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Orchestral Songs 
Song Cycle, Op.59 (1909)
1  Oh, soft was the song (No.3)*    2:00 
2  Was it some golden star? (No.5)*    2:44 
3  Twilight (No.6)*   2:50 
4  The Wind at Dawn (1888; orch.1912)† 3:43 
5  The Pipes of Pan (1900; orch.1901)*    3:46

Two Songs, Op. 60 (1909/10; orch. 1912)
6	 The Torch (No.1)†  3:16
7 The River (No.2)†    5:24

8 Pleading, Op.48 (1908)†    4:02

9 Follow the Colours: Marching Song for Soldiers*♮  6:38 
 (1908; rev. for orch. 1914) 

bl The King’s Way (1909)†    4:28

Incidental Music to Grania and Diarmid (1901)
bm Incidental Music    3:38   
bn Funeral March    7:13
bo Song: There are seven that pull the thread†    3:33

                                                                 Total duration:  53:30

CD 1 

Elgar Society Bonus CD                     Nathalie de Montmollin soprano, Barry Collett piano
1	 Like to the Damask Rose    3:47
2	 The Shepherd’s Song    3:08
3	 Dry those fair, those crystal eyes 2:04
4	 The Mill Wheel: Winter♮ 2:27

9	 The River    4:22
bl	 In the Dawn    3:11
bm	 Speak, music   2:52

 Total duration:  37:00 

CD 2 
5	 Muleteer’s Serenade♮    2:18
6	 As I laye a-thynkynge    6:57
7	 Queen Mary’s Song    3:31
8	 The Torch    2:18

♮First recordings

The Society
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 Elgar’s songs, until comparatively recently, have had a bad press. They are probably 
the least regarded part of his output. He was not, as he admitted himself, a natural 

songwriter1. Much has been said about his poor choice of texts for his song settings, 
but Elgar was a widely-read composer who believed first-rate poetry needed no 
help from music, while second-rate verse could be enhanced by it. Not altogether 
comfortable when writing for the piano, Elgar can seem less inspired in his songs than 
in his unaccompanied part-songs or large-scale choral works, where his surer touch 
in word setting is heard at its best. 

But his solo songs contain some gems. The majority were written before 1900 and 
his rise to fame, several composed in the aftermath of completing a major work as 
a sort of relaxation. (He continued to produce songs until as late as 1930’s It isnae 
me.) Ambivalent about the piano, he was a master when it came to the orchestra 
– it is no surprise that his most-loved example in this genre is the song-cycle Sea 
Pictures (1899). He also orchestrated some piano songs and this recording provides an 
opportunity to compare his settings of The Torch and The River in both their original 
guise for voice and piano, and their orchestral versions.

Ten years after Sea Pictures, Elgar embarked on another orchestral song-cycle. In 
1908, the Canadian politician, poet and novelist Gilbert Parker sent Elgar his poetry 
collection, Embers. Elgar decided to set six poems, three of which – Oh, soft was 
the song, Was it some golden star? and Twilight – were written quickly to be 
performed at his publisher and confidant AJ Jaeger’s memorial concert in 1910. They 

1 Letter to Dr WW Starmer, August 12, 1921.

were published by Novello the same year as Opus 59, Nos. 3, 5 and 6. (The other 
three songs were never written, Elgar being pre-occupied with his Violin Concerto and 
Second Symphony.) They are fine songs, with a quiet radiance in the first, a nostalgia 
for times past in the second, and an aching melancholy in the third, which ends with 
an unexpected, elliptical cadence. Much more effective than the piano reductions, 
delicate and sensitive orchestrations add immeasurably to the songs.

The earliest of these ‘orchestral’ songs is The Wind at Dawn from 1888. His first setting 
of words by Caroline Alice Roberts (soon to be his wife) it won Elgar £5 in a competition 
organised by the publisher Joseph Williams. “There’s a terrific (!!!) song in this month’s 
Maga of Music,” he wrote to a friend in July of that year. It is indeed a terrific song, but 
languished in neglect until Boosey republished it in 1907, when Elgar’s fame was at its 
height. The 1912 orchestration lifts the song to a level far above the original despite 
the virtuosic, if rather heavy, piano accompaniment. Elgar’s orchestral wizardry sends 
the wind swirling and coursing throughout to end in a real blaze of triumph.

Boosey also published The Pipes of Pan (with words by Adrian Ross) in 1900, and it 
was orchestrated the following year. Here, there are no bucolic pan pipe imitations, 
as so deftly conjured by Lionel Monckton in The Arcadians. Elgar’s is a more sinister 
Pan, appropriately clothed in dark B-flat minor in the orchestral version. Sombre and 
powerful, it has a driving rhythmic energy and much colourful imagery.

In 1908, Arthur Salmon sent his collection A Book of Verses to Elgar hoping he would 
set some of them. Elgar decided to compose two, but only completed Pleading, 
which Novello published as his Opus 48. The orchestration followed later that year. 
Any mention of dreams, or dreaming, was guaranteed to bring the best from Elgar, 
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and this peaceful setting has become one of his best-known songs. Recent research 
seems to confirm that Elgar intended the revision to be an orchestral miniature, the 
voice part being given to a choice of solo instruments. Although there is no evidence 
he considered Pleading to be an orchestral song, it works admirably as such, the 
orchestral part being an exact transcription of the piano part, the vocal line unchanged.

In late 1909/early 1910, Elgar composed The Torch and The River. The words – 
supposedly by Pietro d’Alba (his daughter’s pet rabbit Peter) – are by Elgar himself. The 
first is a passionate love song, the second a despairing cry at the falling river allowing 
waiting marauders to cross. It may well have been informed by the flooding of the 
River Wye at Hereford in December 1909. Elgar compounded the enigma by claiming 
the songs were based on ‘East European Folk Songs’ and appended ‘Leyrisch-Turasp 
1909’ as the place of composition. No such place exists. If it is an anagram, no solution 
has been found. It has a vaguely Eastern European ring to it, as does his choice of 
‘Rustula’ for the river – a glancing allusion to Russia and Poland’s great tributary, the 
Vistula. Elgar orchestrated the songs in 1912, lowering them a tone from the piano’s 
original key to suit their first singer, Muriel Foster. The original piano versions are by no 
means inferior. Elgar obviously lavished care over them – they are littered with tempo 
directions – and the idiosyncratic spacing of chords in particular lends a sonority that 
is wholly Elgarian.     

The Torch begins with an extended orchestral introduction (as compared to the piano’s 
one-bar lead-in) and the final few bars sound resplendent in full orchestra. Nor can the 
piano colour words like the ponticello strings at “like a girl before her lover” in The 
River. But these passionate, dramatic songs are equally effective in both versions. And 
note the bleak, dying final chord in The River with the tonic note completely absent.

In the final two orchestral songs – Follow the Colours and The King’s Way – it must be 
admitted that Elgar’s star was not burning at its brightest. In 1908, Novello persuaded 
Elgar to write a song for the Royal Albert Hall’s Empire Day concert. It duly appeared,  
with words by Captain William de Courcy Stretton of the Royal Artillery ,and was 
performed, possibly with piano, with the title Marching Song. Noting the rising, pre-
war political tensions, Novello re-published it in 1914 as Follow the Colours: Marching 
Song for Soldiers for voice, orchestra and ad-lib male chorus (which adds little to the 
work). A certain rhythmical swagger just about lifts it above the commonplace, but 
such militaristic patriotism, while touching a chord in the jingoistic fervour before the 
outbreak of the First World War, appeals little to modern sensibilities. 

Boosey published The King’s Way in 1909. Lady Elgar had written the words a couple 
of years before to celebrate the opening of The Kingsway in Central London, a new 
boulevard that swept away many streets and houses in the area. No doubt hoping 
to emulate the success of Land of Hope and Glory, Elgar used the trio tune of his 
Fourth Pomp and Circumstance March. It is a broad, singable tune, but allying it to 
such dreadful words does it no favours.

Barry Collett © 2018

SOMM would like to thank Chairman Steven Halls and the Council of the Elgar 
Society for their valuable support enabling several recordings of Elgar’s music to 
be added to the SOMM catalogue in recent years. Special thanks to Andrew Neill, 
Barry Collett and John Norris for sharing their knowledge of the life and works of 

Edward Elgar and selfless care, help and advice.
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Grania and Diarmid – The Incidental Music, Op. 42
In October 1899, the Irish writer George Moore persuaded William Butler Yeats to 
collaborate in the writing of a play based on The Pursuit of Diarmuid and Gráinne, 
a Celtic legend mirrored in many European cultures. Diarmuid is part-Tristan, part-
Siegfried but wholly Irish. Like Tristan, he betrays his king for love and, like Siegfried, 
he is killed on a hunting trip (albeit not by treachery but by a boar). Moore first became 
aware of the story in London in 1894 at the height of the Celtic Revival. 

Moore’s relationship with Yeats was not easy and, although they met often, by the end 
“they had passed one another on the journey”2. The play opened in Dublin’s Gaiety 
Theatre on October 21, 1901 when it was coupled with Douglas Hyde’s Casadh an 
tSugáin (The Twisting of the Rope). Although produced on a shoestring (as sketches by 
Yeats’s artist brother, Jack, made clear), it was generally well received. 

The Legend
During the time of the Fianna (ancient bands of warriors) Gráinne, daughter of Cormac, 
the High King of Ireland, is reluctantly betrothed to the chieftain, Finn MacCoole3. 
During a feast at royal Tara, she spies Diarmuid – “the most chivalrous and generous 
of all the warriors of the Fianna” – and falls in love with him. Reluctantly, Diarmuid 
agrees to flee with Gráinne after she drugs the assembled Fianna to sedate them. 
Loyal to Finn, Diarmuid refuses to consummate the relationship but eventually marries 
Gráinne. Having made their peace with Finn while out hunting one day, Diarmuid is 
killed by a boar, an event ordained in his childhood.

2 Susan L Mitchell, George Moore Talbot Press, Dublin, 1916, p.102.
3 The variant names are spelt as in Moore’s play. Finn MacCoole was a loose Anglicisation of Fionn  
 mac Cumhaill. 

The Music 
On July 1, 1901, Moore declared Diarmuid and Grania finished and approached the 
composer Augusta Holmès to compose music to “exalt the end of the play”. When she 
showed no interest, Moore obtained an introduction to Elgar through the conductor 
Henry Wood, whom he had met in Bayreuth. Elgar swiftly composed six horn calls 
to be used throughout the play and was soon absorbed by the composition of the 
Funeral March. Proud of her singing voice, Lucy Franklein, the actress playing the part 
of the Druidess Laban, asked Moore for additional music for the song that ends Act 1. 
Elgar responded quickly and sent ‘There are seven that pull the thread’ to Dublin just 
a few days before opening night.

Elgar’s contribution, now anglicised as Grania and Diarmid4, begins with an 
Introduction suggesting the mysterious world of the play’s setting. Horn and trumpet 
calls precede a passage for strings, harp and woodwind which leads into the great 
Funeral March, its delicate colours reminding us we are in Ireland (“Eri”) and not on 
the banks of the Rhine. Diarmid’s body is borne centre-stage during the march as Finn 
says: “He hears the harp-playing of Aonghus; it is by music that he leads the dead”. 
The music ends in a mood of stoical grief as Diarmid’s body is placed on a litter and 
Cormac’s men carry it for burial on the slopes of Ben Bulben where, one day, Grania 
will join him 5. Elgar’s mastery of orchestration is subtly expressed, the music reflecting 
a mist-shrouded Celtic world which lingers in the memory. This is no Wagnerian copy. 

4 From this point in the script the Anglicised version of the names is used
5 Although, in the play, Diarmuid dies before the march begins, a tam-tam stroke represents his
 moment of death as the key changes from the tonic A minor to F-sharp minor when clarinet and 
 first violins sing the soulful theme first heard on solo clarinet in the same key in the preceding  
 Incidental Music.
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•

Bonus Disc: 11Songs with Piano

The complex tale of Diarmid’s treachery (for which he is eventually redeemed) is 
subtler than Siegfried’s unwitting drug-induced change of allegiance. 

When he described the March as “wonderful in its heroic melancholy”, Yeats brilliantly 
illustrated Moore’s observation: “when words can go no further, then I would like 
music to take up the emotion”. Laban’s spinning song considers the state of her world 
in a Celtic version of Wagner’s Norns: a miniature in keeping with the play’s setting, 
but so short it leaves the listener wishing for more. In October 1901, the first two of 
Elgar’s Pomp and Circumstance Marches were premiered in Liverpool and London.  
At the same time, Diarmuid and Grania opened in Dublin. However, Elgar would not 
hear his music until the Funeral March was performed in London’s Queen’s Hall on 
January 18, 1902. 

Andrew Neill © 2018

Many of Elgar’s songs with piano were written in the late 1880s and early 1890s. 
Three of the best date from this time – the dramatic Like to the Damask Rose 

(words by Simon Wastell), the charming, well-known The Shepherd’s Song (Barry 
Pain) and the melancholic Queen Mary’s Song (Tennyson). Originally published by 
small imprints, they were re-published in 1907 by Ascherberg in Edward Elgar’s 7 
Lieder, with added German words and in high and low keys.

Elgar’s longest song, As I laye a-thynkynge, was written in 1888 to archaic words by 
Thomas Ingoldsby. A narrative ballad whose theme of chivalry and lovesick maidens 
prompts some charming and evocative passages, it was published by Beare (a small 
concern who printed several of Elgar’s early works) and its relative obscurity may be 
due to it being excluded from later editions.

In 1892, Alice Elgar wrote poems she hoped her husband would set. Among them 
were two Mill Wheel songs – ‘Winter’ and ‘May.’ Elgar did set them, but they failed 
to find a publisher and his score for ‘May’ has since disappeared. Two years later, 
Muleteer’s Serenade set verses from Cervantes’ Don Quixote. Again, it was not 
published and Elgar subsequently used the material in 1896’s King Olaf. The Mill 
Wheel can clearly be recognized in the section ‘The Death of Olaf’, but the Muleteer’s 
Serenade was cut altogether. Research by John Norris for The Elgar Complete Edition 
has revealed that both songs were complete and altered for the cantata, but were 
salvageable for modern performance. Had Elgar published them separately, he would 
surely have brushed them up somewhat – the left-hand piano part of The Mill Wheel 
being particularly awkward, but at least we have two songs which would otherwise 
be overlooked.

In 1899, Charing Cross Hospital held a fund-raising bazaar in London’s Royal Albert 
Hall. Organiser Herbert Beerbohm Tree invited leading figures in the arts to contribute to 
the souvenir booklet and Elgar’s contribution was Dry those fair, those crystal eyes 
(Henry King). Curiously, there are no press reports of the music being performed then. 
This gentle and charming song was not republished until Thames Publishing printed 
it in 1987.6

6 Elgar: Thirteen Songs, Volume 2. Ed. Barry Collett. Thames Publishing, 1987. 
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CD 1: Orchestral Songs 
 

Song Cycle, Op.59 (Gilbert Parker)

1  Oh, soft was the song 

Oh, soft was the song in my soul, and soft beyond thought were thy lips,  
And thou wert mine own, and Eden re-conquered was mine: 
And the way that I go is the way of thy feet,  
And the breath that I breathe 
It had being from thee, and life from the life that is thine. 

Oh, soft was the song in my soul – 
It hath being from thee, and life from the life that is thine, and thou wert mine own. 

Song Texts

2  Was it some golden star?

Once in another land,  
Ages ago, 
You were a queen, and I,  
I loved you so:  
Where was it that we loved – 
Ah, do you know?

Was it some golden star  
Hot with romance? 
Was it in Malabar,  
Italy, France? 
Did we know Charlemagne,  
Dido, perchance?

But you were a queen, and I  
Fought for you then: 
How did you honour me – 
More than all men! 
Kissed me upon the lips;  
Kiss me again.

Have you forgotten it,  
All that we said? 
I still remember though  
Ages have fled. 
Whisper the word of life, –  
“Love is not dead”. 

Noting the success of Elgar’s collaboration with AC Benson on Land of Hope and Glory, 
Boosey asked for more songs. Elgar obliged in 1902 with In the Dawn and Speak, 
music, two art-songs which, presumably, were not what Boosey was expecting. In 
return for a generous fee, they received two of Elgar’s best songs, publishing them 
as his Opus 41. In the Dawn is an ardent, passionate song rising to a rapturous final 
climax. Speak, Music – a tribute to Elgar’s own art – is set in the unusual time-signature 
of 15/8, his only use of this wayward rhythm, but its gentle and flexible pulse fits 
exactly his warm tribute to music’s power.

Professor Brian Trowell, in his foreword to the Elgar Complete Edition of songs, 
ponders the question of just how good Elgar’s songs are: “Very few open themselves to 
ridicule; rather more are simply unexceptional. But even the juvenilia is workmanlike 
and with a certain period charm.”7

If Elgar’s songs were to disappear overnight, his stature as a major composer would still 
be secure. (The gap would not be as alarming as it would with Rachmaninoff or Richard 
Strauss.) But it would be a shame, for even the oft-maligned piano accompaniments 
can be original and entertaining: the running semiquavers deftly and cleverly laid out 
across both hands in The Shepherd’s Song; the strummed lute accompaniment of 
Queen Mary’s Song; the churning left-hand patterns in The Mill Wheel, and the steady, 
world-weary plod of Muleteer’s Serenade. Taken as a whole, they provide a glimpse 
of a more intimate side of the composer’s work, away from the vast canvasses of his 
major compositions.

Barry Collett © 2018

7 The Elgar Complete Edition, Volume 15. Elgar Works, 2013.
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3  Twilight (No.6)

Adieu! and the sun goes a-wearily down,  
The mist creeps up o’er the sleepy town, 
The white sails bend to the shudd’ring mere, 
And the reapers have reaped, and the night is here.

Adieu! and the years are a broken song, 
The right grows weak in the strife with wrong,  
The lilies of love have a crimson stain, 
And the old days never will come again. 
 

For the pipes the dance of the happy  
Earth Ere ever the gods began, 
When the woods were merry and mad with mirth  
Hark to the pipes of Pan!

Come not nigh, pass them by,  
Woe to the eyes that scan! 
Wild and loud to the leaping crowd,  
Hark to the pipes of Pan!

When the armies meet on the battlefield,  
And the fight is man to man, 
With the gride of sword and the clash of shield – 
Hark to the pipes of Pan!

Adieu! Some time shall the veil between 
The things that are, and that might have been,  
Be folded back for our eyes to see, 
And the meaning of all be clear to me.  
Adieu! 
 
 
 

4  The Wind at Dawn (Caroline Alice Roberts)

And the wind went out to meet with the sun  
At the dawn when the night was done, 
And he racked the clouds in lofty disdain  
As they flocked in his airy train.

And the earth was grey, and grey was the sky,  
In the hour when the stars must die; 
And the moon had fled with her sad, wan light,  
For her kingdom was gone with night.

Then the sun up-leapt in might and in power, 
 And the worlds woke to hail the hour, 
And the sea stream’d red from the kiss of his brow,  
There was glory and light enow.

To his tawny mane and tangle of flush  
Leapt the wind with a blast and a rush; 
In his strength unseen, in triumph up-borne,  
Rode he out to meet with the morn! 
 

5  The Pipes of Pan (Adrian Ross)

When the woods are gay in the time of June  
With the chestnut flow’r and fan, 
And the birds are still in the hush of noon,  
Hark to the pipes of Pan!

He plays on the reed that once was a maid  
Who broke from his arms and ran, 
And her soul goes out to the list’ning glade – 
Hark to the pipes of Pan!

Though you hear, come not near,  
Fearing the wood-god’s ban; 
Soft and sweet, in the dim retreat,  
Hark to the pipes of Pan!

When the sun goes down and the stars are out,  
He gathers his goat-foot clan, 
And the Dryads dance with the Satyr rout;  
Hark to the pipes of Pan!

Thro’ the madden’d shriek of the flying rear,  
Thro’ the roar of the charging van, 
There skirls the tune of the God of Fear –  
Hark to the pipes of Pan!

Ours the fray – on and slay, 
Let him escape that can! 
Ringing out in the battle shout, 
Hark to the pipes of Pan! 
 
 

Two Songs, Op.60 (Pietro d’Alba, from Eastern Europe folksong)

6  The Torch

Come, O my love! Come, fly to me;  
All my soul Cries out for thee:  
Haste to thy home, I long for thee, 
Faint for thee, Worship thee only, but Come!

Dark is the wood,  
The track’s ever lonely and gray: 
But joyous the blaze  
That welcomes and shows thee the way.

Come, O my love! Come, fly to me;  
All my soul Cries out for thee:  
Haste to thy rest, I long for thee,  
Sigh for thee, Faint for thee; 
Come to my breast.

Cold is the stream,  
The ford is a danger to thee:  
My heart is a-flame,  
As the beacon that lights thee to me.

Come, O my love! Come, fly to me;  
All my soul Cries out for thee:  
Haste to thy home, I long for thee, 
Faint for thee, Worship thee only; but Come! 
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7  The River

River, mother of fighting men, (Rustula!)  
Sternest barrier of our land, (Rustula!)  
From thy bosom we drew life: 
Ancient, honoured, mighty, grand!  
Rustula!

Oh! what worship had been thine, (Rustula!)  
Hadst thou held the foe-men, drowned; (Rustula!)  
Flood, more precious far than wine, 
Victress, saviour, world renowned!  
Rustula!

9  Follow the Colours (William de Courcy Stretton)

Thousands, thousands of marching feet, 
All through the land, all through the land; 
Gunners and Sappers, horse and foot, 
A mighty band, a mighty band.

Refrain:
Follow the Colours, follow on, 
Where’er they go, where’er they go; 
Loyal the hearts that guard them well, 
’Twas ever so, ’twas ever so. 
March, march, march! 
Roll the drums and blow the fifes, 
And make the bagpipes drone; 
Roll the drums and blow the fifes, 
And make the bagpipes drone; 
Glory for some and a chance for all, 
Till we come again to our own.

Like a girl before her lover, (Rustula!)  
How thou falterdst, like a slave; (Rustula!) 
Sank and fainted, low and lower, 
When thy mission was to save.  
Coward, traitress, shameless! Rustula!

On thy narrowed, niggard strand, (Rustula!)  
Despairing, now the tyrant’s hand (Rustula!)  
Grips the last remnant of our land,  
Wounded and alone I stand, 
Tricked, derided, impotent! Rustula! 
 

8  Pleading (Arthur L. Salmon)

Will you come homeward from the hills of Dreamland,  
Home in the dusk, and speak to me again? 
Tell me the stories that I am forgetting,  
Quicken my hope, and recompense my pain?

Will you come homeward from the hills of Dreamland?  
I have grown weary, though I wait you yet; 
Watching the fallen leaf, the faith grown fainter,  
The mem’ry smoulder’d to a dull regret.

Shall the remembrance die in dim forgetting –  
All the fond light that glorified my way? 
Will you come homeward from the hills of Dreamland,  
Home in the dusk, and turn my night to day? 

England, Scotland, Ireland and Wales 
Send forth their sons, send forth their sons; 
Children of Empire seas beyond 
Stand to their guns, stand to their guns.

Repeat Refrain

What’s in the wind now, what’s toward? 
Who cares a bit, who cares a bit? 
Marching orders, we’re on the way 
To settle it, to settle it.

Repeat Refrain

Some will return, and some remain, 
We heed it not, we heed it not; 
Something’s wrong, to put it right’s 
The Soldier’s lot, the Soldier’s lot.

Repeat Refrain 
 
 

bl  The King’s Way (Caroline Alice Elgar)

The newest street in London town, 
    The Kingsway! 
The newest street in London town, 
Who’ll pace it up and pace it down? 
The brave, the strong, who strive and try, 
And think and work, who fight and die 
To make their England’s royal way 
    The King’s Way! 

The noblest street in London town, 
    The Kingsway! 
The noblest street in London town, 
The stir of life beats up and down; 
In serried ranks the sabres shine, 
And Art and Craft and Thought divine, 
All crowd and fill the great highway, 
    The Kingsway! 
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bo  Grania and Diarmid: There are seven that pull the thread (W.B. Yeats)

There are seven that pull the thread. 
There is one under the waves, 
There is one where the winds are wove, 
There is one in the old grey house 
Where the dew is made before dawn. 
One lives in the house of the sun, 
And one in the house of the moon, 
And one lies under the boughs 
Of the golden apple tree, 
And one spinner is lost. 
Holiest, holiest seven 
Put all your pow’r on the thread 
That I’ve spun in the house tonight. 

On dreary roads in London town 
The sick and poor sink sadly down  
In gloom: but grace and pity meet 
When King and Queen stretch hands and greet 
The weary ones. This is, they say, 
    Our King’s way, – 
    And our Queen’s way.

There is a path across the deep – 
    The King’s Way! 
There is a path across the deep, 
A path the island ships shall keep; 
A way by which to those we win, 
Whose hands we clasp, whose hearts are kin, 
England’s sons across the sea; 
They too will fight to keep it free:

Let every voice in England say, – 
“God keep the way by night and day, 
The King of England’s Way!” 
    The King’s Way! 
 

CD 2: Elgar Society Bonus Disc: 11 Songs 

1  Like to the Damask Rose (Simon Wastell)

Like to the damask rose you see,  
Or like a blossom on a tree, 
Or like a dainty flow’r of May,  
Or like the morning of the day, 
Or like the sun, or like the shade,  
Or like the gourd which Jonas had, 
E’en such is man – whose thread is spun,  
Drawn out and cut, and so is done.

The rose withers, the blossom blasteth,  
The flower fades, the morning hasteth,  
The sun sets, the shadow flies, 
The gourd consumes the man 
He dies!

Like to the grass that’s newly sprung,  
Or like a tale that’s new begun, 
Or like a bird that’s here today,  
Or like the pearled dew of May, 
Or like an hour, or like a span,  
Or like the singing of a swan, 
E’en such is man who lives by breath,  
Is here, now there, in life and death.

The grass withers, the tale is ended,  
The bird is flown, the dew’s ascended;  
The hour is short, the span not long; 
The hour is short, the span not long; 
The swan’s near death,  
Man’s life is done! 
 
 

2  The Shepherd’s Song (Barry Pain)

Down the dusty road together  
Homeward pass the hurrying sheep,  
Stupid with the summer weather,  
Too much grass and too much sleep,  
I, their shepherd, sing to thee 
That summer is a joy to me. 
 

Down the shore rolled waves all creamy  
With the flecked surf yesternight; 
I swam far out in starlight dreamy,  
In moving waters cool and bright,  
I, the shepherd, sing to thee 
I love the strong life of the sea. 
 



18 19

And upon the hillside growing  
Where the fat sheep dozed in shade,  
Bright red poppies I found blowing,  
Drowsy, tall and loosely made, 
I, the shepherd, sing to thee 
How fair the bright red poppies be.

To the red-tiled homestead bending  
Winds the road, so white and long  
Day and work are near their ending  
Sleep and dreams will end my song,  
I, the shepherd, sing to thee; 
In the dreamtime answer me. 
 

5  Muleteer’s Serenade (Cervantes, trans. Peter Anthony Motteux

Toss’d in doubts and fears I rove 
On the stormy seas of love; 
Far from comfort, far from port, 
Beauty’s prize, and fortune’s sport; 
Yet my heart disdains despair 
While I trace my leading-star.

3  Dry those fair, those crystal eyes (Henry King)

Dry those fair, those crystal eyes, 
Which, like growing fountains, rise 
To drown their banks, drown their banks; 
Grief’s sullen brooks 
Would better flow in furrow’d looks; 
Thy lovely face was never meant 
To be the shore of discontent.

Then clear those wat’rish stars again, 
Which else portend a lasting rain; 
Lest the clouds which settle there, 
Prolong my winter all the year, 
And thy example others make 
In love with sorrow for thy sake. 
 

4  The Mill Wheel: Winter (Caroline Alice Roberts)

On and on the water flows 
      Stops the mill wheel never, 
Crashing on and on it flows, 
      Hearts may ache forever.

Once it sounded joyously 
      Hearing it together, 
All the birds sang merrily, 
      Bees hummed in the heather.

Then we stood and watched the spray, 
      Watched the rainbow quiver 
Gone is sunshine, past is May 
      Dreary rushes shiver.

Touch of hand is but a dream 
      All Love’s gift is hidden, 
Sweetest eyes no more may beam, 
      Sorrow comes unbidden, 
Sorrow comes unbidden, unbidden. 
 

But reservedness, like a cloud, 
Does too oft her glories shroud. 
Pierce to the gloom, reviving light! 
Be auspicious as you’re bright. 
As you hide or dart your beams, 
Your adorer sinks or swims. 

6  As I laye a-thynkynge (Thomas Ingoldsby)

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Merrie sang the Birde as she sat upon the spreaye! 
      There came a noble Knyghte, 
      With his hauberk shynynge brighte, 
      And his gallant heart was lyghte, 
       Free and gaye; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, he rode upon his way.

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Sadly sange the Birde as she sat upon the tree! 
      There seem’d a crimson plain, 
      Where a gallant Knyghte lay slayne, 
      And a steed with a broken rein 
       Ran free, 
As I laye a-thynkynge, most pitiful to see!

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Merrie sang the Birde as she sat upon the boughe; 
      A lovely Mayde cam bye, 
      And a gentil youth was nyghe, 
      And he breathed many a syghe 
       And a vowe; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, her heart was gladsome now.

As I laye a-thynkynge, 
Sadly sang the Birde as she sat upon the thorne; 
      No more a youth was there, 
      But a Maiden rent her haire, 
      And cried in sad despair, 
       “That I was borne!” 
As I laye a-thynkynge, she perished forlorne.
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As I laye a-thynkynge, the golden sun was sinking, 
O merrie sang that Birde as it glitter’d on her breast 
      With a thousand gorgeous dyes, 
      While a soaring to the skies, 
      ’Mid the stars as she seem’d to rise, 
 As to her nest; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, her meaning was exprest: 
      “Follow, follow me away, 
      It boots not to delay” – 
      ’Twas so she seem’d to saye, 
 “HERE IS REST!”. 
 
 
7  Queen Mary’s Song (Alfred, Lord Tennyson)

Hapless doom of woman happy in betrothing, 
Beauty passes like a breath and love is lost in loathing:  
Low! my lute:

Speak low, my lute, but say the world is nothing.  
Low! lute, low!

Love will hover round the flowers when they first awaken;  
Love will fly the fallen leaf, and not be overtaken; 
 Low, my lute!

O low, o low my lute! We fade and are forsaken. 
Low, dear lute, low!

8  The Torch  – As page 13

9  The River  – As page 14 

bm  Speak, music (Arthur C. Benson)

Speak, speak, music, and bring to me  
Fancies too fleet for me, 
Sweetness too sweet for me, 
Wake, wake, voices, and sing to me,  
Sing to me tenderly; bid me rest. 
 

bl  In the Dawn (Arthur C. Benson)

Some souls have quickened, eye to eye,  
And heart to heart, and hand in hand;  
The swift fire leaps, and instantly 
They understand.

Henceforth they can be cold no more;  
Woes there may be, – ay, tears and blood,  
But not the numbness, as before 
They understood.

Henceforth, though ages roll 
Across wild wastes of sand and brine,  
Whate’er betide, one human soul 
Is knit with mine.

Whatever joy be dearly bought,  
Whatever hope my bosom stirs,  
The straitest cell of secret thought  
Is wholly hers.

Ay, were I parted, life would be  
A helpless, heartless flight along  
Blind tracks in vales of misery  
And sloughs of wrong.

Nay, God forgive me! Life would roll  
Like some dim moon thro’ cloudy bars;  
But to have loved her sets my soul  
Among the stars. 

Rest, Rest! ah, I am fain of it! 
Die, Hope! small was my gain of it!  
Song, take thy parable, 
Whisper, whisper that all is well, 
Say, say that there tarrieth 
Something, something more true than death,  
Waiting to smile for me; bright and blest.

Thrill, thrill, string: echo and play for me 
All, all that the poet, the priest cannot say for me;  
Soar, voice, soar, heavenwards, and pray for me,  
Wondering, wandering; bid me rest.

•

Born in Liverpool, KATHRYN RUDGE completed her studies at the RNCM in 2011. She has 
been an ENO Young Artist, a YCAT artist and, until December 2017, a BBC New Generation 
Artist. She has won numerous prizes and awards and is a Samling Scholar.

The Times’ Rising Star of Classical Music 2012, Kathryn made her critically acclaimed 
stage debut as Cherubino/Marriage of Figaro with ENO. Her debut recital album Love’s 
Old Sweet Song was released in 2014. In 2017, she featured on a recording of Donald 
Swann songs on Hyperion.

Previous concert engagements include performances with the RLPO, Philharmonia, 
Manchester Camerata, BBC Philharmonic and with conductors Carl Davis, Paul Daniel, 
Vasily Petrenko and John Wilson. She has given recitals at Wigmore Hall, Bridgewater Hall, 
the Brighton, City of London and Cheltenham Festivals.
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Recent and future opera engagements 
include Cherubino (Glyndebourne Touring 
Opera), Annio/La clemenza di Tito, Zerlina/
Don Giovanni and Hermia/A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream (Opera North), Dorabella/
Così fan tutte (Garsington), Rosina/Barber 
of Seville (ENO) and Nancy/Albert Herring  
(Buxton Festival). 

Recent and future concert engagements 
include the world premiere of Michael 
Nyman’s Hillsborough Symphony, the RLPO’s 
175th anniversary celebrations, Mozart's 
Requiem (Raymond Gubbay), The Dream 
of Gerontius (Rheingau Festival) and staged 
performances of Wolf’s Italian Songbook at 
the Chiltern Arts Festival and Milton Court, 
concerts and a recording of the Sea Symphony 
with the Royal Liverpool Philharmonic, 
Messiah (Huddersfield Choral Society), a solo 
recital at Wigmore Hall and recordings with SOMM Recordings, Opera Rara and the Royal 
Liverpool Philharmonic. She made her BBC Proms début in 2016.
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veand the BBC Proms, whilst being equally at home 
on the operatic stage.  A recipient of the Borletti-
Buitoni Trust Fellowship, he has an ongoing 
recording contract with Onyx and his discs have 
received critical praise.  Neven was a member a 
the prestigious BBC Radio 3 New Generation Artists 
Scheme and in 2011 received the Dutch Music Prize, 
the highest honour that the Netherlands Ministry of 
Culture awards to a classical musician. 

In opera he has appeared at the Opera National de 
Paris, La Monnaie, Berlin Staatsoper, Theater an der 
Wien and De Nederlandse Opera and most recently 
worked with George Benjamin on his Lessons in 
Love and Violence at the Royal Opera House, Covent 
Garden.  He also appears with the Netherlands 
Chamber Orchestra with Stravinsky’s Pulcinella 
and with the Residentieorkest performing arias by Mozart.   Recent successes include 
Die schöne Müllerin with Imogen Cooper, at the Wigmore Hall, and performances with 
the Orchestre Philharmonique de Radio France and at the Australian Festival of Chamber 
Music.  He has worked with Marin Alsop and the Orchestra of the Age of Englightenment 
at the BBC Proms, and the Netherlands Philharmonic and the Philharmonia Orchestra 
amongst many others and with some of the world’s most distinguished conductors 
including Simon Rattle, Jaap van Zweden and Daniel Barenboim.   

He records regularly, with repertoire including works by Debussy, Faure and Schubert and 
a Russian album including Rachmaninov, Prokofiev and Tchaikovsky.  

•

Dutch baritone HENK NEVEN is one of the most exciting song interpreters of his 
generation, having made regular appearances at the Wigmore Hall, Concertgebouw 
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•

Swiss soprano NATHALIE DE MONTMOLLIN now 
lives in Germany and performs regularly in concerts 
and recitals across Germany, France, Switzerland 
and Poland. Her repertoire extends from Bach to 
Stockhausen with particular success in the solo 
soprano parts of major Elgar works, singing King Olaf 
in Herford, The Kingdom in Herford and Aachen, and 
The Apostles in Magdeburg and Halberstadt, with 
further performances to come in Zurich.

She has performed at many prestigious venues across 
Germany and Switzerland with many of the leading 
orchestras of those countries. Nathalie studied with Erika Geiger at Lausanne Conservatory 
of Music, where she gained her degree in vocal pedagogy. Subsequently she was a member 
of the opera studio in Biel and the Lyon Opera, and her vocal studies culminated with a 
degree in vocal performance from Berlin Academy of Arts with Professor Ingrid Figur.

Her performances as a lyric soprano have been much admired in German opera houses and 
her roles include Fiordiligi in Mozart’s Così fan tutte, Konstanza in Die Entführung aus dem 
Serail, Euridice in Gluck’s Orfeo ed Euridice, Agathe in Weber’s Der Freischütz, Micaela in 
Bizet’s Carmen, Cleopatra in Handel’s Giulio Cesare and the title role in Emmerich Kálmán’s 
Gräfin Mariza.

BARRY WORDSWORTH is Principal Guest Conductor of The 
Royal Ballet (previously Music Director from 1990-95 and 
2007-15), Conductor Laureate of the BBC Concert Orchestra 
and Brighton Philharmonic, and Music Director Laureate of 
Birmingham Royal Ballet. 

He has appeared with orchestras worldwide, including 
the Philharmonia, London Symphony Orchestra, Royal 
Philharmonic, Ulster Orchestra, Royal Concertgebouw, 
Toronto Symphony, Sydney Symphony, New Zealand 
Symphony, Rotterdam Philharmonic and Seoul Philharmonic. 

In a distinguished career with the BBC, he has made many BBC Proms appearances, 
conducting the 1993 Last Night of the Proms with the BBC Symphony Orchestra. In his 
17 years as Principal Conductor of the BBC Concert Orchestra, he toured extensively, 
including tothe United States, Japan and China. 

He has enjoyed a close association with the Royal Ballet in London for over 40 years. His 
work with the company is available on a number of DVDs including the world premiere 
production of Christopher Wheeldon’s Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. He has also 
conducted productions for Wheeldon’s company Morphoses, Tokyo’s New National 
Theatre, Australian Ballet, Leipzig Ballet, the ballet of the Opéra National de Paris and 
Birmingham Royal Ballet. 

Recent releases in his extensive recording catalogue include Tchaikovsky and Elgar 
with the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra. Last Night of the Proms with the BBC Concert 
Orchestra has achieved enormous success, as have albums with Bryn Terfel and the LSO, 
the first of which won a Grammy Award. 

He holds honorary doctorates from the universities of Brighton and Central England in 
Birmingham and is an Honorary Fellow of Trinity College of Music. 

•
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BARRY COLLETT was Director of Music at 
Rutland College until his retirement and 
since then has pursued an increasingly 
busy lecturing schedule, especially for the 
Elgar Society, the Women’s Institute and the 
Workers’ Educational Association. 

In 1975 he founded the Rutland Sinfonia 
and conducted all its concerts for the first 
26 seasons in a wide range of work from 
Purcell to premieres of new music. Under 
his baton, the orchestra worked with top 
professional soloists and played at many 
prestigious events and festivals. In his 26 
years as Musical Director, he conducted 
all of Elgar’s orchestral music – a feat 
recognised by the Elgar Society with the 
award of an honorary life membership – 
together with a wide symphonic, opera, 
oratorio and cantata repertoire.

He has made 11 recordings as conductor and pianist, and his premiere recordings of 
Elgar’s lesser-known pieces have been widely acclaimed. His book, Elgar Country, was 
published in 1981 and subsequently reprinted. He has also edited volumes of Elgar’s 
songs and violin-and-piano pieces for publication and written many articles for the Elgar 
Society Journal. He has received the Elgar Medal (the Elgar Society’s highest award) for 
his pioneering work in researching and performing the composer’s lesser-known works.

For further information,  
visit www.elgar.org or contact the Membership Secretary,  

David Young, The Rectory, Lydeard St Lawrence, Taunton, Somerset, TA4 3SF 
e-mail: membership@elgar.org
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