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Out of Winter (2003) 
Texts by Sir Robert Tear (1939-2011) 
 
[1] Song I 
Seconds slipping into sand, 
The gale heaves through empty trees. 
The seat is still half occupied, 
How many days has the sun been blind? 
 
Little time to understand, 
Perhaps no more new leaves, 
The seat’s white-spored with fungus, 
Grey beard’s near to painful knees. 
 
The late linnet shaves her song, 
Then gives best to the darkness. 
The silver moon’s eclipsed by snow. 
Clouds, steamy, roll on and go. 
 
Soon no trees, no gale, no time nor seat. 
No linnet days, no clouds nor sun. 
No breath, no voice, nor blood in veins, 
No start, no go, no care, nor fear. 
 
[2] Song II 
Sitting alone on my seat in the train 
I watch the country pass. 
The birds, long gone still fleck the sun. 
The furrow remains, the fish now dark 
Sucking the stones deep down. 
‘How are you?’ she asks, 
I say ‘Fine.’ 
Her mind is sharp, her body divine. 
We leave the train, marry, do what people do. 
Now she is bones all chipped and traced, 
And of her I little knew. 
The train goes on. 
Where am I going? 
From where did I come? 
 
[3] Song III 
Eternity is long enough just for a laugh. 
Time drops dead when you laugh. 
No place for epitaph or draw a graph 
To write a paragraph or drink a carafe, 
To touch a calf, to ride a giraffe. 
To read the Telegraph or consort with riff-raff, 
To be a polymath or even be photographed. 
With laughter there is no hereafter. 
 
[4] Song IV 
From that moment the vicar declined. 
He’d seen a vision; it wasn’t for him. 
His turkey-cock trot became a stoop, 
He was no longer for the heavenly coop. 
Those angels, how they sang, but not for him, 
Crooning ‘Ephraim, Ephraim’, again and again 
In organum, plainsong, polyphonous quatrains, 
‘Ephraim, Ephraim, Ephraim!’ 
But not for him, but not for him. 
He’d never had a talent for God, and they knew, 
Nor for the spirit nor kindness, and they knew. 
For LOVE, no idea above the celluloid collar. 
In his soul there was nothing but choler, and they knew. 
He thought frost was frost and dusk was dusk 
No idea of the numinous, the Great God in the dust. 
When he died, they buried his husk. 
No cherubim nor seraphim turned up for the task. 
 
 

[5] Song V 
Because I will not follow you 
You follow me. 
I hear your pads from close and near, 
Seeking hide in needled forests 
Into which no light may pierce 
And in blue under-water caves 
You still blind-stalk this pitiful prey. 
Crouching in the runnels of your cool grey brain, 
Even here you find me.  
Kill me, but do not pity me. 
Whether infinite negation or starry eternity 
I do not see you. 
 
[6] Song VI 
And yet how Zadok and the Higher Ridge combine. 
The car drives on and we do not wipe our eyes 
And those other eyes in which we are reflected 
And those other souls by whom we feel neglected., 
How blessed may we be in such epiphany, 
When we can see, when we can truly see? 
 
© Robert Tear, reproduced by permission of Edition Peters Ltd 
 
Cut My Shadow (2011) 
Texts by Federico García Lorca (1898-1936), trans. Gwynne Edwards 
 
[7] Surprise 
He lay dead in the street 
With a knife in his heart. 
And no one knew him. 
How the street-lamp trembled! 
Madre! 
It was early morning. 
No one could look at his eyes, 
Open to the harsh air. 
He lay dead in the street 
With a knife in his heart  
And no one knew him. 
 
[8] The Guitar 
The guitar begins 
Its weeping. 
The goblets of dawn 
Are breaking. 
The guitar begins 
Its weeping. 
No one can silence it. 
Impossible 
To silence it. 
It weeps monotonous, 
As weeps the water, 
As weeps the wind 
Above the snowfall. 
No one can silence it. 
It weeps for distant things. 
For the sand of the warm South 
Which begs for white camellias; 
For arrows without target, 
For evening without dawn, 
And the first dead bird 
On the branch. 
Oh, guitar! 
A heart fatally wounded 
By five swords. 
 
[9] Song of the Dry Orange Tree 
Woodcutter, 
Cut my shadow. 
Free me from the anguish 
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Of seeing myself fruitless. 
 
Oh, why was I born among mirrors? 
The day moves around me, 
And the night reflects me 
In each of its stars. 
 
I want to live but not to see myself. 
And I shall dream 
That my tears and birds 
Are turned into ants and hawks. 
 
Woodcutter, 
Cut my shadow. 
Free me from the anguish 
Of seeing myself fruitless. 
 
Sorpresa (Surprise) and La guitarra (Guitar) (from the collection 
Poema del cante jondo (Poem of Deep Song)), and Canción del 
naranjo seco (from the collection Canciones (Songs)) by Federico 
García Lorca (1898-1936), translated into English by Gwynne Edwards 
© Estate of Federico García Lorca, reprinted by permission. 
 
Ariel (1998) 
Texts by William Shakespeare (1564-1616) 
 
[10] Come unto these yellow sands 
 
Ssshhh! Come unto these yellow sands, and then take hands. Ssshh! 
Curtsied when you have and kissed the wild waves whist, come! 
Come! Foot it featly here and there; And, sweet sprites, the burden 
bear.  
 
Hark, hark! Bow-wow! the watch-dogs bark. Hark, hark! I hear the 
strain of strutting chanticleer Cry cockadiddledow! Ssshhhhh! The 
never surfeited sea...Ssshhh! 
 
[11] I boarded the King’s ship! 
 
I boarded the King’s ship! Now on the beak, now in the waist, The 
deck, in every cabin I flamed amazement! 
 
Sometimes I’d divide and burn in many places. All but mariners 
plunged in the foaming brine And quit the vessel Then all afire with 
me, I flamed amazement! 
 
Dong da-dang dong da-da dung Full fathom five thy father lies Of his 
bones are coral made; Those are pearls that were his eyes Nothing of 
him that doth fade, 
 
But doth suffer a sea change Into something rich and strange. 
 
Dong da-dang dong da-da dung Sea nymphs hourly ring his knell: 
Hark! Now I hear them...ding dong bell! His tears run down his beard 
like winter’s drops from eaves of reeds. If you now beheld them, your 
affections would become tender. Mine would, sir, were I human. 
 
[12] O, O, O 
 
O, o, o, o, o, o, 
 
[13] All hail, great master! 
 
Ah, ah, ah! All hail, great master! Grave sir, hail! I come to answer thy 
best pleasure, Be’t to fly, to swim, to dive into the fire 
 
To ride on the curled clouds to thy strong bidding, task Ariel, and all 
his quality. What would my noble master? I am here. What shall I do? 

Say what! Do you love me, Master? What’s thy pleasure? My lord, it 
shall be done. 
 
[14] Is there more toil? 
 
Is there more toil? Since thou dost give me pains, let me remember 
thee what thou Hast promised, which is not yet performed me. My 
liberty. 
 
I drink the air before me! Where the bee sucks, there suck I, In a 
cowslip’s bell I lie; There I crouch when owls do cry On the bat’s back 
I do fly after summer merrily. Merrily shall I live now, under the 
blossom that hangs on the bough I drink the air before me. I go, I go, 
I go Ssshhhh  
 
All You Who Sleep Tonight (1996) 
Texts by Vikram Seth (b. 1952) 
 
[15] Condition (from Quatrains) 
 
I have to speak – I must! – I should – I ought… 
I’d tell you how I love you if I thought 
The world would end tomorrow afternoon. 
But short of that…well, it might be too soon. 
 
[16] Telephone (from Quatrains) 
 
I see you smile across the phone 
And feel the moisture of your hair 
And smell the musk of your cologne… 
Hello? Is anybody there? 
 
[17] Across (from Romantic Residues) 
 
Across these miles I wish you well. 
May nothing haunt your heart but sleep. 
May you not sense what I don’t tell. 
May you not dream, or doubt, or weep. 
 
May what my pen this peaceless day 
Writes on this page not reach your view 
Till its deferred print lets you say 
It speaks to someone else than you. 
 
[18] Prandial Plaint (from Quatrains) 
 
My love, I love your breasts. I love your nose. 
I love your accent and I love your toes. 
I am your slave. One word, and I obey. 
But please don’t slurp your coffee in that way. 
 
[19] Interpretation (from Quatrains) 
 
Somewhere within your loving look I sense, 
Without the least intention to deceive, 
Without suspicion, without evidence, 
Somewhere within your heart the heart to leave. 
 
[20] Mistaken (from Romantic Residues) 
 
I smiled at you because I thought that you 
Were someone else; you smiled back; and there grew 
Between two strangers in a library 
Something that seemed like love, but you loved me 
(If that’s the word) because you thought that I  
Was other than I was. And by and by 
We found we’d been mistaken all the while. 
From that first glance, that first mistaken smile. 
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[21] God’s Love (from Quatrains) 
 
God loves us all, I’m pleased to say – 
Or those who love him anyway –  
Or those who love him and are good. 
Or so they say. Or so he should. 
 
[22] Dark Road (from Quatrains) 
 
The road is dark, and home is far. 
Sleep now, in the poor state you are. 
Tonight be dreamless, and tomorrow 
Wake free from fear, half free of sorrow. 
 
[23] Door (from Quatrains) 
 
He dreams beyond exhaustion of a door 
At which he knocked and entered years before, 
But now no street or city comes to mind 
Nor why he knocked, nor what he came to find. 
 
[24] Night Watch (from Quatrains) 
 
Awake for hours and staring at the ceiling 
Through the unsettled stillness of the night 
He grows possessed of the obsessive feeling 
That dawn has come and gone and brought no light. 
 
[25] Voices (from Meditations of the Heart) 
 
Voices in my head, 
Chanting, ‘Kisses. Bread 
Prove yourself. Fight. Shove. 
Learn. Earn. Look for love,’ 
 
Drown a lesser voice, 
Silent now of choice: 
‘Breathe in peace and be 
Still, for once, like me.’ 
 
[26] Soon (from In Other Voices) 
 
I shall die soon, I know 
This thing is in my blood. 
It will not let me go. 
It saps my cells for food. 
 
It soaks my nights in sweat 
And breaks my days in pain. 
No hand or drug can treat 
These limbs for love or gain. 
 
 
Love was the strange first cause 
That bred grief in its seed, 
And gain knew its own laws – 
To fix its place and breed. 
 
He whom I love, thank God, 
Won’t speak of hope or cure. 
It would not do me good. 
He sees that I am sure. 
 
He knows what I have read 
And will not bring me lies. 
He sees that I am dead. 
I read it in his eyes. 
 
How am I to go on –  
How will I bear this taste, 

My throat caked in white spawn – 
These hands that shake and waste? 
 
Stay by my steel ward bed 
And hold me where I lie. 
Love me when I am dead 
And do not let me die. 
 
[27] All You Who Sleep Tonight (from Meditations of the Heart) 
 
All you who sleep tonight 
Far from the ones you love, 
No hand to left or right, 
And emptiness above – 
 
Know that you aren’t alone. 
The whole world shares your tears, 
Some for two nights or one, 
And some for all their years. 


