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Dido's Lament, from "Dido and Aeneas" Henry Purcell (1659-95)
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Now Sleeps the Crimson Petal Roger Quilter (1877-1953)
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Autumn Evening
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Silent Noon Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872-1958)
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Twilight People
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So We'll Go No More A-Roving Maude Valérie White (1855-1937
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To Electra Geoffrey Bush (1920-98)
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Sigh No More, Ladies
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Embroidery Song, from "Peter Grimes" Benjamin Britten (1913-76)
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A Song for the Lord Mayor's Table
(RiiahERARABZEN—E D
1. The Lord Mayor's table i R R AHGE
2. Glide gently &ZEH R E)
3. Wapping old stairs B, 5EE 1%
4. Holy Thursday fHESgY2E T
5.The contrast ¥tk
6. Rhyme %8

Sleep
i

Down by the Salley Gardens
2T EAYEE

Come to Me in My Dreams
RIE A&
Love Went A-Riding

William Walton (1902-83)
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Ivor Gurney (1890-1937)
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Frank Bridge (1879-1941)
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B Henry Purcell: Dido's Lament, from "Dido and Aeneas"
(BHAEE) - 2B (BXMnzs)

BB (1659-95) R+ THARBER e FENARMFHE  AHEFERERE  RENVEBEFHRE
BRK - ZENE (BAMEEH) WEERER X TEXERAREZHREFRM R - 18
HERY BCER  Bitp > HEFLEMEREZBECHHE -

Thy hand, Belinda, darkness shades me, BEIRNTF - Bz - RREEESE

On thy bosom let me rest, EREIRERZE

More I would, but Death invades me; BANVEE - AR T B TR

Death is now a welcome guest. TS T ERIK

When I am laid, am laid in earth, B E gy 0 FEIXAVAEE

May my wrongs create ANIEUR OB R T EEAE

No trouble, no trouble in thy breast; TEECE 0 IERCE 0 BT | (BER SANERAYApZE

Remember me, remember me, but ah! forget my fate.
Remember me, but ah! forget my fate.



B Roger Quilter: Now Sleeps the Crimson Petal %4 RITEEZ Y
Autumn Evening &

WA (1877-1953) LIRF2Mr i/ NUEL R ERER > i—ERBEA— AL ENE
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Now Sleeps the Crimson Petal by Lord Tennyson HEAIRYTE R T =T RAE

Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white FALANTEIREE Y - EANMRE
Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk B RS ENEBTANEIES

Nor winks the gold fin in the porphyry font WA B RENSHELANERE
The firefly wakens, waken thou with me BN a3 PERE - ERARI—[FIEESR o
Now folds the lily all her sweetness up T {E 5t Y BH S A ek

And slips into the bosom of the lake DL R B

So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip HER O REBGEIRE S

Into my bosom and be lost in me. DIANBHVESR - FEBAEE KK °
Autumn Evening by A. Macquarie wE 3 ZSRRIE
The yellow poplar leaves have strown HEENABEEDECE

Thy quiet mound, thou slumberest BBEFRAYE  fR)LEETE

Where winter's winds will be unknown; RENERANZ B

So deep thy rest, LRI &= B

So deep thy rest. AR &= B

Sleep on, my love, thy dreams are sweet, BEE | AT FRIRIVSZIHERN
If thou hast dreams: the flowers I brought EARNBE - HERATES

I lay aside for passing feet, LIRS BN 55

Thou needest nought, IRIEFTRE

Thou needest, needest nought. RIS

The grapes are gather'd from the hills, IR Y &5

The wood is piled, the song bird gone, ARMHIHEAL » BIEREE

The breath of early evening chills; BEMZERRS

My love, my love, sleep on; AV > BEIE |

My love, my love, sleep on. THIE » HEIE |



B Ralph Vaughan Williams: Silent Noon FEFFHIF%

Twilight People 2 A

(R EBRAT (1872-1958) RERAIREIFHZ  MERRAMFLEINNEM R RERENTE
R E R T RETENBEERE  RRMEE T RARFHZK -

Silent Noon by D. G.Rossetti
Your hands lie open in the long fresh grass,

The fingerpoints look through like rosy blooms:

Your eyes smile peace. The pasture gleams and glooms
'Neath billowing skies that scatter and amass.

All round our nest, far as the eye can pass,

Are golden king-cup fields with silver edge
Where the cow-parsley skirts the hawthorn-hedge.
'Tis visible silence, still as the hour glass.

Deep in the sun-searched growths the dragonfly
Hangs like a blue thread loosened from the sky:
So this wing'd hour is dropt to us from above'
Oh! Clasp we to our hearts, for deathless dower,
This close-companioned inarticulate hour
When twofold silence was the song of love.

Twilight People by S. O'Sullivan
It is a whisper among the hazel bushes;

It is a long, low, whispering voice that fills

With a sad music the bending and swaying rushes;

It is a heart-beat deep in the quiet hills.

Twilight people, why will you still be crying,
Crying and calling to me out of the trees ?

For under the quiet grass the wise are lying,
And all the strong ones are gone over the seas.

And I am old, and in my heart at your calling
Only the old dead dreams a-fluttering go ;
As the wind, the forest wind, in its falling
Sets the withered leaves fluttering to and fro.
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B Maude Valérie White: So We'll Go No More A-Roving W 2RFAREISE

R (1855-1937) RHEENABRAVRBELZIEFZ @ (FLAIE R E o MR FmIEHES
AEFAIEE B - FHEKRDENG @ RO EERRTICZAEE > 55~
AR IO A E R ESE - T2 HT -

So we'll Go No More A-Roving by Lord Byron R 2K MBS = e

So we'll go no more a-roving

So late into the night,

Though the heart be ne’er as loving,
And the moon be still as bright.

For the sword outwears the sheath,
And the soul wears out the breast,
And the heart itself must pause
And Love itself have rest.

Though the night was made for loving,
And the day returns too soon,

Yet we'll go no more a-roving

By the light of the moon.
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B Geoffrey Bush: 7o Electra E{FH e 4Fht
Sigh No More, Ladies EIZ£8 - BT
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To Electra by R. Herrick

More white than whitest lilies far,

Or snow, or whitest swans you are:
More white than are the whitest creams,
Or moonlight tinselling the streams:
More white than pearls, or Juno's thigh,
Or Pelops' arm of ivory.

True, I confess, such whites as these
May me delight, not fully please;

Till like Ixion's cloud you be

White, warm, and soft to lie with me.

Sigh No More, ladies by W. Shakespeare

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more,
Men were deceivers ever;

One foot in sea and one on shore;
To one thing constant never.

Then sigh not so,

But let them go,

And be you blithe and bonny;
Converting all your sounds of woe
Into Hey nonny, nonny.

Sing no more ditties, sing no more,
Of dumps so dull and heavy;

The fraud of men was ever so
Since summer first was leavy.
Then sigh not so,

But let them go,

And be you blithe and bonny;
Converting all your sounds of woe
Into Hey nonny, nonny.
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B Benjamin Britten:

Embroidery Song, from "Peter Grimes" (Rl I) @ 2H (RESER)
O Waly, Waly 12 > &@X| » g &
Down by the Salley Gardens &3,8% £ A\VEE
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Embroidery Song from "Peter Grimes"

Embroidery in childhood was a luxury of idleness.

A coil of silken thread giving dreams of a silk and satin life.

Now my broidery affords the clue whose meaning we avoid!

My hands remembered its old skill

Those stitches tell a curious tale.

I remember I was brooding

On the fantasies of children...

And dreamt that only by wishing

I could bring some silk into their lives...

Now... my broidery affords the clue.....which meaning we avoid.
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O Waly Waly Scottish Folksong g BAl, EiF BRI R
The water is wide I cannot get o'er, KRER » WHEEB
And neither have I wings to fly. BB RAIES
AT -
Give me a boat that will carry two, AT T ASRALAY/N

And both shall row, my love and 1. BRNHREA—REE



O, down in the meadows the other day, B » ABRIEEM -

A-gathering flowers both fine and gay, FEREZEBANTESR:
A-gathering flowers both red and blue, EEEAEMECNTER
I little thought what love can do. HAFEEZBNREE

I leaned my back up against some oak KEEEGH

Thinking that he was a trusty tree; BB E A FERER

But first he bended, and then he broke; B 225 » MR
And so did my false love to me. FHVEE B E AN 3
A ship there is, and she sails the sea, FRRERE - ST AR

She's loaded deep as deep can be, ETKORBELT » AITRUR
But not so deep as the love I'm in: IREY Bz (] 2 SITR Mg
I know not if I sink or swim. BAF A L 2B

O! love is handsome and love is fine, B | B22&HEN  B2EHN
And love's a jewel while it is new; I EHIREBRE

But when it is old, it groweth cold, ETEH 0 REOLE
And fades away like morning dew. UNER RN H AN HE L

Down by the Salley Garden by W. B. Yeats

Down by the Salley Gardens my love and I did meet;

She passed the Salley Gardens with little snow-white feet.
She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the tree;
But I, being young and foolish, with her not agree.

In a field by the river my love and I did stand,

And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-white hand.
She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs;
But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears.
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B William Walton: A Song for the Lord Mayor's Table (Ei#mHEAABREN—EFI)
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1. The Lord Mayor’s Table by T. Jordan
Let all the Nine Muses lay by their abuses,

Their railing and drolling on tricks of the Strand,

To pen us a ditty in praise of the City,

Their treasure, and pleasure, their pow'r and command.

Their feast, and guest, so temptingly drest,
Their kitchens all kingdoms replenish;

In bountiful bowls they do succour their souls,
With claret, Canary and Rhenish:

Their lives and wives in plenitude thrives,
They want not for meat nor money;

The Promised Land's in a Londoner's hand,
They wallow in milk and honey.

2. Glide Gently by W. Wordsworth
Glide gently, thus for ever, ever glide,

O Thames! That other bards may see

As lovely visions by thy side

As now, fair river! come to me.

O glide, fair stream, for ever so,
Thy quiet soul on all bestowing,

Till all our minds for ever flow

As thy deep waters now are flowing.
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3. Wapping OIld Stairs Anonymous

Your Molly has never been false, she declares,

Since last time we parted at Wapping Old Stairs,
When I swore that I still would continue the same,
And gave you the 'bacco box, marked with your name.

When I pass'd a whole fortnight between decks with you,
Did I e'er give a kiss, Tom, to one of the crew?

To be useful and kind, with my Thomas I stay'd,

For his trousers I wash'd, and his grog too I made.

Though you threaten'd, last Sunday, to walk in the Mall
With Susan from Deptford, and likewise with Sal,

In silence I stood your unkindness to hear,

And only upbraided my Tom, with a tear.

Why should Sal, or should Susan, than me be more priz'd?
For the heart that is true, Tom, should ne'er be despis'd;
Then be constant and kind, nor your Molly forsake,

Still your trousers I'll wash, and your grog too I'll make.
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4. Holy Thursday by W. Blake

Twas on a holy Thursday, their innocent faces clean,

The children walking two and two, in red and blue and green:
Gray-headed beadles walked before, with wands as white as snow,
Till into the high dome of St Paul's they like Thames waters flow.

O what a multitude they seemed, these flowers of London town!
Seated in companies they sit, with radiance all their own.

The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,
Thousands of little boys and girls raising their innocent hands.

Now like a mighty wind they raise to heaven the voice of song,
Or like harmonious thunderings the seats of heaven among;
Beneath them sit the aged men, wise guardians of the poor:
Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door.
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5. The Contrast by C. Morris
In London I never knew what I'd be at,

Enraptured with this, and enchanted by that,

I'm wild with the sweets of variety's plan,

And life seems a blessing too happy for man.

But the country, Lord help me!, sets all matters right,
So calm and composing from morning to night;

Oh! it settles the spirit when nothing is seen

But an ass on a common, a goose on a green.

Your magpies and stockdoves may flirt among trees,
And chatter their transports in groves, if they please:
But a house is much more to my taste than a tree,

And for groves, O! a good grove of chimneys for me.

In the country, if Cupid should find a man out,

The poor tortured victim mopes hopeless about,

But in London, thank Heaven! our peace is secure,
Where for one eye to kill, there's a thousand to cure.

I know love's a devil, too subtle to spy,

That shoots through the soul, from the beam of an eye;

But in London these devils so quick fly about,
That a new devil shill drives an old devil out.
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Gay go up and gay go down,
To ring the bells of London Town.

Oranges and lemons

Say the bells of St. Clement's.
Bull's eyes and targets,

Say the bells of St. Margaret's.
Brickbats and tiles,

Say the bells of St. Giles'.
Half-pence and farthings,

Say the bells of St. Martin's.
Pancakes and fritter's,

Say the bells of St. Peter's.
Two sticks and an apple,

Say the bells of Whitechapel.
Pokers and tongs,

Say the bells of St. John's.
Kettles and pans,

Say the bells of St. Anne's.
Old father baldpate,

Say the slow bells of Aldgate.
You owe me ten shillings,
Say the bells of St. Helen's.
When will you pay me?

Say the bells of Old Bailey.
When I grow rich,

Say the bells of Shoreditch.
Pray when will that be?

Say the bells of Stepney.

I do not know,

Says the great bell of Bow.

Gay go up and gay go down,
To ring the bells of London Town.
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Sleep by J. Fletcher i3 SR
Come, Sleep, and with thy sweet deceiving KRNE | EERR - FBREHSSRVERE
Lock me in delight awhile; H%VL?\/C SE A EAS IR A
Let some pleasing dreams beguile SANBIRNERES|IE

All my fancies; that from thence &%“ﬁ HZ7E 1S5 LUE

I may feel an influence BRI IS R — Lo R %
All my powers of care bereaving. FTEBMEM D RIZETEE
Though but a shadow, but a sliding, RM—ERE - —(E58
Let me know some little joy! ENEE— A

We that suffer long annoy FAARAEEEITENA
Are contented with a thought — B EESmE

Through an idle fancy wrought: BB ELE

O let my joys have some abiding! ER P =S LT 2R
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B Frank Bridge: Come to Me in My Dreams K AFHLE
Love Went A-Riding Z1x7:5t
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Come to Me in My Dreams by M. Arnold
Come to me in my dreams, and then

By day I shall be well again!

For then the night will more than pay

The hopeless longing of the day.

Come, as thou cam'st a thousand times,
A messenger from radiant climes,

And smile on thy new world, and be
As kind to all the rest as me.

Or, as thou never cam'st in sooth,
Come now, and let me dream it truth;
And part my hair, and kiss my brow,
And say: My love! why suff'rest thou?

Love Went A-Riding by M. Coleridge
Love went a-riding over the earth,

On Pegasus he rode.

The flowers before him sprang to birth,

And the frozen rivers flowed.

Then all the youths and the maidens cried,
"Stay here with us, King of Kings!"

But Love said, "No! for the horse I ride,
For the horse I ride has wings."
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