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Bradley Smith tenor ∙ Oliver Wass harp | Song Texts 
 

 

 Amelia Clarkson Through His Gaze: three songs for tenor and harp 
 

 To a Young Girl 

 The Wild Swans at Coole (1919) 

 My dear, my dear, I know 

 More than another 

 What makes your heart beat so; 

 Not even your own mother 

 Can know it as I know, 

 Who broke my heart for her 

 When the wild thought 

 That she denies 

 And has forgot, 

 Set all her blood astir 

 And glittered in her eyes. 

 
 A Crazed Girl 

 Last Poems (1938-39) 

 That crazed girl improvising her music. 

 Her poetry, dancing upon the shore, 

 Her soul in division from itself 

 Climbing, falling She knew not where, 

 Hiding amid the cargo of a steamship, 

 Her knee-cap broken, that girl I declare 

 A beautiful lofty thing, or a thing 

 Heroically lost, heroically found. 

 No matter what disaster occurred 

 She stood in desperate music wound, 

 Wound, wound, and she made in her triumph 

 Where the bales and the baskets lay 

 No common intelligible sound 

 But sang, ‘O sea-starved, hungry sea.’ 

 
 He Tells of a Valley Full of Lovers 

 The Wind Among the Reeds (1899) 

 I dreamed that I stood in a valley, and amid sighs, 

 For happy lovers passed two by two where I stood; 

 And I dreamed my lost love came stealthily out of the wood 

 With her cloud-pale eyelids falling on dream-dimmed eyes: 

 I cried in my dream, O women, bid the young men lay 

 Their heads on your knees, and drown their eyes with your hair, 

 For remembering hers they will find no other face fair 

 Till all the valleys of the world have been withered away. 

     – William Butler Yeats (1865-1939) 

 

  



 Howard Skempton Three Songs for Jennie 
 

 The Triumph of Love 

 But leave it now, leave it; 

 As you left a washed out day at Stouport of the Lickey, 

 improvised rain-hats mulch for papier-mâché, 

 and the chips floating. 

 Leave it now, leave it; 

 give it over to that all-gathering general English light, 

 in which each separate bead of drizzle at its own thorn-tip 

 stands as revelation. 

    – Geoffrey Hill (1932-) 

 

 The Syllables of Summer Birds 

 I lie as if five fathom drowned 

 beneath the bubbles of clear sound 

 my favourite birds let fall at dawn 

 about the house, above the lawn, 

 between the boughs of plum and pear, 

 further aerating that blue air. 

 These double calls, as sweet as rain, 

 circle our roof time and again— 

 the shadows of the floating birds 

 are all I see, but hear their words. 

 These conversations each sunrise 

 daily reanimate my skies. 

    – Molly Holden (1927-1981) 

 

 From far, from eve and morning 

 From far, from eve and morning 

 And yon twelve-winded sky, 

 The stuff of life to knit me 

 Blew hither: here am I. 

 Now – for a breath I tarry 

 Nor yet disperse apart – 

 Take my hand quick and tell me, 

 What have you in your heart. 

 Speak now, and I will answer; 

 How shall I help you, say; 

 Ere to the wind’s twelve quarters 

 I take my endless way. 

    – Alfred Edward Housman (1859-1936) 

 

 

 

 

 



 Benjamin Britten Five folk-song settings 
 

 Lord! I married me a wife 

 Lord! I married me a wife! 

 She gave me trouble all my life! 

 Made we work in the cold rain and snow. 

 

 She’s like a Swallow 

 She’s like the swallow that flies so high, 

 She’s like the river that never runs dry, 

 She’s like the sunshine on the lee shore, 

 I love my love and love is no more. 

 ’Twas out in the garden this fair maid did go, 

 A-picking the beautiful primerose; 

 The more she pluck’d the more she pulled 

 Until she got her aperon full. 

 It’s out of those roses she made a bed, 

 A stony pillow for her head. 

 She laid her down, no word did say, 

 Until this fair maid’s heart did break. 

 

 Lemady 

 One midsummer’s morn as I were a-walking 

 The fields and the meadows were covered with green, 

 The birds a-sweetly singing so pleasant and so charming, 

 So early in the morning by the break of the day. 

 Arise, arise, go pluck your love a posy 

 Of the prettiest flowers that grows in yonder green, 

 O yes I’ll arise and pluck lilies, pinks and roses 

 All for my dearest Lemady, the girl I adore. 

 O Lemady, O Lemady what a lovely lass thou art, 

 Thou art the fairest creature that ever my eye did see! 

 I’ll play you a tune all on the pipes of ivory 

 So early in the morning by the break of the day. 

      – Mary Neal (1860-1924) 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 Bugeilio'r Gwenith Gwyn 'Watching the Wheat' 

 I am a young and foolish lad 

 Who lives as I please, 

 I shepherd the white wheat 

 And another reaps it. 

 Why not follow me 

 Some day after another? 

 Because I see you little lass, 

 Purer and purer each day! 

 Whilst the water of the sea is salty, 

 And whilst my hair is growing 

 And whilst there is a heart in my bosom 

 I will be faithful to you: 

 Tell me the truth in secret 

 And give under seal your answers, 

 Whether it is I or another, Gwen, 

 Which is preferred by your heart. 

 

 Bird Scarer’s Song 

 Shoo all ’er birds you be so black, 

 When I lay down to have a nap. 

 Shoo arlo birds. 

 Hi shoo all ’er birds! 

 Out of master’s ground into Tom Tucker’s ground, 

 Out of Tom Tucker’s ground into Luke Cole’s ground, 

 Out of Luke Cole’s ground into Bill Veater’s ground. 

 Shoo arlo birds. Ha! Ha! 


