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Sophie Bevan soprano
Sebastian Wybrew piano
SongS of Vain glory
Recorded live at Wigmore Hall, London, on 14 December 2014

01 Gerald Finzi (1901–1956) At a Lunar Eclipse 03.41
No. 6 of Till Earth Outwears Op. 19 (1929)

A call to Arms
02 TradiTional arr. Benjamin BriTTen (1913–1976) O the sight entrancing 01.49

No. 10 of Folk Song Arrangements, Vol. 4, ‘Moore’s Irish Melodies’ (1957)

03 arThur Somervell (1863–1937) To Lucasta, on going to the wars 01.11
No. 1 of Three New Old Songs (publ. 1927)

04 Frank BridGe (1879–1941) ’Tis but a week (1919) 01.40

05 CharleS iveS (1874–1954) Tom sails away (1917) 02.44

06 ivor Gurney (1890–1937) Most Holy Night (1920) 03.18

07 CharleS villierS STanFord (1852–1924) A soft day (1913) 02.34

08 TradiTional arr. Benjamin BriTTen (1913–1976) Sweet Polly Oliver 02.16
No. 3 of Folk Song Arrangements, Vol. 3, ‘The British Isles’ (1945-46)

09 haydn Wood (1882–1959) Roses of Picardy (1916) 04.21

A Popular Medley
10 roBerT WeSTon (1878–1936) & BerT lee (1880–1946) Goodbye-ee (1917) 02.27

11 naT d. ayer (1887–1952) If I were the only girl (1916) 02.30

12 ivor novello (1893–1951) We’ll gather lilacs (1945) 03.27
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At Sea
13 joSeph haydn (1732–1809) Sailor’s Song 02.10

No. 31 of 6 Original Canzonettas, Book 2, HXXVIa:31–36 (1795)

14 edWard elGar (1857–1934) Submarines 01.57
No. 3 of The Fringes of the Fleet (1917)

15 CharleS diBdin (1745-1814) arr. Benjamin BriTTen (1913–1976) Tom Bowling 04.34
from The Oddities (1789, arranged c.1959)

16 ivor Gurney (1890–1937) The ship (publ. 1952) 02.15

Bereavement
17 Benjamin BriTTen (1913–1976) Oft in the stilly night 02.30

No. 8 of Folk Song Arrangements, Vol. 4, ‘Moore’s Irish Melodies’ (1957)

18 john ireland (1879–1962) Spring sorrow (1918) 01.45

19 liza lehmann (1862–1918) When I am dead, my dearest (1918) 02.21

20 Frank BridGe (1879–1941) Come to me in my dreams (1906) 03.46

After the Armistice
21 peTer WarloCk (1894–1930) My own country 01.59

No. 3 of Three Belloc songs (1927)

22 GuSTav holST (1874–1934) Journey’s end 02.16
No. 9 of 12 Songs, Op. 48 (1929)

23 CharleS villierS STanFord (1852–1924) Homeward bound 05.32
No. 4 of Songs of the Sea, Op. 91 (1904)

encore
24 ivor novello (1893–1951) We’ll gather lilacs (1945) reprise – first two verses 01.26

Total time: 69.42
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The First World War did more than any other war
to dispel any perception of the gloriousness of
war depicted in heroic poetry, such as persisted
well into the Victorian era with the likes of Alfred
Tennyson’s ‘The Charge of the Light Brigade’. It is
the event through which the perception of ‘the
pride, pomp and circumstance of glorious war’, as
declaimed by Shakespeare’s Othello (from which
speech Edward Elgar named his Pomp and
Circumstance marches), was overwhelmed by its
reality; its futility and tragedy. This is not to
demean the genuine acts of heroism by soldiers
embroiled in those events, many of which go un -
recorded; but it quashed finally the vainglorious,
whether on the part of individuals or nations, and
the glorification of war.

Whether war is perceived gloriously, heroically
or tragically, the opening song of this recital
puts humankind in its place: however great
or tumultuous are our deeds, intellects, and
achievements, in the astronomical terms
described by Thomas Hardy in ‘At a lunar eclipse’
our insignificance is absolute. Man’s achievement
makes not the slightest impact upon the shadow
of the earth that passes with ‘imperturbable
serenity’ across the face of the moon. Gerald
Finzi’s setting, written in 1929 although not
published until after his death, is expansive and
austere in its near-timeless expounding of Hardy’s
words, with echoes of another Hardian evocation,
Gustav Holst’s overture Egdon Heath.

Following this eclipse, the sun rises upon a
scene in which a battle is set for play; and yet this

song, ‘O the sight entrancing’ from the eighth
volume of Moore’s Irish Melodies (1821) – a
collection of traditional Irish tunes to which poet
Thomas Moore provided texts for them to be
sung – argues that it is not war that makes men
free, but the mind alone. This arrangement by
Benjamin Britten is from his fourth volume of
folksong arrangements, which were prepared by
Britten for performance in his recitals with tenor
Peter Pears between 1940 and 1961. In Arthur
Somervell’s setting of Richard Lovelace’s ‘To
Lucasta, on going to the wars’, published in 1927
as one of Three New Old Songs, the song’s
protagonist tells his lover, Lucasta, that he is
leaving her to seek honour by his pursuit of the
mistress War, by which act she will perhaps adore
him all the more. An earlier age of chivalric war
is evoked in Frank Bridge’s ‘’Tis but a week’,
although that chivalry is tempered with the
discovery that never again shall those men
pass. The sentiments of Gerald Gould’s poem,
published in 1906, are very much in the mode of
A. E. Housman’s A Shropshire Lad (1896), which
gained a great poignancy with the First World
War, being a popular source for song-setting
by composers such as (most famously) George
Butterworth, an exact contemporary of Gould, who
was killed on the Somme in 1916. Bridge’s setting
was written shortly after the conclusion of the war,
in 1919. While it might appear that it is the horses
galloping into battle that drive the song, it is the
rich blackbird song that prevails: present during
the battle yet apart from it; belonging to a world

SongS of Vain glory
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as disparate from the endeavours of men as the
Earth’s shadow in Hardy’s lunar eclipse; nature
continues regardless, outlasting mankind’s
occupations. 

Charles Ives’s ‘Tom sails away’, the third in a
set of three Songs of the War composed in 1917
(the year in which the United States entered the
First World War), sets a text of his own devising. At
the song’s climax Ives incorporates part of a 1917
song popular with US soldiers during the war,
‘Over there’, underpinned by the tune of another
American popular song, ‘Columbia, the gem of
the ocean’ – the ocean crossed by American
soldiers to serve ‘over there’. (Ives himself tried to
sign up for the war as an ambulance man, but was
rejected.) The whistles blowing, here nominally in
a domestic work situation, are a haunting echo of
the whistles blown to signal an advance, ‘over the
top’, out of the trench into no man’s land. ‘Tom’ is
perhaps an adoption of the British slang for the
common soldier, ‘Tommy Atkins’.

In The Home Front, we at first find only peace,
rest and contentment. War is apparently far from
mind. However, Gurney’s ecstatic setting of
Belloc, ‘Most Holy Night’, was composed a few
years following the war, in which he had served
with his local Gloucestershire Battalion, and in
which he had been shot and gassed. Stanford’s
setting of W. M. Letts’s ‘A soft day’, from his cycle,
A Sheaf of Songs from Leinster, was one of a
number of works written in 1913 inspired by his
native Ireland. The soft pastoralism of ‘A soft day’
belies the anxieties which drew this rash of Irish
works from Stanford: the vexing question of Home

b0090_WH booklet template.qxd  01/12/2017  20:24  Page 5



Rule which came to a head during the Great War
with the Easter Rising of 1916. Another of Britten’s
imaginative folksong arrangements, ‘Sweet Polly
Oliver’, tells of a woman who determines not to
stay at home to await news of her love, and so
dresses as a soldier to pursue him by enrolling in
the army, only to find him on the point of death. 

During the war, popular songs were a great
boon to morale, both to soldiers on pack marches
or in billets at The Front, and to those at home.
‘Goodbye-ee’ was written in 1917, making use of
some of the soldier slang that emerged during the
war in its chorus; and ‘If I were the only girl’ was
written in 1916. Ivor Novello made his name
during the First World War with the song ‘Keep the
home fires burning’. However, ‘We’ll gather lilacs’,
the hit song from his show Perchance to Dream,
dates from the closing months of the Second
World War. Its appearance was timely: as the
war drew to a close, troops were brought home,
reuniting couples in scenarios such as those
anticipated in the song. 

It seems that when considering the First World
War in particular, in which that part of the conflict
which has stuck in mind above all others is that of
trench warfare, war on water is often overlooked.
As an island, our naval history is long and
important – a longevity which is evident in a
celebration of Britain’s naval supremacy and the
steadfastness of its sailors as celebrated in a
canzonetta, ‘Sailor’s Song’ by Haydn, composed
during his second visit to London in 1794–5.
Haydn composed two sets of canzonettas at this
time, in which he collaborated with a Mrs Anne

Hunter, a surgeon’s widow, to whom some of the
texts are attributed. While it is the likes of
Trafalgar (Nelson’s victory, a decade following
Haydn’s ‘Sailor’s Song’) that are at the forefront of
our national memory of naval warfare, the navy
has played no small role in the conflicts of the last
century. In order to raise awareness of the part
being played by the navy in the First World War, in
1915 Rudyard Kipling was commissioned to write
a series of articles on aspects of their work, which
was gathered into a pamphlet titled Fringes of the
Fleet. Each article was prefaced with a poem, and
in 1916 it was suggested to Edward Elgar that he
might like to set these to music. The result was an
orchestral cycle-come-entertainment which was
first produced as part of a variety show in 1917.
The poem set by Elgar as ‘Submarines’ was titled
‘Tin Fish’ in Kipling’s original. 

It was perhaps at sea that most of the civilian
casualties were suffered during the war, most
famously in the sinking of the RMS Lusitania.
(There were others, including that which brought
about the untimely death of Enrique Granados.)
The loss of a sailor is recounted in Britten’s
arrangement of a song from Charles Dibdin’s 1789
show The Oddities: ‘Tom Bowling’ – a song best
known from its inclusion in Henry Wood’s Fantasia
on British Sea Songs, heard annually at the Last
Night of the Proms. The hardships of life at sea,
whether in war or peace, are evident in Gurney’s
‘The ship’, which makes a sombre and subdued
return from its voyage.

It is the casualties of war that have made their
greatest mark in our commemoration of war. A

6
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culture of remembrance grew in the aftermath of
the Armistice, established firmly in 1920 with the
burial of the Unknown Warrior in Westminster
Abbey and the unveiling of the Cenotaph. Stone
scars were set up in nigh-on every town and
village, as memorials to those lost in the conflict.
The coming to terms with such loss is the
subject of the four songs that follow: a further
arrangement by Britten from Thomas Moore’s Irish
Melodies, ‘Oft in the stilly night’; a 1918 folksong-
like ‘Spring sorrow’ by John Ireland, setting words
by a War Poet who died en route to Gallipoli in
1915 who became one of the iconic losses of the
first year of the war, Rupert Brooke; one of Liza
Lehmann’s last songs, composed shortly before
her death in 1918, ‘When I am dead, my dearest’;
and ‘Come to me in my dreams’ – a setting first
composed by Frank Bridge in 1906 but revised in
1918, perhaps in response to the end of the war. 

In the final section of this album we find not
a glorious, lauded, heroic return of soldiers from
war following the Armistice, but a far quieter
homecoming, fulfilling their yearnings for a home
from which they have been parted in terrible
circumstances. In Peter Warlock’s heart-felt ‘My
own country’, those returning soldiers will likely
have passed through many places that they
cannot understand, until they finally reach their
own land, which is first glimpsed in ‘Homeward
bound’ as a ‘phantom skyline’ from the channel –
a song from Stanford’s 1904 orchestral song-cycle
Songs of the Sea. Some men, however, do not
return. They will have met their ‘Journey’s end’, as
told by Holst in his 1929 setting of Humbert Wolfe,
where there will be no-one to turn their sheets or
light their candle, for there is no cause to do so.

Notes by Philip Lancaster © 2018
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Gerald Finzi (1901–1956)
01 at a lunar eclipse (1929)

Thy shadow, Earth, from Pole to Central Sea,
Now steals along upon the Moon’s meek shine
In even monochrome and curving line
Of imperturbable serenity.
How shall I link such sun-cast symmetry
With the torn troubled form I know as thine,
That profile, placid as a brow divine,
With continents of moil and misery?
And can immense Mortality but throw
So small a shade, and Heaven’s high human scheme
Be hemmed within the coasts yon arc implies?
Is such the stellar gauge of earthly show,
Nation at war with nation, brains that teem,
Heroes, and women fairer than the skies?
(Thomas Hardy, 1840–1928)

Call to Arms
Benjamin BriTTen (1913–1976)

02 o the sight entrancing (1957)
O the sight entrancing,
When morning’s beam is glancing
O’er files array’d
With helm and blade,
And plumes in the gay wind dancing.
When hearts are all high beating,
And the trumpet’s voice repeating
That song whose breath
May lead to death,
But never to retreating.
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Then if a cloud comes over
The brow of sire or lover,
Think ’tis the shade
By vict’ry made,
Whose wings right o’er us hover.
Yet ’tis not helm or feather
For ask yon despot whether
His plumèd bands
Could bring such hands
And hearts as ours together.
Leave pomps to those who need ’em,
Adorn but man with freedom,
And proud he braves
The gaudiest slaves
That crawl where monarchs lead ’em.
The sword may pierce the beaver,
Stone walls in time may sever,
’Tis mind alone,
Worth steel and stone,
That keeps men free for ever!
(Thomas Moore, 1779–1852)

arThur Somervell (1863–1937)
03 To lucasta, on going to the wars (publ. 1927)

Tell me not, Sweet, I am unkind,
That from the nunnery
Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind
To war and arms I fly.
True, a new mistress now I chase,
The first foe in the field;
And with a stronger faith embrace
A sword, a horse, a shield.
Yet this inconstancy is such
As thou too shalt adore;
I could not love thee, Dear, so much,
Loved I not Honour more.
(Richard Lovelace, 1618–1657/8)

Frank BridGe (1879–1941)
04 ’Tis but a week (1919)

’Tis but a week since down the glen
The trampling horses came,
Half a hundred fighting men
With all their spears aflame!

8

They laughed and clattered as they went,
And round about their way
The blackbirds sang with one consent
In the green leaves of May.
Never again shall I see them pass;
They’ll come victorious never;
Their spears are withered all as grass,
Their laughter’s laid for ever;
And where they clattered as they went,
And where their hearts were gay,
The blackbirds sing with one consent
In the green leaves of May.
(Gerald Gould, 1885–1936)

CharleS iveS (1874–1954)
05 Tom sails away (1917)

Scenes from my childhood are with me,
I’m in the lot behind our house upon the hill,
A spring day’s sun is setting,
Mother with Tom in her arms is coming towards the garden;
The lettuce rows are showing green.
Thinner grows the smoke o’er the town,
Stronger comes the breeze from the ridge,
’Tis after six, the whistles have blown,
The milk train’s gone down the valley
Daddy is coming up the hill from the mill,
We run down the lane to meet him
But today! In freedom’s cause Tom sailed away
For over there, over there!
Scenes from my childhood are floating before my eyes.
(Charles Ives)

The Home Front
ivor Gurney (1890–1937)

06 most holy night (1920)
Most Holy Night, that still dost keep
The keys of all the doors of sleep,
To me when my tired eyelids close
Give me repose.
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Heed them that guard the hornèd moon
By my bedside their memories croon.
So shall I have new dreams and blest
In my brief rest.
O fold thy wings about my face,
Hide day dawn from my resting-place,
And cheat me with thy false delight,
Most Holy Night.
(Hilaire Belloc, 1870–1953)

CharleS villierS STanFord (1852–1924)
07 a soft day (1913)

A soft day, thank God!
A wind from the south
With a honey’d mouth;
A scent of drenching leaves,
Briar and beech and lime,
White elderflower and thyme,
And the soaking grass smells sweet,
Crushed by my two bare feet,
While the rain drips,
Drips, drips, drips from the eaves.
A soft day, thank God!
The hills wear a shroud
Of silver cloud;
The web the spider weaves
Is a glittering net;
The woodland path is wet,
And the soaking earth smells sweet
Under my two bare feet,
And the rain drips,
Drips, drips, drips from the leaves.
(Winifred M. Letts, 1882–1972)

Benjamin BriTTen
08 Sweet polly oliver (1945–6)

As sweet Polly Oliver lay musing in bed,
A sudden strange fancy came into her head.
‘Nor father nor mother shall make me false prove,
I’ll ’list as a soldier, and follow my love.’
So early next morning she softly arose
And dressed herself up in her dead brother’s clothes.
She cut her hair close and she stained her face brown,
And went for a soldier to fair London Town.

9

      
    
     

     
      
   

      
    

      
     
     

     
  

  
   

      
         

     
          

     
      
      

      
      

        
       
       
    

        
 

  
  

   
      

       
      

  

Then up spoke the sergeant one day at his drill.
‘Now who’s good for nursing? A captain, he’s ill.’
‘I’m ready,’ said Polly. To nurse him she’s gone,
And finds it’s her true love all wasted and wan.
The first week the doctor kept shaking his head,
‘No nursing, young fellow, can save him,’ he said.
But when Polly Oliver had nursed him back to life,
He cried, ‘You have cherished him as if you were his wife.’
Oh, then Polly Oliver, she burst into tears
And told the good doctor her hopes and her fears,
And very shortly after, for better or for worse,
The captain took joyfully his pretty soldier nurse.
(Traditional)

haydn Wood (1882–1959)
09 roses of picardy (1916)

She is watching by the poplars
Colinette with the sea-blue eyes;
She is watching and longing and waiting
Where the long white roadway lies.
And a song stirs in the silence,
As the wind in the boughs above,
She listens and starts and trembles,
’Tis the first little song of love:
Roses are shining in Picardy
In the hush of the silver dew;
Roses are flowering in Picardy,
But there’s never a rose like you!
And the roses will die with the summertime,
And our roads may be far apart,
But there’s one rose that dies not in Picardy!
’Tis the rose that I keep in my heart!
And the years fly on for ever
’Til the shadows veil their skies,
But he loves to hold her little hands,
And look in her sea-blue eyes.
And he sees the rose by the poplars,
Where they met in the bygone years,
For the first little song of the roses
Is the last little song she hears:
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She is watching by the poplars,
Colinette with the sea-blue eyes;
She is watching and longing and waiting
Where the long white roadway lies.
And a song stirs in the silence,
As the wind in the boughs above,
She listens and starts and trembles,
’Tis the first little song of love.
(Frederick E. Weatherly, 1848–1929)

A Popular Medley
roBerT WeSTon (1878–1936) & 
BerT lee (1880–1946)

10 Goodbye-ee (1917)
Brother Bertie went away
To do his bit the other day
With a smile on his lips
And his Lieutenant’s pips
Upon his shoulder bright and gay.
As the train moved out he said,
‘Remember me to all the birds.’
Then he wagged his paw
And went away to war
Shouting out these pathetic words:
Goodbye-ee, goodbye-ee,
Wipe the tear, baby dear,
From your eye-ee,
Tho’ it’s hard to part I know,
I’ll be tickled to death to go.
Don’t cry-ee, dont sigh-ee,
There’s a silver lining in the sky-ee,
Bonsoir, old thing, cheer-i-o, chin, chin,
Nah-poo, toodle-oo, Goodbye-ee.
Marmaduke Horatio Flynn
Although he’d whiskers round his chin,
In a play took a part,
And he touch’d ev’ry heart
As little Willie in ‘East Lynne’.
As the little dying child
Upon his snow white bed he lay
And amid their tears the people gave three cheers
When he said as he pass’d away:
Goodbye-ee, goodbye-ee ...

10

At the hospital at Kew,
The convalescents, dressed in blue,
Had to hear Lady Lee, who had turned 83,
Sing all the old, old songs she knew.
Then she made a speech and said,
‘I look on you boys with pride,
And to thank you all I’m going to kiss each one’,
Then they all grabbed a stick and cried,
Goodbye-ee, goodbye-ee ...

naT d. ayer (1887–1952)
11 if i were the only girl (1916)

Sometimes when I feel bad
And things look blue
I wish a pal I had ... say one like you.
Someone within my heart to build a throne
Someone who’d never part, to call my own.
If you were the only girl in the world
And I were the only boy
Nothing else would matter in the world today
We could go on loving in the same old way
A garden of Eden just made for two
With nothing to mar our joy
I would say such wonderful things to you
There would be such wonderful things to do
If you were the only girl in the world
And I were the only boy.
(Clifford Grey, 1887–1941)

ivor novello (1893–1951)
12 We’ll gather lilacs (1945)

We’ll gather lilacs in the spring again
And walk together down an English lane
Until our hearts have learned to sing again
When you come home once more.
And in the evening by the firelight’s glow
You’ll hold me close and never let me go
Your eyes will tell me all I long to know
When you come home once more.
Although you’re far away, and life is sad and grey
I have a scheme; a dream to try.
I’m thinking dear, of you and all I mean to do
When we’re together, you and I.
We’ll soon forget our care and prayer
And find such lovely things to share again.
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We’ll gather lilacs in the spring again
And walk together down an English lane
Until our hearts have learned to sing again
When you come home once more.
And in the evening by the firelight’s glow
You’ll hold me close and never let me go
Your eyes will tell me all I long to know
When you come home once more.
(Ivor Novello)

At Sea
joSeph haydn (1732–1809)

13 Sailor’s Song (1795)
High on the giddy bending mast
The seaman furls the rending sail,
And fearless of the rushing blast,
He careless whistles to the gale.
Rattling ropes and rolling seas!
Hurly burly, hurly burly!
War nor death can him displease.
Hurly burly, hurly burly.
The hostile foe his vessel seeks,
High bounding o’er the raging main.
The roaring cannon loudly speaks
’Tis Britain’s glory we maintain.
Rattling ropes and rolling seas!
Hurly burly, hurly burly!
War nor death can him displease.
Hurly burly, hurly burly.
(Anon)

edWard elGar (1857–1934)
14 Submarines (1917)

The ships destroy us above
And ensnare us beneath,
We arise, we lie down, and we move
In the belly of Death.
The ships have a thousand eyes
To mark where we come ...
But the mirth of a seaport dies
When our blow gets home.

11

We arise, we lie down, and we move
In the belly of Death.
(Rudyard Kipling, 1865–1936)

CharleS diBdin (1745–1814)
arr. Benjamin BriTTen

15 Tom Bowling (c.1959)
Here, a sheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling,
The darling of our crew.
No more he’ll hear the tempest howling,
For death has broached him to.
His form was of the manliest beauty,
His heart was kind and soft.
Faithful below, he did his duty,
And now he’s gone aloft.
Tom never from his word departed,
His virtues were so rare;
His friends were many and true-hearted,
His Poll was kind and fair:
And then he’d sing so blithe and jolly,
Ah! many’s the time and oft!
But mirth is turned to melancholy,
For Tom is gone aloft.
Yet shall poor Tom find pleasant weather
When he, who all commands,
Shall give, to call life’s crew together,
The word to pipe all hands:
Thus Death, who kings and tars despatches,
In vain Tom’s life hath doffed,
For though his body’s under hatches,
His soul has gone aloft.
(Charles Dibdin)

ivor Gurney
16 The ship (publ. 1952)

There was no song nor shout of joy
Nor beam of moon or sun,
When she came back from the voyage
Long ago begun;
But twilight on the waters
Was quiet and gray,
And she glided steady, steady and pensive,
Over the open bay.
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Her sails were brown and ragged,
And her crew hollow-eyed,
But their silent lips spoke content
And their shoulders pride;
Though she had no captives on her deck,
And in her hold
There were no heaps of corn or timber
Or silks or gold.
(John C. Squire, 1884–1958)

Bereavement
Benjamin BriTTen

17 oft in the stilly night (1957)
Oft in the stilly night ere slumber’s chain has bound me,
Fond mem’ry brings the light of other days around me:
The smiles, the tears of boyhood’s years,
The words of love then spoken;
The eyes that shone, now dimm’d and gone,
The cheerful hearts now broken!
Thus in the stilly night ere slumber’s chain has bound me,
Sad mem’ry brings the light of other days around me.
When I remember all the friends, so link’d together,
I’ve seen around me fall like leaves in wint’ry weather,
I feel like one who treads alone
Some banquet hall deserted,
Whose lights are fled, whose garlands dead,
And all but he departed!
Thus in the stilly night ere slumber’s chain has bound me,
Sad mem’ry brings the light of other days around me.
(Thomas Moore)

john ireland (1879–1962)
18 Spring sorrow (1918)

All suddenly the wind comes soft,
And spring is here again;
And the hawthorn quickens with buds of green
And my heart with buds of pain.
My heart all Winter lay so numb,
The earth so dead and frore,
That I never thought the Spring would come,
Or my heart wake any more.

12

But Winter’s broken and earth has woken
And the small birds cry again.
And the hawthorn hedge puts forth its buds,
And my heart puts forth its pain.
(Rupert Brooke, 1887–1915)

liza lehmann (1862–1918)
19 When i am dead, my dearest (1918)

When I am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me;
Plant thou no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress tree:
Be the green grass above me
With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,
And if thou wilt, forget.
I shall not see the shadows,
I shall not feel the rain;
I shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on, as if in pain:
And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set,
Haply I may remember,
And haply may forget.
(Christina Rossetti, 1830–1894)

Frank BridGe
20 Come to me in my dreams (1906)

Come to me in my dreams, and then
By day I shall be well again!
For then the night will more than pay
The hopeless longing of the day.
Come, as thou cam’st a thousand times,
A messenger from radiant climes,
And smile on thy new world, and be
As kind to all the rest as me.
Or, as thou never cam’st in sooth,
Come now, and let me dream it truth;
And part my hair, and kiss my brow,
And say: My love! why suff’rest thou?
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Come to me in my dreams, and then
By day I shall be well again!
For then the night will more than pay
The hopeless longing of the day.
(Matthew Arnold, 1822–1888)

After the Armistice
peTer WarloCk (1894–1930)

21 my own country (1927)
I shall go without companions,
And with nothing in my hand;
I shall pass through many places
That I cannot understand –
Until I come to my own country,
Which is a pleasant land!
The trees that grow in my own country
Are the beech tree and the yew;
Many stand together
And some stand few.
In the month of May in my own country
All the woods are new.
When I get to my own country
I shall lie down and sleep;
I shall watch in the valleys
The long flocks of sheep.
And then I shall dream, for ever and all,
A good dream and deep.
(Hilaire Belloc)

GuSTav holST (1874–1934)
22 journey’s end (1929)

What will they give me, when journey’s done?
Your own room to be quiet in, Son!
Who shares it with me?
There is none shares that cool dormitory, Son!
Who turns the sheets?
There is but one, and no one needs to turn it, Son!
Who lights the candle?
Ev’ryone sleeps without candle all night, Son!
Who calls me after sleeping?
Son! You are not called when journey’s done.
(Humbert Wolfe, 1885–1940)
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CharleS villierS STanFord
23 homeward bound (1904)

After long lab’ring in the windy ways,
On smooth and shining tides
Swiftly the great ship glides,
Her storms forgot, her weary watches past;
Northward she glides and thro’ th’enchanted haze
Faint on the verge her far hope dawns at last.
The phantom skyline of a shadowy down,
Whose pale white cliffs below,
Thro’ sunny mist a-glow,
Like noonday ghosts of summer moonshine gleam –
Soft as old sorrow, bright as old renown,
There lies the home of all our mortal dream.
(Henry Newbolt, 1862–1938)

encore
ivor novello

24 We’ll gather lilacs (1945)
[Reprise – first two verses]
We’ll gather lilacs in the spring again
And walk together down an English lane
Until our hearts have learned to sing again
When you come home once more.
And in the evening by the firelight’s glow
You’ll hold me close and never let me go
Your eyes will tell me all I long to know
When you come home once more.
(Ivor Novello)

‘Most Holy Night’ and ‘My own country’ reprinted
by permission of Peters Fraser & Dunlop
(www.petersfraserdunlop.com) on behalf of
the estate of Hilaire Belloc. ‘We’ll gather lilacs’
reprinted by permission of International Music
Publications Ltd on behalf of Warner/Chappell
Music Ltd. Every effort has been made to trace
copyright holders and to obtain their permission
for the use of copyright material.
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Sophie Bevan graduated from the Benjamin
Britten International Opera School where she was
awarded the Queen Mother Rose Bowl Award.
Conductors she works with include Sir Antonio

Pappano, Daniel Harding, Andris Nelsons, Edward
Gardner, Laurence Cummings, Sir Mark Elder, Ivor
Bolton and Mirga Gražinyte

.
-Tyla. A noted recitalist,

she has performed at Het Concertgebouw
Amsterdam and London’s Wigmore Hall. Sophie
has also appeared at the BBC Proms and the
Edinburgh, Aldeburgh, Lucerne and Tanglewood
festivals.

Her operatic roles have included Polissena
(Radamisto), Yum Yum (Mikado), Telair in
Rameau’s Castor at Pollux, the title role in The
Cunning Little Vixen, Waldvogel (Siegfried),
Governess (The Turn of the Screw), Ilia (Idomeneo)
Sophie (Der Rosenkavalier), Susanna (Le nozze di
Figaro), and Pamina (Die Zauberflöte). She
appears regularly at the Royal Opera House,
Covent Garden and made her Glyndebourne
Festival debut as Michal in Saul, her debut at the
Teatro Real, Madrid, as Pamina and her debut
at the Salzburg Festival in the première of Thomas
Adès’s The Exterminating Angel a role which she
reprised in her debut at the Metropolitan Opera,
New York. She created the role of Hermione in
Ryan Wigglesworth’s The Winter’s Tale for English
National Opera.

Sophie Bevan was the recipient of the 2010
Critics’ Circle Award for Exceptional Young Talent,
The Times Breakthrough Award at the 2012 South
Bank Sky Arts Awards, and the Young Singer
Award at the 2013 inaugural International Opera
Awards.
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b0090_WH booklet template.qxd  01/12/2017  20:24  Page 14



Sebastian Wybrew has appeared with many of the
UK’s most eminent performers, including Dame
Felicity Lott, Christopher Maltman and Iestyn
Davies. In 2014 he made his debut at Het
Concertgebouw Amsterdam with Ian Bostridge,
and his long-standing duo with Sophie Bevan saw
them make their critically acclaimed Wigmore
Hall debut in 2011. Sebastian Wybrew regularly
performs at prestigious festivals throughout
Europe including those of Aix-en-Provence,
Edinburgh, Zaragoza, Schleswig-Holstein and
Mecklenburg-Vorpommern.

Sebastian Wybrew has received acclaim from
Classical Music magazine for his recording of
Geoffrey Grey’s Partita with trumpeter Simon
Cheney. He was awarded the Accompanist Prize
at the 2010 John Kerr English Song Competition,
and is a beneficiary of the Geoffrey Parsons
Memorial Trust. In much demand as a pedagogue,
he has been involved with the faculties of
the Royal College of Music, the Edward Said
Conservatory, the Fondation Royaumont and
Musique en côte Basque.
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