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A Slumber Song of the Madonna (Alfred Noyes) 
Sleep, little baby, I love thee; 
Sleep, little king, I am bending above thee! 
How shall I know what to sing 
Here in my arms as I swing thee to sleep? 
  Hushaby low, 
  Rockaby so. 
Kings may have wonderful jewels to bring, 
Mother has only a kiss for her king! 
Why should my singing so make me to weep? 
Only I know that I love thee, I love thee, 
  Love thee, my little one, sleep. 
 
There’s Nae Lark (Algernon Swinburne) 
There's nae lark loves the [lift]1, my dear, 
There's nae ship loves the sea, 
There's nae bee loves the heather-bells, 
That loves as I love thee, my love, 
That loves as I love thee. 
 
The whin shines fair upon the fell, 
The blithe broom on the lea: 
The muirside wind is merry at heart; 
It's a' for love of thee, my love, 
It's a' for love of thee. 
 
Love at the Door (Meleager of Gadara, ancient Greek poet) 
Cold blows the winter wind: 't is Love, 
Whose sweet eyes swim with honeyed tears, 
That bears me to thy doors, my love, 
Tossed by the storm of hopes and fears. 
 
Cold blows the blast of aching Love; 
But be thou for my [wandering]1 sail, 
Adrift upon these waves of love, 
Safe harbor from the whistling gale! 
 
Serenader (George H. Dillon) 
I have no thing that is mine sure— 
To give you, I am born so poor. 
Whatever I have was given me 
The earth, the air, the sun, the sea— 
 
If I have anything to give, 
Made surely of the life I live, 
It is a song that I have made 
Now in your keeping it is laid. 
 
Love’s Caution (William Henry Davies) 
Tell them, when you are home again, 
How warm the air was now; 
How silent were the birds and leaves, 
And of the moon's full glow; 
And how we saw afar 
A falling star: 
It was a tear of pure delight 
Ran down the face of Heaven this happy night. 
 
Our kisses are but love in flower, 
Until that greater time 
When, gathering strength, those flowers take wing, 
And Love can reach his prime. 
And now, my heart's delight, 
Good night, good night; 
Give me the last sweet kiss -- 
But do not breathe at home one word of this! 
 
Night Wanderers (William Henry Davies) 
They hear the bell of midnight toll, 
And shiver in their flesh and soul; 
They lie on hard, cold wood or stone, 
Iron, and ache in every bone; 
They hate the night: they see no eyes 
Of loved ones in the starlit skies. 
They see the cold, dark water near; 
They dare not take long looks for fear 
They'll fall like those poor birds that see 

A snake's eyes staring at their tree. 
Some of them laugh, half-mad; and some 
All through the chilly night are dumb; 
Like poor, weak infants some converse, 
And cough like giants, deep and hoarse. 
 
Of That So Sweet Imprisonment (James Joyce) 
Of that so sweet imprisonment 
My soul, dearest, is fain — - 
Soft arms that woo me to relent 
And woo me to detain. 
Ah, could they ever hold me there 
Gladly were I a prisoner! 
 
Dearest, through interwoven arms 
By love made tremulous, 
That night allures me where alarms 
Nowise may trouble us; 
But sleep to dreamier sleep be wed 
Where soul with soul lies prisoned. 
 
Strings in the Earth and Air (James Joyce) 
Strings in the earth and air  
Make music sweet;  
Strings by the river where  
The willows meet. 
 
There's music along the river  
For Love wanders there,  
Pale flowers on his mantle,  
Dark leaves on his hair. 
 
All softly playing,  
With head to the music bent,  
And fingers straying  
Upon an instrument. 
 
The Beggar’s Song (W.H. Davies) 
Good people keep their holy day, 
They rest from labour on a Sunday; 
But we keep holy every day, 
And rest from Monday until Monday. 
 
And yet the noblest work on earth 
Is done when beggars do their part: 
They work, dear ladies, on the soft  
And tender feelings in your heart. 
 
In the Dark Pinewood (James Joyce) 
In the dark pine-wood  
I would we lay,  
In deep cool shadow  
At noon of day.  
 
How sweet to lie there,  
Sweet to kiss,  
Where the great pine-forest  
Enaisled is!  
 
Thy kiss descending  
Sweeter were  
With a soft tumult  
Of thy hair.  
 
O unto the pine-wood  
At noon of day  
Come with me now,  
Sweet love, away. 
 
3 Songs, Op. 2: 
 
The Daisies (James Stephens) 
In the scented bud of the morning O, 
When the windy grass went rippling far! 
I saw my dear one walking slow 
In the field where the daises are. 
 
We did not laugh, and we did not speak, 
As we wandered happ'ly, to and fro, 
I kissed my dear on either cheek, 
In the bud of the morning O! 
 



A lark sang up, from the breezy land; 
A lark sang down, from a cloud afar; 
As she and I went, hand in hand, 
In the field where the daisies are. 
 
With Rue My Heart is Laden (A.E. Housman) 
With rue my heart is laden 
For golden friends I had, 
For many a rose-lipt maiden 
And many a lightfoot lad. 
 
By brooks too broad for leaping 
The lightfoot boys are laid; 
The rose-lipt girls are sleeping  
In fields where roses fade. 
 
Bessie Bobtail (James Stephens) 
As down the road she wambled slow, 
She had not got a place to go: 
She had not got a place to fall 
And rest herself - no place at all! 
She stumped along, and wagged her pate; 
And said a thing was desperate. 
 
Her face was screwed and wrinkled tight 
Just like a nut - and, left and right, 
On either side, she wagged her head 
And said a thing; and what she said 
Was desperate as any word 
That ever yet a person heard. 
 
I walked behind her for a while, 
And watched the people nudge and smile: 
But ever, as she went, she said, 
As left and right she swung her head, 
"O God He knows: And, God He knows! 
And, surely God Almighty knows!" 
 
3 Songs, Op. 10 
 
Rain Has Fallen (James Joyce) 
Rain has fallen all the day. 
O come among the laden trees: 
The leaves lie thick upon the way 
Of [mem'ries.] 
 
Staying a little by the way 
Of [mem'ries]1 shall we depart. 
Come, my beloved, where I may 
Speak to your heart. 
 
Sleep Now (James Joyce) 
Sleep now, O sleep now, 
O you unquiet heart! 
A voice crying "Sleep now" 
Is heard in my heart. 
 
The voice of the winter 
Is heard at the door. 
O sleep, for the winter 
Is crying "Sleep no more." 
 
My kiss will give peace now 
And quiet to your heart - 
Sleep on in peace now, 
O you unquiet heart! 
 
I Hear an Army (James Joyce) 
I hear an army charging upon the land, 
And the thunder of horses plunging, foam about  
 
 
Arrogant, in black armour, behind them stand, 
Disdaining the reins, with flutt'ring whips, the charioteers. 
 
They cry unto the night their battlename: 
I moan in sleep when I hear afar their whirling laughter. 
They cleave the gloom of dreams, a blinding flame, 
Clanging, clanging upon the heart as upon an anvil. 
 
They come shaking in triumph their long, green hair: 
They come out of the sea and run shouting by the shore. 

My heart, have you no wisdom thus to despair? 
My love, my love, why have you left me alone? 
 
4 Songs, Op. 13 
 
A Nun Takes the Veil (Gerard Manley Hopkins) 
I have desired to go 
Where springs not fail, 
To fields where flies no sharp and sided hail 
And a few lilies blow. 
 
And I have asked to be 
Where no storms come, 
Where the green swell is in the havens dumb, 
And out of the swing of the sea. 
 
The Secrets of the Old (William Butler Yeats) 
I have old women's secrets now 
That had those of the young; 
Madge tells me what I dared not think 
When my blood was strong, 
And what had drowned a lover once 
Sounds like an old song. 
 
Though Marg'ry is stricken dumb 
If thrown in Madge's way, 
We three make up a solitude; 
For none alive today 
Can know the stories that we know 
Or say the things we say: 
 
How such a man pleased women most 
Of all that are gone, 
How such a pair loved many years 
And such a pair but one, 
Stories of the bed of straw 
Or the bed of down. 
 
Sure on This Shining Night (James Agee) 
Sure on this shining night 
Of star made shadows round, 
Kindness must watch for me 
This side the ground.  
The late year lies down the north. 
All is healed, all is health. 
High summer holds the earth.  
Hearts all whole. 
Sure on this shining night I weep for wonder wand'ring far 
alone 
Of shadows on the stars. 
 
Nocturne (Frederic Prokosch) 
Close my darling both your eyes, 
Let your arms lie still at last. 
Calm the lake of falsehood lies 
And the wind of lust has passed, 
Waves across these hopeless sands 
Fill my heart and end my day, 
Underneath your moving hands 
All my aching flows away. 
 
Even the human pyramids 
Blaze with such a longing now: 
Close, my love, your trembling lids, 
Let the midnight heal your brow, 
Northward flames Orion's horn, 
Westward th' Egyptian light. 
None to watch us, none to warn 
But the blind eternal night. 
 
Dover Beach (Matthew Arnold) 
The sea is calm to-night,  
The tide is full, the moon lies fair  
Upon the straights; -- on the French coast the light  
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand, 
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay. 
Come to the window, sweet is the night-air! 
Only, from the long line of spray 
Where the sea meets the moon-blanch'd land, 
Listen! you hear the grating roar 
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling, 
At their return, up the high strand,  



Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring  
The eternal note of sadness in. 
 
Sophocles long ago  
Heard it on the Ægean, and it brought  
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 
Of human misery; we  
Find also in the sound a thought,  
Hearing it by this distant northern sea. 
 
The Sea of Faith  
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore  
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl'd. 
But now I only hear 
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 
Retreating, to the breath  
Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear  
And naked shingles of the world. 
 
Ah, love, let us be true 
To one another! for the world, which seems 
To lie before us like a land of dreams, 
So various, so beautiful, so new, 
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,  
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 
And we are here as on a darkling plain 
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,  
Where ignorant armies clash by night. 
 
2 Songs, Op. 18 
 
The Queen’s Face on the Summery Coin (Robert Horan) 
The Queen’s face on the summery coin was never golder 
 
Monks and Raisins (José Garcia Villa) 
I have observed pink monks eating blue raisins. 
And I have observed blue monks eating pink raisins. 
Studiously I have observed. 
Now, this is the way a pink monk eats a blue raisin: 
Pink is he and it is blue and the pink 
Swallows the blue. 
I swear this is true. 
And the way a blue monk eats a pink raisin is this: 
Blue is he and it is pink and the blue 
Swallows the pink. 
And this also is truth. 
Indeed I have observed and myself partaken 
Of blue and pink raisins. 
But my joy was different. 
My joy was to see the blue and pink counterpointing. 
 
Nuovoletta (James Joyce) 
Nuvoletta in her light dress, 
spunn of sisteen shimmers, 
was looking down on them, 
leaning over the bannistars 
and list'ning all she childishly could... 
She was alone. 
All her nubied companions 
were asleeping with the squir'ls... 
She tried all the winsome wonsome ways 
her four winds had taught her. 
She tossed her sfumastelliacinous hair 
like la princesse de la Petite Bretagne 
and she rounded her mignons arms 
like Missis Cornwallis-West 
and she smiled over herself 
like the image of the pose 
of the daughter of the Emperour of Irelande 
and she sighed after herself as were she born 
to bride with Tristis Tristior ristissimus. 
But, sweet madonnine, she might fair as well 
have carried her daisy's worth to Florida... 
Oh, how it was duusk. From Vallee Maraia to Grasyaplaina, 
dormimust echo! Ah dew! Ah dew! 
It was so duusk that the tears of night began to fall, 
first by ones and twos, then by threes and fours, 
at last by fives and sixes of sevens, 
for the tired ones were wecking; 
as we weep now with them. O! O! Par la pluie... 
Then Nuvoletta reflected for the last time 

in her little long life 
and she made up all her myriads of drifting minds in one. 
She cancelled all her engauzements. 
She climbed over the bannistars; 
she gave a childy cloudy cry: 
Nuée! Nuée! 
A light dress fluttered. 
She was gone. 
 
Mélodies Passagères, Op. 27 
 
Puisque tout passe (Rainer Maria Rilke) 
Puisque tout passe, faisons 
la mélodie passagère ; 
celle qui nous désaltère, 
aura de nous raison. 
 
Chantons ce qui nous quitte 
avec amour et art ; 
soyons plus vite 
que le rapide départ. 
 
Since all is passing, 
Let us make a passing melody. 
The one that quenches our thirst 
Will be right for us. 
 
Let us sing what leaves us 
With love and art; 
Let us be quicker 
Than the quick departure. 
 
Un Cygne (Rilke) 
Un cygne avance sur l'eau  
tout entouré de lui-même,  
comme un glissant tableau; 
ainsi à certains instants 
un être que l'on aime  
est tout un espace mouvant. 
 
Il se rapproche, doublé,  
comme ce cygne qui nage, 
sur notre âme troublée... 
qui à cet être ajoute  
la tremblante image 
de bonheur et de doute. 
 
A swan advances over the water  
completely surrounded by [reflections] of itself,  
like a sliding tableau; 
thus at certain instants 
a being which one loves  
is in motion through all space. 
 
He approaches, reflected twofold,  
like a swan who is swimming, 
[approaching] our troubled soul… 
which to this being is added 
the wavering image 
of happiness and doubt. 
 
Tombeau Dans un Parc (Rilke) 
Dors au fond de l'allée, 
tendre enfant, sous la dalle, 
on fera le chant de l'été 
autour de ton intervalle. 
 
Si une blanche colombe 
passait au vol là-haut, 
je n'offrirais à ton tombeau 
que son ombre qui tombe. 
 
Sleep at the end of the avenue, 
Tender child, under the flagstone, 
one will make a song of summer 
around your interval. 
 
If a white dove 
passes in flight above, 
I would offer upon your tomb 
only his shadow that falls. 
 



Le Clocher Chante (Rilke) 
Mieux qu'une tour profane, 
je me chauffe pour mûrir mon carillon. 
Qu'il soit doux, qu'il soit bon 
aux Valaisannes. 
 
Chaque dimanche, ton par ton, 
je leur jette ma manne; 
qu'il soit bon, mon carillon, 
aux Valaisannes. 
 
Qu'il soit doux, qu'il soit bon; 
samedi soir dans les channes 
tombe en gouttes mon carillon 
aux Valaisans des Valaisannes. 
 
Better than a secular tower, 
I warm myself to ripen my carillon. 
May it be sweet, may it be good 
for the Valais girls. 
 
Every Sunday, tone by tone, 
I throw them my manna; 
may it be good, my carillon 
for the Valais girls. 
 
May it be sweet, may it be good; 
Saturday night into their beers 
my carillon falls drop by drop 
to the Valais boys of the Valais girls. 
 
Depart (Rilke) 
Mon amie, il faut que je parte. 
Voulez-vous voir 
l'endroit sur la carte? 
C'est un point noir. 
En moi, si la chose 
bien me réussit, ce sera 
un point rose  
dans un vert pays. 
 
My dear one, I must leave. 
Do you want to see 
the place on the map? 
It is a black point. 
In me, if the thing 
succeeds, it will be 
a red point 
in a green land. 
 
Hermit Songs, Op. 29 (anonymous) 
 
1. At Saint Patrick's Purgatory  
Pity me on my pilgrimage to Loch Derg!  
0 King of the churches and the bells  
bewailing your sores and your wounds,  
but not a tear can I squeeze from my eyes!   
Not moisten an eye after so much sin!   
Pity me, 0 King! 
What shall I do with a heart that seeks only its own ease? 
0 only begotten Son by whom all men were made,  
who shunned not the death by three wounds, pity me on my 
pilgrimage to  
 Loch Derg  
and I with a heart not softer than a stone! 
  
2. Church bell at night  
Sweet little bell, struck on a windy night,  
I would liefer keep tryst with thee  
than be with a light and foolish woman. 
  
3. Saint lta's vision  
"I will take nothing from my Lord," said she, 
"unless He gives me His Son from Heaven  
In the form of a Baby that I may nurse Him".   
So that Christ came down to her  
in the form of a Baby and then she said:  
"Infant Jesus, at my breast, 
Nothing in this world is true  
Save, 0 tiny nursling, You. 
Infant Jesus at my breast, 
By my heart every night, 

You I nurse are not a churl 
But were begot on Mary the Jewess  
By Heaven's light. 
Infant Jesus at my breast, 
What King is there but You who could  
Give everlasting good? 
Wherefore I give my food. 
Sing to Him, maidens, sing your best! 
There is none that has such right 
To your song as Heaven's King 
Who every night 
Is Infant Jesus at my breast". 
  
4. The heavenly banquet  
I would like to have the men of Heaven in my own house; 
with vats of good cheer laid out for them.  
I would like to have the three Mary's,  
their fame is so great. 
I would like people from every corner of Heaven.   
I would like them to be cheerful in their drinking. 
I would like to have Jesus sitting here among them.  
I would like a great lake of beer for the King of Kings. 
I would like to be watching Heaven's family 
Drinking it through all eternity. 
  
5. The crucifixion  
At the cry of the first bird 
They began to crucify Thee, 0 Swan! 
Never shall lament cease because of that. 
It was like the parting of day from night. 
Ah, sore was the suffering borne 
By the body of Mary's Son, 
But sorer still to Him was the grief 
Which for His sake 
Came upon His Mother. 
  
6. Sea-snatch  
It has broken us, it has crushed us,  
it has drowned us, 0 King of the starbright  
Kingdom of Heaven! 
The wind has consumed us, swallowed us,  
as timber is devoured by crimson fire from Heaven.   
It has broken us, it has crushed us,  
it has drowned us, 0 King of the starbright Kingdom of Heaven! 
  
7. Promiscuity  
I do not know with whom Edan will sleep, 
but I do know that fair Edan will not sleep alone. 
  
8. The monk and his cat  
Pangur, white Pangur, 
How happy we are 
Alone together, Scholar and cat. 
Each has his own work to do daily; 
For you it is hunting, for me study. 
Your shining eye watches the wall; 
my feeble eye is fixed on a book. 
You rejoice when your claws entrap a mouse; 
I rejoice when my mind fathoms a problem. 
Pleased with his own art 
Neither hinders the other; 
Thus we live ever 
without tedium and envy. 
Pangur, white Pangur, 
How happy we are 
Alone together, Scholar and cat. 
  
9. The praises of God  
How foolish the man who does not raise 
His voice and praise with joyful words, 
As he alone can, Heaven's High King. 
To whom the light birds with no soul but air, 
All day, everywhere laudations sing. 
  
10. The desire for hermitage  
Ah! To be all alone in a little cell  
with nobody near me;  
beloved that pilgrimage before the last pilgrimage to death. 
Singing the passing hours to cloudy Heaven; 
Feeding upon dry bread and water from the cold spring.   
That will be an end to evil when I am alone  
in a lovely little corner among tombs  



far from the houses of the great. 
Ah! To be all alone in a little cell, to be alone, all alone: 
Alone I came into the world  
alone I shall go from it. 
 
Despite and Still, Op. 41 
 
A Last Song (Robert Graves) 
A last song, and a very last 
And yet another 
O, when can I give over? 
Must I drive the pen until 
Blood bursts from my nails? 
And my breath fails and I shake with fever? 
 
Shall I never hear her whisper softly: 
“But this is truth—written by you only”? 
And for me only; 
Therefore, love, have done? 
 
My Lizard [Wish for a Young Wife] (Theodore Roethke) 
My lizard, my lively writher, 
May your limbs never wither, 
May the eyes in your face 
Survive the green ice 
Of envy’s mean gaze; 
 
May you live out your life 
Without hate, without grief, 
And your hair ever blaze, 
In the sun, in the sun, 
When I am undone, 
When I am no one. 
 
In the Wilderness (Robert Graves) 
[He,]1 of his gentleness, 
Thirsting and hungering 
Walked in the Wilderness; 
Soft words of grace he spoke 
Unto lost desert-folk 
That listned wondering. 
He heard the bittern call 
From ruined palace-wall, 
Answered him brotherly; 
He held communion 
With the she-pelican 
Of lonely piety. 
Basilisk, cockatrice, 
Flocked to his homilies, 
With mail of dread device, 
With monstrous barbed stings, 
With eager dragon-eyes; 
Great bats on leathern wings 
And old, blind, broken things 
Mean in their miseries. 
Then ever with him went, 
Of all his wanderings 
Comrade, with ragged coat, 
Gaunt ribs -- poor innocent -- 
Bleeding foot, burning throat, 
The guileless young scapegoat; 
For forty nights and days 
Followed in Jesus' ways, 
Sure guard behind him kept, 
Tears like a lover wept. 
 
Solitary Hotel (James Joyce) 
Solitary hotel in mountain pass. 
Autumn. Twilight. Fire lit. 
In dark corner young man seated. 
Young woman enters. 
Restless. Solitary. She sits. 
She goes to window. She stands. 
She sits. Twilight. She thinks. 
On solitary hotel-paper she writes. 
She thinks. She writes. She sighs. 
Wheels and hoofs. She hurries out. 
He comes from his dark corner. 
He seizes solitary paper. 
He holds it towards fire. 
Twilight. He reads. Solitary. 
What? In sloping, upright and backhands. 

Queen's hotel, Queen's hotel, Queen's ho-... 
 
Despite and Still (Robert Graves) 
Have you not read  
The words in my head,  
And I made part  
Of your own heart?  
We have been such as draw  
The losing straw --  
You of your gentleness,  
I of my rashness,  
Both of despair --  
Yet still might share  
This happy will:  
To love despite and still.  
Never let us deny  
The thing's necessity,  
But, O, refuse  
To choose,  
Where chance may seem to give  
Love in alternative. 
 
3 Songs, Op. 45 
 
Now I Have Fed and Eaten Up the Rose (Gottfried Keller) 
Now have I fed and eaten up the rose 
Which then she laid within my stiffcold hand. 
That I should ever feed upon a rose 
I never had believed in liveman's land. 
 
Only I wonder was it white or red 
The flower that in the [darkness]1 my food has been. 
Give us, and if Thou give, thy daily bread, 
Deliver us from evil, Lord, Amen. 
 
A Green Lowland of Pianos (Jerzy Harasymowicz) 
In the evening 
as far as the eye can see 
herds 
of black pianos 
 
Up to the knees 
in the mire 
they listen to the frogs 
 
They gurgle in water 
with chords of rapture 
they are entranced 
by froggish, moonish spontaneity 
 
After the vacation 
they cause scandals 
in the concert halls 
during the artistic milking 
suddenly they lie down 
like cows 
 
Looking with indifference 
at the white flowers 
of the audience 
at the gesticulating 
of the ushers 
 
O Boundless, Boundless Evening (Georg Heym) 
O boundless, boundless evening. There erupt in flames 
The stretched-out hills at the horizon, 
Vivid as the colours of dreams' sunlit landscape. 
O boundless evening, where the crops spray 
The light of day back in a golden sheen. 
High above the itsy bitsy swallows sing. 
Their chase leads them twinkling over all the land, 
Through the Rohr forest, and in brilliant inlets, 
Where great masts stand. Yet in the ravines 
Behind the hills, night is already nesting. 
 
 


