les murs.

– Mon Dieu! mon Dieu! la chose est sûre,
Mais comment la dire à maman?

33. La reine de cœur

Mollement accoudee 
A ses vitres de lune,
La reine vous salue 
D’une fleur d’amandier.

C’est la reine de cœur,
Elle peut, s’il lui plait,
Vous mener en secret 
Vers d’étranges demeures.

Où il n’est plus de portes,
De salles ni de tours 
Et où les jeunes mortes 
Viennent parler d’amour.

La reine vous salue,
Hatez-vous de la suivre 
Dans son château de givre 
Aux doux vitraux de lune.

34. Ba, be bi, bo, bu

Ba, be, bi, bo, bu, bé! 
Le chat a mis ses bottes,
Il va de porte en porte
Jouer, danser, chanter.

Pou, chou, genou, hibou.
‘Tu dois apprendre à lire,
A compter, à écrire’,
Lui crie-t’-on de partout.

Mais rikketikketau,
Le chat de s’esclaffer,
En reentrant au chateau:
Il est le Chat botté!

35. Les anges musiciens

Sur les fils de la pluie,
Les anges du jeudi 
Jouent longtemps de la harpe.

Et sous leurs doigts, Mozart 
Tinte délicieux,
En gouttes de joie bleue.

Car c’est toujours Mozart 
Que reprennent sans fin 
Les anges musiciens,

Qui, au long du jeudi,
Font chanter sur la harpe 
La douceur de la pluie.

The little elephant was absent mindedly 
sucking a pot of jam.
But the flea took no notice,
and went on pulling with a smile.

– Good gracious! Good gracious! if this goes on
I shall really think I am mad! 

Suddenly, along by a fence,
the flea disappeared in the wind 
and I saw the young elephant 
make off, breaking through the walls.

– Good gracious! Good gracious! it is perfectly true,
but how shall I tell Mummy?

The Queen of Hearts

Gently leaning on her elbow 
at her moon windows,
the queen waves to you 
with a flower of the almond tree.

She is the queen of hearts,
she can, if she wishes,
lead you in secret 
to strange dwellings.

Where there are no more doors,
no rooms nor towers 
and where the young who are dead 
come to speak of love.

The queen waves to you,
hasten to follow her 
into her castle of hoar-frost 
with the lovely moon windows.

Ba, be, bi, ba, bu 

Ba, be, bi, bo, bu, be! 
The cat has put on his boots,
he goes from door to door 
playing, dancing, singing.

Pou, chou, genou, hibou.
‘You must learn to read,
to count, to write’,
they cry to him on all sides.

But rikketikketau 
the cat bursts out laughing,
as he goes back to the castle:
he is Puss in Boots! 

The Angel Musicians

On the threads of the rain 
the Thursday angels 
play all day upon the harp.

And beneath their fingers, Mozart 
tinkles deliciously 
in drops of blue joy.

For it is always Mozart 
that is repeated endlessly 
by the angel musicians,

Who, all day Thursday,
sing on their harps 
the sweetness of the rain.
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36. Le carafon 

‘Pourquoi, se plaignait la carafe,
N’aurais-je pas un carafon? 
Au zoo, madame la Girafe 
N’a-t-elle pas un girafer?’
Un sorcier qui passait par là,
A cheval sur un phonographe,
Enregistra la belle voix 
De soprano de la carafe 
Et la fit entendre à Merlin.
‘Fort bien, dit celui-ci, fort bien!’
Il frappa trois fois dans les mains 
Et la dame de la maison 
Se demande encore pourquoi 
Elle trouva, ce matin-là,
Un joli petit carafon 
Blotti tout contre la carafe 
Ainsi qu’au zoo, le girafon 
Pose son cou fragile et long 
Sur le flanc clair de la girafe.

37. Lune d’avril

Lune,
Belle lune, lune d’Avril,
Faites-moi voir en mon dormant
Le pêcher au cœur de safran,
Le poisson qui rit du grésil,
L’oiseau qui, lointain comme un cor,
Doucement réveille les morts
Et surtout, surtout le pays 
Où il fait joie, où il fait clair,
Où soleilleux de primevères,
On a brisé tous les fusils.
Belle lune, lune d’Avril,
Lune.

The baby carafe

‘Why, complained the carafe,
should I not have a baby carafe? 
At the zoo, Madame the giraffe 
has she not a baby giraffe?’
A sorcerer who happened to be passing by,
astride a phonograph,
recorded the lovely soprano voice of the carafe 
and let Merlin hear it.
‘Very good,’ said he, ‘very good.’
He clapped his hands three times 
and the lady of the house 
still asks herself why 
she found that very morning 
a pretty little baby carafe 
nestling close to the carafe 
just as in the zoo, the baby giraffe 
rests its long fragile neck 
against the pale flank of the giraffe.

April Moon

Moon
beautiful moon,April moon,
Let me see in my sleep
the peach tree with the saffron heart,
the fish who laughs at the sleet,
the bird who, distant as a hunting horn,
gently awakens the dead
and above all, above all, the land 
where there is joy, where there is light,
where sunny with primroses,
all the guns have been destroyed.
Beautiful moon,April moon,
Moon.
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LORNA ANDERSON

Lorna Anderson has appeared in opera, concert and recital with major
orchestras and festivals throughout Europe and elsewhere. As a renowned
performer of the baroque repertoire she has sung with the Orchestra of the
Age of Enlightenment, Les Arts Florissants, The Sixteen, The English
Concert, St. James Baroque, London Baroque, Collegium Musicum 90,
The King’s Consort, London Classical Players, La Chapelle Royale and the
Academy of Ancient Music under conductors which include William
Christie, Harry Christophers, Richard Egarr, Trevor Pinnock, Richard
Hickox, Nicholas McGegan, Robert King, and Sir Charles Mackerras.

In opera she has sung Morgana (Alcina) at the Halle Handel Festival, Sevilla (La Clemenza di Tito)
with the Flanders Philharmonic Orchestra, Handel (Theodora) with Glyndebourne Touring
Opera, Handel (Riccardo Primo) at the Göttingen Festival with Nicholas McGegan, Purcell (The
Fairy Queen) with the English Concert and Monteverdi’s Il combattimento di Tancredi e Clorinda
with Netherlands Opera which was also filmed.

Lorna Anderson has also established an important reputation in the standard concert repertoire,
having sung with the BBC Orchestras, the Bach Choir, London Mozart Players, Royal Liverpool
Philharmonic, Israel Camerata, RAI Turin (Les Noces), New World Symphony in Miami,
Houston Symphony Orchestra,Washington Symphony Orchestra, Scottish Chamber Orchestra,
Ensemble Intercontemporain under Pierre Boulez, London Sinfonietta under Sir Simon Rattle
and at the Salzburg, Edinburgh and Aldeburgh Festivals among others. She has recently toured in
Libya and China with the Academy of Ancient Music.

Her numerous recordings include; The Fairy Queen under Harry Christophers, Haydn Masses
under Richard Hickox, a disc of Portuguese love songs and for Hyperion she has recorded Britten
folksong settings with Malcolm Martineau, Handel’s L’Allegro with Robert King and is an artist
on Graham Johnson’s complete Schubert Edition. Recent releases include part of a long term
project to perform and record all of Haydn’s Scottish song arrangements for voice and piano trio
with Haydn Trio Eisenstadt.The fifth and final set of discs were released in October 2008 as a
prelude to the bicentenary celebrations of both Haydn and Robert Burns in 2009 when
performances were given throughout the year in Europe as well as New York and Washington.
Lorna Anderson also features in a recording of ‘Lament for Mary Queen of Scots’ which was
commissioned from James MacMillan.

JONATHAN LEMALU

Jonathan Lemalu, a New Zealand born Samoan, is already at the very
forefront of today’s young generation of singers. He graduated from a
Postgraduate Diploma Course in Advanced Performance on the London
Royal Schools Opera Course at the Royal College of Music and was
awarded the prestigious Tagore Gold Medal. He is a joint winner of the
2002 Kathleen Ferrier award and the recipient of the 2002 Royal
Philharmonic Society’s Award for Young Artist of the Year.

Jonathan’s debut recital disc was awarded the Gramophone Magazine
Debut Artist of the Year award. He subsequently released his first solo recording, with the New
Zealand Symphony Orchestra, and then a recital disc with Malcolm Martineau, featuring the
Belcea Quartet.

He has performed at the Tanglewood Festival with the Boston Symphony Orchestra and at the
Ravinia Festival with the Chicago Symphony Orchestra under Conlon.At the Edinburgh Festival
he has appeared under Runnicles and Mackerras.At the BBC Proms he has performed with the
Hallé Orchestra and with the New Zealand Symphony Orchestra. Other concert engagements
include The Flowering Tree with the Tokyo Symphony Orchestra, The Damnation of Faust with the
Toronto Symphony Orchestra under Dutoit, the Chicago Symphony Orchestra, the London
Symphony Orchestra under Sir Colin Davis and with the Berlin Philharmonic Orchestra under
Dutoit, Mendelssohn’s Elijah with the Netherlands Philharmonic Orchestra, Mozart arias with
the Salzburg Camerata, Handel’s Messiah with the New York Philharmonic and the world
premiere of Harbison’s Requiem with the Boston Symphony Orchestra under Bernard Haitink in
Boston and New York.

Equally at home on the recital platform, he has given recitals throughout Europe and North
America, taking him to Cologne, Athens, Birmingham, Amsterdam, Salzburg, Brussels, Baden-
Baden,Vienna, Montreal,Vancouver, Atlanta, San Francisco, Washington, New York’s Carnegie
Hall, London’s Wigmore Hall and the Munich and Edinburgh Festivals.

His operatic engagements in the UK have included Figaro (Le Nozze di Figaro) and Don Basilio
(The Barber of Seville) for English National Opera, Papageno (The Magic Flute) for the
Glyndebourne Festival and Zoroastro (Orlando) and Colline (La Boheme) at the Royal Opera
House, Covent Garden. In Europe, he has sung the title roles in Saul and Le Nozze di Figaro,
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Argante (Rinaldo) and Leporello (Don Giovanni) for the Bayerische Staatsoper, Leporello for
Hamburg Opera, Rodomonte (Orlando Palladino) and Papageno for the Theater an der Wien,
Bottom for the Opera de Lyon and in Bari and Rocco (Fidelio) under Gergiev at the Gergiev
Festival in Rotterdam. He also recently sang his first Porgy for the Styriarte Festival with
Harnoncourt. For Opera Australia he has sung Leporello (Don Giovanni) and Mozart’s Figaro. In
the United States, he made his debuts for the Metropolitan Opera Company as Masetto (Don
Giovanni), for the Lyric Opera of Chicago as Papageno, the title role in Le Nozze di Figaro for
the Cincinnati Opera and Queegueg in Jake Heggie’s world premiere based on Moby Dick for
Dallas Opera.

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 and a Visiting
Professor. Her operatic repertoire ranges from Handel to Stravinsky, but she
has above all built up her formidable international reputation as an
interpreter of the great roles 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 roles include Anne Trulove, Pamina, Donna Elvira,
Oktavian, Christine (Intermezzo), Countess Madeleine (Capriccio) and the title role in Arabella. Her
roles at the Bavarian State Opera, Munich include Christine, Countess Almaviva, Countess
Madeleine and the Marschallin. For the Vienna State Opera her roles include the Marschallin
under Kleiber which she has sung both in Vienna and Japan. In Paris, at the Opera Bastille, Opera
Comique, Chatelet and Palais Garnier she has sung Cleopatra, Fiordiligi, Countess Madeleine, the
Marschallin and the title roles in La Belle Helene and La Grande Duchesse de Gerolstein. At the
Metropolitan Opera, New York, she sang the Marschallin under Carlos Kleiber and Countess
Almaviva under James Levine. She also sang Poulenc’s heroine in staged performances of La Voix
Humaine at the Teatro de La Zarzuela, Madrid, the Maison de la Culture de Grenoble and the
Opera National de Lyon.

She has sung with the 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 Suisse Romande and Tonhalle orchestras

under Armin Jordan, the Boston Symphony under Previn, the New York Philharmonic under
Previn and Masur, the BBC Symphony Orchestra with Sir Andrew Davis in London, Sydney and
New York, and the Cleveland Orchestra under Welser-Moest in Cleveland and Carnegie Hall. In
Berlin she has sung with the Berlin Philharmonic under Solti and Rattle and the Deutsche
Staatskapelle under Philippe Jordan.

A founder member of The Songmakers’ Almanac, Felicity 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,Opera Comique,Chatelet and Theatre des Champs Elysees in Paris. She has a particularly
close association with the Wigmore Hall and received the Wigmore Hall Medal in February 2010
for her significant contribution to the 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 in 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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LISA MILNE

Scottish soprano Lisa Milne studied at the Royal Scottish Academy of Music
and Drama.

In opera, her appearances have included Pamina (Die Zauberflöte) and
Susanna (Le nozze di Figaro) at the Metropolitan Opera, New York and
Pamina, Marzelline (Fidelio), Micäela (Carmen) and the title roles in
Rodelinda and Theodora at the Glyndebourne Festival. Her many roles at
the English National Opera have included Countess Almaviva (Le nozze di
Figaro), the title role in Alcina and Anne Trulove (The Rake’s Progress). At
the Welsh National Opera she has sung Servilia (La clemenza di Tito) and she created the role of
Sian in the world premiere of James MacMillan’s opera The Sacrifice. For Scottish Opera she has
sung the title role in Semele, Adèle (Die Fledermaus), Adina (L’Elisir d’Amore), Zerlina (Don
Giovanni), Susanna, Ilia (Idomeno) and Despina (Così fan tutte). She has also appeared with the
Dallas Opera, Stuttgart Opera, Royal Danish Opera, at the Göttingen Handel Festival and on tour
with the Salzburg Festival.

A frequent guest at the major festivals, her many concert engagements have included appearances
with the Boston Symphony Orchestra and Levine, the Berlin Philharmonic with Rattle, the
Rotterdam Philharmonic Orchestra with Gergiev, the Dresden Staatskapelle with Ticciati, the
Budapest Festival Orchestra with Fischer and the New York and Vienna Philharmonic Orchestras
with Harding.

A renowned recitalist, she has appeared at the Aix-en-Provence, Edinburgh and City of London
Festivals; the Oxford Lieder Festival; the Palais des Beaux Arts in Brussels and at the
Schumannfeste in Dusseldorf. She is a regular guest at London’s Wigmore Hall.

Her many recordings include Ilia and Servilia with Mackerras, Atalanta (Serse) with McGegan,
The Governess (The Turn of the Screw) with Hickox and Mahler’s Symphony No. 2 with Fischer
– winner of a Gramophone Award.

She was awarded an MBE in the Queen’s Birthday Honours in 2005.

CHRISTOPHER MALTMAN

Winner of the Lieder Prize at the 1997 Cardiff Singer of the World
Competition, Christopher Maltman read biochemistry at Warwick
University and studied singing at the Royal Academy of Music.

On the opera stage, his recent appearances include the title role of Don
Giovanni at the Salzburg Festival, at the Bayerische Staatsoper, Munich and
in Cologne; and Papageno (Die Zauberflöte), Guglielmo (Così fan tutte),
Forester (The Cunning Little Vixen), Marcello (La bohème) and Ramiro
(L’heure espagnole) at the Royal Opera House Covent Garden. His roles at
the Glyndebourne Festival have included Papageno, Figaro (Le nozze di Figaro) and Sid (Albert
Herring). At the Bayerische Staatsoper, Munich, he has sung Tarquinius (The Rape of Lucretia),
Guglielmo, Marcello and Albert (Werther). Other opera appearances in Europe include Il Conte
(Le nozze di Figaro) and Aeneas (Dido and Aeneas) in Vienna; Figaro (Il barbiere di Siviglia) at the
Deutsche Staatsoper, Berlin and Tarquinius at the Aldeburgh Festival and at the English National
Opera.An acclaimed Billy Budd, he has sung the role at Welsh National Opera,Teatro Regio in
Turin, Seattle, Frankfurt and in Munich.

In the U.S. he has appeared at the Metropolitan Opera, New York as Papageno, Harlekin (Ariadne
auf Naxos) and Silvio (I Pagliacci); in San Francisco as Papageno; in Seattle as Guglielmo and in
San Diego as Figaro (Il barbiere di Siviglia) and Laurent (Therese Raquin).

He appears regularly in concert with the world’s great orchestras and conductors. A renowned
recitalist, he has appeared in Edinburgh, Vienna, Amsterdam, Salzburg, Frankfurt, Cologne,
Milan, and New York. He is a regular guest at the Wigmore Hall in London and at the
Schwarzenberg Schubertiade.

He has recorded the Vaughan Williams Serenade to Music for Decca;Warlock, Holst and Somervell
songs for Collins Classics; and he took part in Deutsche Grammophon’s complete Beethoven
Folk Song project. His recording of Schumann’s Dichterliebe for Hyperion was released to
tremendous critical acclaim and he has recently recorded Schumann’s Liederkreis Op.24 with
Graham Johnson, a Debussy album with Malcolm Martineau and a disc of English songs with
Roger Vignoles. On film, he has appeared in John Adams’ award-winning The Death of Klinghoffer,
and as the title role in Juan, a new film production of Don Giovanni which premiered at the
FilmFest Hamburg in October 2010.
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ROBERT MURRAY

Robert Murray studied at the Royal College of Music and the National
Opera Studio. He won second prize in the Kathleen Ferrier awards 2003
and was a Jette Parker Young Artist at the Royal Opera House Covent
Garden. Operatic roles at the Royal Opera House include Tamino (Die
Zauberflote), Borsa (Rigoletto), Gastone (La Traviata), Harry (La Fanciulla del
West), Lysander (A Midsummer Night’s Dream), Agenore (Il re Pastore),
Belfiore (La Finta Giardiniera), Jacquino (Fidelio) and Don Ottavio (Don
Giovanni). He recently sang the title role in Albert Herring for
Glyndebourne On Tour, Tom Rakewell (The Rake’s Progress) for Garsington Opera,
The Simpleton (Boris Godunov),Tamino,Toni Reischmann (Henze’s Elegy For Young Lovers) and
Idamante (Idomeneo) for ENO; Benvolio (Romeo et Juliette) at the Salzburg Festival and Ferrando
(Cosi fan Tutte) for Opera North.

He has sung in concert with many of the leading early music specialists, including Sir John Eliot
Gardiner for the BBC Proms, Sir Charles Mackerras, Emanuelle Haim and Harry Christophers.
At the Aldeburgh Festival, he has performed Britten’s War Requiem with Simone Young, and
Britten’s Our Hunting Fathers with the CBSO and Thomas Adès.At the Edinburgh Festival he has
performed Strauss’s Elektra with the Royal Scottish National Orchestra and Edward Gardner,
Vaughan Williams’s Serenade to Music with the Scottish Chamber Orchestra and David Jones,
Schumann’s Manfred with the BBC Scottish Symphony Orchestra and Ilan Volkov and Haydn’s
Die sieben letzten Worte des Erlösers am Kreuze with the SCO. In Europe he appeared with the
Rotterdam Philharmonic under Valery Gergiev and Yannick Nezet-Seguin; at the Gstaad Festival
with the Gabrieli Consort under Paul McCreesh; in Paris under Esa-Pekka Salonen and in
Madrid with the Orquesta y Coro Nacionales de Espana.

In recital he has performed at the Newbury,Two Moors, Brighton and Aldeburgh Festivals and
at London’s Wigmore Hall. He has toured Die Schöne Müllerin extensively with Malcolm
Martineau, and recorded a recital of Brahms, Poulenc and Barber with Simon Lepper for Voices
on BBC Radio 3.

MALCOLM MARTINEAU

Malcolm Martineau was born in Edinburgh, read Music at St Catharine's
College, Cambridge and studied at the Royal College of Music.

Recognised as one of the leading accompanists of his generation, he has
worked with many of the world’s greatest singers including Sir Thomas
Allen, Dame Janet Baker, Olaf Bär, Barbara Bonney, Ian Bostridge,Angela
Gheorghiu,Susan Graham,Thomas Hampson,Della Jones, Simon Keenlyside,
Anna Netrebko, Frederica von Stade, Bryn Terfel and Sarah Walker.

He has presented his own series at St Johns Smith Square (the complete songs of
Debussy and Poulenc), the Wigmore Hall (a Britten and a Poulenc series broadcast by the BBC)
and at the Edinburgh Festival (the complete lieder of Hugo Wolf). He has appeared throughout
Europe (including London’s Wigmore Hall, Barbican, Queen Elizabeth Hall and Royal Opera
House; La Scala, Milan; the Chatelet, Paris; the Liceu, Barcelona; Berlin’s Philharmonie and
Konzerthaus; Amsterdam’s Concertgebouw and the Vienna Konzerthaus and Musikverein),
North America (including in New York both Alice Tully Hall and Carnegie Hall), Australia
(including the Sydney Opera House) and at the Aix-en-Provence, Vienna, Edinburgh,
Schubertiade, Munich and Salzburg Festivals.

Recording projects have included Schubert, Schumann and English song recitals with Bryn Terfel
(for Deutsche Grammophon); Schubert and Strauss recitals with Simon Keenlyside (for EMI);
recital recordings with Angela Gheorghiu and Barbara Bonney (for Decca), Magdalena Kozena
(for DG), Della Jones (for Chandos), Susan Bullock (for Crear Classics), Solveig Kringelborn (for
NMA); Amanda Roocroft (for Onyx); the complete Fauré songs with Sarah Walker and Tom
Krause; the complete Britten Folk Songs for Hyperion; and the complete Beethoven Folk Songs
for Deutsche Grammophon.

Recent engagements include appearances with Sir Thomas Allen, Susan Graham, Simon
Keenlyside, Angelika Kirchschlager, Magdalena Kozena, Dame Felicity Lott, Christopher
Maltman, Kate Royal, Michael Schade, and Bryn Terfel.

He was a given an honorary doctorate at the Royal Scottish Academy of Music and Drama in
2004, and appointed International Fellow of Accompaniment in 2009.
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This recording was made with generous support

from Simon Yates and Kevin Roon.

The Steinway concert piano chosen and hired by Signum Records for

this recording is supplied and maintained by Steinway & Sons, London

Recorded at St Michael and All Angels in Summertown, Oxford,

from 14-20 February and 6-10 September 2010.

Producer – John West

Engineer & Editor – Andrew Mellor

Design - Darren Rumney

P2011 The copyright in this recording is owned by Signum Records Ltd.
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