
2 CD



NO EXCEPTIONS
NO EXEMPTIONS

 CD 1
1 Le Rhin allemand, Op. 3, No. 3 Albéric Magnard (1865-1914) [4.16]
2 On the idle hill of summer  George Butterworth (1885-1916) [3.02]
3 Trust me, Op. 23, No. 3 Sergei Prokofiev (1891-1953) [2.22]
4 To Daffodils  Frederick Delius (1862-1934) [2.45]
 
 Ich will dir singen ein Hohelied Rudi Stephan (1887-1915)
5 Kythere  [1.37]
6 Pantherlied  [1.01]
7 Abendfrieden  [1.40]
8 In Nachbars Garten  [2.33]
9 Glück zu Zweien  [2.05]
0 Das Hohelied der Nacht  [1.52]

q Elegy Cecil Coles (1888-1918) [2.46]
w Brittany, Op. 21, No. 1 Ernest Farrar (1885-1918) [2.19]
e L’abandon, Op. 20, No. 1  Darius Milhaud (1892-1974) [4.19]
r Epitaph on Salathiel Pavy  William Denis Browne (1888-1915) [3.33]
t To Gratiana Dancing and Singing William Denis Browne [4.04] 
y Diaphenia William Denis Browne [2.00]
u Shall I compare thee? Op. 1, No. 1 Frederick Kelly (1881-1916) [2.39]

 CD 2 
1 In Prison Frederick Keel (1871-1954) [2.30]
2 Angel spirits of sleep  Edgar Bainton (1880-1956) [2.10]
3 All night under the moon Edgar Bainton  [2.09]
4 O Mistress Mine Benjamin Dale (1885-1943) [1.29]
5 Come Away, Death Benjamin Dale [4.45]
 Featuring Ruth Gibbons, viola  
6 Noël des enfants qui n’ont plus de maison, L. 139 Claude Debussy (1862-1918)  [2.34]
7 The ships of Arcady Michael Head (1900-1976) [3.36]
8 A blackbird singing  Michael Head [2.41]
9 Light, Op. 19, No. 1 Albert Roussel (1869-1937)  [3.14]
0 Lettre du Front Piere Vellones (1889-1939) [5.25]
q A child’s prayer, F. 171 Arthur Bliss (1891-1975) [1.48]
w In Flanders  Ivor Gurney (1890-1937) [3.03]
e Quand reverrai-je, hélas!  André Caplet (1878-1925) [1.07]
r En regardant ces belles fleurs André Caplet [1.33]
t In Flanders Fields, S. 277 Charles Ives (1874-1954) [2.39]

 Total timings:   [85.44]
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after hearing Le Rhin allemand, an anti German 
poem from the Rhine crisis of the 1840’s.

Alfred de Musset (1810-1857) was a dramatist 
and poet. His literary fame spread at an  
early age, accompanied by a reputation for 
fast living. During the Rhine Crisis of 1840,  
de Musset was the librarian of the French 
Ministry. In response to the poem Rhinelied  
by the German poet Nikolaus Becker (They  
shall not have it, the free, German Rhine) de 
Musset wrote Le Rhin allemand (Nous l’avons 
eu, votre Rhin allemand - We’ve had him, your 
German Rhine).

Britain already had a professional army of  
about 800,000 men, but Lord Kitchener knew a 
far larger force would be needed. After a massive 
poster campaign men from around the Empire 
flocked to enlist. In contrast to this, almost  
half of the soldiers in the German and Russian 
Armies were conscripts, inflating their ranks  
to the millions. The difference in soldier  
numbers was the most significant factor in early 
British losses. 

2 On the idle hill of summer
George Butterworth music
Alfred Edward Housman text

George Butterworth (1885-1916) enlisted 
as a Private in the Light Infantry, but was 
soon commissioned. With the 23rd Division he 
succeeded in capturing a number of trenches 
and was awarded the Military Cross. Three  
weeks later, while defending a trench during 
the Battle of the Somme, he was killed by 
a German sniper. Butterworth’s musical 
reputation is build on a small output of  
works. Before he went to war he destroyed  
many of his unfinished manuscripts in case  
he did not return to revise them.

Alfred Edward Housman (1859-1936) was 
one of the great classical scholars of his time.  
The Shropshire Lad (which contains On the  
idle hill of summer) is a collection of 63  
poems which he published in 1896. The poems, 
set in the shadow of the Second Boer War, 
became very popular and were widely known  
by the outbreak of WW1. On the idle hill 
of summer describes the tramp of the  
armies heading to war and death, like those who 
went before them.

established works, this recital programme 
introduces some little known songs to portray  
the humanity of those caught up in the torrent  
of The Great War. 

___________________________________

AT THE FRONT

In August 1914 Kaiser Wilhelm II invaded  
France via neutral Belgium. In his attempt to take 
Paris quickly, the Kaiser brought the World into 
a terrible war the likes of which had never been 
fought before. 

CD 1
1 Le Rhin allemand
Albéric Magnard music
Alfred de Musset text

Albéric Magnard (1865-1914) became a 
national hero on 3 September 1914 when he  
died while defending his property from  
Germans who were attempting to seize it.  
From his house he fired shots at the  
approaching German Cavalry, killing two  
men. Ultimately Magnard was killed and 
his house razed to the ground. Many of his 
manuscripts were destroyed. His gung-ho  
action towards the Germans is less surprising 

- 4 -

NO EXCEPTIONS 
NO EXEMPTIONS

A song recital which commemorates World War  
One brings to mind works by the poets and 
composers who fought valiantly for their country. 
Their music and words, often full of joy and 
desire, are made more profound and poignant 
by their personal sacrifices and experiences.  
But the affliction of the War was not restricted  
to the battlefields. As well as those who fought, 
there were those interned, those who stayed to 
defend their home, and those who were forced 
from their homes by the advancing armies. There 
were those who worked in munitions factories,  
and those who cared for the wounded. 

This recital draws its inspiration from those  
lives upturned by the Great War, whether friend 
or foe, soldier or civilian. Some survived the  
conflict to produce great catalogues of works. 
Others never made it home, penning their final 
songs in the mud of the trenches.

As many of the featured composers fell in  
battle, I restricted my choice of songs to those 
composed in the years shortly before, and of, the 
war itself. With only a few exceptions, the featured 
poets too were involved in conflict. Alongside 
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Allied and German forces began digging  
trenches in September 1914, a network which 
would eventually extend from the North Sea in 
Belgium southward through France, and the 
stalemate which prolonged the war began.  
As both sides dug in even cavalry men  
dismounted to engage the infantry on foot.  
Army commanders had never encountered  
this new style of warfare. Generals and their 
artillery stayed well behind the trenches, while 
the soldiers, suffering in a subterranean hell,  
held their lines.

5 - 0 Ich will dir singen ein Hohelied
Rudi Stephan music
Gerda von Robertus text

Rudi Stephan (1887-1915) was born in  
Worms, but left to study in Frankfurt, and 
then Munich. He is considered a leading 
composer among his generation despite only 
leaving a small output of works. Influenced  
by contemporaries such as Stravinsky,  
Scriabin and Debussy, Stephan developed  
his own individual voice. He was killed by a 
bullet to the brain fired by a Russian sniper  
on the Galician Front, now in modern Ukraine.

Gerda von Robertus (1872-1939) was the 
pseudonym of Gertrud von Schlieben. As 
her father was on the Federal Council she 
moved in high diplomatic social circles, even 
being formally introduced to the Berlin Court.  
Upon his death Gertrud could finally forsake  
the social life and devote herself to literary  
work. She first published her poems in 1906. 

q Elegy 
Cecil Coles music
Thomas moore text

 
Cecil Coles (1888-1918) was a Scot who  
studied at the Royal College of Music and at 
the Stuttgart Conservatory. He worked at the 
Stuttgart Opera until 1913. At the outbreak  
of war Coles joined the Queen’s Victoria  
Rifles. While at the Front he continued to 
compose, sending the manuscripts home  
for safekeeping. On 26 April 1918 while 
recovering casualties, Coles was killed by  
a German sniper. 

Thomas Moore (1779-1852) was born in  
Dublin where he attended Trinity College. 
He moved to London to study law, and lived  
there until forced to leave following a debt  
ruling against him. Moore is primarily 
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3 Доверься мне (Trust me)
Sergei Prokofiev music
Boris Verin text

Sergei Prokofiev (1891-1953) and his 
family left Moscow to further his education 
at the St Petersburg Conservatory. By 1914 he  
had finished his studies but on the outbreak 
of war he reenrolled to study organ, and  
thus avoid conscription. However by 1917’s 
February Revolution Prokofiev felt he had  
to go even further to escape the disruption 
to his work; the possible censorship of  
his experimental music. In May 1918 he left  
for the USA, followed by periods in Germany  
and Paris. In 1936 he returned to Russia, 
just in time for the Nazi invasion.  

Boris Verin (1891-?) was the pen name 
of Boris Nikolayevich Bashkirov. He was a  
wealthy amateur poet and philosopher, and 
friend to Prokofiev. They spent the summer  
of 1916 together and visited each other in  
the USA and Paris during the 1920’s.

4 To Daffodils 
Frederick Delius music
Robert Herrick text

 
Frederick Delius (1862-1934) was born into 
a prosperous family in the north of England.  
After attempting management, he formally 
began his music studies and moved to France. 
He and his wife lived there for the rest of  
his life. During WW1, when the fighting was 
20km from their door, they packed or buried  
their belongings, and left. They travelled by  
train to Nantes to catch a transport to  
England. On route they saw thousands of 
wounded soldiers on their way home and  
passed the ready fresh faces journeying to 
replace them at the Front. 

Robert Herrick (1591-1674) was a ‘son of  
Ben’, a follower of literary hero, Ben Jonson, 
dedicating several poems to him. Herrick took  
Holy Orders in 1623 and was the vicar of 
Dean Priory Devonshire for most of his life. He 
was influenced by classical poetry; writing  
on pastoral themes and country life. To 
Daffodils deals with the brevity of time,  
the passing of life.
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supply channels of goods and men was a  
strategy both sides employed. One such  
campaign took place on the Gallipoli Peninsula, 
an area of the Ottoman Empire in modern 
day Turkey. The peninsula forms the northern  
bank of a strait which was a sea route  
connecting the Russians and Allies. Britain  
and France launched a disastrous attack and  
were defeated by the Ottomans. 

r Epitaph on Salathiel Pavy
t To Gratiana Dancing and Singing
y Diaphenia 
William Denis Browne music
Ben Jonson text  r
Richard Lovelace text  t
Henry Constable text  y

William Denis Browne (1888-1915) attended 
Rugby school on scholarship. He was 
commissioned into the British Royal Naval 
Division in September 1914. After the aborted 
Antwerp Expedition he joined the force heading 
to Gallipoli. In May 1915 Browne was wounded. 
He spent a month recuperating before rejoining 
the battle where he died after being wounded 
again. His body was never recovered.

Ben Jonson (1572-1637) was one of the most 
influential playwrights and poets in British 
history. He was a well cultured man of the 
English renaissance whose satirical and 
comedy writing is still lauded. Jonson fought 
with English Regiments in Flanders before 
returning to London where he joined the acting 
group, Admiral’s Men. At home he continued  
to fight and was briefly jailed for killing a  
man in a duel. Jonson found a patron in King  
James I and saw his plays performed on the  
London stage. His followers, who made up  
the ‘Tribe of Ben’, included poets Richard 
Lovelace and Robert Herrick. 

Richard Lovelace (1618-1657) was from a 
distinguished military family and a Royalist 
during the English Civil War.  His enthusiastic 
involvement in politics led to several 
incarcerations.  After one twelve month prison 
sentence, during which King Charles I was 
executed and Lovelace’s cause was lost, his 
creative powers were at their highest, penning 
his first volume of poetry ‘Lucasta’.

Henry Constable (1562-1613) studied in 
Cambridge where he converted to Catholicism 
(not an easy choice in Elizabethan England). 
It is thought he might have been a spy in the 
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remembered for his Irish Melodies, setting  
his own poetry to traditional Irish tunes. 

w Brittany
Ernest Farrar music
Edward Verrall Lucas text

Ernest Farrar (1885-1918) studied at the Royal 
College of Music. An accomplished organist  
he held several posts including one in  
Dresden. He enlisted in the Grenadier Guards  
in 1915, and was commissioned as 2nd 
Lieutenant, 3rd Battalion Devonshire Regiment 
in February 1918. On his second day at  
the Western Front, Farrar was killed at the  
Battle of Epehy. The war ended only a few  
weeks later.

Edward Verrall Lucas (1868-1938) was a  
poet, humourist, and novelist. His whole  
working life was in literature. He was an 
apprentice bookseller, a journalist, and a 
biographer before joining Punch Magazine  
in 1904. 

e L’abandon 
Darius Milhaud music
Léo Latil text

Darius Milhaud (1892-1974), a member of  
Les Six, was one of the most prolific of French 
composers. From 1917-1919 he served as 
secretary to the French ambassador to Brazil, 
where the popular music heavily influenced 
him. In 1940 the rise of Nazism forced  
Milhaud to emigrate to the USA where he had  
first heard jazz in the 1920’s. There he later  
taught Dave Brubeck and Burt Bacharach. 
Milhaud set many poems by his friend Léo Latil, 
and dedicated songs and a string quartet to him. 

Léo Latil (1890-1915) and Darius Milhaud  
both grew up around Aix-en-Provence. Latil  
was mobilised on 15 April 1915 into the  
67th Infantry Regiment. He was killed  
in action on 27 September the same year.  
Written in 1914, Les Lettres d’un Soldat  
was published after his death.

Of course the conflict was not restricted to  
Europe. The largest asset and paradoxically the 
greatest weakness of the British and Prussian 
Empires was the empire itself; very difficult to 
defend yet vital to their war effort. Disrupting 
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holding up to 5,500 prisoners over the course of 
the war, was run by the prisoners themselves. 
They organised a postal service, a newspaper, 
even a police force to make life in the camp  
more tolerable. There were also several cultural 
clubs including an orchestra, a drama society,  
and a composers group.  

CD 2
1 In Prison 
James Frederick Keel music
William Morris text

James Frederick Keel (1871-1954) was 
the chair of the Ruhleben Musical Society. 
He frequently contributed to the weekly  
concerts both as composer and performer.  
In Prison was composed in the camp in 
1915. After the war he continued to arrange 
and perform concerts with fellow Ruhleben  
inmates, and wrote a book about the camp,  
Life in Ruhleben, 1914-1918. 

William Morris (1834-1896) was an English 
artist and poet. He was the founding editor  
of the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine, 
where many of his early poems appeared.  
His continuing fame is predominantly due  
to his leadership of the Arts and Crafts 

movement. In Prison was first published in  
1858 in Morris’ The Defence of Guenevere  
and Other Poems. 

2 Angel spirits of sleep
3 All night under the moon
Edgar L. Bainton music
Robert Bridges text  2
Wilfred Wilson Gibson text  3

Edgar L. Bainton (1880-1956) was arrested 
while en route to the Bayreuth Festival and 
transferred to Ruhleben. He became the vice-
chairman of the Ruhleben Musical Society  
and was an active member; composing for,  
and performing in, the weekly concerts given  
at the camp. All night under the moon was 
written in 1917 while Bainton was interned.  
After his release he returned to his post as 
Principal of the Newcastle Conservatory. 

Robert Bridges (1844-1930) studied at Eton 
and Oxford. He was a doctor who penned  
poetry until lung disease forced him to retire 
in 1882. He then devoted himself to poetry full  
time. In 1900 he became a Fellow of the  
Royal College of Physicians, and in 1913 he  
was appointed as Poet Laureate.
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employ of Walsingham, but Constable certainly 
acted as an intermediary for the Pope. Only  
one work of his was printed during his  
life, Diana, from which Diaphenia is his most 
famous poem. 

u Shall I compare thee?
Frederick Septimus Kelly music
Williams Shakespeare text  

Frederick Septimus Kelly (1881-1916) was 
born in Sydney, Australia, but was sent to Eton 
College and then Oxford for his education. 
While there he began rowing, soon competing 
at the highest levels: Henley, the Boat  
Race, and the 1908 Olympics. Afterward he 
focused on music, studying in Frankfurt.  
In 1914 Kelly was commissioned into the  
British Royal Naval Division and sent to  
Gallipoli. Despite being wounded he survived 
the Gallipoli campaign and was sent to  
fight in France. He died while rushing a  
German machine gun post at the Battle of  
the Somme in November 1916. 

William Shakespeare (1564-1616) is widely 
regarded as the greatest dramatist in the 
English language.

Once Russia had pulled out of the war, the 
Germans turned their attention to breaking 
the stalemate that existed on the Western 
Front. On 18 March 1918 they launched their  
Spring Offensive firing a million shells onto 
the Allies in just 50 hours. Field Marshal  
Douglas Haig, the commander of the British 
Forces, made a final rallying call to arms.  
Britain responded. Industry sent more munitions 
to the Front than at any other time, and 
recruiting offices saw a rush of men from 
protected employment coming forward to  
enlist. The German Spring Offensive did not  
break the Allies but it damaged the Germans.  
Their soldiers were demoralised and the  
supplies crippled by anti-war protests at home. 
By June 1918, the tide had turned. With 
one million American troops boosting the ranks,  
a huge Allied force was unleashed. The  
Germans had to retreat and finally signed an 
Armistice on 11 November 1918.

RUHLEBEN CAMP

In 1914 a Berlin racecourse was quickly  
converted into a makeshift camp to house 
thousands of men from the Allied Powers who 
were in Germany when the War broke. The camp, 
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Wilfred Wilson Gibson (1878-1962) was a  
friend of Edgar Bainton. They often took  
country walks together. Gibson joined the  
British Army in 1914, and served briefly on the 
Western Front as a Private in the Infantry. 
 
4 O Mistress Mine
5 Come Away, Death
Benjamin Dale music
William Shakespeare text

Benjamin Dale (1885-1943) was detained 
in Germany while traveling to the Bayreuth  
Festival. As a member of the Ruhleben 
Music Society Dale gave talks on Beethoven 
Symphonies, recreated the score of The Mikado 
from memory, and wrote incidental music  
for a performance of Shakespeare’s Twelfth 
Night. He was interned in Ruhleben until  
1918 when, after breaking his arm and 
promising not to escape, he was moved to a  
farm in the Netherlands. 

AT HOME

During their advance in Belgium, the German  
army looted raw materials to feed their war 
machine. They killed thousands of civilians, 
something which was new to European war. They 

also took 58,000 Belgians hostage to ensure 
obedience and used many as forced labour. 
The father of French 10 year old Yves Congar 
was taken hostage when the Germans entered 
his town of Sedan and sent to Lithuania. Yves  
kept a unique record of the war in his illustrated 
diary Journal de la guerre 1914-1918. His  
entries on forced requisitioning and the desire  
of the French people are mirrored almost  
exactly by Debussy’s text for his song Noël des 
enfants qui n’ont plus de maisons. 

‘We no longer have half a gram of bread to eat 
- the swines will leave us to die of hunger - too 
bad - after all we are French and if we have  
to die we shall die but France will be victorious.’ 
Yves Congar, 4 November 1914

6 Noël des enfants qui n’ont plus de maisons
Claude Debussy music and text

Claude Debussy (1862-1918) is among the  
most influential composers of the 20th 
century. As a child Debussy had fled Paris  
to escape the Franco-Prussion war. As an  
adult suffering from cancer, such an 
escape was impossible during WW1.  
Debussy died amid the artillery bombardment  
of Paris during the Spring Offensive. His 

last song, Noël des enfants qui n’ont plus  
de maisons, is a call for the children of  
France to be victorious.

While millions of soldiers went to fight, many 
more civilians were left at home to drive the  
War machine. They had to supply everything 
needed by the soldiers: uniforms, shells,  
guns, tanks, aircraft, ships. To do this, women 
and young men had to step into the industrial 
workplaces. Essential work as ambulance  
drivers, medics, and engineers was given to  
men deemed unsuitable to fight. Those left at  
home did not escape the ravages of this war. 
For the first time casualties were to be found 
far beyond the battlefields as new technologies 
made it easier to attack the home nations.  
The continental Franco-Prussian war had 
ended just 40 years before WW1, but being an  
island, Britain had not faced the threat of 
invasion for over a century. Raids by the modern  
German Air Force on London were so unexpected 
they took place in daylight. Coastal British  
towns, Lowestoft and Yarmouth amongst  
others, were bombarded by the heavily armed 
German Navy. The Germans wanted more  
British troops on the east coast in an attempt 
to rally support from the Irish Nationalists who  
fought the Easter Rising in 1916. 

7 The ships of Arcady
8 A blackbird singing
Michael Head music
Francis Ledwidge text

Michael Head (1900-1976) was rejected for 
military service in January 1918. Instead he  
was set to work in a munitions factory. It  
was there that he wrote Over the Rim of the 
Moon, settings of Irish poet Francis Ledwidge.

Francis Ledwidge (1887-1917), from Slane, 
Co Meath, enlisted in the Royal Inniskilling 
Fusiliers. Despite his Irish nationalist leanings 
he signed up to the British Army. He believed  
he was furthering the cause of Irish 
Independence by fighting for the British.  
Another reason may be the loss of his love, 
Ellie Vaughey. While stationed in Manchester 
Ledwidge read Ellie’s obituary in the  
newspaper. To one dead (A blackbird singing) 
was one of the elegies Ledwidge wrote to  
her. Ledwidge survived postings in Gallipoli  
and Serbia before his battalion was posted to 
Ypres. There, on 31 July 1917, he was blown  
to bits when a shell exploded beside him.  
He is buried in Passchendaele. 
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9 Light 
Albert Roussel music
Georges Jean-Aubry text

Albert Roussel (1869-1937) had served in the 
French Navy before enrolling to study music 
in the Schola Cantorum aged 29. A native  
of Flanders, Roussel tried to enlist in an  
artillery regiment but was deemed too ill to  
fight. Instead he served as a transport  
driver with the Red Cross at both Verdun and  
the Battle of the Somme.

Georges Jean-Aubry (1882-1950) was the  
pen name of Jean-Frédéric-Emile Aubry. He  
was born in Le Havre and stayed in France  
but for a few years in London from 1919. He 
worked in music as a magazine editor and critic.

0 Lettre du Front
Pierre Vellones music
Marcel Manchez text

Pierre Vellones, pseudonym of Pierre Édouard 
Léon Rousseau, (1889-1939) was a keen 
composer and friend to many in French music 
circles including Ravel and Roussel. However  
his father steered him away from a career in 
music. Instead Vellones became a doctor. In 
1914 he was assigned to the 117th Infantry 

many advances in medicine, including 
reconstruction and orthopedic surgeries, bone 
grafting, and x-ray.

q A child’s prayer 
Arthur Bliss music
Siegfried Sassoon text

Arthur Bliss (1891-1975) joined the army  
when the war first broke out. He served in 
France as an officer in the Royal Fusiliers  
and the Grenadier Guards. He was wounded  
at the Somme in 1916 and, two years later, 
gassed at Cambrai. Bliss wrote to The Pall 
Mall Gazette championing performances of 
British music, a cause he continued after 
the war. On returning home wounded from  
the Somme he “heard a (London) public 
vociferously applauding a German soloist”,  
and developed a very personal musical  
style which owed little to German models.

Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967) was already 
in service with the Sussex Yeomanry on the 
day the United Kingdom declared war. He  
was commissioned into the Royal Welsh  
Fusiliers as a second lieutenant on 29  
May 1915. Sassoon’s periods of duty on the 
Western Front were marked by exceptionally 

Regiment with whom he served as a medical 
assistant. Lettre du Front was written on  
24 February 1916.

Marcel Manchez (b.?-d.?) was a French 
playwright whose play English Maid was 
featured at the Théâtre aux Armées de la 
République in 1917. In the 1920’s and 30’s  
he wrote and produced his own films.

Returning soldiers found a very different country  
to the one they left. Their regular jobs were  
now being carried out by women, rationing  
was enforced, and although industry boomed 
during the war, the economies were ruined 
by the huge expense of the conflict. However  
many soldiers returned too mentally damaged 
to notice. Shell Shock was a condition  
never seen before the War. Harsh treatments 
such as Electroshock therapy were used to jolt 
the sufferer back to his normal state. Doctors 
at Craiglockhart, Edinburgh believed soldiers 
were repressing their experiences, thus exposing 
themselves to even further mental anguish  
which manifested in the visible physical 
symptoms. To get better the patients needed  
to talk about their memories. This was 
groundbreaking and today is the backbone 
of trauma therapy. War hospitals developed  

brave actions, including the single-handed 
capture of a German trench. Deepening 
depression at the horror the soldiers were  
forced to endure produced in Sassoon a 
paradoxically manic courage, and he was 
nicknamed “Mad Jack” by his men. His 
efforts were rewarded with a Military Cross. 
In 1917 his letter, Finished with the War: A 
Soldier’s Declaration, was read in parliament. 
Instead of facing a court-martial however, the  
Under-Secretary of State for War declared 
Sassoon insane and sent him to military 
hospital. There was only one way for  
Sassoon to escape the hospital, and that  
was to give up his protest. By July 1918  
Sassoon was back on the Western Front  
where he was hit by friendly fire. He spent  
the remainder of war in Britain.

w In Flanders 
Ivor Gurney music
Frederick William Harvey text

Ivor Gurney (1890-1937) enlisted in the 
Gloucestershire Regiment in February 1915. He 
served at the Front, and after being gassed,  
was sent to the Edinburgh War Hospital,  
Bangour, on 25 Sept 1917 where he recuperated 
for a month. However he suffered a serious 
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to Arms and the arrival of American troops to  
boost the ranks brought the War to a swift end.

t In Flanders Fields 
Charles Ives music
John McCrae text

Charles Ives (1874-1954) studied music  
at Yale University. After graduating he  
worked as an insurance broker while  
composing in his spare time. He was  
successful in both fields, starting his own  
insurance firm and winning a Pulitzer Prize  
for his compositions. WW1 so affected  
Ives that he tried to enlist into the 
volunteer ambulance service of the YMCA 
in 1918. He was rejected. His collection 
3 Songs of the War (in which In Flanders  
Fields appears) is fundamentally about  
WW1, but Ives uses themes from American  
Civil War songs (his father was an  
Army bandleader at that time), marrying two  
atrocious conflicts which affected his family.

John McCrae (1872-1918) was a Canadian 
doctor appointed as a field surgeon in the 
Canadian artillery. He was charged with  
running a field hospital during the Battle  
of Ypres in 1915. The burial of his friend,  

breakdown in March 1918 and was re-
hospitalised. In October he was honourably 
discharged from the army. After the war  
Gurney’s mental distress continued to 
worsen. In 1922 his family had him declared  
insane. He spent the last 15 years of his life in 
mental hospitals. 

Frederick William Harvey (1888-1957) had  
been a close friend of Ivor Gurney since 
childhood. He too joined the Gloucestershire 
Regiment, but earlier, on 8 August 1914.  
He served in Flanders and France, was  
awarded the Distinguished Conduct Medal 
and promoted. In 1916, after officer training,  
Harvey returned to France where he was  
captured by the Germans. The remainder  
of his war was spent in prisoner of war  
camps. In Flanders was written on Christmas 
Day 1915.

e Quand reverrai-je, hélas!
r En regardant ces belles fleurs
André Caplet music
Joachim Du Bellay text  e
Charles D’Orléans text  r

André Caplet (1878-1925) was the conductor 
of the Boston Opera from 1910-1914. He  
was determined however to serve his county  

Alexis Helmer, inspired the poem In  
Flanders Fields, written on 3 May 1915. After 
publication McCrae became quite a celebrity 
but he continued to work in the Canadian 
General Hospital in Northern France until  
1918 when he died of pneumonia.

  Notes by Robin Tritschler

and volunteered for the French Army. Quand 
reverrai-je, hélas! was composed at the 
Front while under fire. During the war Caplet  
was wounded several times and exposed to  
toxic gas which left him forever weakened.  
He later developed, and died of, pleurisy.

Joachim Du Bellay (c.1522-1560) came from 
a noble family, studied Law, and was secretary 
to his cousin Cardinal Jean du Bellay in Rome. 
It was in response to the pomp and debauchery 
he found in what he hoped would be a city  
of mythical antiquity that he wrote Heureux  
qui, comme Ulysse, a fait un beau voyage 
(a sonnet whose second quatrain is Quand 
reverrai-je, hélas!) in which he criticises  
Rome and expresses his desire to return  
home to Anjou. 

Charles D’Orléans (1394-1465) was the Duke  
of Orléans from 1407. He was captured at 
the Battle of Agincourt in 1415 and spent  
the following 24 years in England as a prisoner 
of war. During his captivity he wrote two books 
of poetry, one in French and the other in English. 

As the war dragged on there was a real possibility 
of it ending when one side simply ran out  
of men. Fortunately Field Marshall Haig’s Call  
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TEXTS

CD 1
1 Le Rhin allemand
Albéric Magnard (1865-1914)

Nous l’avons eu, votre Rhin allemand,
Il a tenu dans notre verre.
Un couplet qu’on s’en va chantant
Efface-t-il la trace altière
Du pied de nos chevaux marqué dans votre sang?

Nous l’avons eu, votre Rhin allemand.
Son sein porte une plaie ouverte,
Du jour où Condé triomphant
A déchiré sa robe verte.
Où le père a passé, passera bien l’enfant.

Nous l’avons eu, votre Rhin allemand.
Que faisaient vos vertus germaines,
Quand notre César tout-puissant
De son ombre couvrait vos plaines?
Où donc est-il tombé, ce dernier ossement?

Nous l’avons eu, votre Rhin allemand.
Si vous oubliez votre histoire,
Vos jeunes filles, sûrement,
Ont mieux gardé notre mémoire;
Elle nous ont versé votre petit vin blanc.

overshadowed your wide plains?
Where then did he fall, this “last man standing”?

It was ours, your German Rhine.
You may have forgotten your history
but your young women, surely,
have remembered us better:
they poured for us your thin white wine.

If it is yours, your German Rhine,
go, use it to wash your uniforms;
but don’t crow so loud.
On the day of the slaughter,
how many were you against the failing eagle? 

May it flow in peace, your German Rhine,
May your Gothic cathedrals
be mirrored modestly in its waters,
But take care lest your drinking songs
awaken the dead from their bloody repose.

S’il est à vous, votre Rhin allemand,
Lavez-y donc votre livrée;
Mais parlez-en moins fièrement.
Combien, au jour de la curée,
Étiez-vous de corbeaux contre l’aigle expirant?

Qu’il coule en paix, votre Rhin allemand;
Que vos cathédrales gothiques
S’y reflétent modestement;
Mais craignez que vos airs bachiques
Ne réveillent les morts de leur repos sanglant.

Text: Louis Charles Alfred de Musset (1810-1857)

It was ours, your German Rhine,
contained in our glass.
Can the singing of a verse or two
efface our horses’ proud hoofmarks 
printed in your blood?

It was ours, your German Rhine.
Its breast bears an open wound
from the day when Condé in triumph
tore its green mantle.
Where the father has passed, there will pass the son.

It was ours, your German Rhine.
What use were your Germanic virtues
when our Caesar, all-powerful, 

2 On the idle hill of summer
George Butterworth (1885-1916)

On the idle hill of summer,
Sleepy with the flow of streams,
Far I hear the steady drummer
Drumming like a noise in dreams.

Far and near and low and louder,
On the roads of earth go by,
Dear to friends and food for powder,
Soldiers marching, all to die.

East and west on fields forgotten
Bleach the bones of comrades slain,
Lovely lads and dead and rotten;
None that go return again.

Far the calling bugles hollo,
High the screaming fife replies,
Gay the files of scarlet follow:
Woman bore me, I will rise.

Text: Alfred Edward Housman (1859-1936)
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Ich will dir singen ein Hohelied
Rudi Stephan (1887-1915)

5 Kythere

Der Rosen Düfte liebeatmend
schwingen in weichen Wellen,
die wie Brüste beben, sich zu uns
über purpurblaue Meere.
Ganz ferne, feiner Äolsharfen klingen.
Die Barke, Liebster, lenk und lass uns streben
gen Aphrodites Inselreich: Kythere.

Fragrance of roses, breathing love, 
wafts to us, in soft waves 
like swelling breasts, 
across indigo seas.
From afar comes the exquisite sound of Aeolian harps.
Pilot our bark, O best beloved, and let us seek out 
Aphrodite’s island realm: Cythera.

6 Pantherlied

Geschmeidig und wild wie ein junger Panther
So hast du von mir Besitz ergriffen.
Ach, wie weich ist dein Sammetfell, du 
schöner Panther.
Ach, und die Sammettatzen, wie lieb sie streicheln!
Lass mich nie, nie deine Krallen spüren;
Neulich im Traum grubst du sie mir in’s Herz!

3 Доверься мне (Trust Me)
Sergei Prokofiev (1891-1953)

Доверься мне, тебя лесной тропою
Сведу я в храм волшебной красоты,
Где дремлют на стеблях, обрызганы росою,
Тобой невиданные странные цветы.
Пред алтарем таинственного бога,
Недвижные, как будто в забытьи,
В забытьи, они цветут, цветут,
Цветут в безмолвии чертога,
На мрамор плит роняя лепестки.

Text: Boris Verin (1891 - ?)

Trust me, and I will take you 
along a wood path 
to a temple of divine beauty. 
You’ll see strange flowers 
dozing on their stems. 
At the altar of some mysterious god 
they blossom there motionless, 
dropping their petals 
on the marble floor.

Supple and wild like a young panther,
You have taken possession of me.
Ah, how soft is your velvet coat, you beautiful panther.
Ah, and your velvety paws, how tenderly they caress!
Never, never let me feel your claws;
Lately, in a dream, you sank them deep into my heart!

7 Abendfrieden

Das Sonnenfeuer starb – Rubingepränge –
Ganz leis verhallt des Ave letzter Ton;
Die Nebel wallen eine Prozession –
Wie Weihrauch schwebt es dunstig um die Hänge.
Und Friede weit –
Die Seele fleht für Dich ein stilles Nachtgebet.

With ruby splendour the sun’s fire dies,
The Ave’s closing notes fade soft and low;
Wreathes of mist drift in procession, 
Circling the slopes like a haze of incense. 
And far and wide is peace –
My soul pleads silently for you its evening prayer.

8 In Nachbars Garten

In Nachbars Garten duftet die Lindenblüte schwül,
Doch unter den wuchtigen Zweigen ist’s
dämmerlauschig kühl.
In Nachbars Garten schatten die Lindenzweige tief

4 To Daffodils
Frederick Delius (1862-1934)

Fair daffodils, we weep to see
You haste away so soon;
As yet the early-rising sun
Has not attain’d his noon.
Stay, stay
Until the hasting day
Has run
But to the evensong;
And, having pray’d together, we
Will go with you along.

We have short time to stay, as you,
We have as short a spring;
As quick a growth to meet decay,
As you, or anything.
We die
As your hours do, and dry
Away
Like to the summer rain,
Or as the pearls of morning’s dew,
Ne’er to be found again.

Text: Robert Herrick (1591-1674)
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als ob in den Blättern verborgen ein süß 
Geheimnis schlief.
In Nachbars Garten rauscht es im Lindenwipfel
bewegt
Als ob in Sturmes Takte ein Herz am andern schlägt.
Heut’ sah ich unter der Linde verschlungen zwei
Liebende stehn’.
Weshalb nur in brennendem Schmerze die Augen 
mir übergehn’?

In the neighbour’s garden the linden blossom gives 
forth its sultry fragrance,
Yet beneath its heavy branches is a cool 
dusky seclusion.
In the neighbour’s garden the linden branches cast 
a deep shade 
as if a sweet secret slept hidden in its leaves. 
In the neighbour’s garden the tops of the linden 
trees are sighing and stirring 
as if one heart were beating in time with another to 
the cadence of the storm.
Today I saw two lovers entwined under the linden tree.
Why then do my eyes overflow in burning pain?

9 Glück zu Zweien

Wir haben im Lärm der Menge
im Gleichempfinden geschwiegen;

Wir sind aus Tal und Enge
gemeinsam zu Gipfeln gestiegen.
An Felsengraten standen wir
jauchzend in göttliche Weiten.
Zwei Könige wir,
die fanden das Reich ihrer Einsamkeiten.

In the hubbub of the crowd 
we found the silence of shared feeling; 
From the narrow valley 
we have climbed summits together. 
On rocky ridges we stood 
exulting in divine expanses.
We were two kings 
discovering the realm of our solitudes. 

0 Das Hohelied der Nacht

Zwei Tage reichen sich die Hand – der eine schied,
ein Flüstern raunt es durch die tiefe Stunde.
Es klingt ein Lied der Nacht ein Hohelied – 
Ich sing es mit, Du küsst es mir vom Munde:
O hehre Nacht, tu auf dein Wunderland,
Lass alles Leiderinnern Ruhe finden.
Der Liebe Meer umrauscht ja Deinen Strand,
Drin alle Ströme meiner Sehnsucht münden.

Text: Gertrud von Schlieben (1873-1939)
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Two days touch hands – one departs,
a whispered murmur passes through the deep hour.
There is the sound of a song – a High Song of 
the night –
I sing it too – you kiss it from my mouth:
Oh sublime night, open up your wonderland,
Lay all remembrance of suffering to rest.
Upon your shores there beats the sea of love 
where all the torrents of my yearning reach 
their mouth.

q Elegy
Cecil Coles (1888-1918)

 When weary wretches sink to sleep,
 How heavenly soft their slumbers lie!
How sweet is death to those who weep,
 To those who weep and long to die!

Saw you the soft and grassy bed,
 Where flow’rets deck the green earth’s breast?
’Tis there I wish to lay my head,
 ’Tis there I wish to sleep at rest!

Oh! let not tears embalm my tomb,
 None but the dews by twilight given
Oh! let not sighs disturb the gloom,
 None but the whispering winds of heaven!

Text: Elegiac Stanzas, Sic juvat perire by Thomas Moore (1779-1852)

w Brittany
Ernest Farrar (1885-1918)

In Brittany the churches
All day are open wide,
That anyone who wishes to
May pray or rest inside.
The priests have rusty cassocks,
The priests have shaven chins,
And poor old bodies go to them
With lists of little sins.

In Brittany the churches
Are cool and white and quaint,
With here and there a crucifix
And here and there a saint;
And here and there a little shrine,
With candles short or tall
That Bretons light for love of Him
The Lord who loveth all.

Text: Edward Verrall Lucas (1868-1938)

e L’abandon
Darius Milhaud (1892-1974)

Pourquoi, pourquoi m’avez vous abandonné?
Il fait nuit et le grand vent de la fin de l’hiver souffle.
Il siffle dans la cheminée 
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Yet three fill’d zodiacs had he been 
The stage’s jewel; 
And did act (what now we moan) 
Old men so duly, 
As sooth the Parcae thought him one,  
He play’d so truly. 
So, by error, to his fate 
They all consented; 
But, viewing him since, alas, too late! 
They have repented; 
And have sought, to give new birth,   
In baths to steep him;   
But, being so much too good for earth, 
Heaven vows to keep him.

Text: Ben Jonson (1572-1637)

t To Gratiana Dancing and Singing

See! with what constant motion
Even, and glorious, as the sun,
Gratiana steers that noble frame,
Soft as her breast, sweet as her voice
That gave each winding law and poise,
And swifter than the wings of Fame.

Each step trod out a lover’s thought
And the ambitious hopes he brought,
Chain’d to her brave feet with such arts;

Such sweet command, and gentle awe,
As when she ceas’d, we sighing saw
The floor lay pav’d with broken hearts.

So did she move; so did she sing
Like the harmonious spheres that bring
Unto their rounds their music’s aid;
Which she performed such a way,
As all th’ enamoured world will say:
The Graces danced, and Apollo play’d.

Text: Richard Lovelace (1618-1657)

y Diaphenia
William Denis Browne

Diaphenia, like the daffadowndilly,
White as the sun, fair as the lily,
 Heigh ho, how I do love thee!
I do love thee as my lambs
Are belovèd of their dams:
 How blest were I if thou would’st prove me.

Diaphenia, like the spreading roses,
That in thy sweets all sweets incloses,
 Fair sweet, how I do love thee!
I do love thee as each flower
Loves the sun’s life-giving power;
 For dead, thy breath to life might move me.
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et sous les portes, et m’entoure de froid. 
Dehors il doit secouer les arbres follement, 
s’élancer dans les rues, contournant les maisons,
et bondir dans les campagnes au dessus des collines 
et des bruyères mortes. 
Pourquoi m’avez vous abandonné, mon amie? 
Les nuages d’un noir de suie mouvementés 
et soulevés, par endroits, 
laissant voir le ciel d’un bleu nocturne,
s’étendent au dessus des sombres campagnes.
Et tout le ciel abaissé se meut sur la terre.
Je vous aime avec mes larmes 
et je vous donne la douleur de mon coeur. 
Que m’importe, que vous m’ayez abandonné,
ô trop heureuse, trop joyeuse et trop douce! 
Que m’importe... car si votre amour 
adoucissait mon coeur ce soir, 
je ne sentirais pas mon âme épouvantée
emportée sur les ailes du vent dans les 
sombres campagnes.

Text: Léo Latil (1890-1915)

Why, why have you deserted me?
Night, and the late winter wind blows strong, 
whistles in the chimney 
and under the doors, envelops me in cold. 
Outside, it must be shaking the trees with fury, 
rushing down the streets, buffeting the houses

storming through the countryside, over the hills 
and lifeless heaths. 
Why have you deserted me, my love? 
The soot-black clouds, lifted and blown about,  
letting the midnight blue of the sky show through,
spread over the face of the dark countryside.
And the lowering sky hurls itself at the earth.
I love you with my tears 
and offer you the sufferings of my heart. 
What do I care if you have deserted me,
you who are too happy, too joyous, too sweet? 
What do I care… for if your love 
softened my heart tonight, 
I would not feel my terrified soul carried away
on the wings of the wind over the darkened fields.

r Epitaph on Salathiel Pavy
William Denis Browne (1888-1915)

Weep with me, all you that read   
This little story;   
And know, for whom a tear you shed   
Death’s self is sorry. 
‘Twas a child that so did thrive   
In grace and feature,  
As Heaven and Nature seem’d to strive 
Which own’d the creature. 
Years he number’d scarce thirteen 
When Fates turn’d cruel, 



- 27 -

2 Angel spirits of sleep
Edgar Bainton (1880-1956)

Angel spirits of sleep,
White-robed, with silver hair,
In your meadows fair,
Where the willows weep,
And the sad moonbeam
On the gliding stream
Writes her scatter’d dream:

Angel spirits of sleep,
Dancing to the weir
In the hollow roar
Of its waters deep;
Know ye how men say
That ye haunt no more
Isle and grassy shore
With your moonlit play;
That ye dance not here,
White-robed spirits of sleep,
All the summer night
Threading dances light?

Text: Robert Bridges (1844-1930)

3 All night under the moon
Edgar Bainton

All night under the moon
Plovers are flying
Over the dreaming meadows of silvery light,
Over the meadows of June
Flying and crying - 
Wandering voices of love in the hush of the night.

All night under the moon
Love, though we’re lying
Quietly under the thatch, in the silvery light
Over the meadows of June
Together we’re flying -
Rapturous voices of love in the hush of the night.

Text: For G by Wilfred Wilson Gibson (1878-1962)

4 O Mistress Mine
Benjamin Dale (1885-1943)

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 
Every wise man’s son doth know. 
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Diaphenia, like to all things blessèd,
When all thy praises are expressèd,
 Dear joy, how I do love thee!
As the birds do love the spring,
Or the bees their careful king, --
 Then in requite, sweet virgin, love me!

Text: Henry Constable (1562-1613)

u Shall I compare thee?
Frederick Kelly (1881-1916)

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate.
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimm’d;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st;
Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st.
  So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,
  So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Text: William Shakespeare (1564-1616)

CD 2
1 In Prison
Frederick Keel (1871-1954)

Wearily, drearily,
Half the day long,
Flap the great banners
High over the stone;
Strangely and eerily
Sounds the wind’s song,
Bending the banner-poles.

While, all alone,
Watching the loophole’s spark,
Lie I, with life all dark,
Feet tether’d*, hands fetter’d
Fast to the stone,
The grim walls, square-letter’d
With prison’d men’s groan*.

Still strain the banner-poles
Through the wind’s song,
Westward the banner rolls
Over my wrong. 

Text: William Morris (1834-1896)
* Words changed in the musical setting: tether’d = fetter’d, 
groan = groans
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Nous n’avons plus de maisons!
Les ennemis ont tout pris, 
 tout pris, tout pris.
 jusqu’à notre petit lit!
Ils ont brûlé l’école et notre maître aussi.
Ils ont brûlé l’église et monsieur Jésus-Christ
Et le vieux pauvre qui n’a pas pu s’en aller!
Noël! écoutez-nous, nous n’avons plus de petits sabots:
Mais donnez la victoire aux enfants de France!

Text: Claude Debussy

We have no homes!
The enemy has taken all, 
 taken all, taken all
 even our little beds!
They burned down the school 
and our schoolmaster, too.
They burned down the church 
and master Jesus Christ,
and the poor old man who had no way of escape.
We have no homes.
The enemy has taken all,
 taken all, taken all
 even our little beds!

Of course, papa has gone off to the war. 
Poor mama died!
before she could see all this.

What are we to do?
Noel! Baby Jesus, don’t visit them, 
 never visit them again,
punish them!
Avenge the children of France!
the little Belgian, Serb
 and Polish children.
If we have forgotten any, forgive us. 
Noel! Baby Jesus, above all, no toys, 
try to get us back our daily bread.

We have no homes!
The enemy has taken all, 
 taken all, taken all
 even our little beds!
They burned down the school 
and our schoolmaster, too.
They burned down the church 
and master Jesus Christ,
and the poor old man who had no way of escape.
Noel! Baby Jesus! Hear us: our little wooden clogs 
may be lost,
but give victory to the children of France!
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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.

Text: Twelfth Night, Act 2 Sc. iii by William Shakespeare (1564-1616)

5 Come Away, Death
Benjamin Dale

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!

Text: Twelfth Night, Act 2 Sc. iv by William Shakespeare

6 Noël des enfants qui n’ont plus de maison
Claude Debussy (1862-1918)

Nous n’avons plus de maisons!
Les ennemis ont tout pris, 
 tout pris, tout pris,
 jusqu’à notre petit lit!
Ils ont brûlé l’école et notre maître aussi.
Ils ont brûlé l’église et monsieur Jésus-Christ
Et le vieux pauvre qui n’a pas pu s’en aller!
Nous n’avons plus de maisons.
Les ennemis ont tout pris, 
 tout pris, tout pris,
 jusqu’à notre petit lit!

Bien sûr! Papa est à la guerre,
Pauvre maman est morte!
Avant d’avoir vu tout ça.
Qu’est-ce que l’on va faire?
Noël! petit Noël! n’allez pas chez eux, 
 n’allez plus jamais chez eux, 
Punissez-les!
Vengez les enfants de France!
Les petits Belges, les petits Serbes, 
 et les petits Polonais aussi!
Si nous en oublions, pardonnez-nous.
Noël! Noël! surtout, pas de joujoux,
Tâchez de nous redonner le pain quotidien.
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Que n’ai-je su comprendre,
Quand je m’en suis allé,
Ce coeur secret et tendre.
Une bouche a parlé,
Triste douceur d’entendre
Aujourd’hui révélé
Ce coeur secret et tendre.
Des larmes ont coulé,
Que n’ai-je su comprendre.
Mais pouvais-je m’attendre
A ce ciel étoilé.

Text: Georges Jean-Aubry (1882-1950)

Tears flowed
from a heart furtive and tender
that thought itself exiled.
Why could I not understand,
when I went away,
this heart furtive and tender?
A mouth spoke,
sweet sadness on the ear,
now revealed
this heart furtive and tender.
Tears flowed.
Why could I not I understand?
But could I have expected
this starry sky.

0 Lettre du Front
Pierre Vellones (1889-1939)

Le canon se tait, il fait nuit 
On n’entend plus le moindre bruit
Chacun sommeille 
Et je t’écris les pied dans l’eau
A la lumière d’un falot
Je suis de veille 
Comme il est loin le temps passé 
Mon courage s’en est allé
Les jours l’emportent 
Dans le silence enveloppant
Je me sens seul et vais rêvant
Des choses mortes
Ah! nos chers souvenirs d’antan
Tes aveux de càline enfant
Si vraiment mienne
Le tête a tête au coin du feu
Tu te souviens la vie à deux 
La vie ancienne
Je revois tes yeux et longs
Légers comme des papillons 
De mousseline
Tes cheveux blonds ton air gamin
Ta bouche qui semble un écrin 
De perles fines
Comme c’est loin! comme c’est vieux!
Nos promenades d’amoureux 
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7 The ships of Arcady
Michael Head (1900-1976)

Thro’ the faintest filigree
Over the dim waters go
Little ships of Arcady
When the morning moon is low.

I can hear the sailors’ song
From the blue edge of the sea,
Passing like the lights along
Thro’ the dusky filigree.

Then where moon and waters meet
Sail by sail they pass away,
With little friendly winds replete
Blowing from the breaking day.

And when the little ships have flown,
Dreaming still of Arcady
I look across the waves, alone
In the misty filigree.

Text: Francis Ledwidge (1887-1917)

8 A blackbird singing
Michael Head

A blackbird singing
On a moss-upholstered stone,
Bluebells swinging,
Shadows wildly blown,
A song in the wood,
A ship on the sea.
The song was for you
And the ship was for me.

A blackbird singing
I hear in my troubled mind,
Bluebells swinging
I see in a distant wind.
But sorrow and silence,
Are the wood’s threnody,
The silence for you
And the sorrow for me.

Text: To one dead by Francis Ledwidge

9 Light
Albert Roussel (1869-1937)

Des larmes ont coulé
D’un coeur secret et tendre
Qui se crut exilé.
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Chaque Dimanche
L’ombre complice où l’on s’aimait
Et les baisers que je glissais
Sur ta peau blanche

Text: Marcel Manchez (b?-d?)

The guns are silent, 
night, not the slightest sound.
All sleep, 
and I write, feet in water
by a lantern’s light.
It’s my watch. 
How remote the past now seems. 
My courage has flown,
the days have borne it away. 
In this all-embracing silence
I feel lonely and dream
of things now lost.
Our cherished memories!
The confessions of a tender child,
so truly mine,
intimate talk by the fireside.
You remember our life together, 
our life of old.
I can see your eyes
and long, light as  

muslin butterflies 
your blond hair, your playful look, 
your mouth, rich setting 
for the finest pearls.
How remote it all now seems! How long ago!
Our walks down lovers’ lane 
on Sundays,
The shady hollow where we made love
and the kisses I imprinted
on your skin so fair.

q A child’s prayer
Arthur Bliss (1891-1975)

For Morn, my dome of blue,
For Meadows, green and gay,
And Birds who love the twilight of the leaves,
Let Jesus keep me joyful when I pray.

For the big Bees that hum
And hide in bells of flowers;
For the winding roads that come
To Evening’s holy door,
May Jesus bring me grateful to his arms,
And guard my innocence for evermore.

Text: Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967)
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w In Flanders
Ivor Gurney (1890-1937)

I’m homesick for my hills again -
My hills again!
To see above the Severn plain,
Unscabbarded against the sky,
The blue high blade of Cotswold lie;
The giant clouds go royally
By jagged Malvern with a train
Of shadows. Where the land is low,
Like a huge imprisoning O,
I hear a heart that’s sound and high,
I hear the heart within me cry:
‘I’m homesick for my hills again -
My hills again!
Cotswold or Malvern, sun or rain!
My hills again!’

Text: Frederick William Harvey (1888-1957)

e Quand reverrai-je, hélas!
André Caplet (1878-1925)

Quand reverrai-je, hélas, de mon petit village
Fumer la cheminée, et en quelle saison
Reverrai-je le clos de ma pauvre maison,
Qui m’est une province, et beaucoup davantage?

Text: Heureux qui, comme Ulysse, a fait un beau voyage by 
Joachim du Bellay (c.1522-1560)

When shall I see again the smoke rise
from my village home, and in what far season
shall I see again my poor house and garden,
to me a kingdom and much more besides?

r En regardant ces belles fleurs
André Caplet

En regardant ces belles fleurs,
Que le temps nouveau d’Amours prie,
Chascune d’elles s’ajolie
Et farde de plaisans couleurs.
 
Tant embasmées sont d’odeurs,
Qu’il n’est cueur qui ne rajeunie,
En regardant ces belles fleurs,
Que le temps nouveau d’Amours prie.
 
Les oiseaulx deviennent danceurs
Dessus mainte branche fleurie,
Et font joyeuse chanterie
De contres, de chans et teneurs,
En regardant ces belles fleurs.

Text: Charles d’Orléans (1394-1465)

Seeing these beautiful flowers
solicited by love’s new season,
each puts on her finery
and paints herself in charming colours.
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Such is their delicious fragrance
no heart could fail to find new vigour.
Seeing these beautiful flowers
solicited by love’s new season.

Birds begin their dance
on many a flowery branch, 
and gladly sing their mirth
in ditties, lays and chants,
seeing these beautiful flowers.

t In Flanders Fields
Charles Ives (1874-1954)

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row 
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks still bravely singing fly,
Scarce heard amidst the guns below.

We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe!
To you from falling hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.
If ye break faith with us who die

We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.

Text: John McCrae (1872-1918)
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