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1  Fanfare  0:35

2 I. Hornpipe (Sailors come to the drum) 1:20

3 II. En Famille  
 (In the early springtime, after their tea) 2:52

4 III. Mariner Man  0:39 
 (What are you staring at, mariner man?)

5 IV.  Long Steel Grass  2:13 
 (The white soldiers pass)

6  V.  Through Gilded Trellises (of the heat) 2:20

7 VI. Tango-Pasodoblé  
 (When Don Pasquito arrived at the seaside) 1:55

8 VII. Lullaby for Jumbo (Jumbo asleep!) 1:45

9 VIII Black Mrs. Behemoth  1:05 
 (In a room of the palace) 

bl IX. Tarantella  1:22 
 (Where the satyrs are chattering)

bm X. The Man from a Far Countree 1:31  
 (Rose and Alice)

bn XI. By the Lake  1:47 
 (Across the flat and the pastel snow)

bo XII.  Country Dance  1:59 
 (That hobnailed goblin, the bob-tailed Hob)

bp XIII. Polka (Tra la la la la la la la la!) 1:16

Henry V (arr. Edward Watson)  [42:26] 

PART I: Prologue   
co Fanfare – No.1 March   
   Chorus: “O, for a Muse of fire” 2:36

cp No.2 – Slower   
 Chorus: “Suppose within the girdle…” 1:01 

cq No.3 – Brightly 1:06 

cr No.4 – Poco Meno – Vivo (March) 1:27 

cs Interlude at the Boar’s Head –  
   No.5 – Allegretto giocoso (scherzando) –  
   Pistol: “Falstaff; he is sick”    1:40 

ct Falstaff Rejection  
   No.6 –  
   Falstaff: “God save thy grace, King Hal!”  
   Henry V: “I know thee not old man”  
   Pistol: “Well, Sir John is gone” 3:35 

cu “Touch her soft lips and part” –  
   No.7 Slow, tenderly –  
   Fanfare  
   Chorus: “Suppose that you have seen” 2:44 

PART II: Harfleur  
dl No.1 – Moderato. Harfleur  
   Henry V: “Once more unto the breach,  
                    dear friends”  
   Harfleur (continued). No.2 – Moderato –  
   poco stringendo – Allegro frenetico  
   Henry V: “The nimble gunner” 3:11   

dm The Night Watch  
   No.3 – Lento tenebroso  
   Chorus: “Now entertain conjecture of a time…”  
   Henry V: “This day is call’d the feast of Crispian”  
   Fanfare  
   Henry V: “Now soldiers march away”   6:52 

dn Agincourt   
   No.4 – Più mosso – poco a poco più mosso –  
   Con anima – Poco pesante – Rit. Molto –  
   A tempo allegro con fuoco – Molto rit. Lento misterioso  
   Henry V: “The day is ours”  7:58 

PART III: Interlude at the French Court  
do No.1 Gaily   
   Duke of Burgundy: “My duty to you both,  
                                 on equal love”  1:15  
dp No.2 Bailero – Lento tranquillo  
   Duke of Burgundy: “Alas, she hath from France”  
   Henry V: “If, Duke of Burgundy,  
                  you would the peace”  2:12  
dq No.3 Andante Pastorale  
   Henry V: “You have witchcraft in your lips, Kate” 2:32 

dr No.4 Maestoso festoso – Vivo (March)  1:46 

ds Epilogue.   
   No.5 Slower   
   Chorus: “Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen” 0:56 

dt No.6 Brightly   1:35 

     Total Duration:  80:56

bq XIV. Four in the Morning  2:16 
 (Cried the navy-blue ghost)

br XV. Something lies beyond the scene  1:01

bs XVI. Valse (Daisy and Lily) 3:18

bt XVII. Yodelling Song 2:35  
 (We bear velvet cream)

bu XVIII. Scotch Rhapsody  1:18 
 (Do not take a bath in Jordan, Gordon)

cl XIX. Popular Song  2:01 
 (Lily O’Grady, Silly and shady) 

cm XX. Fox-trot: ‘Old Sir Faulk’ 2:02

cn XXI. Sir Beelzebub (When Sir Beelzebub) 1:18

Façade  [38:30]

An Entertainment by  
Edith Sitwell and Sir William Walton

Dr. Edith Sitwell, Sir William and Lady Susana Walton. 
Garden party given by the Royal Society of Literature 

at No.11 Downing Street on 7 July 1953.
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William Walton was still only in his late teens, recently rusticated from Oxford for 
continually failing his examinations, when he was virtually adopted by the wealthy 
and literary Sitwell family in 1919, and invited to take up residence with them in their 
fashionable London home, worlds away from his working-class Oldham birthplace.

Edith Sitwell, who, together with her brothers Osbert and Sacheverell, had rejected 
what they perceived as the flaccid pastoralism of the Georgian poets, was now 
experimenting with Dadaist poetry, painting surreal images in sound created by 
words used more for their assonance, onomatopoeia and rhythmic propulsion. The 
collection she entitled Façade is an extended sequence, evoking allusions to the 
contemporary culture of the heady post- First World War period. 

Façade is a direct descendant of a long line of whimsy in English literature, traceable 
at least from Jonathan Swift, continuing on through Laurence Sterne and Tobias 
Smollett, and achieving spectacular manifestations in the works of Edward Lear 
and, most notably Lewis Carroll. Edith Sitwell was to sum up the quintessence of 
this quirkiness in her English Eccentrics, published in 1933, in which she lampoons 
“that peculiar and satisfactory knowledge of infallibility that is the hallmark and the 
birthright of the British nation”. 

It is a particular kind of affectionate satire which extends into the present day, with 
Monty Python a famous example and, crossing genres, it can also be found in the Beatles’ 
hallucinatory Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band and, episodically, in Abbey Road.

In Façade, exotic characters from all over the world pop up, contrasting with the 
activities of a somewhat repressed English family (a subliminal throwback, perhaps, 
to the unhappy childhood of the Sitwells themselves – ‘Black Mrs Behemoth’ recalls 
so many domestic nightmare terrors, Susana Walton later tellingly remarked). 

Fashionable new social trends such as cocktails and jazz music rub shoulders with 
erudite literary quotations; the whole fabric an enticingly bejewelled kaleidoscope 
of impressions and images crying out for a musical setting. Walton’s precociously 
brilliant talent and receptive young mind, a tabula rasa, proved perfect for the task.

He composed the entire work in November and December 1921, and, following 
the example of Schoenberg’s Pierrot Lunaire (1912), set the texts to be recited to 
musical accompaniment rather than sung. The premiere was given on January 24, 
1922 in the drawing-room of Osbert Sitwell’s house in Chelsea’s Carlyle Square. The 
fashionable audience of about 20 poets, painters and musicians were faced with a 
specially-designed curtain with a hole cut out where the face would be of a painting 
of a statue in the centre through which Edith Sitwell declaimed her texts with the 
assistance of a megaphone. Or rather a Sengerphone, invented by Hugo von Senger 
(a Bavarian-born conductor and general musical busybody) to magnify the voice 
of the dragon Fafner in Wagner’s Siegfried at the 1876 Bayreuth premiere of that 
composer’s Ring cycle.

Still not 20, Walton himself conducted an ensemble of four players. The size of that 
complement is not the only difference from the now more familiar instrumental 
line-up: flute doubling piccolo, clarinet doubling bass clarinet, alto saxophone, 
percussion and two cellos. We would have heard only six of the settings now in the 
accepted canon of Façade as it is today, with many of the others performed in that 
premiere since discarded, and so many others subsequently added over the years, 
bringing us to 21 settings, matching the “seven times three” of Pierrot Lunaire.

Ensuing public performances came not without attendant furores, such as the 
booing and catcalls which greeted the first public performance in London’s Aeolian 
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Hall in 1923 (though references to such hostile responses seem to have come largely 
from the Sitwells themselves, anxious to cultivate controversy and notoriety).  Noël 
Coward, who later, more perceptively, described Lerner and Loewe’s Camelot as 
“Parsifal, without the jokes”, surprisingly declared Façade to be “boring”.

The controversy continues to this day, perhaps in a way Edith Sitwell and William 
Walton never imagined, but the notoriety has nowadays been replaced by brittle 
glitter and charm, a nostalgic remembrance of bright young things wafting through 
a determinedly sybaritic world for the privileged few now a century ago.

In those years immediately following the First World War, musical ears across Europe 
were alert to the new sounds of the fast-emerging Jazz Age and the modernistic 
cubism of Stravinsky, while also (perhaps patronisingly) paying attention to the 
folk-music of the British Isles and elsewhere, and again, perhaps patronisingly, 
acknowledging old repertoire warhorses. Façade received a very stony reception at a 
performance in Switzerland because of its tongue-in-cheek quotations from Rossini’s 
William Tell in the slinky ‘Yodelling Song’. How dare Walton lampoon a national hero? 
Closer to home, devotees of I Do Like to Be Beside the Seaside and The Lambeth Walk 
seem not to have been so touchy.

Though Edith Sitwell herself was the sole reciter at Façade’s premiere, it soon became 
the custom to have two speakers; the brilliant composer, conductor and general 
musical genius Constant Lambert (whom Walton declared the best declaimer of the 
piece, followed by the tenor Peter Pears) partnering the poet for the first time when 
he was still aged only 21.

Allocation of the texts between reciters has always been a moveable feast, but on 
this recording we have a novel redistribution in which Bruce O’Neil, musical director 

of the Royal Shakespeare Company, has ingeniously created within various settings 
what amounts to the internal dialogue of selected characters.

Nearly a quarter of a century after Façade, Walton had transformed from cheeky, 
iconoclastic teenager to determined, card-carrying patriot (not yet the expatriate 
who would soon decamp to Ischia in the Bay of Naples with his much younger 
Argentinian wife, Susana) when Laurence Olivier commissioned him to compose the 
score to his film version of Shakespeare’s Henry V. Intended to raise national morale 
during the darkest days of the Second World War, filming began in October 1943 and 
was completed during the first days of 1944.

Walton was already a close friend and collaborator of Olivier’s. He and the renowned 
actor worked together on several films of Shakespeare plays, beginning with As You 
Like It in 1936, in which Olivier was cast as Orlando, followed in later years by Hamlet 
(1948) and Richard III (1955), in which Olivier was both the titular star and director. 

The composer first turned his attention for Henry V to the music accompanying 
the Battle of Agincourt (which was actually filmed in neutral Ireland), and wrote 
despairingly of “ten minutes of charging horses, bows and arrows. How does one 
distinguish between a crossbow and a long bow, musically speaking?” (In fact, the 
effects department did a brilliant job in inking in such subtle sonic details).

Walton took the assignment very seriously, not merely scribbling out bar after bar to 
cue in with the onscreen activity, but researching music of the late medieval period 
from both sides of the English Channel. His score alludes to songs popular at the 
time, not least the topical Agincourt Song, as well as extracts from the Fitzwilliam 
Virginal Book (a musical lodestone of the late Elizabethan/early Jacobean period), and 
items from Canteloube’s haunting collection of Songs of the Auvergne, the ‘Bailero’ a 
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poignant accompaniment to the Duke of Burgundy’s despairing description of the 
rampant wilderness overgrowing his once fair country. 

During the period of the film’s initial release it was shown in various venues with 
live orchestral accompaniment, and its incidental music immediately became one 
of Walton’s most sought-after scores, its rousing nationalism markedly aeons away 
from the brittle satire of his bright young things-period, Façade.

Several versions of the music to be performed away from the film independently 
rapidly followed, including one reputedly arranged by Malcolm Sargent, all of them 
commercially recorded. And then, in 1990 came the ‘musical scenario’ compiled by 
the great Walton enthusiast Christopher Palmer for narrator and full orchestra.

The chamber reduction heard here of Palmer’s scenario by composer and arranger 
Edward Watson (and clarinettist at that time with the Royal Shakespeare Company) 
was commissioned by English Serenata to complement performances of Façade. It 
was given its first complete performance at London’s Queen Elizabeth Hall in 1992, 
with John Nettles the narrator and Guy Woolfenden (for so many years the RSC’s 
Head of Music) conducting.

What Shakespeare despaired of presenting within “this wooden O” is scaled down 
still further, appealing directly to the imaginative magnification of the listener’s ears 
to create the various scenes. Narrative (in a variety of timbres and accents specific to 
particular characters) interleaves with evocative instrumental detail to convey both 
the epic sweep and personal intimacy of this greatest of Shakespeare’s history plays 
in Watson’s subtle and compelling rescoring. The iconic sound-effect of the arcing, 
airborne Agincourt arrows is missed not a jot.

Christopher Morley © 2022

     1  Fanfare  
  
     2  I. Hornpipe   
RW/TD Sailors come   
 To the drum   
 Out of Babylon;  
     TD Hobby-horses   
 Foam, the dumb   
 Sky rhinoceros-glum  
 Watched the courses of the   
 breakers’ rocking horses and with   
 Glaucis,  
 Lady Venus on the settee of the   
 horsehair sea!  
     RW Where Lord Tennyson in laurels   
 wrote a gloria free,  
 In a borealic iceberg came Victoria;  
     TD she knew Prince Albert’s tall memorial   
 took the colours of the floreal  
 And the borealic iceberg;  
     RW floating on they see   
 New-arisen Madam Venus for   
 whose sake from afar  
 Came the fat and zebra’d emperor   
 from Zanzibar  
 Where like golden bouquets lay far   
 Asia, Africa, Cathay,  
     TD All laid before that shady lady by   
 the fibroid Shah.  

     RW Captain Fracasse stout as any water butt came, stood  
 With Sir Bacchus both a-drinking  
 The black tarr’d grapes’ blood  
     TD Plucked among the tartan leafage  
 By the furry wind whose grief age  
 Could not wither –  
 Like a squirrel with a gold star-nut.  
     RW Queen Victoria sitting shocked  
 upon the rocking horse  
 Of a wave said to the Laureate,  
     TD “This minx of course  
 is as sharp as a lynx and blacker-  
 deeper than the drinks and  
 quite as hot as any Hottentot,   
 without remorse!  
 For the minx’,  
 Said she,  
     TD “And the drinks,  
 You can see  
 Are hot as any Hottentot and not  
 the goods for me!”  
  
     3 II. En Famille  
     RW In the early springtime, after their tea,  
 Through the young fields of the springing Bohea,  
 Jemima, Jocasta, Dinah, and Deb  
 Walked with their father Sir Joshua Jebb—  
 An admiral red, whose only notion,  
 (A butterfly poised on a pigtailed ocean)  
 Is of the peruked sea whose swell  

Façade – An Entertainment by Edith Sitwell and Sir William Walton
RW: Roderick Williams;  TD: Tamsin Dalley reciters
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 Breaks on the flowerless rocks of Hell.  
 Under the thin trees, Deb and Dinah,  
 Jemima, Jocasta walked, and finer  
 Their black hair seemed (flat-sleek to see)  
 Than the young leaves of the springing Bohea;  
 Their cheeks were like nutmeg-flowers when swells  
 The rain into foolish silver bells.  
 They said,   
     TD “If the door you would only slam,  
 Or if, Papa, you would once say ‘Damn’—  
 Instead of merely roaring ‘Avast’  
 Or boldly invoking the nautical Blast—  
 We should now stand in the street of Hell  
 Watching siesta shutters that fell  
 With a noise like amber softly sliding;  
 Our moon-like glances through these gliding  
 Would see at her table preened and set  
 Myrrhina sitting at her toilette  
 With eyelids closed as soft as the breeze  
 That flows from gold flowers on the incense-trees.’  
 The Admiral said,   
     RW “You could never call—  
 I assure you it would not do at all!  
 She gets down from table without saying ‘Please’,  
 Forgets her prayers and to cross her T’s,  
 In short, her scandalous reputation  
 Has shocked the whole of the Hellish nation;  
 And every turbaned Chinoiserie,  
 With whom we should sip our black Bohea,  
 Would stretch out her simian fingers thin  
 To scratch you, my dears, like a mandoline;  
 For Hell is just as properly proper  
 As Greenwich, or as Bath, or Joppa!”  
  

     4 III. Mariner Man  
     TD “What are you staring at, mariner man,  
 Wrinkled as sea-sand and old as the sea?”  
     RW “Those trains will run over their tails,   
 if they can,  
 Snorting and sporting like porpoises. Flee  
 The burly, the whirligig wheels of the train.  
 As round as the world and as large as again,  
 Running half the way over to Babylon, down  
 Through fields of clover to gay Troy town –  
 A-puffing their smoke as grey as the curl  
 On my forehead as wrinkled as sands of the sea!   
 But what can that matter to you, my girl?  
     TD (And what can that matter to me?)”  
  
     5  IV. Long Steel Grass  
     TD Long steel grass –  
 The white soldiers pass –  
 The light is braying like an ass.  
 See  
 The tall Spanish jade  
 With hair black as nightshade  
 Worn as a cockade!  
 Flee  
 Her eyes’ gasconade  
 And her gown’s parade  
 (As stiff as a brigade).  
 Tee-hee!  
 The hard and braying light  
 Is zebra’d black and white  
 It will take away the slight  
 And free,  

 Tinge of the mouth-organ sound,  
 (Oyster-stall notes) oozing round  
 Her flounces as they sweep the ground.  
 The  
 Trumpet and the drum  
 And the martial cornet come  
 To make the people dumb –  
 But we  
 Won’t wait for sly-foot night  
 (Moonlight, watered milk-white, bright)  
 To make clear the declaration  
 Of our Paphian vocation  
 Beside the castanetted sea,  
 Where stalks Il Capitaneo  
 Swaggart braggadocio  
 Sword and moustachio –   
 He  
 Is green as a cassada  
 And his hair is an armada.  
 To the jade:   
     RW “Come kiss me harder”  
     TD He called across the battlements as she  
 Heard our voices thin and shrill  
 As the steely grasses’ thrill,  
 Or the sound of the onycha  
 When the phoca has the pica  
 In the palace of the Queen Chinee!  
  
     6  V. Through Gilded Trellises  
     RW Through gilded trellises  
 Of the heat, Dolores,  
 Inez, Manuccia,  
 Isabel, Lucia,  

 Mock Time that flies.  
     TD “Lovely bird, will you stay and sing,  
 Flirting your sheenèd wing, –  
 Peck with your beak, and cling  
 To our balconies?”  
     RW They flirt their fans, flaunting –  
     TD “O silence enchanting  
 As music!”  
     RW Then slanting  
 Their eyes,  
 Like gilded or emerald grapes,  
 They take mantillas, capes,  
 Hiding their simian shapes.  
 Sighs  
 Each lady,   
     TD “Our spadille  
 Is done.” … “Dance the quadrille  
 from Hell’s towers to Seville;  
 Surprise  
 Their siesta,”   
     RW Dolores  
 Said. Through gilded trellises  
 Of the heat, spangles  
 Pelt down through the tangles  
 Of bell-flowers; each dangles  
 Her castanets, shutters  
 Fall while the heat mutters,  
 With sounds like a mandoline  
 Or tinkled tambourine.…  
 Ladies, Time dies!”  
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     7  VI. Tango-Pasodoblé   
     TD When  
 Don  
 Pasquito arrived at the seaside  
 Where the donkey’s hide tide brayed, he  
 Saw the bandito Jo in a black cape  
 Whose slack shape waved like the sea –  
 Thetis wrote a treatise noting wheat  
   is silver like the sea;  
   the lovely cheat is sweet as foam;  
   Erotis notices that she  
 Will  
 Steal  
 The  
 Wheat-king’s luggage, like Babel  
 Before the League of Nations grew –  
 So Jo put the luggage and the label  
 In the pocket of Flo the Kangaroo.  
 Through trees like rich hotels that bode  
 Of dreamless ease fled she,  
 Carrying the load and goading the road  
 Through the marine scene to the sea.  
     RW “Don Pasquito, the road is eloping  
 With your luggage, though heavy and large;  
 You must follow and leave your moping  
 Bride to my guidance and charge!”  
     TD When  
 Don  
 Pasquito returned from the road’s end,  
 Where vanilla-coloured ladies ride  
 From Sevilla, his mantilla’d bride  
   and young friend  

 Were forgetting their mentor and guide.  
 For the lady and her friend from Le Touquet  
 In the very shady trees upon the sand  
 Were plucking a white satin bouquet  
 Of foam, while the sand’s brassy band  
 Blared in the wind. Don Pasquito  
 Hid where the leaves drip with sweet…  
 But a word stung him like a mosquito…  
 For what they hear, they repeat!  
  
     8  VII. Lullaby for Jumbo   
     TD Jumbo asleep!  
 Grey leaves thick-furred  
 As his ears, keep  
 Conversations blurred.  
 Thicker than hide  
 Is the trumpeting water;  
 Don Pasquito’s bride  
 And his youngest daughter  
 Watch the leaves  
 Elephantine grey:  
 What is it grieves  
 In the torrid day?  
 Is it the animal  
 World that snores  
 Harsh and inimical  
 In sleepy pores? –  
 And why should the spined flowers  
 Red as a soldier  
 Make Don Pasquito  
 Seem still mouldier?  
  

     9  VIII. Black Mrs. Behemoth  
     RW In a room of the palace  
 Black Mrs. Behemoth  
 Gave way to wroth  
 And the wildest malice.  
 Cried Mrs. Behemoth,  
     TD “Come, come, come, court lady,  
 Doomed like a moth,  
 Through palace rooms shady!”  
     RW The candle flame  
 Seemed a yellow pompion,  
 Sharp as a scorpion,  
 Nobody came…  
 Only a bugbear  
 Air unkind,  
 That bud-furred papoose,  
 The young spring wind,  
 Blew out the candle.  
 Where is it gone?  
 To flat Coromandel  
 Rolling on!  
  
     bl  IX. Tarantella  
     TD Where the satyrs are chattering,  
   nymphs with their flattering  
   glimpse of the forest enhance  
 All the beauty of marrow and  
   cucumber narrow and   
   Ceres will join in the dance.  
 Where the satyrs can flatter  
   the flat-leaved fruit  
   and the gherkin green  

   and the marrow,  
 Said Queen Venus,  
     RW “Silenus, we’ll settle between us  
   the gourd and the cucumber narrow!”  
     TD See, like palaces hid in the lake,  
   they shake –  
   those greenhouses shot  
   by her arrow narrow!  
 The gardener seizes the pieces,   
    like Croesus,  
    for gilding the potting-shed barrow.  
 There the radish roots,  
   and the strawberry fruits  
   feel the nymphs’ high boots  
   in the glade.  
 Trampling and sampling mazurkas,  
   cachucas and turkas,  
 Cracoviaks hid in the shade.  
 Where, in the haycocks,  
   the Country nymphs’ gay flocks  
   wear gowns that are looped over  
   bright yellow petticoats,  
 Gaiters of leather   
 and pheasants’ tail feathers  
 in straw hats bewildering many  
   a leathern bat.  
 There they haymake,  
 Cowers and whines in showers  
   the dew in the dogskin bright flowers;  
 Pumpkin and marrow  
   cucumber narrow  
   have grown through  
   the spangled June hours.  
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 Melons as dark as caves have for  
   their fountain waves       
   thickest gold honey,  
   and wrinkled as dark as Pan,  
 Or old Silenus, yet youthful as Venus  
   are gourds and the wrinkled figs  
   whence all the jewels ran.  
 Said Queen Venus,   
     RW “Silenus we’ll settle between us  
   the nymphs’ disobedience, forestall  
 With my bow and my quiver  
   each fresh evil liver:  
 for I don’t understand it at all!”  
  
     bm  X. The Man from a Far Countree  
     TD Rose and Alice,  
 Oh, the pretty lassies,  
 With their mouths like a calice  
 And their hair a golden palace –  
 Through my heart like a lovely  
   wind they blow.  
 Though I am black and not comely,  
 Though I am black as the darkest trees,  
 I have swarms of gold that will fly  
   like honey-bees,  
 By the rivers of the sun I will feed my words  
 Until they skip like those fleecèd lambs  
 The waterfalls, and the rivers (horned rams),  
 Then for all my darkness I shall be  
 The peacefulness of a lovely tree –  
 A tree wherein the golden birds  
 Are singing in the darkest branches, oh!  
  

     bn  XI. By the Lake  
     TD Across the flat and the pastel snow  
 Two people go…   
     RW “And do you remember  
 When last we wandered this shore?” …   
     TD “Ah no!  
 For it is cold-hearted December.”  
     RW “Dead, the leaves that like asses’ ears   
   hung on the trees  
  last we wandered and squandered joy here;  
 Now Midas your husband will listen for these  
 Whispers – these tears for joy’s bier.”  
     TD And as they walk, they seem tall pagodas;  
 And all the ropes let down from the cloud  
 Ring the hard cold bell-buds upon the trees – codas  
 Of overtones, ecstasies, grown for love’s shroud.  
  
     bo  XII. Country Dance  
     RW That hobnailed goblin, the bob-tailed Hob,  
 Said,   
     TD “It is time I began to rob”,  
     RW For strawberries bob,  
   hob-nob with the pearls  
   Of cream (like the curls of the dairy girls),  
 And flushed with the heat and fruitish-ripe  
 Are the gowns of the maids who dance to the pipe.  
 Chase a maid?  
 She’s afraid!  
     TD “Go gather a bob-cherry kiss from a tree,  
 But don’t, I prithee, come bothering me!”  
     RW She said –  
 As she fled.  

 The snouted satyrs drink clouted cream  
 ’Neath the chestnut-trees as thick as a dream;  
 So I went  
 And leant,  
 Where none but the doltish coltish wind  
 Nuzzled my hand for what it could find.  
 As it neighed  
 I said,  
     TD “Don’t touch me, sir, don’t touch me, I say,  
 You’ll tumble my strawberries into the hay.  
 Those snow-mounds of silver that bee,   
   the spring,  
 Has sucked his sweetness from, I will bring  
 With fair-haired plants and with apples chill  
 For the great god Pan’s high altar… I’ll spill  
 Not one!”  
     RW So, in fun  
  rolled on the grass and began to run  
 Chasing that gaudy satyr the Sun;  
 Over the haycocks, away we ran  
 Crying,   
     TD “Here be berries as  
 sunburnt as Pan!”  
 But Silenus  
 Has seen us…  
 He runs like the rough satyr Sun.  
     RW Come away!  
  
     bp  XIII. Polka  
TD/RW “Tra la la la la la la la la!  
     RW See me dance the polka,”  
     TD Said Mr. Wagg like a bear,  
     RW “With my top hat  

 And my whiskers that—  
 (Tra la la la) trap the Fair. 

 Where the waves seem chiming haycocks  
 I dance the polka; there  
 Stand Venus’ children in their gay frocks –  
 Maroon and marine – and stare 

 To see me fire my pistol  
 Through the distance blue as my coat;  
 Like Wellington, Byron, the Marquis of Bristol,  
 Busbied great trees float. 

 While the wheezing hurdy-gurdy  
 Of the marine wind blows me  
 To the tune of ‘Annie Rooney’, sturdy,  
 Over the sheafs of sea; 

 And bright as a seedsman’s packet  
 With zinnias, candytufts chill,  
 Is Mrs. Marigold’s jacket  
 As she gapes at the inn door still, 

 Where at dawn in the box of the sailor,  
 Blue as the decks of the sea,  
 Nelson awoke, crowed like the cocks,  
 Then back to dust sank he. 

 And Robinson Crusoe  
 Rues so  
 The bright and foxy beer –  
 But he finds fresh isles in a Negress’ smiles –  
 The poxy doxy dear, 

 As they watch me dance the polka,”  
     TD Said Mr. Wagg like a bear,  
     RW “In my top hat and my whiskers that –  
 Tra la la la, trap the Fair.  
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 Tra la la la la la –  
     TD Tra la la la la la –            
     RW Tra la la la la la la la  
 La   
 La  
 La!”  
  
     bq  XIV. Four in the Morning  
     TD Cried the navy-blue ghost  
 Of Mr. Belaker  
 The allegro Negro cocktail-shaker,  
     RW “Why did the cock crow,  
 Why am I lost,  
 Down the endless road to Infinity toss’d?”  
 The tropical leaves are whispering white  
   as water; I race the wind in my flight  
   down the promenade, edging the far-off sand  
 Is the foam of the sirens’ Metropole and Grand, –  
 As I raced through the leaves as white as water  
 My ghost flowed over a nursemaid, caught her,  
 And there I saw the lone grass weep,  
 Where the guinea-fowl-plumaged houses sleep,  
 And the sweet ringed-doves of curded milk  
 Watch the Infanta’s gown of silk  
 In the ghost-room tall where the governante  
   Whispers slyly, fading andante.  
     TD In at the window then looked he,  
 The navy-blue ghost of Mr. Belaker,  
 The allegro Negro cocktail-shaker –  
 And his flattened face like the moon saw she –  
 Rhinoceros-black yet flowing like the sea.  
  

     br  XV. Something Lies Beyond the Scene  
     TD Something lies beyond the scene,   
   the encre de chine, marine, obscene  
 Horizon  
 In  
 Hell.  
 Black as a bison  
 See the tall black Aga on the sofa in the alga   
   mope, his  
 Bell-rope  
 Moustache (clear as a great bell!)  
 Waves in eighteen-eighty  
 Bustles  
 Come  
 Late with tambourines of  
 Rustling  
 Foam.  
 They answer to the names  
 Of ancient dames and shames, and  
 Only call horizons their home.  
 Coldly wheeze (Chinese as these black-armoured   
    fleas that dance) the breezes  
 Seeking for horizons  
 Wide; from her orisons  
 In her wide  
 Vermilion  
 Pavilion  
 By the seaside  
 The doors clang open and hide  
 Where the wind died,  
 Nothing but the Princess  
 Cockatrice  

 Lean  
 Dancing a caprice  
 To the wind’s tambourine!  
  
     bs  XVI. Valse  
     RW “Daisy and Lily,  
     TD Lazy and silly,  
     RW Walk by the shore of the wan grassy sea, ¬–  
     TD Talking once more ‘neath a swan-bosomed tree.  
     RW Rose castles,  
     TD Tourelles,  
     RW Those bustles  
     TD Where swells  
 Each foam-bell of ermine,  
     RW They roam and determine  
 What fashions have been   
     TD   and what fashions will be, –  
     RW What tartan leaves born,  
     TD What Crinolines worn.  
     RW By Queen Thetis,  
 Pelisses  
 Of tarlatine blue,  
 Like the thin plaided leaves that the  
   castle crags grew,  
     TD Or velours d’Afrande:  
 On the water-god’s land  
 Her hair seemed gold trees on the  
   honey-cell sand  
     RW When the thickest gold spangles,  
   on deep water seen,  
 Were like twanging guitar and like  
        cold mandoline,  
     TD And the nymphs of great caves,  

 With hair like gold waves,  
 Of Venus, wore tarlatine  
 Louise and Charlottine  
     RW (Borea’s daughters)  
     TD And the nymphs of deep waters,  
     RW The nymph Taglioni,   
     TD   Grisi the ondine  
     RW Wear Plaided Victoria and thin  
   Clementine  
     TD Like the crinolined waterfalls;  
     RW Wood-nymphs wear bonnets, shawls,  
 Elegant parasols  
 Floating are seen.  
     TD The Amazons wear balzarine of jonquille  
 Besides the blond lace of a deep-falling rill;  
     RW Through glades like a nun  
 They run from and shun  
 The enormous and gold-rayed  
   rustling sun;  
     TD And the nymphs of the fountains  
 Descend from the mountains  
 Like elegant willows  
 On their deep barouche pillows,  
     RW In cashmere Alvandar, barège Isabelle  
 Like bells of bright water from  
   clearest wood-well.  
     TD Our élégantes favouring  
   bonnets of blond,  
     RW The stars in their apiaries,  
 Sylphs in their aviaries,  
     TD Seeing them, spangle these,  
   and the sylphs fond  
 From their aviaries fanned  
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     RW With each long fluid hand  
 The manteaux espagnoles,  
     TD Mimic the waterfalls  
 Over the long and the light summer land.  
  
     RW So Daisy and Lily,  
     TD Lazy and silly  
     RW Walk by the shore of the wan grassy sea,  
     TD Talking once more ’neath a swan-bosomed tree.  
     RW Rose Castles,  
     TD Tourelles,  
     RW Those bustles!  
     TD Mourelles  
 Of their shade in their train follow.  
     RW Ladies, how vain, – hollow, –  
     TD Gone is the sweet swallow, –  
     RW Gone, Philomel!”  
  
     bt  XVII. Jodelling Song   
     RW “We bear velvet cream,  
 Green and babyish  
 Small leaves seem; each stream  
 Horses’ tails that swish, 

 And the chimes remind  
 Us of sweet birds singing,  
 Like the jangling bells  
 On rose trees ringing. 

 Man must say farewells  
 To parents now,  
 And to William Tell,  
 And Mrs. Cow. 

 Man must say farewells  
 To storks and Bettes,  
 And to roses’ bells,  
 And statuettes. 

 Forests white and black  
 In spring are blue  
 With forget-me-nots,  
 And to lovers true 

 Still the sweet bird begs  
 And tries to cozen  
 Them: “Buy angels’ eggs  
 Sold by the dozen.” 

 Gone are clouds like inns  
 On the gardens’ brinks,  
 And the mountain djinns –  
 Ganymede sells drinks; 

 While the days seem grey,  
 And his heart of ice,  
 Grey as chamois, or  
 The edelweiss, 

 And the mountain streams  
 Like cowbells sound –  
 Tirra lirra, drowned  
 In the waiter’s dreams 

 Who has gone beyond  
 The forest waves,  
 While his true and fond  
 Ones seek their graves.”  
  

     bu  XVIII. Scotch Rhapsody   
     RW “Do not take a bath in Jordan.  
   Gordon,  
      On the holy Sabbath, on the peaceful day!”  
     TD Said the huntsman, playing on his old bagpipe,  
 Boring to death the pheasant and the snipe –  
 Boring the ptarmigan and grouse for fun –  
 Boring them worse than a nine-bore gun.  
 Till the flaxen leaves where the prunes are ripe,  
 Heard the tartan wind a-droning in the pipe,  
 And they, heard Macpherson say:  
     RW “Where do the waves go; What hotels  
 Hide their bustles and their gay ombrelles?  
 And would there be room? –  
   Would there be room?  
   Would there be room for me?”  
     TD There is a hotel at Ostend  
 Cold as the wind, without an end,  
 Haunted by ghostly poor relations  
 Of Bostonian conversations  
 (Like bagpipes rotting through the walls.)  
 And there the pearl-ropes fall like shawls  
 With a noise like marine waterfalls.  
 And   
     RW “Another little drink  
   wouldn’t do us any harm”  
     TD Pierces through the Sabbatical calm.  
 And that is the place for me!  
 So do not take a bath in Jordan,  
   Gordon,  
 On the holy Sabbath on the peaceful day –  
 Or you’ll never [get] to heaven,  
   Gordon Macpherson,  

 And speaking purely as a private person  
 That is the place – that is the place –  
   that is the place for me!  
  
     cl  XIX. Popular Song For Constant Lambert  
     RW Lily O’Grady,  
 Silly and shady,  
 Longing to be  
 A lazy lady,  
 Walked by the cupolas, gables in the  
 Lake’s Georgian stables,  
 In a fairy tale like the heat intense,  
 And the mist in the woods when across the fence  
 The children gathering strawberries  
 Are changed by the heat into Negresses,  
 Though their fair hair  
 Shines there  
 Like gold-haired planets, Calliope, Io,  
 Pomona, Antiope, Echo, and Clio.  
 Then Lily O’Grady,  
 Silly and shady,  
 Sauntered along like a  
 Lazy lady.  
 Beside the waves’ haycocks her gown with tucks  
 Was of satin the colour of shining green ducks,  
 And her fol-de-rol  
 Parasol  
 Was a great gold sun o’er the haycocks shining,  
 But she was a Negress black as the shade  
 That time on the brightest lady laid.  
 Then a satyr, dog-haired as trunks of trees,  
 Began to flatter, began to tease,  
 And she ran like the nymphs with golden foot  
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 That trampled the strawberry, buttercup root,  
 In the thick gold dew as bright as the mesh  
 Of dead Panope’s golden flesh,  
 Made from the music whence were born  
 Memphis and Thebes in the first hot morn,  
 – And ran, to wake  
 In the lake,  
 Where the water-ripples seem hay to rake.  
 And Charlottine,   
 Adeline,  
 Round rose-bubbling Victorine,  
 And the other fish  
 Express a wish  
 For mastic mantles and gowns with a swish;  
 And bright and slight as the posies  
 Of buttercups and of roses,  
 And buds of the wild wood-lilies,  
 They chase her, as frisky as fillies.  
 The red retriever-haired satyr  
 Can whine and tease her and flatter,  
 But Lily O’Grady,  
 Silly and shady,  
 In the deep shade is a lazy lady;  
 Now Pompey’s dead, Homer’s read,  
 Heliogabalus lost his head,  
 And shade is on the brightest wing,  
 And dust forbids the bird to sing.  
  

     cm  XX. Fox-trot: ‘Old Sir Faulk’  
     TD Old Sir Faulk,  
 Tall as a stork,  
 Before the honeyed fruits of dawn were ripe,   
   would walk,  
 And stalk with a gun  
 The reynard-coloured sun,  
 Among the pheasant-feathered corn the   
   unicorn has torn, forlorn the  
 Smock-faced sheep  
 Sit   
 And   
 Sleep;  
 Periwigged as William and Mary, weep  
 “Sally, Mary, Mattie, what’s the matter, why cry?”  
 The huntsman and the reynard-coloured sun   
   and I sigh;  
 “Oh, the nursery-maid Meg  
 With a leg like a peg  
 Chased the feathered dreams like hens,   
   and when they laid an egg  
 In the sheepskin   
 Meadows  
 Where,  
 The serene King James would steer  
 Horse and hounds, then he  
 From the shade of a tree  
 Picked it up as spoil to boil for nursery tea,”  
   said the mourners.  
   In the  

 Corn, towers strain,  
 Feathered tall as a crane,  
 And whistling down the feathered rain,   
   old Noah goes again –  
 An old dull mome  
 With a head like a pome,  
 Seeing the world as a bare egg,  
 Laid by the feathered air; Meg  
 Would beg three of these  
 For the nursery teas  
 Of Japhet, Shem, and Ham; she gave it  
 Underneath the trees,  
 Where the boiling  
 Water,  
 The boiling Water Hissed, –  
 Like the goose-king’s feathered daughter   
 Feathered daughter kissed, –  
 Pot and pan and copper kettle  
 Put upon their proper mettle,  
 Lest the Flood – the Flood – the Flood begin   
   again through these, –  
   again through these!  
  

     cn  XXI. Sir Beelzebub  
TD/RW When  
 Sir  
 Beelzebub called for his syllabub  
   in the hotel in Hell  
   Where Proserpine first fell,  
 Blue as the gendarmerie were the  
   waves of the sea,  
     TD (Rocking and shocking the bar-maid)  
TD/RW Nobody comes to give him his rum but the  
 Rim of the sky hippopotamus-glum  
 Enhances the chances to bless with  
   a benison  
 Alfred Lord Tennyson crossing the  
   bar laid  
 With cold vegetation from pale  
   deputations  
 Of temperance workers  
     RW (all signed In Memoriam)  
TD/RW Hoping with glory to trip up the  
   Laureate’s feet,  
     TD (Moving in classical metres)…  
     RW Like Balaclava, the lava came down from the   
 Roof,   
     TD and the sea’s blue wooden gendarmerie  
 Took them in charge   
TD/RW while Beelzebub   
   roared for his rum.  
 … None of them come!  
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co Prologue   
Chorus:  
O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend  
The brightest heaven of invention;  
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act  
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene!  

Then should the warlike Harry, like himself,  
Assume the port of Mars; and at his heels,  
Leash’d in like hounds, should famine, sword and fire  
Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles all,  
The flat unraised spirits that hath dared  
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth   

ct God save thy Grace, King Hal! My royal Hal!  
Falstaff:  
God save thy Grace, King Hal! My royal Hal!   
God save thee, my sweet boy!  
My King! My Jove! I speak to thee, my heart!  

Henry V:   
I know thee not, old man. Fall to thy prayers.  
How ill white hairs becomes a fool and jester!  
I have long dreamt of such a kind of man,  
So surfeit-swell’d, so old, and so profane;  
But, being awak’d, I do despise my dream. 

Reply not to me with a fool-born jest;  
Presume not that I am the thing I was;  
For God doth know, so shall the world perceive,  
That I have turn’d away my former self;  
So will I those that kept me company.  
  
Pistol:   
Well, Sir John is gone, God be with him!   
A’ parted e’en just between twelve and one,   
E’en at the turning of the tide: 

Come, let’s away, the King will be gone from Southampton.  
Let us to France, like horse-leeches my boys,  
To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck.  
  
cu Touch her soft lips and part  
Farewell, hostess,  
Touch her soft lips and part. 

So great an object: can this cockpit hold  
The vasty fields of France? Or may we cram  
Within this wooden O the very casques  
That did affright the air at Agincourt?  
On your imaginary forces work.  
  
cp Suppose within the girdle of these walls  
Chorus:  
Suppose within the girdle of these walls  
Are now confin’d two mighty monarchies,  
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts  
The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder:  
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts;  
Into a thousand parts divide one man,  
And make imaginary puissance;  
Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them  
Printing their proud hoofs i’ the receiving earth;  
For ’tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings,  
Carry them here and there, jumping o’er times.  
Turning the accomplishment of many years  
Into an hour-glass: for the which supply,  
Admit me Chorus to this history;  
Who prologue-like your humble patience pray,  
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play.  
  
cs Falstaff, he is sick  
Pistol:  
Falstaff, he is sick,  
The king hath killed his heart.  
  

Henry V   William Shakespeare (1564-1616)  

Sir Laurence Olivier in the title role of the 1944 film version of Henry V.
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Chorus:  
Suppose that you have seen  
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier  
Embark his royalty; and his brave fleet  
With silken streamers the young Phoebus fanning;  
Play with your fancies, and in them behold  
Upon the hempen tackle ship-boys climbing;  
Hear the shrill whistle which doth order give  
To sounds confus’d; behold the threaden sails,  
Borne with th’ invisible and creeping wind,  
Draw the huge bottoms through the furrowed sea,  
Breasting, the lofty surge. O, do but think  
You stand upon the rivage and behold  
A city on th’ inconstant billows dancing;  
For so appears this fleet majestical,  
Holding due course to Harfleur. Follow, follow!  
  
Part II: Harfleur  
dl Once more unto the breach, dear friends,  
       once more  
Henry V:  
Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more,  
Or close the wall up with our English dead.  
In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man  
As modest stillness and humility;  
But when the blast of war blows in our ears,  
Then imitate the action of the tiger;  
Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood  
Disguise fair nature with hard-favour’d rage;  
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect;  
Let it pry through the portage of the head  
Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’erwhelm it  

As fearfully as doth a galled rock  
O’erhang and jutty his confounded base,  
Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean.  
Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide,  
Hold hard the breath and bend up every spirit  
To his full height! On, On, you noblest English!  
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof;  
Fathers that, like so many Alexanders,  
Have in these parts from morn till even fought,  
And sheath’d their swords for lack of argument.  
Dishonour not your mothers; now attest  
That those whom you call’d fathers did beget you.  
Be copy now to men of grosser blood,  
And teach them how to war. And you, good yeomen,  
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here  
The mettle of your pasture; let us swear  
That you are worth your breeding; which I doubt not;  
For there is none of you so mean and base  
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.  
I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,  
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot:  
Follow your spirit; and upon this charge  
Cry, “God for Harry, England, and Saint George!” 

The nimble gunner   
With linstock now the devilish canon touches,  
And down goes all before them.  
  
dm Now entertain conjecture of a time  
Chorus:   
Now entertain conjecture of a time  
When creeping murmer and the poring dark  
Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 

From camp to camp through the foul womb of night  
The hum of either army stilly sounds,  
That the fix’d sentinels almost receive  
The secret whispers of each other’s watch;  
Fire answers fire, and through their paly flames  
Each battle sees the other’s umber’d face;  
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs  
Piercing the night’s dull ear; and from the tents  
The armourers, accomplishing the knights,  
With busy hammers closing rivets up,  
Give dreadful note of preparation.  
The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll,  
And the third hour of drowsy morning name.  
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul,  
The confident and over-lusty French  
Do the low-rated English play at dice;  
And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night  
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp  
So tediously away. The poor condemned English,  
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires  
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate  
The morning’s danger, and their gesture sad  
Investing lank-lean cheeks and war-worn coats  
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon  
So many horrid ghosts. O now, who will behold  
The royal captain of this ruin’d band  
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent,  
Let him cry; “Praise and glory on his head!” 

For forth he goes and visits all his host,  
Bids them good-morrow with a modest smile,  
And calls them brothers, friends and countrymen.  
Upon his royal face there is no note  

How dread an army hath enrounded him;  
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour  
Unto the weary and all-watched night;  
But freshly looks and overbears attaint  
With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty;  
That every wretch, pining and pale before,  
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks.  
A largess universal like the sun  
His liberal eye doth give to every one,  
Thawing cold fear, that mean and gentle all,  
Behold, as may unworthiness define,  
A little touch of Harry in the night.  
  
Henry V:  
This day is call’d the feast of Crispian:  
He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,  
Will stand a tip-toe when the day is nam’d,  
And rouse him at the name of Crispian.  
He that shall live this day, and see old age,  
Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,  
And say “Tomorrow is Saint Crispian”:  
Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars,  
And say “These wounds I had on Crispin’s day”.  
Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot,  
But he’ll remember with advantages  
What feats he did that day. Then shall our names,  
Familiar in his mouth as household words,  
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter;  
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester,  
Be in their flowing cups freshly remembered.  
This story shall the good man teach his son;  
And Crispin Crispian shall n’er go by,  
From this day to the ending of the world,  
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But we in it shall be remembered;  
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;  
For he today that sheds his blood with me  
Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile  
This day shall gentle his condition:  
And gentlemen in England now a-bed  
Shall think themselves accurs’d they were not here,  
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks  
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day. 

Now, soldiers, march away:  
And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day!  
  
dn The day is ours  
Henry V:   
The day is ours,  
O God, thy arm was here:  
And not to us, but to thy arm alone,  
Ascribe we praise. When without stratagem  
But in plain shock and even play of battle,  
Was ever known so great and little loss  
On one part and on th’ other? Take it, God,  
For it is none but thine’ 

Then call we this the field of Agincourt,  
Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus.  
  
Chorus:  
… Now we bear the King  
Towards Calais:  
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts  
Athwart the sea: behold the English beach  
Pales in the flood: with men, with wives, and boys,  

Whose shouts and claps out-voice the deep-mouth’d sea,  
… So let him land,  
And solemnly see him set on to London  
… But now behold,  
In the quick forge and working-house of thought,  
How London doth pour out her citizens  
The mayor and all his brethren in best sort,  
Like to the senators of the antique Rome,  
With the plebians swarming at their heels,  
Go forth and fetch their conquering Caesar in:  
Now in London place him, and omit  
All the occurrences, whatever chanc’d  
Till Harry’s back return again to France.  
  
do My duty to you both, on equal love  
Duke of Burgundy:   
My duty to you both, on equal love,  
Great Kings of France and England!  
… Let it not disgrace me  
If I demand before this royal view,  
What rub or what impediment there is,  
Why that the naked, poor and mangled Peace,  
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births,  
Should not in this best garden of the world,  
Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage?  
  
dp Alas, she hath from France too long  
       been chas’d  
Duke of Burgundy:   
Alas, she hath from France too long been chas’d  
And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps,  
Corrupting in its own fertility. 

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart,  
Unpruned dies; her hedges even-pleach’d,  
Like prisoners wildly overgrown with hair,  
Put forth disorder’d twigs;  
The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth  
The freckled cowslip, burnet, and green clover,  
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank,  
Conceives by idleness and nothing teems  
But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burrs,  
Losing both beauty and utility.  
And as our vineyards, fallows, meads and hedges,  
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness,  
Even so our houses and ourselves and children  
Have lost, or do not learn for want of time,  
The sciences that should become our country,  
But grow like savages, as soldiers will  
That nothing do but meditate on blood,  
To swearing and stern looks, diffused attire,  
And every thing that seems unnatural.  
…  my speech entreats  
That I may know the let, why gentle Peace  
Should not expel these inconveniences,  
And bless us with her former qualities.  
  
Henry V:   
If, Duke of Burgundy, you would the peace,  
… you must buy that peace  
With full accord to all our just demands;  
Yet leave our cousin Katherine here with us:  
She is our capital demand, compris’d  
Within the fore-rank of our articles.  
  

dq You have witchcraft in your lips, Kate   
Henry V:  
You have witchcraft in your lips, Kate: and they  
should sooner persuade Harry of England than a  
general petition of monarchs. 

Now welcome Kate and bear me witness all,  
That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen  
God, the best maker of all marriages,  
Combine our hearts in one, our realms in one,  
  that the contending kingdoms  
Of France and England, whose very shores look pale  
With envy of each other’s happiness,  
May cease their hatred: and this dear conjunction  
Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord  
In their sweet bosoms; that never war advance  
His bleeding sword ‘twixt England and fair France.  
  
ds Epilogue  
Chorus:   
Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen,  
Our bending author hath pursu’d the story;  
In little room confining mighty men,  
Mangling by starts the full course of their glory.  
Small time, but in that small most greatly liv’d  
This star of England: Fortune made his sword,  
By which the world’s best garden he achiev’d,  
And of it left his son imperial lord. 

Which oft our stage hath shown: and for their sake,  
In your fair minds let this acceptance take. 
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the LSO at EMI Abbey Road. Tamsin’s interest in theatre and production has led her into directing, 
most recently assisting on semi-staged productions of Harrison Birtwistle’s operas Gawain and 
Yan Tan Tethera, part of the Barbican Centre’s official celebrations of Birtwistle’s 80th Birthday. 
Future plans include Mother Mercy in Mercy Land, a feature film currently in production. 

tamsindalley.com         

@TamsinDalley

RODERICK WILLIAMS is one of the most sought-after 
baritones of his generation. He performs a wide repertoire 
from baroque to contemporary music, in the opera house, on 
the concert platform and is in demand as a recitalist worldwide. 
He enjoys relationships with all the major UK opera houses and 
has sung opera world premieres by David Sawer, Sally Beamish, 
Michel van der Aa, Robert Saxton and Alexander Knaifel. 
Recent and future engagements include the title role in Eugene 
Onegin for Garsington, the title role in Billy Budd with Opera 
North, Papageno for the Royal Opera House, Covent Garden 
and productions with Dallas Opera, English National Opera and 
Netherlands Opera.

Roderick sings regularly with all the BBC orchestras and all the 
major UK orchestras, as well as the Berlin Philharmonic, London 
Philharmonic, Deutsches Symphonie-Orchester Berlin, Russian National Orchestra, Orchestre 
Philharmonique de Radio France, Ensemble Orchestral de Paris, Accademia Nazionale di Santa 
Cecilia in Rome, Cincinnati Symphony, Music of the Baroque Chicago, New York Philharmonic, 
London Symphony and Bach Collegium Japan amongst others. His many festival appearances 
include the BBC Proms (including the Last Night in 2014), Edinburgh, Cheltenham, Bath, 
Aldeburgh and Melbourne Festivals.

Roderick Williams has an extensive discography. He is a composer and has had works premiered 
at the Wigmore and Barbican Halls, the Purcell Room and live on national radio. In December 
2016 he won the prize for best choral composition at the British Composer Awards.

In 2015 he started a three-year odyssey of the Schubert song cycles culminating in performances 
at Wigmore Hall in the 2017-18 season and has now recorded  them for Chandos.

His many recordings for SOMM include Songs of Faith, Love and Nonsense by Stanford, the three-
volume survey of Parry’s English Lyrics, Somervell’s A Shropshire Lad and Maud, and Elgar’s The 
Fringes of the Fleet. 

He was Artistic Director of Leeds Lieder in April 2016 and won the RPS Singer of the Year award in 
May 2016. He was awarded an OBE in June 2017.

@RGCWbaritone
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KEVIN WHATELY is best known for appearances 
in long-running British TV series, as Neville in Auf 
Wiedersehen, Pet; Sgt. Lewis (Inspector Morse); Dr. Jack 
Kerruish (Peak Practice); Jimmy Griffin (The Broker’s 
Man); and as Lewis in Lewis; as well as single dramas 
such as Trip Trap, Shackleton, The Children, What Katy 
Did, Joe Maddison’s War, Belonging, The Dig and Pure 
Wickedness, several of them written especially for him 
by Alan Plater and Lucy Gannon. 

The Morse films, directed by the likes of John Madden 
and Danny Boyle, won many BAFTA awards, and Kevin 
has filmed dramas in Canada, the USA, Greenland, 
the Caribbean, Asia, Africa, Australia and throughout 
Europe. His movies include The Return of the Soldier, 
Purely Belter, Paranoid and Anthony Minghella’s multi-
Oscar-winning The English Patient.

Having started out as a Northumbrian folksinger, after 
school in 1969, he and pal Andy McKay played residencies in Donegal for a while. He paid his way 
through the Royal Central School of Speech and Drama by busking in the London Underground. 
Seven years in repertory, fringe and touring theatre followed; including Prince Hal in Henry IV (it 
has taken nearly 50 years to graduate to Henry V for this recording!), John Proctor (The Crucible); 
a Dame in panto; and a singing, dancing biscuit in The Gingerbread Man. In London, he was in 
the Old Vic company, played Elvis in Operation Elvis at the Tricycle Theatre, and Juror 8, the Henry 
Fonda role, in 12 Angry Men, directed by Harold Pinter at the Comedy Theatre.

Kevin has sung as Judas Iscariot in BBC TV’s Easter Passion opposite Jessye Norman and Sir 
Thomas Allen, played Herbie opposite Imelda Staunton in Sondheim’s Gypsy on stage, and 
narrated and sang in Bernstein’s Candide for the Bergen Opera, Norway. 

He and his wife, Madelaine Newton, perform frequent concerts with their daughter, the opera 
singer Kitty Whately, at Wigmore Hall and around the UK, and he loves working with orchestras, 
having toured Britain with the BBC Big Band, and appeared in a dozen concerts at both the 
Cadogan and Royal Albert Halls for Raymond Gubbay.

BRUCE O’NEIL trained at Birmingham Conservatoire, 
Guildhall School of Music and Drama and the National 
Opera Studio. He is Head of Music for the Royal 
Shakespeare Company and has been Music Director 
and Supervisor for over 50 RSC productions, including 
their global hit Matilda, the 2019 Robbie Williams 
musical The Boy in the Dress, and Shakespeare Live!, a 
BBC TV live broadcast from the Royal Shakespeare 
Theatre. In collaboration with Orchestra of the 
Swan, the event marked the 400th anniversary of 
Shakespeare’s death in 2016 and was nominated for a 
BAFTA Television award. 

His eclectic career has encompassed a variety of 
genres, including as keyboardist with The Red Lemon 
Electric Blues Band, who recorded sessions for Radio 
2, appeared at the Cork International Jazz Festival, 
and were support act for the Chuck Berry UK tour; as 
Repetiteur for Birmingham Opera Company, Mid Wales Opera, D’Oyly Carte Opera, and British 
Youth Opera; as Musical Director for the New Victoria Theatre, Newcastle-under-Lyme, Welsh 
College of Music and Drama, and the National Theatre; and as composer and performer for the 
Royal Exchange Theatre, Manchester.

As a pianist, work includes piano and celeste for various performances with the CBSO, a recording 
of the Poulenc Sextet for the Radio 3 programme Ensemble, and a live broadcast on Radio 3 from 
the Royal Albert Hall, performing Berlin cabaret songs with Mecklenburgh Opera at the Proms.

He has performed music theatre and contemporary repertoire in a cabaret setting extensively 
with singers Morag McLaren and Eliza Lumley at numerous venues and festivals including Pizza 
on the Park and Jermyn Street Theatre in London, Edinburgh Fringe Festival and Don’t Tell Mama 
and Joe’s P.U.B in New York. 

He is currently supervising an RSC project to release studio recordings of music commissioned by 
the RSC for every Shakespeare play. 

@Bruce_O_Neil
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