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FRANZ SCHUBERT (1797–1828)
Der Wanderer

Wandrers Nachtlied 1
Rastlose Liebe

Wandrers Nachtlied 2

While there are only five Schubert songs with ‘Wanderer’ in the title, the wanderer

figure treads his lonely journey through dozens more of them, culminating in

the Winterreise cycle in 1827. Der Wanderer was written eleven years before

Winterreise, which is a long time in terms of Schubert’s life span, but surely no other

single song represents more vividly the plight of the alienated stranger. Its

expressive power derives above all from Schubert’s liberated treatment of Schmidt

von Lübeck’s text. Far from a strophic setting, it is a mixture of song and dramatic

monologue, beginning with a recitative in the minor, changing within a couple of

lines to a cantilena in the major, passing through a particularly desolate second

stanza (which later became the basis of the ‘Wanderer’ Fantasy for solo piano) to an

elated memory of home and a sombre ending all the more poignant for its resigned

conclusion in the major.

When Schubert applied himself to the first of Goethe’s Wandrers Nachtlieder –

both of which have been a source of fascination for generations of composers – he

was still only eighteen. If his setting of what is essentially a prayer for peace, rather

than a reflection of it, falls short of the perfection he was to achieve with Wandrers
Nachtlied 2 seven years later, he nevertheless produced a song of great lyrical

beauty. 

In Rastlose Liebe Goethe presents the suffering experienced by the wanderer,

fighting his way through snow and rain, as far preferable to the anguish of a new

love, from which there is no escape. A tumult of mixed emotions, it is driven in

Schubert’s masterly setting on an impetuous flight of semiquavers in the piano part

and, although the key changes and the semiquavers become triplet quavers in the

second stanza, generates ever more energy until it explodes into the exultant final

bars.

Goethe’s wanderer will find peace, however, as the second of his two Wandrers
Nachtlieder so sincerely promises. Schubert’s setting represents the ultimate in

tranquillity, a condition secured not by musical uniformity but by way of a central
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section betraying just a hint of unease. It is as though the wanderer is listening for

sounds that might impinge on the prevailing silence, which makes the return to

harmonic and rhythmic stability all the more moving. Goethe wrote the words of the

poem on a mountain hut in Thuringia in 1780 and when, as an old man, he renewed

the inscription 33 years later he wept. Although Schubert cannot have been aware

of that, his use of the rhythmic figure he regularly associates with death (as in Der
Tod und das Mädchen) indicates that he shared the aged poet’s feelings. 

HUGO WOLF (1860–1903)
Der Feuerreiter

Der Gärtner

An die Geliebte

Fußreise

Der Rattenfänger

‘When you have heard this song’, said Wolf of the recently completed Fußreise in

March 1888, ‘you can have only one wish – which is to die.’ Clearly intoxicated by

the inspiration he was finding in the poetry of Eduard Mörike – he had written over

twenty Mörike songs in the last five weeks and was to write thirty more before the

end of the year – the composer might just have been overstating his case. Surely,

the song to die for in this group, bearing in mind its subject matter, is Der
Feuerreiter. Mörike’s macabre ballad (based on an old legend) inspired a setting of

such extravagant virtuosity that the voice-and-piano version – Wolf enjoyed setting

his friends’ hair on end with it – is no less effective than the chorus-and-orchestra

arrangement which was made four years later.

As delightful as Der Feuerreiter is gruesome, Der Gärtner is animated by nothing

more demonic than a gentle trotting rhythm as the Princess rides along the adoring

gardener’s sand-strewn paths, her feathered hat bobbing up and down with every

bar. The lover’s adoration in An die Geliebte is not only far more intimate but also

far more profound and at the same time of such intensity that by the end of the

sonnet it amounts to religious devotion. The extent of the poet’s love is anticipated

in the first stanza where the pianist’s quiet left-hand syncopations rise to the

surface on ‘Atemzüge’ and stay there through the ever more ecstatic next quatrain.

At the beginning of the sestet (‘Von Tiefe dann zu Tiefe’) they are replaced by low

3

To the Honeysuckle’s parents it came as a shock. 

‘The Bindweeds’, they cried, ‘are inferior stock, 

They’re uncultivated, of breeding bereft; 

We twine to the right – and they twine to the left!’

Said the anti-clockwise Bindweed 

To the clockwise Honeysuckle: 

‘We’d better start saving, 

Many a mickle makes a muckle, 

Then run away for a honeymoon 

And hope that our luck’ll 

Take a turn for the better’, 

Said the Bindweed to the Honeysuckle.

A Bee who was passing remarked to them then: 

I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again; 

Consider your off-shoots, if off-shoots there be, 

They’ll never receive any blessing from me!

‘Poor little sucker, how will it learn 

When it is climbing, which way to turn? 

Right-left-what a disgrace! 

Or it may go straight up and fall flat on its face!’

Said the right-hand thread Honeysuckle 

To the left-hand thread Bindweed: 

‘It seems that against us 

All fate has combined … 

Oh my darling, oh my darling 

Oh my darling Columbine, 

Thou art lost and gone for ever, 

We shall never intertwine.’

Together they found them the very next day. 

They had pulled up their roots and just shrivelled away, 

Deprived of that freedom for which we must fight –

To veer to the left or to veer to the right!

Translations of Nuit d’étoiles, Mandoline and Duparc by Richard Stokes from A French
Song Companion (Johnson/Stokes) published by OUP; Schubert and Wolf by Richard

Stokes from The Book of Lieder published by Faber & Faber, with thanks to George Bird,

co-author of the Fischer-Dieskau Book of Lieder published by Victor Gollancz Ltd, 1976.
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Captain Stratton’s Fancy (1921)
Oh, some are fond of red wine and some are fond of white,

And some are all for dancing by the pale moonlight,

But rum alone’s the tipple and the heart’s delight

Of the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

Oh, some are fond of Spanish wine and some are fond of French,

And some’ll swallow tay and stuff fit only for a wench,

But I’m for right Jamaica till I roll beneath the bench,

Says the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

Oh, some are for the lily and some are for the rose,

But I am for the sugar cane that in Jamaica grows,

For it’s that that makes the bonny drink to warm my copper nose,

Says the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

Oh, some are fond of fiddles and a song well sung

And some are all for music for to lit upon the tongue,

But mouths were made for tankards and for sucking at the bung,

Says the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

Oh, some that’s good and godly ones they hold that it’s a sin

To troll the jolly bowl around and let the dollars spin,

But I’m for toleration and for drinking at an inn,

Says the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

(John Masefield 1878–1967)

FLANDERS & SWANN
Misalliance
The fragrant Honeysuckle spirals clockwise to the sun 

And many other creepers do the same. 

But some climb anti-clockwise; the Bindweed does, for one, 

Or Convolvulus, to give her proper name.

Rooted on either side a door one of each species grew 

And raced towards the window-ledge above; 

Each corkscrewed to the lintel in the only way it knew, 

Where they stopped, touched tendrils, smiled, and fell in love.

Said the right-handed Honeysuckle 

To the left-handed Bindweed: 

‘Oh, let us get married 

If our parents don’t mind; we’d 

Be loving and inseparable, 

Inextricably entwined; 

We’d live happily ever after’, 

Said the Honeysuckle to the Bindweed.

17

left-hand tremolos to appear again, but now in an ethereal transformation high in

the right hand, on ‘Da lächeln alle Sterne’. If Tannhäuser religiosity is called to mind

here it is in no way inappropriate to Mörike’s vision.

The composer’s pride in Fußreise, which presents a wanderer figure at one with

God and nature, is entirely understandable, not only because of its irresistible

melodiousness but also because of the variety of harmonic and colour detail that

catches the morning sun as the exhilarating march-time step goes on unchanged.

Wolf liked his setting of Goethe’s Der Rattenfänger no less. Writing to a friend about

a concert given by Eugen Gura in Munich he deplored the ‘rubbishy’ programme,

noted the feeble applause and added, ‘If Gura had sung a rousing piece, like my

Rattenfänger or even Fußreise, all the people would have gone mad with delight.’

Certainly Der Rattenfänger is a brilliant inspiration – in its provocatively dissonant

piano prelude, the magically tuneful word-setting of its three stanzas and, after a

repeat of the first, the beautifully contrived evanescence of the ending.

CLAUDE DEBUSSY (1862–1918)
Romance

Les cloches

Mandoline

While there is room for discussion about the chronology of Debussy’s early songs,

it is difficult to agree with those authorities who allocate the composition of the two

Bourget settings, Les cloches and Romance, to a date as late as 1891. That would

make them contemporary with the first set of Fêtes galantes, which are much more

mature in style and technique. Les cloches and Romance, which were published

together as Deux Romances in 1891, are no less interesting for that, however. The

piano part of Les cloches is particularly imaginative in the way it sustains bell-like

figurations in the right hand and a rising three-note ostinato in the left but only

until the end of the second stanza: the transfer of the ostinato in an expressively

augmented version to high in the right hand in the third stanza focuses attention on

the emotions evoked by the bells rather than their sound. Romance follows a similar

strategy, reserving its most expressive moment for near the end where (on the

words ‘Faite d’espoir, d’amour fidèle’) the voice at last takes up the melody

introduced by the piano in the opening bars.

4
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As an accompanist at a class for amateur singers Debussy met an amateur but

not unaccomplished, and married but not unsusceptible soprano called Marie-

Blanche Vasnier. Between 1881 and 1884 he wrote more than twenty songs for

Mme Vasnier and, on leaving for Italy as the winner of the Prix de Rome, he

presented her with thirteen of them in a lovingly dedicated leather-bound album.

The most prophetic of them is Mandoline, one of his first settings of words by

Verlaine, whose verse was to be the major source of inspiration for Debussy’s songs

for the next twenty-two years. Wittily suggestive of the tarantella, with its mixture of

modal and diatonic harmonies matching the poet’s delicately ironic view of the

Watteauesque scene before him, it is the most prophetic of his early songs. 

HENRI DUPARC (1848–1933)
L’invitation au voyage

La vague et la cloche

Phidylé

‘For me, music inspired by poetry has no purpose unless it adds something to that

poetry’, said Duparc in 1904 when he had written no music for nearly twenty years

and would write none for the nearly thirty years that were left to him. ‘There is some

perfect poetry which is so complete in itself’, he went on, ‘that music – even the

most beautiful music, even that music which I am incapable of writing – can only

diminish it.’

Even so, two of the greatest of Duparc’s songs are inspired by the two greatest

of the poems he set to music, both of them by Charles Baudelaire. What he was able

to add in his setting of L’invitation au voyage, which was written during the

traumatic siege of Paris in 1870, was a very genuine longing for ‘ordre et beauté,

luxe, calme et volupté’. The rippling figuration of the minor harmonies in the

accompaniment to the first stanza is stilled by a measured pronouncement of ‘ordre

et beauté …’ in the major. The minor harmonies are resumed at the beginning of the

second stanza but the change to the major comes earlier this time and the second

evocation of ‘ordre et beauté …’ is simply but effectively integrated with melodic

material so far confined to the vocal line but now entrusted to the left hand of the

piano part.

5

Un chaud parfum circule au détour des sentiers; A warm fragrance floats about the winding paths,

La rouge fleur des blés s’incline; The red flowers of the cornfield droop;

Et les oiseaux, rasant de l’aile la colline, And the birds, skimming the hillside with their wings,

Cherchent l’ombre des églantiers. Seek the shade of the eglantine.

Mais quand l’Astre, incliné sur sa courbe éclatante, But when the sun, low on its dazzling curve,

Verra ses ardeurs s’apaiser, Sees its brilliance wane,

Que ton plus beau sourire et ton meilleur baiser Let your loveliest smile and finest kiss

Me récompensent de l’attente! Reward me for my waiting!

(Charles-Marie-René Leconte de Lisle 1818–1894)

PETER WARLOCK (1894–1930)
The Fox (1930)
At ‘The Fox Inn’ Death’s date is there

The tattered ears, In faded gold;

The fox’s grin His eyes outstare

Mock the dead years. The death of old.

High on the wall Beneath this roof

Laughs at you all The crumbled hoof,

The fox’s mask. The hounds of dust.

The horn is still, You will not call,

The huntsman gone; I shall not stir

After the kill When the fangs fall

The fox lives on. From that brown fur.

(Bruce Blunt 1899–1957)

The Singer (1922)
In the dim light of the golden lamp

The singer stands and sings.

And the songs rise up like coloured bubbles

Or birds with shining wings.

And the movement of the merry or plaintive keys

Sounds in the silent air

Till the listener feels the room no more

But only music there.

But still from the sweet and rounded mouth

The delicate sounds arise

Like floating bubbles whose colours are

The coloured melodies.

(Edward Shanks 1892–1953)

16
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– Les soleils couchants The setting suns

Revêtent les champs, Clothe the fields,

Les canaux, la ville entière, Canals and all the town

D’hyacinthe et d’or; With hyacinth and gold;

Le monde s’endort The world falls asleep

Dans une chaude lumière. In a warm light.

Là, tout n’est qu’ordre et beauté, There – nothing but order and beauty dwell,

Luxe, calme et volupté. Abundance, calm, and sensuous delight.

(Charles Baudelaire 1821–1867)

La vague et la cloche (1871) The wave and the bell
Une fois, terrassé par un puissant breuvage, Once, laid low by a potent draught,

J’ai rêvé que parmi les vagues et le bruit I dreamed that amid the waves and the roar

De la mer, je voguais sans fanal dans la nuit, Of the sea I drifted without beacon at night,

Morne rameur, n’ayant plus l’espoir du rivage … A bleak oarsman, with no hope of reaching land …

L’Océan me crachait ses baves sur le front, The ocean spat its foam on my brow,

Et le vent me glaçait d’horreur jusqu’aux entrailles, And the wind froze me through with horror,

Les vagues s’écroulaient ainsi que des murailles The waves crashed down like walls about me,

Avec ce rythme lent qu’un silence interrompt … With that slow rhythm a silence severs …

Puis, tout changea … la mer et sa noire mêlée Then everything changed. The sea and its black tumult

Sombrèrent … sous mes pieds s’effondra le plancher Subsided … Beneath my feet the floor of the boat

De la barque … Et j’étais seul dans un vieux clocher, Gave way … And I was alone in an old bell-tower,

Chevauchant avec rage une cloche ébranlée. Furiously riding a swaying bell.

J’étreignais la criarde opiniâtrement, I doggedly clasped the clamorous metal,

Convulsif et fermant dans l’effort mes paupières. Convulsed, and closing my eyes with the effort.

Le grondement faisait trembler les vieilles pierres, The booming made the old stones tremble,

Tant j’activais sans fin le lourd balancement. So constantly I quickened the heavy swing.

Pourquoi n’as-tu pas dit, o rêve, où Dieu nous mène? Why did you not say, O dream, where God leads us?

Pourquoi n’as-tu pas dit s’ils ne finiraient pas, Why did you not say if they will ever end,

L’inutile travail et l’éternel fracas The fruitless toil and the endless strife

Dont est faite la vie, hélas, la vie humaine! Of which human life, alas, is made?

(François Coppée 1842–1908)

Phidylé (1882) Phidylé
L’herbe est molle au sommeil sous les frais peupliers, The grass is soft for sleep beneath the cool poplars

Aux pentes des sources moussues On the banks of the mossy springs

Qui, dans les prés en fleur germant par mille issues, That flow in flowering meadows from a thousand sources,

Se perdent sous les noirs halliers. And vanish beneath dark thickets.

Repose, ô Phidylé! Midi sur les feuillages Rest, O Phidylé! Noon on the leaves

Rayonne, et t’invite au sommeil. Is gleaming, inviting you to sleep.

Par le trèfle et le thym, seules, en plein soleil, By the clover and thyme, alone, in the bright sunlight,

Chantent les abeilles volages. The fickle bees are humming.

15

Duparc once declared that he would ‘never learn to write well for the piano’ and

admitted that he always conceived his accompaniments in orchestral terms which

he would then ‘reduce’ for piano. Only one of them, however, La vague et la cloche,

was actually written for orchestra in the first place and subsequently arranged for

piano – first by d’Indy in 1894, when the composer had despaired of his own

‘detestable’ efforts, and then by Duparc himself in 1911. Certainly the sensational

colouring of this ‘mélodie dramatique’, as the orchestral version is subtitled, calls

for a Lisztian technique in transferring its stormy-sea and tolling-bell effects to the

keyboard. There is another Lisztian feature in the constant transformation of the

theme that opens the work and holds the various episodes of François Coppée’s

ballad firmly together.

After Baudelaire’s L’invitation au voyage and La vie antérieure, Leconte de

Lisle’s Phidylé is the most distinguished of the poems Duparc chose to set to

music. Phidylé is also one of the most successful of his songs. Although he first

approached the poem in 1872, the present version dates from the height of

his powers in 1882 and is a remarkably free and apparently spontaneous reaction

to the fondly amorous text. Beginning with a comparatively expressionless intro-

duction, it ranges emotionally through a variety of keys at a rising tempo until it

alights on the tonic again on the second entry of ‘Repose, ô Phidylé’. The structure

is held together partly by the vocal phrase that goes with the refrain but more by the

lyrical piano melody that immediately follows its first appearance. The passionate

last few lines, agitated by tremolandos in the accompaniment, are based almost

exclusively on that piano melody.

PETER WARLOCK (1894–1930)
The Fox

The Singer

Captain Stratton’s Fancy

In June 1910 Roger Quilter took part in a concert at Eton College, his old school,

accompanying a performance of his Three Shakespeare Songs Op. 6. In the

audience was the fifteen-year-old Philip Heseltine, who was so moved by what he

heard that the event had a profound influence on the composing career that was

eventually to flourish, and tragically wither, under the pseudonym of Peter Warlock.

6
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‘To R. Q. without whom there could have been no P. W.’ he wrote in a dedication to

Quilter twelve years later. There were other influences on his development, of

course, not least his friendship with Delius, whom he met at about the same time

as he got to know Quilter, and his enthusiasm for Elizabethan and Jacobean song.

One of two drinking songs in this group, The Fox – the words and music of which

were written within a few hours of an evening spent by Warlock and his literary

drinking companion Bruce Blunt in the Fox Inn in Bramdean – was Warlock’s last

work. Echoing with sinister hunting-horn calls, it is a chilling presentiment of the

death Warlock was to meet in a gas-filled room in Chelsea a few months later. The
Singer is a refreshingly sober inspiration. Considering how deeply Warlock was

absorbed in Delius when he wrote it – having been relieved of the editorship of The
Sackbut in 1921, he had taken refuge in the family home in Wales to compile a book

on his friend and mentor – it shows surprisingly little evidence of his influence.

Warlock responds to the challenge set by Edward Shanks’s enchanted observation

of the singer’s art not by any extravagance in harmony or line but by means of the

artfully equivocal, ‘merry or plaintive’, piano melody that introduces the first and

third stanzas. The other drinking song, Captain Stratton’s Fancy, represents a quite

different side of Warlock’s personality. Robustly cheerful and frankly popular in

style, it was far more appealing to his publishers than a song like The Fox, which

they refused to accept until the publicity arising from the composer’s death made it

an attractive commercial proposition.

FLANDERS & SWANN 
(Michael Flanders, 1922–1975, and Donald Swann, 1923–1994)
Misalliance

‘Donald and I’, Michael Flanders wrote, ‘like to go down to the Natural History

Museum to check up on the habits of these animals we write about. Last time we

were there, we noticed a glass case near the entrance, describing the habits of

certain climbing plants. Well, plants are a new venture for us, but we’ve written a

rather unusual song, I think, about this perhaps rather unusual subject, and it’s

called Misalliance.’

Gerald Larner © 2007
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Mandoline (1882) Mandolin
Les donneurs de sérénades The gallant serenaders

Et les belles écouteuses And their fair listeners

Échangent des propos fades Exchange sweet nothings

Sous les ramures chanteuses. Beneath singing boughs.

C’est Tircis et c’est Aminte, Tirsis is there, Aminte is there,

Et c’est l’éternel Clitandre, And tedious Clitandre too,

Et c’est Damis qui pour mainte And Damis who for many a cruel maid

Cruelle fait maint vers tendre. Writes many a tender song.

Leurs courtes vestes de soie, Their short silken doublets,

Leurs longues robes à queues, Their long trailing gowns,

Leur élégance, leur joie Their elegance, their joy,

Et leurs molles ombres bleues And their soft blue shadows

Tourbillonnent dans l’extase Whirl madly in the rapture

D’une lune rose et grise, Of a grey and roseate moon,

Et la mandoline jase And the mandolin jangles on

Parmi les frissons de brise. In the shivering breeze.

(Paul Verlaine 1844–1896)

HENRI DUPARC (1848–1933)
L’invitation au voyage (c.1870) Invitation to journey

Mon enfant, ma sœur, My child, my sister,

Songe à la douceur Think how sweet

D’aller là-bas vivre ensemble! To journey there and live together!

Aimer à loisir, To love as we please,

Aimer et mourir To love and die

Au pays qui te ressemble! In the land that is like you!

Les soleils mouillés The watery suns

De ces ciels brouillés Of those hazy skies

Pour mon esprit ont les charmes Hold for my spirit

Si mystérieux The same mysterious charms

De tes traîtres yeux, As your treacherous eyes

Brillant à travers leurs larmes. Shining through their tears.

Là, tout n’est qu’ordre et beauté, There – nothing but order and beauty dwell,

Luxe, calme et volupté. Abundance, calm, and sensuous delight.

Vois sur ces canaux See on those canals

Dormir ces vaisseaux Those vessels sleeping,

Dont l’humeur est vagabonde; Vessels with a restless soul;

C’est pour assouvir To satisfy

Ton moindre désir Your slightest desire

Qu’ils viennent du bout du monde. They come from the ends of the earth.

14
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Dann ist der vielgewandte Sänger And then this many-sided singer

Gelegentlich ein Mädchenfänger; Is occasionally a girl-catcher;

In keinem Städtchen langt er an, He’s never arrived in any town,

Wo er’s nicht mancher angetan. Without captivating many.

Und wären Mädchen noch so blöde, And however bashful the girls might be,

Und wären Weiber noch so spröde, And however prudish the women,

Doch allen wird so liebebang All of them grow weak with love

Bei Zaubersaiten und Gesang. At the sound of magic lute and song.

(Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 1749–1832)

CLAUDE DEBUSSY (1862–1918)
Deux Romances (publ. 1891)

Romance Romance
L’âme évaporée et souffrante, The evanescent and suffering soul,

L’âme douce, l’âme odorante The gentle soul, the fragrant soul

Des lis divins que j’ai cueillis Of the divine lilies that I have gathered

Dans le jardin de ta pensée, In the garden of your thought,

Où donc les vents l’ont-ils chassée Whither have the winds driven

Cette âme adorable des lis? This adorable soul of the lilies?

N’est-il plus un parfum qui reste Is there no perfume remaining

De la suavité céleste, Of the celestial sweetness,

Des jours où tu m’enveloppais From the days when you surrounded me

D’une vapeur surnaturelle, With a sublime atmosphere

Faite d’espoir, d’amour fidèle, Of hope, of faithful love,

De béatitude et de paix? Of beatitude and of peace?

(Paul Bourget 1852–1935)

Les cloches The bells
Les feuilles s’ouvraient sur le bord des branches, The leaves opened on the edge of the branches,

Délicatement, Delicately,

Les cloches tintaient, légères et franches, The bells rang, lightly and clearly,

Dans le ciel clément. In the mild sky.

Rythmique et fervent comme une antienne, Rythmical and fervent like an anthem,

Ce lointain appel This distant call

Me remémorait la blancheur chrétienne Brought to my mind the Christian whiteness

Des fleurs de l’autel. Of the altar flowers.

Ces cloches parlaient d’heureuses années, These bells spoke of happy years,

Et, dans le grand bois, And, in the great forest,

Semblaient reverdir les feuilles fanées Seemed to make green again the withered leaves

Des jours d’autrefois. Of bygone days.

(Paul Bourget 1852–1935)

13

FRANZ SCHUBERT (1797–1828)
Der Wanderer D. 493 (1816) The wanderer
Ich komme vom Gebirge her; From the mountains I have come,

Es dampft das Tal, es braust das Meer, The valley steams, the ocean roars,

Ich wandle still, bin wenig froh, I walk in silence, with little joy,

Und immer fragt der Seufzer – wo? And my sighs keep asking – where?

Die Sonne dünkt mich hier so kalt, Here the sun seems so cold,

Die Blüte welk, das Leben alt; Blossom faded, life old;

Und, was sie reden, leerer Schall — What men say - just empty sound:

Ich bin ein Fremdling überall. I am a stranger everywhere.

Wo bist du, mein geliebtes Land! Where are you, my beloved land?

Gesucht, geahnt, und nie gekannt, Sought for, sensed, and never known,

Das Land, das Land, so hoffnungsgrün, The land, the land, so green with hope,

Das Land, wo meine Rosen blüh’n; The land where my roses bloom;

Wo meine Freunde wandelnd geh’n, Where my friends roam,

Wo meine Toten aufersteh’n, Where my dead friends rise again,

Das Land, das meine Sprache spricht, The land that speaks my tongue,

O Land, wo bist du? O land, where are you?

Ich wandle still, bin wenig froh, I walk in silence, with little joy,

Und immer fragt der Seufzer – wo? And my sighs keep asking - Where?

Im Geisterhauch tönt’s mir zurück, A ghostly whisper makes reply,

„Dort, wo du nicht bist, dort ist das Glück!“ ‘There, where you are not, there fortune lies!’

(Georg Philipp Schmidt von Lübeck 1766–1849)

Wandrers Nachtlied 1 D. 224 (1815) Wanderer’s night song 1
Der du von dem Himmel bist, You who come from heaven,

Alles Leid und Schmerzen stillst, Soothing all pain and sorrow,

Den, der doppelt elend ist, Filling the doubly wretched,

Doppelt mit Entzückung füllst, Doubly with delight,

Ach, ich bin des Treibens müde! Ah, I am weary of this restlessness!

Was soll all der Schmerz und Lust? What use is all this joy and pain?

Süßer Friede! Sweet peace!

Komm, ach komm in meine Brust! Come, ah come into my breast!

(Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 1749–1832)

Rastlose Liebe D. 138 (1815) Restless love
Dem Schnee, dem Regen, Into snow, into rain,

Dem Wind entgegen, Into wind,

Im Dampf der Klüfte, Through steaming ravines,

Durch Nebeldüfte, Through mist and haze,

Immer zu! Immer zu! On and on!

Ohne Rast und Ruh! Without respite!
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Lieber durch Leiden I’d rather fight

Wollt’ ich mich schlagen, My way through affliction

Als so viel Freuden Than endure so many

Des Lebens ertragen. Of life’s joys.

Alle das Neigen All this attraction

Von Herzen zu Herzen, Of heart to heart,

Ach wie so eigen Ah, what special

Schaffet es Schmerzen! Anguish it brings!

Wie soll ich flieh’n? How shall I flee?

Wälderwärts zieh’n? Fly to the forest?

Alles vergebens! All in vain!

Krone des Lebens, Crown of life,

Glück ohne Ruh, Joy without rest –

Liebe, bist du! This, Love, is you!

(Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 1749–1832)

Wandrers Nachtlied 2 D. 768 (1822) Wanderer’s nightsong 2
Über allen Gipfeln Over every mountain-top

Ist Ruh’, lies peace,

In allen Wipfeln in every tree-top

Spürest du you scarcely feel

Kaum einen Hauch; a breath of wind;

Die Vöglein schweigen im Walde. the little birds are hushed in the wood.

Warte nur, balde Wait, soon you too

Ruhest du auch. will be at peace.

(Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 1749–1832)

HUGO WOLF (1860–1903)
Der Feuerreiter (1888) Fire-rider
Sehet ihr am Fensterlein See, at the window 

Dort die rote Mütze wieder? There, his red cap again?

Nicht geheuer muß es sein, Something must be wrong,

Denn er geht schon auf und nieder. For he’s pacing to and fro.

Und auf einmal welch Gewühle And all of a sudden, what a throng

Bei der Brücke, nach dem Feld! At the bridge, heading for the fields!

Horch! das Feuerglöcklein gellt: Listen to the fire-bell shrilling:

Hinterm Berg, Behind the hill,

Hinterm Berg Behind the hill,

Brennt es in der Mühle! The mill’s on fire!

9

Fußreise (1888) A journey on foot
Am frischgeschnittnen Wanderstab, When, with a freshly cut stick,

Wenn ich in der Frühe I set off early like this,

So durch Wälder ziehe, Through the woods,

Hügel auf und ab: And over the hills:

Dann, wie’s Vög’lein im Laube Then, as the bird in the branches,

Singet und sich rührt, Sings and stirs,

Oder wie die goldne Traube Or as the golden cluster of grapes

Wonnegeister spürt Feels the rapture

In der ersten Morgensonne; Of the early morning sun:

So fühlt auch mein alter, lieber So too my dear old Adam

Adam Herbst- und Frühlingsfieber, Feels Autumn and Spring fever,

Gottbeherzte, The God-inspired,

Nie verscherzte Never forfeited

Erstlings-Paradieseswonne. Primal bliss of paradise.

Also bist du nicht so schlimm, o alter So you are not as bad, old 

Adam, wie die strengen Lehrer sagen; Adam, as strict teachers say:

Liebst und lobst du immer doch, You still love and extol,

Singst und preisest immer noch, Still sing and praise,

Wie an ewig neuen Schöpfungstagen, As if Creation were forever new,

Deinen lieben Schöpfer und Erhalter. Your dear Maker and Preserver. 

Möcht es dieser geben, If only He Would grant it,

Und mein ganzes Leben My whole life

Wär im leichten Wanderschweiße Would be, gently perspiring,

Eine solche Morgenreise! Just such a morning journey!

(Eduard Mörike 1804–1875)

Der Rattenfänger (1888) The ratcatcher
Ich bin der wohlbekannte Sänger, I am that celebrated singer,

Der vielgereiste Rattenfänger, The much-travelled ratcatcher,

Den diese altberühmte Stadt Of whom this famous old city

Gewiß besonders nötig hat. Assuredly has special need.

Und wärens Ratten noch so viele, And however many rats there are,

Und wären Wiesel mit im Spiele, And even if there were weasels too,

Von allen säubr’ich diesen Ort, I’ll rid the place of every one,

Sie müssen miteinander fort. One and all, they must away.

Dann ist der gut gelaunte Sänger Then this good-humoured singer

Mitunter auch ein Kinderfänger, Is a child-catcher too from time to time,

Der selbst die wildesten bezwingt, Who can tame even the wildest,

Wenn er die goldnen Märchen singt. When he sings his golden tales.

Und wären Knaben noch so trutzig, And however defiant the boys might be,

Und wären Mädchen noch so stutzig, And however rebellious the girls,

In meine Saiten greif ich ein, I only have to pluck my strings,

Sie müssen alle hinterdrein. For them all to follow me. 
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Der Gärtner (1888) The gardener
Auf ihrem Leibrößlein, On her favourite mount

So weiß wie der Schnee, As white as snow,

Die schönste Prinzessin The loveliest princess

Reit’t durch die Allee. Rides down the avenue.

Der Weg, den das Rößlein On the path her horse

Hintanzet so hold, Prances so sweetly along,

Der Sand, den ich streute, The sand I scattered

Er blinket wie Gold. Glitters like gold.

Du rosenfarbs Hütlein, You rose-coloured bonnet

Wohl auf und wohl ab, Bobbing up, and down,

O wirf eine Feder O, throw me a feather

Verstohlen herab! Discreetly down!

Und willst du dagegen And if you in exchange

Eine Blüte von mir, Want a flower from me,

Nimm tausend für eine, Take a thousand for one,

Nimm alle dafür! Take all in return!

(Eduard Mörike 1804–1875)

An die Geliebte (1888) To the beloved
Wenn ich, von deinem Anschaun tief gestillt, When I, deeply calmed at beholding you,

Mich stumm an deinem heilgen Wert vergnüge, Take silent delight in your sacred worth,

Dann hör ich recht die leisen Atemzüge Then I truly hear the gentle breathing

Des Engels, welcher sich in dir verhüllt, Of that angel concealed within you,

Und ein erstaunt, ein fragend Lächeln quillt And an amazed, a questioning smile

Auf meinem Mund, ob mich kein Traum betrüge, Rises to my lips: does not a dream deceive me,

Daß nun in dir, zu ewiger Genüge, Now that in you, to my eternal joy,

Mein kühnster Wunsch, mein ein’zger, sich erfüllt? My boldest, my only wish is being fulfilled?

Von Tiefe dann zu Tiefe stürzt mein Sinn, My soul then plunges from depth to depth,

Ich höre aus der Gottheit nächtger Ferne From the dark distances of Godhead I hear

Die Quellen des Geschicks melodisch rauschen. The springs of fate ripple in melody.

Betäubt kehr ich den Blick nach oben hin, Dazed, I raise my eyes

Zum Himmel auf - da lächeln alle Sterne; To heaven - where all the stars are smiling;

Ich kniee, ihrem Lichtgesang zu lauschen. I kneel to listen to their song of light.

(Eduard Mörike 1804–1875)

Schaut! da sprengt er wütend schier Look, there he gallops frenziedly

Durch das Tor, der Feuerreiter, Through the gate, the fire-rider,

Auf dem rippendürren Tier, Straddling his skinny mount

Als auf einer Feuerleiter! Like a fireman’s ladder!

Querfeldein! Durch Qualm und Schwüle Across the fields! Through thick smoke and heat

Rennt er schon und ist am Ort! He rides and has reached his goal!

Drüben schallt es fort und fort: The distant bell peals on and on:

Hinterm Berg, Behind the hill,

Hinterm Berg Behind the hill,

Brennt es in der Mühle! The mill’s on fire!

Der so oft den roten Hahn You who have often smelt a fire

Meilenweit von fern gerochen, From many miles away,

Mit des heilgen Kreuzes Span And blasphemously conjured the blaze

Freventlich die Glut besprochen - With a fragment of the True Cross -

Weh! dir grinst vom Dachgestühle Look out! there, grinning at you from the rafters,

Dort der Feind im Höllenschein. Is the Devil amid the flames of hell.

Gnade Gott der Seele dein! God have mercy on your soul!

Hinterm Berg, Behind the hill,

Hinterm Berg Behind the hill,

Rast er in der Mühle! He’s raging in the mill!

Keine Stunde hielt es an, In less than an hour

Bis die Mühle barst in Trümmer; The mill collapsed in rubble;

Doch den kecken Reitersmann But from that hour the bold rider

Sah man von der Stunde nimmer. Was never seen again.

Volk und Wagen im Gewühle Thronging crowds and carriages

Kehren heim von all dem Graus; Turn back home from all the horror;

Auch das Glöcklein klinget aus: And the bell stops ringing too:

Hinterm Berg, Behind the hill,

Hinterm Berg Behind the hill,

Brennts! – A fire! –

Nach der Zeit ein Müller fand Some time after a miller found

Ein Gerippe samt der Mützen A skeleton, complete with cap,

Aufrecht an der Kellerwand Upright against the cellar wall,

Auf der beinern Mähre sitzen: Mounted on the fleshless mare:

Feurreiter, wie so kühle Fire-rider, how coldly

Reitest du in deinem Grab! You ride in your grave!

Husch! da fällts in Asche ab. Hush! now it flakes into ash.

Ruhe wohl, Rest in peace,

Ruhe wohl Rest in peace,

Drunten in der Mühle! Down there in the mill!

(Eduard Mörike 1804–1875)

10 11

b67606.qxd  07/09/2007  17:38  Page 10
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Und willst du dagegen And if you in exchange
Eine Blüte von mir, Want a flower from me,
Nimm tausend für eine, Take a thousand for one,
Nimm alle dafür! Take all in return!

(Eduard Mörike 1804–1875)
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Und ein erstaunt, ein fragend Lächeln quillt And an amazed, a questioning smile
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Von Tiefe dann zu Tiefe stürzt mein Sinn, My soul then plunges from depth to depth,
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Die Quellen des Geschicks melodisch rauschen. The springs of fate ripple in melody.

Betäubt kehr ich den Blick nach oben hin, Dazed, I raise my eyes
Zum Himmel auf - da lächeln alle Sterne; To heaven - where all the stars are smiling;
Ich kniee, ihrem Lichtgesang zu lauschen. I kneel to listen to their song of light.

(Eduard Mörike 1804–1875)

Schaut! da sprengt er wütend schier Look, there he gallops frenziedly
Durch das Tor, der Feuerreiter, Through the gate, the fire-rider,
Auf dem rippendürren Tier, Straddling his skinny mount
Als auf einer Feuerleiter! Like a fireman’s ladder!
Querfeldein! Durch Qualm und Schwüle Across the fields! Through thick smoke and heat
Rennt er schon und ist am Ort! He rides and has reached his goal!
Drüben schallt es fort und fort: The distant bell peals on and on:

Hinterm Berg, Behind the hill,
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Brennt es in der Mühle! The mill’s on fire!

Der so oft den roten Hahn You who have often smelt a fire
Meilenweit von fern gerochen, From many miles away,
Mit des heilgen Kreuzes Span And blasphemously conjured the blaze
Freventlich die Glut besprochen - With a fragment of the True Cross -
Weh! dir grinst vom Dachgestühle Look out! there, grinning at you from the rafters,
Dort der Feind im Höllenschein. Is the Devil amid the flames of hell.
Gnade Gott der Seele dein! God have mercy on your soul!

Hinterm Berg, Behind the hill,
Hinterm Berg Behind the hill,

Rast er in der Mühle! He’s raging in the mill!

Keine Stunde hielt es an, In less than an hour
Bis die Mühle barst in Trümmer; The mill collapsed in rubble;
Doch den kecken Reitersmann But from that hour the bold rider
Sah man von der Stunde nimmer. Was never seen again.
Volk und Wagen im Gewühle Thronging crowds and carriages
Kehren heim von all dem Graus; Turn back home from all the horror;
Auch das Glöcklein klinget aus: And the bell stops ringing too:

Hinterm Berg, Behind the hill,
Hinterm Berg Behind the hill,

Brennts! – A fire! –

Nach der Zeit ein Müller fand Some time after a miller found
Ein Gerippe samt der Mützen A skeleton, complete with cap,
Aufrecht an der Kellerwand Upright against the cellar wall,
Auf der beinern Mähre sitzen: Mounted on the fleshless mare:
Feurreiter, wie so kühle Fire-rider, how coldly
Reitest du in deinem Grab! You ride in your grave!
Husch! da fällts in Asche ab. Hush! now it flakes into ash.

Ruhe wohl, Rest in peace,
Ruhe wohl Rest in peace,

Drunten in der Mühle! Down there in the mill!
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Lieber durch Leiden I’d rather fight
Wollt’ ich mich schlagen, My way through affliction
Als so viel Freuden Than endure so many
Des Lebens ertragen. Of life’s joys.
Alle das Neigen All this attraction
Von Herzen zu Herzen, Of heart to heart,
Ach wie so eigen Ah, what special
Schaffet es Schmerzen! Anguish it brings!

Wie soll ich flieh’n? How shall I flee?
Wälderwärts zieh’n? Fly to the forest?
Alles vergebens! All in vain!
Krone des Lebens, Crown of life,
Glück ohne Ruh, Joy without rest –
Liebe, bist du! This, Love, is you!

(Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 1749–1832)

Wandrers Nachtlied 2 D. 768 (1822) Wanderer’s nightsong 2
Über allen Gipfeln Over every mountain-top
Ist Ruh’, lies peace,
In allen Wipfeln in every tree-top
Spürest du you scarcely feel
Kaum einen Hauch; a breath of wind;
Die Vöglein schweigen im Walde. the little birds are hushed in the wood.
Warte nur, balde Wait, soon you too
Ruhest du auch. will be at peace.

(Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 1749–1832)

HUGO WOLF (1860–1903)
Der Feuerreiter (1888) Fire-rider
Sehet ihr am Fensterlein See, at the window 
Dort die rote Mütze wieder? There, his red cap again?
Nicht geheuer muß es sein, Something must be wrong,
Denn er geht schon auf und nieder. For he’s pacing to and fro.
Und auf einmal welch Gewühle And all of a sudden, what a throng
Bei der Brücke, nach dem Feld! At the bridge, heading for the fields!
Horch! das Feuerglöcklein gellt: Listen to the fire-bell shrilling:

Hinterm Berg, Behind the hill,
Hinterm Berg Behind the hill,

Brennt es in der Mühle! The mill’s on fire!

9

Fußreise (1888) A journey on foot
Am frischgeschnittnen Wanderstab, When, with a freshly cut stick,
Wenn ich in der Frühe I set off early like this,
So durch Wälder ziehe, Through the woods,
Hügel auf und ab: And over the hills:
Dann, wie’s Vög’lein im Laube Then, as the bird in the branches,
Singet und sich rührt, Sings and stirs,
Oder wie die goldne Traube Or as the golden cluster of grapes
Wonnegeister spürt Feels the rapture
In der ersten Morgensonne; Of the early morning sun:
So fühlt auch mein alter, lieber So too my dear old Adam
Adam Herbst- und Frühlingsfieber, Feels Autumn and Spring fever,
Gottbeherzte, The God-inspired,
Nie verscherzte Never forfeited
Erstlings-Paradieseswonne. Primal bliss of paradise.

Also bist du nicht so schlimm, o alter So you are not as bad, old 
Adam, wie die strengen Lehrer sagen; Adam, as strict teachers say:
Liebst und lobst du immer doch, You still love and extol,
Singst und preisest immer noch, Still sing and praise,
Wie an ewig neuen Schöpfungstagen, As if Creation were forever new,
Deinen lieben Schöpfer und Erhalter. Your dear Maker and Preserver. 

Möcht es dieser geben, If only He Would grant it,
Und mein ganzes Leben My whole life
Wär im leichten Wanderschweiße Would be, gently perspiring,
Eine solche Morgenreise! Just such a morning journey!

(Eduard Mörike 1804–1875)

Der Rattenfänger (1888) The ratcatcher
Ich bin der wohlbekannte Sänger, I am that celebrated singer,
Der vielgereiste Rattenfänger, The much-travelled ratcatcher,
Den diese altberühmte Stadt Of whom this famous old city
Gewiß besonders nötig hat. Assuredly has special need.
Und wärens Ratten noch so viele, And however many rats there are,
Und wären Wiesel mit im Spiele, And even if there were weasels too,
Von allen säubr’ich diesen Ort, I’ll rid the place of every one,
Sie müssen miteinander fort. One and all, they must away.

Dann ist der gut gelaunte Sänger Then this good-humoured singer
Mitunter auch ein Kinderfänger, Is a child-catcher too from time to time,
Der selbst die wildesten bezwingt, Who can tame even the wildest,
Wenn er die goldnen Märchen singt. When he sings his golden tales.
Und wären Knaben noch so trutzig, And however defiant the boys might be,
Und wären Mädchen noch so stutzig, And however rebellious the girls,
In meine Saiten greif ich ein, I only have to pluck my strings,
Sie müssen alle hinterdrein. For them all to follow me. 
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Dann ist der vielgewandte Sänger And then this many-sided singer
Gelegentlich ein Mädchenfänger; Is occasionally a girl-catcher;
In keinem Städtchen langt er an, He’s never arrived in any town,
Wo er’s nicht mancher angetan. Without captivating many.
Und wären Mädchen noch so blöde, And however bashful the girls might be,
Und wären Weiber noch so spröde, And however prudish the women,
Doch allen wird so liebebang All of them grow weak with love
Bei Zaubersaiten und Gesang. At the sound of magic lute and song.

(Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 1749–1832)

CLAUDE DEBUSSY (1862–1918)
Deux Romances (publ. 1891)

Romance Romance
L’âme évaporée et souffrante, The evanescent and suffering soul,
L’âme douce, l’âme odorante The gentle soul, the fragrant soul
Des lis divins que j’ai cueillis Of the divine lilies that I have gathered
Dans le jardin de ta pensée, In the garden of your thought,
Où donc les vents l’ont-ils chassée Whither have the winds driven
Cette âme adorable des lis? This adorable soul of the lilies?
N’est-il plus un parfum qui reste Is there no perfume remaining
De la suavité céleste, Of the celestial sweetness,
Des jours où tu m’enveloppais From the days when you surrounded me
D’une vapeur surnaturelle, With a sublime atmosphere
Faite d’espoir, d’amour fidèle, Of hope, of faithful love,
De béatitude et de paix? Of beatitude and of peace?

(Paul Bourget 1852–1935)

Les cloches The bells
Les feuilles s’ouvraient sur le bord des branches, The leaves opened on the edge of the branches,
Délicatement, Delicately,
Les cloches tintaient, légères et franches, The bells rang, lightly and clearly,
Dans le ciel clément. In the mild sky.

Rythmique et fervent comme une antienne, Rythmical and fervent like an anthem,
Ce lointain appel This distant call
Me remémorait la blancheur chrétienne Brought to my mind the Christian whiteness
Des fleurs de l’autel. Of the altar flowers.

Ces cloches parlaient d’heureuses années, These bells spoke of happy years,
Et, dans le grand bois, And, in the great forest,
Semblaient reverdir les feuilles fanées Seemed to make green again the withered leaves
Des jours d’autrefois. Of bygone days.

(Paul Bourget 1852–1935)

13

FRANZ SCHUBERT (1797–1828)
Der Wanderer D. 493 (1816) The wanderer
Ich komme vom Gebirge her; From the mountains I have come,
Es dampft das Tal, es braust das Meer, The valley steams, the ocean roars,
Ich wandle still, bin wenig froh, I walk in silence, with little joy,
Und immer fragt der Seufzer – wo? And my sighs keep asking – where?

Die Sonne dünkt mich hier so kalt, Here the sun seems so cold,
Die Blüte welk, das Leben alt; Blossom faded, life old;
Und, was sie reden, leerer Schall — What men say - just empty sound:
Ich bin ein Fremdling überall. I am a stranger everywhere.

Wo bist du, mein geliebtes Land! Where are you, my beloved land?
Gesucht, geahnt, und nie gekannt, Sought for, sensed, and never known,
Das Land, das Land, so hoffnungsgrün, The land, the land, so green with hope,
Das Land, wo meine Rosen blüh’n; The land where my roses bloom;

Wo meine Freunde wandelnd geh’n, Where my friends roam,
Wo meine Toten aufersteh’n, Where my dead friends rise again,
Das Land, das meine Sprache spricht, The land that speaks my tongue,
O Land, wo bist du? O land, where are you?

Ich wandle still, bin wenig froh, I walk in silence, with little joy,
Und immer fragt der Seufzer – wo? And my sighs keep asking - Where?
Im Geisterhauch tönt’s mir zurück, A ghostly whisper makes reply,
„Dort, wo du nicht bist, dort ist das Glück!“ ‘There, where you are not, there fortune lies!’

(Georg Philipp Schmidt von Lübeck 1766–1849)

Wandrers Nachtlied 1 D. 224 (1815) Wanderer’s night song 1
Der du von dem Himmel bist, You who come from heaven,
Alles Leid und Schmerzen stillst, Soothing all pain and sorrow,
Den, der doppelt elend ist, Filling the doubly wretched,
Doppelt mit Entzückung füllst, Doubly with delight,

Ach, ich bin des Treibens müde! Ah, I am weary of this restlessness!
Was soll all der Schmerz und Lust? What use is all this joy and pain?
Süßer Friede! Sweet peace!
Komm, ach komm in meine Brust! Come, ah come into my breast!

(Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 1749–1832)

Rastlose Liebe D. 138 (1815) Restless love
Dem Schnee, dem Regen, Into snow, into rain,
Dem Wind entgegen, Into wind,
Im Dampf der Klüfte, Through steaming ravines,
Durch Nebeldüfte, Through mist and haze,
Immer zu! Immer zu! On and on!
Ohne Rast und Ruh! Without respite!

8
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‘To R. Q. without whom there could have been no P. W.’ he wrote in a dedication to
Quilter twelve years later. There were other influences on his development, of
course, not least his friendship with Delius, whom he met at about the same time
as he got to know Quilter, and his enthusiasm for Elizabethan and Jacobean song.

One of two drinking songs in this group, The Fox – the words and music of which
were written within a few hours of an evening spent by Warlock and his literary
drinking companion Bruce Blunt in the Fox Inn in Bramdean – was Warlock’s last
work. Echoing with sinister hunting-horn calls, it is a chilling presentiment of the
death Warlock was to meet in a gas-filled room in Chelsea a few months later. The
Singer is a refreshingly sober inspiration. Considering how deeply Warlock was
absorbed in Delius when he wrote it – having been relieved of the editorship of The
Sackbut in 1921, he had taken refuge in the family home in Wales to compile a book
on his friend and mentor – it shows surprisingly little evidence of his influence.
Warlock responds to the challenge set by Edward Shanks’s enchanted observation
of the singer’s art not by any extravagance in harmony or line but by means of the
artfully equivocal, ‘merry or plaintive’, piano melody that introduces the first and
third stanzas. The other drinking song, Captain Stratton’s Fancy, represents a quite
different side of Warlock’s personality. Robustly cheerful and frankly popular in
style, it was far more appealing to his publishers than a song like The Fox, which
they refused to accept until the publicity arising from the composer’s death made it
an attractive commercial proposition.

FLANDERS & SWANN 
(Michael Flanders, 1922–1975, and Donald Swann, 1923–1994)
Misalliance

‘Donald and I’, Michael Flanders wrote, ‘like to go down to the Natural History
Museum to check up on the habits of these animals we write about. Last time we
were there, we noticed a glass case near the entrance, describing the habits of
certain climbing plants. Well, plants are a new venture for us, but we’ve written a
rather unusual song, I think, about this perhaps rather unusual subject, and it’s
called Misalliance.’

Gerald Larner © 2007

7

Mandoline (1882) Mandolin
Les donneurs de sérénades The gallant serenaders
Et les belles écouteuses And their fair listeners
Échangent des propos fades Exchange sweet nothings
Sous les ramures chanteuses. Beneath singing boughs.

C’est Tircis et c’est Aminte, Tirsis is there, Aminte is there,
Et c’est l’éternel Clitandre, And tedious Clitandre too,
Et c’est Damis qui pour mainte And Damis who for many a cruel maid
Cruelle fait maint vers tendre. Writes many a tender song.

Leurs courtes vestes de soie, Their short silken doublets,
Leurs longues robes à queues, Their long trailing gowns,
Leur élégance, leur joie Their elegance, their joy,
Et leurs molles ombres bleues And their soft blue shadows

Tourbillonnent dans l’extase Whirl madly in the rapture
D’une lune rose et grise, Of a grey and roseate moon,
Et la mandoline jase And the mandolin jangles on
Parmi les frissons de brise. In the shivering breeze.

(Paul Verlaine 1844–1896)

HENRI DUPARC (1848–1933)
L’invitation au voyage (c.1870) Invitation to journey

Mon enfant, ma sœur, My child, my sister,
Songe à la douceur Think how sweet

D’aller là-bas vivre ensemble! To journey there and live together!
Aimer à loisir, To love as we please,
Aimer et mourir To love and die

Au pays qui te ressemble! In the land that is like you!
Les soleils mouillés The watery suns
De ces ciels brouillés Of those hazy skies

Pour mon esprit ont les charmes Hold for my spirit
Si mystérieux The same mysterious charms
De tes traîtres yeux, As your treacherous eyes

Brillant à travers leurs larmes. Shining through their tears.

Là, tout n’est qu’ordre et beauté, There – nothing but order and beauty dwell,
Luxe, calme et volupté. Abundance, calm, and sensuous delight.

Vois sur ces canaux See on those canals
Dormir ces vaisseaux Those vessels sleeping,

Dont l’humeur est vagabonde; Vessels with a restless soul;
C’est pour assouvir To satisfy
Ton moindre désir Your slightest desire

Qu’ils viennent du bout du monde. They come from the ends of the earth.

14

b67606.qxd  07/09/2007  17:38  Page 14



– Les soleils couchants The setting suns
Revêtent les champs, Clothe the fields,

Les canaux, la ville entière, Canals and all the town
D’hyacinthe et d’or; With hyacinth and gold;
Le monde s’endort The world falls asleep

Dans une chaude lumière. In a warm light.

Là, tout n’est qu’ordre et beauté, There – nothing but order and beauty dwell,
Luxe, calme et volupté. Abundance, calm, and sensuous delight.

(Charles Baudelaire 1821–1867)

La vague et la cloche (1871) The wave and the bell
Une fois, terrassé par un puissant breuvage, Once, laid low by a potent draught,
J’ai rêvé que parmi les vagues et le bruit I dreamed that amid the waves and the roar
De la mer, je voguais sans fanal dans la nuit, Of the sea I drifted without beacon at night,
Morne rameur, n’ayant plus l’espoir du rivage … A bleak oarsman, with no hope of reaching land …

L’Océan me crachait ses baves sur le front, The ocean spat its foam on my brow,
Et le vent me glaçait d’horreur jusqu’aux entrailles, And the wind froze me through with horror,
Les vagues s’écroulaient ainsi que des murailles The waves crashed down like walls about me,
Avec ce rythme lent qu’un silence interrompt … With that slow rhythm a silence severs …

Puis, tout changea … la mer et sa noire mêlée Then everything changed. The sea and its black tumult
Sombrèrent … sous mes pieds s’effondra le plancher Subsided … Beneath my feet the floor of the boat
De la barque … Et j’étais seul dans un vieux clocher, Gave way … And I was alone in an old bell-tower,
Chevauchant avec rage une cloche ébranlée. Furiously riding a swaying bell.

J’étreignais la criarde opiniâtrement, I doggedly clasped the clamorous metal,
Convulsif et fermant dans l’effort mes paupières. Convulsed, and closing my eyes with the effort.
Le grondement faisait trembler les vieilles pierres, The booming made the old stones tremble,
Tant j’activais sans fin le lourd balancement. So constantly I quickened the heavy swing.

Pourquoi n’as-tu pas dit, o rêve, où Dieu nous mène? Why did you not say, O dream, where God leads us?
Pourquoi n’as-tu pas dit s’ils ne finiraient pas, Why did you not say if they will ever end,
L’inutile travail et l’éternel fracas The fruitless toil and the endless strife
Dont est faite la vie, hélas, la vie humaine! Of which human life, alas, is made?

(François Coppée 1842–1908)

Phidylé (1882) Phidylé
L’herbe est molle au sommeil sous les frais peupliers, The grass is soft for sleep beneath the cool poplars
Aux pentes des sources moussues On the banks of the mossy springs
Qui, dans les prés en fleur germant par mille issues, That flow in flowering meadows from a thousand sources,
Se perdent sous les noirs halliers. And vanish beneath dark thickets.

Repose, ô Phidylé! Midi sur les feuillages Rest, O Phidylé! Noon on the leaves
Rayonne, et t’invite au sommeil. Is gleaming, inviting you to sleep.
Par le trèfle et le thym, seules, en plein soleil, By the clover and thyme, alone, in the bright sunlight,
Chantent les abeilles volages. The fickle bees are humming.
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Duparc once declared that he would ‘never learn to write well for the piano’ and
admitted that he always conceived his accompaniments in orchestral terms which
he would then ‘reduce’ for piano. Only one of them, however, La vague et la cloche,
was actually written for orchestra in the first place and subsequently arranged for
piano – first by d’Indy in 1894, when the composer had despaired of his own
‘detestable’ efforts, and then by Duparc himself in 1911. Certainly the sensational
colouring of this ‘mélodie dramatique’, as the orchestral version is subtitled, calls
for a Lisztian technique in transferring its stormy-sea and tolling-bell effects to the
keyboard. There is another Lisztian feature in the constant transformation of the
theme that opens the work and holds the various episodes of François Coppée’s
ballad firmly together.

After Baudelaire’s L’invitation au voyage and La vie antérieure, Leconte de
Lisle’s Phidylé is the most distinguished of the poems Duparc chose to set to
music. Phidylé is also one of the most successful of his songs. Although he first
approached the poem in 1872, the present version dates from the height of
his powers in 1882 and is a remarkably free and apparently spontaneous reaction
to the fondly amorous text. Beginning with a comparatively expressionless intro-
duction, it ranges emotionally through a variety of keys at a rising tempo until it
alights on the tonic again on the second entry of ‘Repose, ô Phidylé’. The structure
is held together partly by the vocal phrase that goes with the refrain but more by the
lyrical piano melody that immediately follows its first appearance. The passionate
last few lines, agitated by tremolandos in the accompaniment, are based almost
exclusively on that piano melody.

PETER WARLOCK (1894–1930)
The Fox
The Singer
Captain Stratton’s Fancy

In June 1910 Roger Quilter took part in a concert at Eton College, his old school,
accompanying a performance of his Three Shakespeare Songs Op. 6. In the
audience was the fifteen-year-old Philip Heseltine, who was so moved by what he
heard that the event had a profound influence on the composing career that was
eventually to flourish, and tragically wither, under the pseudonym of Peter Warlock.

6
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As an accompanist at a class for amateur singers Debussy met an amateur but
not unaccomplished, and married but not unsusceptible soprano called Marie-
Blanche Vasnier. Between 1881 and 1884 he wrote more than twenty songs for
Mme Vasnier and, on leaving for Italy as the winner of the Prix de Rome, he
presented her with thirteen of them in a lovingly dedicated leather-bound album.
The most prophetic of them is Mandoline, one of his first settings of words by
Verlaine, whose verse was to be the major source of inspiration for Debussy’s songs
for the next twenty-two years. Wittily suggestive of the tarantella, with its mixture of
modal and diatonic harmonies matching the poet’s delicately ironic view of the
Watteauesque scene before him, it is the most prophetic of his early songs. 

HENRI DUPARC (1848–1933)
L’invitation au voyage
La vague et la cloche
Phidylé

‘For me, music inspired by poetry has no purpose unless it adds something to that
poetry’, said Duparc in 1904 when he had written no music for nearly twenty years
and would write none for the nearly thirty years that were left to him. ‘There is some
perfect poetry which is so complete in itself’, he went on, ‘that music – even the
most beautiful music, even that music which I am incapable of writing – can only
diminish it.’

Even so, two of the greatest of Duparc’s songs are inspired by the two greatest
of the poems he set to music, both of them by Charles Baudelaire. What he was able
to add in his setting of L’invitation au voyage, which was written during the
traumatic siege of Paris in 1870, was a very genuine longing for ‘ordre et beauté,
luxe, calme et volupté’. The rippling figuration of the minor harmonies in the
accompaniment to the first stanza is stilled by a measured pronouncement of ‘ordre
et beauté …’ in the major. The minor harmonies are resumed at the beginning of the
second stanza but the change to the major comes earlier this time and the second
evocation of ‘ordre et beauté …’ is simply but effectively integrated with melodic
material so far confined to the vocal line but now entrusted to the left hand of the
piano part.

5

Un chaud parfum circule au détour des sentiers; A warm fragrance floats about the winding paths,
La rouge fleur des blés s’incline; The red flowers of the cornfield droop;
Et les oiseaux, rasant de l’aile la colline, And the birds, skimming the hillside with their wings,
Cherchent l’ombre des églantiers. Seek the shade of the eglantine.

Mais quand l’Astre, incliné sur sa courbe éclatante, But when the sun, low on its dazzling curve,
Verra ses ardeurs s’apaiser, Sees its brilliance wane,
Que ton plus beau sourire et ton meilleur baiser Let your loveliest smile and finest kiss
Me récompensent de l’attente! Reward me for my waiting!

(Charles-Marie-René Leconte de Lisle 1818–1894)

PETER WARLOCK (1894–1930)
The Fox (1930)
At ‘The Fox Inn’ Death’s date is there
The tattered ears, In faded gold;
The fox’s grin His eyes outstare
Mock the dead years. The death of old.
High on the wall Beneath this roof
Laughs at you all The crumbled hoof,
The fox’s mask. The hounds of dust.
The horn is still, You will not call,
The huntsman gone; I shall not stir
After the kill When the fangs fall
The fox lives on. From that brown fur.

(Bruce Blunt 1899–1957)

The Singer (1922)
In the dim light of the golden lamp
The singer stands and sings.
And the songs rise up like coloured bubbles
Or birds with shining wings.
And the movement of the merry or plaintive keys
Sounds in the silent air
Till the listener feels the room no more
But only music there.
But still from the sweet and rounded mouth
The delicate sounds arise
Like floating bubbles whose colours are
The coloured melodies.

(Edward Shanks 1892–1953)

16
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Captain Stratton’s Fancy (1921)
Oh, some are fond of red wine and some are fond of white,

And some are all for dancing by the pale moonlight,

But rum alone’s the tipple and the heart’s delight

Of the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

Oh, some are fond of Spanish wine and some are fond of French,

And some’ll swallow tay and stuff fit only for a wench,

But I’m for right Jamaica till I roll beneath the bench,

Says the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

Oh, some are for the lily and some are for the rose,

But I am for the sugar cane that in Jamaica grows,

For it’s that that makes the bonny drink to warm my copper nose,

Says the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

Oh, some are fond of fiddles and a song well sung

And some are all for music for to lit upon the tongue,

But mouths were made for tankards and for sucking at the bung,

Says the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

Oh, some that’s good and godly ones they hold that it’s a sin

To troll the jolly bowl around and let the dollars spin,

But I’m for toleration and for drinking at an inn,

Says the old, bold mate of Henry Morgan.

(John Masefield 1878–1967)

FLANDERS & SWANN
Misalliance
The fragrant Honeysuckle spirals clockwise to the sun 

And many other creepers do the same. 

But some climb anti-clockwise; the Bindweed does, for one, 

Or Convolvulus, to give her proper name.

Rooted on either side a door one of each species grew 

And raced towards the window-ledge above; 

Each corkscrewed to the lintel in the only way it knew, 

Where they stopped, touched tendrils, smiled, and fell in love.

Said the right-handed Honeysuckle 

To the left-handed Bindweed: 

‘Oh, let us get married 

If our parents don’t mind; we’d 

Be loving and inseparable, 

Inextricably entwined; 

We’d live happily ever after’, 

Said the Honeysuckle to the Bindweed.

17

left-hand tremolos to appear again, but now in an ethereal transformation high in

the right hand, on ‘Da lächeln alle Sterne’. If Tannhäuser religiosity is called to mind

here it is in no way inappropriate to Mörike’s vision.

The composer’s pride in Fußreise, which presents a wanderer figure at one with

God and nature, is entirely understandable, not only because of its irresistible

melodiousness but also because of the variety of harmonic and colour detail that

catches the morning sun as the exhilarating march-time step goes on unchanged.

Wolf liked his setting of Goethe’s Der Rattenfänger no less. Writing to a friend about

a concert given by Eugen Gura in Munich he deplored the ‘rubbishy’ programme,

noted the feeble applause and added, ‘If Gura had sung a rousing piece, like my

Rattenfänger or even Fußreise, all the people would have gone mad with delight.’

Certainly Der Rattenfänger is a brilliant inspiration – in its provocatively dissonant

piano prelude, the magically tuneful word-setting of its three stanzas and, after a

repeat of the first, the beautifully contrived evanescence of the ending.

CLAUDE DEBUSSY (1862–1918)
Romance

Les cloches

Mandoline

While there is room for discussion about the chronology of Debussy’s early songs,

it is difficult to agree with those authorities who allocate the composition of the two

Bourget settings, Les cloches and Romance, to a date as late as 1891. That would

make them contemporary with the first set of Fêtes galantes, which are much more

mature in style and technique. Les cloches and Romance, which were published

together as Deux Romances in 1891, are no less interesting for that, however. The

piano part of Les cloches is particularly imaginative in the way it sustains bell-like

figurations in the right hand and a rising three-note ostinato in the left but only

until the end of the second stanza: the transfer of the ostinato in an expressively

augmented version to high in the right hand in the third stanza focuses attention on

the emotions evoked by the bells rather than their sound. Romance follows a similar

strategy, reserving its most expressive moment for near the end where (on the

words ‘Faite d’espoir, d’amour fidèle’) the voice at last takes up the melody

introduced by the piano in the opening bars.

4
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section betraying just a hint of unease. It is as though the wanderer is listening for

sounds that might impinge on the prevailing silence, which makes the return to

harmonic and rhythmic stability all the more moving. Goethe wrote the words of the

poem on a mountain hut in Thuringia in 1780 and when, as an old man, he renewed

the inscription 33 years later he wept. Although Schubert cannot have been aware

of that, his use of the rhythmic figure he regularly associates with death (as in Der
Tod und das Mädchen) indicates that he shared the aged poet’s feelings. 

HUGO WOLF (1860–1903)
Der Feuerreiter
Der Gärtner
An die Geliebte
Fußreise
Der Rattenfänger

‘When you have heard this song’, said Wolf of the recently completed Fußreise in

March 1888, ‘you can have only one wish – which is to die.’ Clearly intoxicated by

the inspiration he was finding in the poetry of Eduard Mörike – he had written over

twenty Mörike songs in the last five weeks and was to write thirty more before the

end of the year – the composer might just have been overstating his case. Surely,

the song to die for in this group, bearing in mind its subject matter, is Der
Feuerreiter. Mörike’s macabre ballad (based on an old legend) inspired a setting of

such extravagant virtuosity that the voice-and-piano version – Wolf enjoyed setting

his friends’ hair on end with it – is no less effective than the chorus-and-orchestra

arrangement which was made four years later.

As delightful as Der Feuerreiter is gruesome, Der Gärtner is animated by nothing

more demonic than a gentle trotting rhythm as the Princess rides along the adoring

gardener’s sand-strewn paths, her feathered hat bobbing up and down with every

bar. The lover’s adoration in An die Geliebte is not only far more intimate but also

far more profound and at the same time of such intensity that by the end of the

sonnet it amounts to religious devotion. The extent of the poet’s love is anticipated

in the first stanza where the pianist’s quiet left-hand syncopations rise to the

surface on ‘Atemzüge’ and stay there through the ever more ecstatic next quatrain.

At the beginning of the sestet (‘Von Tiefe dann zu Tiefe’) they are replaced by low

3

To the Honeysuckle’s parents it came as a shock. 
‘The Bindweeds’, they cried, ‘are inferior stock, 
They’re uncultivated, of breeding bereft; 
We twine to the right – and they twine to the left!’

Said the anti-clockwise Bindweed 
To the clockwise Honeysuckle: 
‘We’d better start saving, 
Many a mickle makes a muckle, 
Then run away for a honeymoon 
And hope that our luck’ll 
Take a turn for the better’, 
Said the Bindweed to the Honeysuckle.

A Bee who was passing remarked to them then: 
I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again; 
Consider your off-shoots, if off-shoots there be, 
They’ll never receive any blessing from me!

‘Poor little sucker, how will it learn 
When it is climbing, which way to turn? 
Right-left-what a disgrace! 
Or it may go straight up and fall flat on its face!’
Said the right-hand thread Honeysuckle 
To the left-hand thread Bindweed: 
‘It seems that against us 
All fate has combined … 
Oh my darling, oh my darling 
Oh my darling Columbine, 
Thou art lost and gone for ever, 
We shall never intertwine.’

Together they found them the very next day. 
They had pulled up their roots and just shrivelled away, 
Deprived of that freedom for which we must fight –
To veer to the left or to veer to the right!

Translations of Nuit d’étoiles, Mandoline and Duparc by Richard Stokes from A French
Song Companion (Johnson/Stokes) published by OUP; Schubert and Wolf by Richard
Stokes from The Book of Lieder published by Faber & Faber, with thanks to George Bird,
co-author of the Fischer-Dieskau Book of Lieder published by Victor Gollancz Ltd, 1976.
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FRANZ SCHUBERT (1797–1828)
Der Wanderer
Wandrers Nachtlied 1
Rastlose Liebe
Wandrers Nachtlied 2

While there are only five Schubert songs with ‘Wanderer’ in the title, the wanderer
figure treads his lonely journey through dozens more of them, culminating in
the Winterreise cycle in 1827. Der Wanderer was written eleven years before
Winterreise, which is a long time in terms of Schubert’s life span, but surely no other
single song represents more vividly the plight of the alienated stranger. Its
expressive power derives above all from Schubert’s liberated treatment of Schmidt
von Lübeck’s text. Far from a strophic setting, it is a mixture of song and dramatic
monologue, beginning with a recitative in the minor, changing within a couple of
lines to a cantilena in the major, passing through a particularly desolate second
stanza (which later became the basis of the ‘Wanderer’ Fantasy for solo piano) to an
elated memory of home and a sombre ending all the more poignant for its resigned
conclusion in the major.

When Schubert applied himself to the first of Goethe’s Wandrers Nachtlieder –
both of which have been a source of fascination for generations of composers – he
was still only eighteen. If his setting of what is essentially a prayer for peace, rather
than a reflection of it, falls short of the perfection he was to achieve with Wandrers
Nachtlied 2 seven years later, he nevertheless produced a song of great lyrical
beauty. 

In Rastlose Liebe Goethe presents the suffering experienced by the wanderer,
fighting his way through snow and rain, as far preferable to the anguish of a new
love, from which there is no escape. A tumult of mixed emotions, it is driven in
Schubert’s masterly setting on an impetuous flight of semiquavers in the piano part
and, although the key changes and the semiquavers become triplet quavers in the
second stanza, generates ever more energy until it explodes into the exultant final
bars.

Goethe’s wanderer will find peace, however, as the second of his two Wandrers
Nachtlieder so sincerely promises. Schubert’s setting represents the ultimate in
tranquillity, a condition secured not by musical uniformity but by way of a central

2
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Songs by Schubert 
Wolf, Debussy
Duparc and Warlock

songChristopher Maltman baritone

Julius Drake piano

Christopher Maltman baritone

Julius Drake piano
Recorded live at Wigmore Hall, London, on 16 June 2007

FRANZ SCHUBERT
01 Der Wanderer 05.11
02 Wandrers Nachtlied 1 02.01
03 Rastlose Liebe 01.16
04 Wandrers Nachtlied 2 02.45

HUGO WOLF
05 Der Feuerreiter 05.20
06 Der Gärtner 01.24
07 An die Geliebte 03.14
08 Fußreise 02.40
09 Der Rattenfänger 03.08

CLAUDE DEBUSSY
10 Romance 01.59
11 Les cloches 02.04
12 Mandoline 01.51

HENRI DUPARC
13 L’invitation au voyage 04.18
14 La vague et la cloche 05.12
15 Phidylé 06.13

PETER WARLOCK
16 The Fox 02.37
17 The Singer 01.35
18 Captain Stratton’s Fancy 02.09

encore
19 announcement 00.38
20 FLANDERS & SWANN Misalliance 04.29

Total time: 61.16
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