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Children’s Songs

1-9 A Child’s Garland of Songs, Op.30* [15:33]
bl-bo Four Songs, Op.112*   [9:50]
bp-bu Six Songs, Op.175*   [16:33]
cl-cq Songs from the Elfin Pedlar Book I [10:18] 
   (Op.post.)***
cr-dm Songs from the Elfin Pedlar Book II [11:29] 
   (Op.post.)***

Individual Songs   [14:35]
dn  Witches’ Charms   1:28
do  Summer’s Rain and Winter’s Snow† 1:50
dp Fairy Lures†   1:38
dq The Hoofs of the Horses†   1:47
dr A Japanese Lullaby   2:28
ds  Worship†   2:59
dt The King’s Highway†   2:23

   Total Duration:   78:46

†First recording     *First complete recording with duets 
**First complete recording     ***First complete CD release
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With the advent of the Education Act in England in 1870, and the inclusion of 
singing as part of the first school curriculum, the phenomenon of songs specially 
composed for children became a new and significant focus. The demand only 
increased with the exponential growth of the competitive festival (initiated by 
Henry Leslie, John Spencer Curwen and Mary Wakefield) at the end of the 19th 
century which created an appetite for songs for a whole range of age groups, 
whether for solo voice or choirs. The response – encouraged by publishers such 
as Novello, Cramer, Stainer & Bell, Edward Arnold, the Year-Book Press and, 
later, Oxford University Press, who saw the commercial potential of the new 
market – was the birth of a burgeoning (and lucrative) repertoire of original 
songs and folk-song arrangements geared not only to the simpler musical 
abilities of the classroom but also to the childhood imagination.

As someone who had grown up in the cathedral tradition, and had trained 
boys’ voices in the choir of Trinity College, Cambridge for many years, Stanford 
was very much alive to the importance of children’s participation in music as 
is evident from his paper Music in Elementary Schools: How to Increase Their 
Utility, which he delivered to the managers of the London Board Schools in 1889 
and in which he somewhat controversially advocated the method of ‘singing by 

note’ (which encouraged musical literacy as part of singing) rather than ‘singing 
by ear’ (which was pure rote-learning without notation). He was, given his own 
interest in Irish folk music, also an enthusiastic promulgator of Britain’s rich 
reservoir of folk music, a passion which later manifested itself in The National 
Song Book: A Complete Collection of the Folk-songs, Carols, and Rounds suggested 
by the Board of Education published in 1905 in collaboration with his old friend, 
Alfred Perceval Graves. 

To these folk-song arrangements, however, he also added a substantial repertoire 
of original songs using a wide variety of poetry which were beautifully conceived 
both for children’s voices and for those who accompanied them. In many ways, 
in fact, Stanford, master craftsman that he was, established a benchmark in 
terms of those technical and artistic attributes which this new genre demanded 
– melodiousness, memorability, the sympathetic wedding of words to music 
(which could be instantly comprehended by young minds), harmonic and 
textural simplicity, technical pragmatism and vivid imagery. Yet, today, we have 
largely neglected his pioneering models and his rich output in a field which, for 
many decades, was intrinsic to the growth of musical education and awareness 
in Britain. 

His first foray into this new genre was A Child’s Garland of Songs, gathered from 
a Children’s Garden of Verses (Op.30), taking nine poems from Robert Louis 
Stevenson’s eponymous collection. Dedicated to his two children, Geraldine 
and Guy, it was published by Longmans in 1892 who had been the original 
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publisher of Stevenson’s extensive and influential assemblage of verses in 1885. 
Typically, the songs reflect facets of adventure (‘My Ship and Me’), new worlds 
(‘Foreign Lands’ and ‘Foreign Children’, albeit with anachronisms of sentiment 
archetypal of their epoque), pirates and highwaymen (‘Pirate Story’ and ‘Windy 
Nights’) and innocent reflection (‘My Shadow’), elements in which Stanford’s 
well-developed technique of Lieder-inspired imagery is employed to create 
Romantic aphorisms of affecting innocence. Later, in 1914, Curwen published 
three of the songs – ‘Pirate Story’, ‘Marching Song’ and ‘My Ship and Me’ – as 
vocal duets which appear on this recording. ‘Windy Nights’ remained especially 
popular and was republished by Curwen in 1919. (I can well remember, as a boy 
treble, singing this song with much enjoyment at the Stratford (East London) 
Competitive Festival in the late 1960s, in the generous Italianate space of the 
Town Hall, and was fortunate enough to win from my little competition a 
silver medal (first prize). Since then, the vibrant imagery of Stanford’s galloping 
hooves has always stayed with me.)

Though not specifically designated as children’s songs, both the collections of 
Opp.112 and 175 share a loveable naivety which is echoed by the artlessness of 
the vocal lines and uncomplicated accompaniments. Dedicated to his friend, 
the singer Gervase Elwes, Four Songs, Op.112 dates from 1908 and its poetry 
is entirely drawn from the work of Alfred Lord Tennyson, for whom Stanford 
held a special place in his composition of vocal and instrumental music. Child-
like sentiments are here juxtaposed with more adult interrogation. The spritely 

‘Spring’, taken from The Window, is a charming scherzo which is followed by the 
persistent questioning of the raising of Lazarus from the dead (in the Gospel of 
John, 11: 1-44), a text characteristic of the religious uncertainties of Tennyson’s 
In Memoriam. It was to this epic work that Stanford looked for the last song, ‘The 
Vision’, one of many articulations of bereavement for his friend, Arthur Hallam, 
and one whose visionary aspects are thrown into relief by the guilelessness of 
‘The City Child’ (from Child Songs). 

The Six Songs, Op.175 which set a range of different poets, were probably 
finished in 1920. Famous for his hymns Holy, holy, holy and Brightest and Best, 
Reginald Heber, scholar and Bishop of Calcutta, was also a less famous author of 
secular poetry, as illustrated by Stanford’s buoyant setting of ‘A Song of the Bow’. 
‘Drop Me a flower’, another setting from Tennyson’s The Window, is an exquisite, 
fairy-like miniature epitomised by the piano’s gossamer figurations. Stanford 
was particularly attracted by the poetry of the Anglo-Irish writer, Winifred M. 
Letts, and predicated two of his Irish song-cycles, A Fire of Turf (Op.139) and A 
Sheaf of Songs from Leinster (Op.140) – both composed in 1913 – on her work. 

For the Op.175 collection he chose two Christmas pieces. The first, ‘The Winds 
of Bethlehem’, allies the symbols of each wind with the nativity story and its key 
participants in a euphonious narrative of great melodic beauty. The second, ‘The 
Monkey’s Carol’, tells of the plight of the little monkey as he dances for the poor 
old man and his barrel organ, but living in hope that Christmas charity might 
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bring him and his master some relief. The fifth song of the collection, a gentle 
‘Lullaby’, is a setting of a text by Granville George Leveson-Gower, 2nd Earl 
Granville, who was a prominent politician in the Liberal party, particularly as a 
foreign minister during the American Civil War. The collection closes with an 
endearing setting of Mary Kitson Clark’s ‘The Unknown Sea’, a private, child-
like reverie in the style of a barcarolle.  

At the precocious age of only 14, Helen Douglas Adam published The Elfin 
Pedlar and Tales Told by Pixy Pool in 1923. Retaining his fascination for children’s 
verse and the ‘other’ world of fairyland (epitomized in his remarkable Fairy Day, 
settings of his fellow countryman, William Allingham), Stanford was charmed 
by Adam’s aphoristic, gem-like verses and selected 12 poems which Stainer & 
Bell, his long-trusted publisher, brought out in two volumes entitled Songs from 
‘The Elfin Pedlar’. 

In keeping with the fragile character of Adam’s images, Stanford restricted 
his accompaniments to the simplest of textures and modulations, yet they are 
chosen with the hand of a master. And even within this circumscribed artistic 
environment, Stanford still found room to develop his material, as embodied 
in Book I’s hymn-like ‘Two Little Stars’, the entreating ‘The Pedlar’ (with its 
endearing question ‘Pedlar, pedlar, what sell you?’), the delicious mantra-like 
‘Little Snowdrop (Spring)’ (which barely strays from its one melodic fragment), 
the fleeting strains of the piper in ‘The Piper in the Spring’, the exquisite strophic 
variations of ‘Speedwell’ and the elegant ternary design of ‘The Dream Ship.’ 

Book II continues to explore these ethereal images. ‘Summer’ is a lively and 
infectious dance, the questioning mindset of ‘What Do You See?’ is enshrined 
in the simple half-cadences of the postlude, while in ‘The Piper’ the enchanting 
mélange of melancholy and pleasure are perfectly preserved in the fluctuation 
of minor and major modes. The nocturnal ponderings of ‘The Secret Place’ and 
‘Night’ are characterized by more sustained, introspective melody, the more 
wistful musings of which are complemented by the arrival of ‘The Dust-Man’ – 
it is time for bed and the world of dreams! 

In addition to the children’s songs he published as collections, Stanford also 
produced numerous individual songs which were composed for a variety of 
reasons. Two songs, both written in 1893, were published for educational use. 
The simple pastoral message of ‘Summer’s Rain and Winter’s Snow’, to a text 
by the American poet Richard Watson Gilder, first appeared in Novello’s School 
Songs. The American abolitionist and Quaker, John Greenleaf Whittier, is almost 
certainly better known for his hymn text Dear Lord and Father of Mankind, set 
later to Parry’s music from Judith; but during his lifetime he was known for 
numerous other poems including ‘The Worship of Nature’. Stanford’s setting, 
published as ‘Worship’, appeared in The School Music Review, Novello’s flagship 
magazine for music teachers in elementary schools and the training colleges. 

Henry Newbolt’s ‘The King’s Highway’, which first appeared in The Times on 25 
August 1914, was composed soon afterwards by Stanford (who greatly admired 
Newbolt’s work) and first performed by Robert Radford at a Promenade 



8 9

Concert in Queen’s Hall in an orchestration by the composer on 25 September 
the same year under the direction of Henry Wood. In very much the same style 
as his settings of Newbolt’s Songs of the Sea and Songs of the Fleet, the song 
is a maritime evocation driven by patriotic sentiments at the outbreak of war. 
Indeed, Stanford instructed his publishers to give all proceeds from royalties 
to the Prince of Wales’s newly-launched National Relief Fund for the benefit of 
those in the armed services. 

The bitter-sweet ‘A Japanese Lullaby’, one of many verses for children by the 
Missouri-born poet Eugene Field, was published in 1918 as a unison song as 
part of Edward Arnold’s Singing Class Music. This was one of numerous unison 
songs which Stanford, short of money after the war, wrote in the last few years of 
his life. Another was the capricious ‘Fairy Lures’, published by Cramer in 1923, 
using a text by Rose Fyleman, famous for her fairy poems such as ‘There are 
fairies at the bottom of our garden’. During the same year he composed ‘The 
Hoofs of the Horses’, inspired by the poem by William H. Ogilvie which had 
become well known through Ogilvie’s collection Galloping Shoes in 1922. Several 
unison songs, however, had to wait until after Stanford’s death in 1924 to be 
published. Among these was a setting of Ben Jonson’s poem ‘Witches’ Charms’ 
from Masque of Queens published by Cramer in 1928, whose ghostly images 
would no doubt have both thrilled and terrified the childhood imagination. 

Jeremy Dibble © 2022

In winter I get up at night
And dress by yellow candle-light.
In summer quite the other way,
I have to go to bed by day.

1	Bed in Summer

Three of us afloat in the meadow by the swing,
Three of us aboard in the basket by the lea.
Winds are in the air, they are blowing in the spring,
And waves are in the meadow like the waves there are at sea.

Where shall we adventure today that we’re afloat,
Wary of the weather and steering by a star?
Shall it be to Africa a-steering of the boat,
To Providence or Babylon or off to Malabar?

Hi! But here’s a squadron a-rowing on the sea,
Cattle on the meadow a-charging with a roar! 
Quick, and we’ll escape them, they’re as mad as they can be,
The wicket is the harbour and the garden is the shore.

2	Pirate Story

A Child’s Garland of Songs, Op.30 
Robert Louis Stevenson (1850-94) 

I have to go to bed and see
The birds still hopping in the tree,
Or hear the grown-up people’s feet
Still going past me in the street.

And does it not seem hard to you,
When all the sky is clear and blue,
And I should like so much to play,
To have to go to bed by day?
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Up in the cherry tree
who should climb but little me? 
I held the trunk with both my hands
And looked abroad on foreign lands.

I saw the next-door garden lie,
Adorned with flowers before my eyes,
And many pleasant places more
That I had never seen before.

I saw the dimpling river pass
And be the sky’s blue looking glass;
The dusty roads go up and down 
With people tramping in to town.

If I could find a higher tree
Farther and Farther I should see,
To where the grown-up river slips,
Into the sea among the ships,

To where the roads on either hand
Lead onward into fairy land, 
Where all the children dine at five,
And all the playthings come alive.

3	Foreign Lands

Whenever the moon and the stars are set,
Whenever the wind is high,
All night long in the dark and the wet,
A man goes riding by.

Late in the night when the fires are out,
Why does he gallop and gallop about? 
Whenever the trees are crying aloud
And ships are tossed at sea.       

By, on the highway, low and loud, 
By at the gallop goes he.  
By at the gallop he goes, and then
By he comes back at the gallop again.

4	Windy Nights

Dark brown is the river,
Golden is the sand. 
It flows along for ever 
With trees on either hand.   

Green leaves a-floating, 
Castles of the foam,
Boats of mine a-boating 
Where will all come home?

5	Where Go The Boats   

I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me,
And what can be the use of him is more than I can see.
He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head;
And I see him jump before me when I jump into my bed.  

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow,
Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow;
For he sometimes shoots up taller like an India-rubber ball.
And he sometimes gets so little that there’s none of him at all.  

He hasn’t got a notion of how children ought to play,
And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way.
He stays so close beside me he’s a coward you can see;
I’d think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me!  

One morning, very early, before the sun was up,
I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup;
But my lazy little shadow, like an errant sleepy head, 
Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed. 

6	My Shadow

On goes the river
And out past the mill, 
Away down the valley,
Away down the hill.

Away down the river,
A hundred miles or more,
Other little children 
Shall bring my boats ashore.
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Bring the comb and play upon it! 
Marching, here we come!
Willie cocks his highland bonnet,
Johnnie beats the drum. 
Mary Jane commands the party,
Peter leads the rear; 
Feet in time alert and hearty, 
Each a Grenadier!    

Little Indian, Sioux or Crow,
Little frosty Eskimo,
Little Turk or Japanee,
O! don’t you wish that you were me? 

You have seen the scarlet trees
And the lions overseas;
You have eaten ostrich eggs,
And turned the turtles off their legs.  

Such a life is very fine,
But it’s not so nice as mine: 
You must often as you trod,
Have wearied not to be abroad.  

O it’s I that am the captain of a tidy little ship,
Of a ship that goes a-sailing on the pond; 
And my ship it keeps a-turning all around and all about; 
But when I’m a little older, I shall find the secret out,
How to send my vessel sailing on beyond.  

For I mean to grow a little as the dolly at the helm,
And the dolly I intend to come alive, 
And with him beside to help me, a-sailing I shall go. 
It’s a-sailing on the water, when the jolly breezes blow,
And the vessel goes a-divie-divie-dive.

O it’s then you’ll see me sailing thro’ the rushes and the reeds,
And you’ll hear the water singing at the prow; 
For beside the dolly sailor, I’m to voyage and explore.
To land upon the Island where no dolly was before,
And to fire the penny cannon in the bow.    

7	Marching Song

8	Foreign Children*

9	My Ship and Me

All in the most martial manner, 
Marching double-quick;
While the napkin like a banner 
Waves upon the stick!   
Here’s enough of fame and pillage,
Great commander Jane! 
Now that we’ve been round the village, 
Let’s go home again.  

You have curious things to eat, 
I am fed on proper meat;
You must dwell beyond the foam,
But I am safe and live at home.

Little Indian, Sioux or Crow,
Little frosty Eskimo, 
Little Turk or Japanee,
O! don’t you wish that you were me?

*Although the product of less culturally 
sensitive times, in the interests of 
completeness we have printed the whole 
text of this song
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When on my bed the moonlight falls,
I know that in thy place of rest,
By that broad water of the west,
There comes a glory on the walls.

Thy marble bright in dark appears, 
As slowly steals a silver flame
Along the letters of thy name,
And o’er the number of thy years.

When Lazarus left his charnel-cave, 
And home to Mary’s house returned,
Was this demanded if he yearned
To hear her weeping by his grave?

“Where wert thou brother, those four days?” 
There lives no record of reply, 
Which telling what it is to die,
Had surely added praise to praise.

Dainty little maiden, Wither would you wander? 
Wither from this pretty home, the home where mother dwells?
“Far and far away”, said the dainty little maiden,
“All among the gardens, auriculas, anemones,
Roses and lilies and Canterbury bells”.

Dainty little maiden, Whither would you wander? 
Wither from this pretty house, this city house of ours?
“Far and far away”, said the dainty little maiden,  
“All among the meadows, the clover and the clematis,
Daises and king-cups and honey-suckle flowers”.

bo	The Vision
bm	The Silence

bn	The City Child

Birds’ love and birds’ song
Flying here and there,
Birds’ song and birds’ love,
And you with gold for hair!

Birds’ song and birds’ love
Passing with the weather,
Men’s song and men’s love, 
To love once and for ever.

bl	Spring

Four Songs, Op.112 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-92)  

Men’s love and birds’ love,
And woman’s love and men’s!
And you my wren with a crown of gold,
You my Queen of the wrens!

You the Queen of the wrens –
We’ll be birds of a feather,
I’ll be King of the Queen of the wrens 
And all in a nest together.

The mystic glory swims away:
From off my bed the moonlight dies;
And closing eaves of wearied eyes
I sleep till dusk is dipt in gray.

And then I know the mist is drawn 
A lucid veil from coast to coast, 
And in the dark church like a ghost
Thy tablet glimmers in the dawn.

From every house the neighbour’s met,
The streets were filled with joyful sound,
A solemn gladness even crowned
The purple brows of Olivet.

Behold a man raised up by Christ!
The rest remaineth unrevealed, 
He told it not; or something sealed 
The lips of that Evangelist
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Six Songs, Op.175 

Merry archers come with me!
Come with me, come with me,
Merry archers come with me
To our tent beside the holly.

Summer gilds its smiling day,
Summer clothes the tufted spray 
Earth is green and Heaven is grey,
Wherefore should we not be jolly!

bp	A Song of the Bow 
 Reginald Heber (1783-1826)

Here is friendship, mirth is here,
Woodland music, woodland cheer,
And with hope and blended fear,
Here is love’s delightful folly.

Life alas is fraught with care, 
Mortals all must have their share,
Yet today we well may spare, 
From our land of melancholy.

When Jesus lay on Mary’s knee
There was no wind nor breeze that stirred,
For Heaven there made minstrelsy
And all the earth in silence heard.

There was no wind on sea or land,
No boisterous gale blew loud and wild, 
The four great winds came hand in hand 
And stood about the Holy Child.

The four great winds, their pinions furled,
Came softly in with humble tread;
They saw the Maker of the World 
Upon His lowly manger bed.

The South wind looked with radiant eyes
Upon this King so small and sweet.
He softly sang Him lullabies
And knelt adoring at His feet.  

br	The Winds of Bethlehem 
 Winifred Mary Letts (1882-1972)

The West wind like a shepherd clad
Had brought his pastoral pipes to play; 
He piped his music wild and glad
Until the shadows fled away.

The North wind bowed and knelt him down
To gaze upon the sight so fair;
He gave the Babe the frosty crown
That lay upon his tangled hair.

Before that shrine the East wind bent, 
He had strange gifts beyond all price,
Of gold and gems of Orient  
And gems and frankincense and spice. 

There was no wind on sea or land,
But round about the manger bed 
The four great winds stood hand in hand
And worshipped there with wings outspread.

Vine, vine and eglantine
Clasp her window trail and twine! 
Rose, rose and clematis,
Trail and twine and clasp and kiss,
Kiss, kiss; make her a bower
All of flowers, and drop me a flower,  
Drop me a flower.

bq	Drop Me a Flower 
 Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-92)  

Vine, vine and eglantine,
Cannot a flower, a flower be mine?
Rose, rose and clematis
Drop me a flower, to kiss,
Kiss, kiss – and out of her bower
All of flowers, a flower, a flower 
Dropt a flower.
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Kind Christian souls who pass me by
On business intent,
I pray you think on such as I
Who pine in banishment. 
I wear a little coat of red, 
A little bonnet on my head. 
Kind gentles, throw a coin to me 
And God reward your charity.

My master grinds the music out 
To cheer the sullen street;
The children gather round about
And dance with joyous feet.
Have pity on the poor old man
And give him pennies all who can; 
Have pity on his monkey too,
And God be pitiful to you.

bs	The Monkey’s Carol 
 Winifred Mary Letts (1882-1972)

Once long ago my heart was light, 
Amongst my brethren in the south,
Fulfilled with joy I slept at night 
The taste of mangoes in my mouth.
But now I go from door to door.
Have pity, gentiles on the poor.
My master is both weak and old,
And I am trembling in the cold.

Your kitchens have a fragrant scent
With pies and puddings on each side,
I wish you all much merriment
And peace and love this Christmastide. 
If you have nuts or fruit for me
God will reward your charity; 
For if you give the poor their share
God will not leave your platters bare.

The wind is weary all but asleep,
Lazily up the long hill
From the misty marshes, it scarce can creep,
Sleep my baby, sleep and be still.

bt	Lullaby 
 George Levenson-Gower (1858-1951)

Bees no longer hum in the clover,
Birds are hushed and the languid sun
Has sunk in the sea, for the day is over.
Toil is ended and rest begun, The long day is done.  

Hardly a whisper is heard from the water, 
Scarcely a ripple, hardly a thrill,
Slumber my sweet one, Slumber my daughter, 
Slumber still, slumber still.

Starlight comes, and the night grows deep:
Sleep my darling, slumber and sleep.

Hardly a whisper is heard from the water,
Scarcely a ripple, hardly a thrill,
Slumber my sweet one, slumber my daughter,
Slumber still, slumber still.     

We sailed along, And we sailed along,
Singing our song, and singing our song,
The song of the Unknown Sea. 
Just you and me, Dad, just you and me.

We sailed along, amid fairy isles,
And brought our booty in glowing piles,
Booty that no one else could see.
It was only for you, Dad, And only for me.

We were passed by birds with jewelled wing,
Birds that only for us could sing;
Rubies fell from an emerald tree,
They were only for you, Dad, And only for me.

bu	The Unknown Sea 
 Mary Kitson Clark (1905-2005)

On our unknown sea was never a storm,
Nor anything else that could do us harm,
It was all as happy as happy could be,
Happy for you, Dad, And happy for me.

Though on our lake we may not float,
Side by side on our little boat,
In dreams we sail on our unknown sea. 
That is only for you, Dad, And only for me
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Two little stars fell out of bed 
Yesterday night when I was sleeping.
“Dear, oh dear!” the mother said,
“Surely I saw my star babes leaping”.

cl	Two Little Stars

Songs from the Elfin Pedlar, Book I 
Helen Douglas Adam (1909-93)

Down they fell from the evening’s sky
Yesterday night when I was sleeping.
Down and down from heaven’s high,
Where poor mother moon was still a peeping.

A babe was born on mother’s breast,
Round to see it we all are creeping,
But those two star babes had made a nest 
In baby’s eyes and were soundly sleeping.

Pedlar, pedlar what sell you?
“A bag full of cobwebs, a curtain of dew;
The twinkling peep from a baby’s eye,
The wings of a summer butterfly;
The blush of the morning,
The rainbow bright
And the sigh of the wind
That comes with the night.”

cm	The Pedlar

Pedlar, pedlar price them, I pray.
“They have no price I give them away.
The bag of cobwebs please have my dear,
For one light kiss behind my ear,
For a smile you may have the curtain of dew,
The wings, the blush and the rainbow too,
But a peep from the eye of a babe that fell
That is a thing I cannot sell.”

Dawn in the woods where the blue-bells grow,
Dawn in the glens where the stream-lets flow,
Where the gray hills through the purple mist, 
Light up their crests by the morning kissed.
There sits an elf where the birdies sing
Pipe, Pipe, Piping to the coming of the Spring.

Where all nature sings in a sweet burst of glee, 
And the fresh leaves gleam upon every tree,
Where the flowers blow gently with happy sigh, 
And the laughing breeze goes dancing by
There sits an elf ’mid a toadstool ring,
Pipe, Pipe, Piping to the coming of the Spring.

co	The Piper in the Spring

A little snowdrop in a dell,
A little laughing wishing well,
A little child beside the stream,
A little field where dew drops gleam.

A little piper in the glade, 
A little light, a little shade, 
A little music echoing sweet,
And little flowers around his feet. 

A little sun, a little rain,
A little year quite fresh again,
A little path where blue-bells ring,
A little love, and there was Spring.

cn	Little SnowdropPedlar, pedlar, tell my why 
You love the peep from the baby’s eye? 
“Once on a time that babe so gay 
Was mine, but the fairies stole him away, 
And I only had time to steal a peep 
From his shining eye ere it closed in sleep;  
So now little maid I wish you good rest,
I must tread the path that leads to the west.”
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When the flowers are sweet with the breadth of the day 
And the dew-drops gleam on the wood land way,
When the sun-beam dance on the meadow floor 
And the lambs are frisking as of yore, 
There sits an elf where the bees all hum, 
Pipe, Pipe, Piping for the Spring has come.

Did you drop from summer skies, 
Little smiling, beaming eyes
In among the grass so deep,
When the lambkins are asleep?

Did you steal your lovely hue,
From the running river blue?
Are you houses from the elves
Small and dainty as yourselves?

Are you brilliant butterflies 
Coming early in surprise? 
Are you fallen stars of night
Like wee candles shining bright?

Are you fairies’ kisses sweet,
Scattered down beneath our feet?

cp	Speedwell

The Dream Ship
Over the midnight sky
Sailing a star-spangled deep,
A boat goes swinging,
Whose crew are singing
“We’re bound for the land of sleep.”

She is only a little ship 
But her mast is of silver fine, 
And her sails are bright
With the dazzling light 
Of the crystals that gem the brine.

Swiftly she moves away,
Riding the cloudy foam,
Bound for the land of the silver strand
Where all little boats go home.

cq	The Dream Ship

Merrily dance to the hum of the bees, 
Pirouette round with the whispering breeze,
Tread on the blossoms from tall apple trees; 
Dance, Dance, Dance, it is summer again.

cr	Summer

Songs from the Elfin Pedlar, Book II 
Helen Douglas Adam (1909-93)

Scatter bright dew drops to moss green and gay,
Into the sunshine go whirling away, 
Catch up and cuddle the white lambs of May; 
Dance, Dance, Dance, it is summer again.

Daisies will blush at the touch of your feet,
Blow a sly kiss to the fair meadow sweet, 
Rise with the lark for the morning is fleet; 
Dance! Dance! Dance! It is summer again.

What do you see in the ceiling dear,
What do you see in the ceiling,
When the shadows softly are stealing dear, 
When the shadows softly are stealing?

“Silvery bells I see, I see, 
With tiny fairies to swing them free;
The chimes of the bells make melody,
That can only be heard by babes like me,
When the shadows softly are stealing dear, 
When the shadows are softly stealing”.

cs	What Do You See?

What do you see in the river, dear,
What do you see in the river, 
When all the wet reeds quiver, dear,
When all the wet reeds quiver?

“Mermaids lovely I spy, I spy,
With eyes as blue as a summer sky; 
They dance as light as a butterfly,
And ever I hear their voices sigh 
When all the wet reeds quiver, dear, 
When all the wet reeds quiver.”
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What do you see in the daisy, dear,
What do you see in the daisy 
When the fragrant breeze is lazy, dear, 
When the fragrant breeze is lazy?

I see the bed of a fairy queen,
With a heart the loveliest ever seen,
With a frill of moonlight’s silver sheen 
The daisy marks where the fays have been, 
When the fragrant breeze is lazy dear, 
When the fragrant breeze is lazy. “

There’s a piper in the woods,
I’ve never seen him there,
Save now and then a shadow 
Flitting through the branches bare;
Save now and then a tinkle
Of music sweet as day
Has caught my ear. 
I’ve followed, but never found the way

To the piper of the woodland, the piper of the Spring,
Calling, calling, calling the world to rise and sing.

There’s a piper in the woods,
Who pipes so sweet and low;
Where’re his light feet touch the ground
The blossoms start to grow.
I’ve looked behind the tree trunks,
I’ve peeped where grass is green,
I’ve searched the glens by moonlight,
But never yet have seen

ct	The Piper

When the evening shadows tremble 
O’er the distant hill,
When the last faint blush
Of daylight lingers still, 

Then a voice within my heart
Whispers from a secret part
Like an arrow’s piercing dart; 
Obey its will, 

For it bids me be alone 
Where the wild winds sigh,
Climbing up the moorland’s throne
Alone with God and the sky. 

Oft I think I hear Him speaking
From the lonely height; 
Oft I seem to see His
Image in the water bright.

Then my soul takes wings and rises
Through the night clouds dim,
And for one long breath of silence 
Is alone with Him.

cu	The Secret Place

Night came sighing 
And all around was still.
The crimson day lay dying
Behind the farthest hill.

I saw an angel 
With a snow-white flower 
And he pulled the petals off
Hour by hour.

dl	Night

The Dust-man is coming a-down the street,
He is bringing his dreamy things; 
I can hear the tread of his noiseless feet,
Now isn’t that funny my baby sweet? 
But mothers can hear strange things.

The Dust-man says it is time for bed; 
Stars are beginning to peep.  
He will throw his dust in your curly head,
His winky-blank dust, that is white and red, 
So hurry and go to sleep.

dm	The Dust-ManThe piper of the woodland, the piper of the Spring.
Calling, calling, calling the world to rise and sing.

There’s a piper in the woods,
He’s there all winter long,
Though through the noisy world’s din
You scarce can hear his song.
He dwells in some strange magic place
Where elves and fairies roam
I’ll search and search and then perhaps
I’ll find the home of

The piper of the woodland, the piper of the Spring 
Calling, calling, calling, the world to rise and sing. 
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The owl is abroad, the bat and the toad,
And so is the cat-a-mountain;
The ant and the mole sit both in their hole,
And frog peeps out o’ the fountain.
The dogs do bay, and the timbrels play,
The spindle is now a-turning;
The moon it is red and the stars are fled,
But all the sky is a-burning:
The ditch is made, and our nails the spade:

dn	Witches’ Charms 
 Ben Jonson (1572-1637)

Summers rain and winter’s snow
With the seasons come and go;
Shine and shower ;
Tender bud and perfect flower;
Silver blossoms golden fruit;
Song and lute,
With their inward sound of pain;
Winter’s snow and summer rain;
Frost and  fire ;
Joy beyond the heart’s desire
And our June comes round again.

do	Summer’s Rain and Winter’s Snow 
 Richard Watson Gilder (1844-1909)

A posey on the table,
Apples on the shelf,
Goodies in the cupboard
That you have made yourself.
These are things that fairies love;
But do remember this:
A pot of honey in the porch
Will never come amiss.

dp	Fairy Lures 
 Rose Fyleman (1877-1957)

The hoofs of the horses! Oh! witching and sweet 
Is the music earth steals from the iron-shod feet.
No whisper of lover, no trilling of bird 
Can stir me as hoofs of the horses have stirred.  

They spurn disappointment and trample despair,
And drawn with their drum-beats the challenge of care; 
With scarlet and silk for their banners above, 
Far swifter than Fortune and sweeter than Love.

On the wings of the morning they gather and fly,
In the hush of the night-time I hear them go by 
The horses of memory thundering through
With flashing white fetlocks all wet with the dew.

dq	The Hoofs of the Horses 
 Will H. Ogilvie (1869-1963)

With pictures full of wax and of wool,
Their livers I stick with needles quick;
There lacks but the blood to make up the flood.
Quickly dame, then bring your part in!
Spur, spur, upon little Martin!
Merrily, merrily, make him sail,
A worm in his mouth, a thorn in his tail.
Fire above, fire below,
With a whip in your hand to make him go!

A robin in the shrubbery,
Daises in the grass
A rainbow-coloured
Way of the wind.
A big bush of lavender.
A bed of mignonette,
And a thatch’d summer wooden house
For dancing when its wet.

A fire in the parlour
On chilly summer nights,
A pretty sound of singing
(Not too many lights.)
These will lure the fairies in:
But I would have you know
As long as fairies visit you,
Your luck will never go.
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When you lay me to slumber, no spot you can choose
But will ring to the rhythm of galloping shoes.
And under the daisies no grave be so deep
But the hoofs of the horses shall sound in my sleep.

Sleep little pigeon and fold your wings,
Little blue pigeon with velvet eyes; 
Sleep to singing of mother bird swinging 
Swinging the nest where her little one lies.  

Away out yonder I see a star, 
Silvery star with a tinkling song;
To the soft dew falling I hear it calling 
Calling and tinkling the night along.

The harp at Nature’s advent strong,
Has never ceased to play; 
The song the stars of morning sung 
Has never died away.

When moonlight flecks the cruiser’s decks 
And engines rumble slow, 
When Drake’s own star is bright above
And Time has gone below, 
They may hear who list the far-off sound 
Of a long-dead, never-dead mirth,
In the mid watch still they may hear who will
The song of the Larboard Berth.

In a dandy frigate or a well-found brig,
In a sloop or a seventy-four,
In a great first-rate with an Admiral’s flag
And a hundred guns or more,
In a fair light air, in a dead foul wind,
At midnight or midday, 
’Till the good ship sink, We mids* shall drink                                                                                                                                   
To the King and the King’s Highway!

dr	A Japanese Lullaby 
 Eugene Field (1850-95)

ds	Worship 
 John Greenleaf Whittier (1807-92)

dt	The King’s Highway 
 Henry Newbolt (1862-1938)

In through the window a moon-beam comes,
Little gold moon-beam with misty wings; 
Silently creeping, it asks, “Is he sleeping, 
Sleeping and dreaming while mother sings?” 

But sleep, little pigeon and fold your wings,
Little blue pigeon with mournful eyes; 
Am I not singing? See, I am swinging, 
Swinging the nest where my darling lies.  

And prayer is made, and praise is given,
By all things near and far;  
The ocean looketh up to Heaven,
And mirrors every star.

The mids they hear – No fear, no fear!
They know their own ship’s ghost: 
Their young blood beats to the same old song 
And roars to the same old toast. 
So long as the sea-wind blows unbound 
And the sea-wave breaks in spray, 
For the island’s sons the word still runs
“The King and the King’s Highway!”

*Midshipman

The green earth sends her incense up,
From many a mountain shrine,
From folded leaf and dewy cup, 
She pours her sacred wine.

The mists above the morning rills, 
Rise white as wings of prayer; 
The altar-curtains of the hills
And sunset’s purple air.

The blue sky is the temple’s arch,
Its transept earth and air,
The music of its starry march, 
The chorus of a prayer.
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The Stanford Society was formed 
in 2007 to promote greater interest 
in Stanford’s life and music 
and to encourage and support 

performances and recordings of his music. The Society holds an 
annual Stanford Festival Weekend in a Cathedral City in the UK 
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Society members also receive regular newsletters with news 
and information about performances of Stanford’s music and  
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Further information about the Stanford Society may be found 
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contacting Daniel Wilkinson, the Society’s Honorary Secretary. 
His email address is wilkinsondb@hotmail.co.uk
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