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Gerald Finzi (1901-56): Requiem da Camera 
 
[3] II. How still this quiet cornfield is to-night 
 
Chorus: How still this quiet cornfield is to-night! 
By an intenser glow the evening falls, 
Bringing, not darkness, but a deeper light; 
Among the stooks a partridge covey calls. 
 
The windows glitter on the distant hill; 
Beyond the hedge the sheep-bells in the fold 
Stumble on sudden music and are still; 
The forlorn pinewoods droop above the wold. 
 
An endless quiet valley reaches out 
Past the blue hills into the evening sky; 
Over the stubble, cawing, goes a rout 
Of rooks from harvest, flagging as they fly. 
 
So beautiful it is, I never saw 
So great a beauty on these English fields, 
Touched by the twilight’s coming into awe, 
Ripe to the soul and rich with summer’s yields. 
 
…………………………………………………..... 
 
These homes, this valley spread below me here, 
The rooks, the tilted stacks, the beasts in pen, 
Have been the heartfelt things, past-speaking dear 
To unknown generations of dead men, 
 
Who, century after century, held these farms, 
And, looking out to watch the changing sky, 
Heard, as we hear, the rumours and alarms 
Of war at hand and danger pressing nigh. 
 
And knew, as we know, that the message meant 
The breaking off of ties, the loss of friends, 
Death, like a miser getting in his rent, 
And no new stones laid where the trackway ends. 
 
The harvest not yet won, the empty bin, 
The friendly horses taken from the stalls, 
The fallow on the hill not yet brought in, 
The cracks unplastered in the leaking walls. 
 
[...] 
 
Then sadly rose and left the well-loved Downs, 
And so by ship to sea, and knew no more 
The fields of home, the byres, the market towns, 
Nor the dear outline of the English shore. 
 

John Masefield (1878-1967) 
 

“August 1914” from Philip the King, and other Poems 
The Society of Authors as the Literary Representative of the Estate of 

John Masefield. 
 
[4] III. Only a man harrowing clods 
 
Baritone: Only a man harrowing clods 
In a slow silent walk 
With an old horse that stumbles and nods 
Half asleep as they stalk. 
 
Only thin smoke without flame 
From the heaps of couch-grass; 
Yet this will go onward the same 
Though Dynasties pass. 

 
Yonder a maid and her wight 
Come whispering by: 
War’s annals will cloud into night 
Ere their story die. 
 

Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) 
 

“In Time of ‘The Breaking of Nations’” 
 
[5] IV. We who are left 
 
Chorus: We who are left, how shall we look again 
Happily on the sun or feel the rain, 
Without remembering how they who went 
Ungrudgingly, and spent 
Their lives for us, loved too the sun and the rain? 
 
A bird among the rain-wet lilac sings – 
But we, how shall we turn to little things 
And listen to the birds and winds and streams 
Made holy by their dreams, 
Nor feel the heart-break in the heart of things? 
 

Wilfrid Wilson Gibson (1878-1962) 
 

“A Lament” © Wilfrid Gibson 1918, from Whin, 
published by Pan Macmillan Ltd. 

Reproduced by permission of Boosey & Hawkes Music Publishers, Ltd. 
 
[6] Ivor Gurney (1890-1937): The Trumpet 
 
Rise up, rise up, 
And, as the trumpet blowing 
Scatters* the dreams of men, 
As the dawn glowing 
The stars that left unlit 
The land and water, 
Rise up and scatter 
The dew that covers 
The print of last night’s lovers - 
Scatter it, scatter it! 
 
While you are listening 
To that** clear horn, 
Forget, men, everything 
On this earth newborn, 
Save*** that it is lovelier 
Than any mysteries. 
 
Open your eyes to the air 
That has washed the eyes of the stars 
Through all the dewy night: 
Up with the light, 
To the old wars; 
Arise, arise! 
 

Edward Thomas (1878-1917) 
 
* Original: “Chases” 
** Original: “the” 
*** Original: “Except” 
 
[7] Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872-1958): An Oxford Elegy 
 
(Note: Lines in italics are sung; the rest are spoken) 
 
Go, for they call you, Shepherd, from the hill; 
Go, Shepherd, and untie the wattled cotes; 
No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed, 
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Nor let thy bawling fellows rack their throats, 
Nor the cropp’d grasses shoot another head. 
But when the fields are still, 
And the tired men and dogs all gone to rest, 
And only the white sheep are sometimes seen 
Cross and recross the strips of moon-blanch’d green; 
Come Shepherd, and again begin the quest. 
 
Here will I sit and wait, 
While to my ear from uplands far away 
The bleating of the folded flocks is borne, 
With distant cries of reapers in the corn – 
All the live murmur of a summer’s day. 
Here will I sit and wait, 
While to my ear from uplands far away 
The bleating of the folded flocks is borne, 
With distant cries of reapers in the corn – 
All the live murmur of a summer’s day. 
 
Screen’d is this nook o’er the high, half-reap’d field, 
And here till sundown, Shepherd, will I be. 
Through the thick corn the scarlet poppies peep, 
And round green roots and yellowing stalks I see 
Pale blue convolvulus in tendrils creep: 
And air-swept lindens yield 
Their scent, and rustle down their perfumed showers 
Of bloom on the bent grass where I am laid, 
And bower me from the August sun with shade; 
And the eye travels down to Oxford’s towers: 
That sweet city with her dreaming spires, 
She needs not summer for beauty’s heightening, 
Lovely all times she lies, lovely today! 
 
Come, let me read the oft-read tale again: 
The story of that Oxford scholar poor, 
Who, one summer morn forsook his friends, 
And came, as most men deem’d, to little good, 
But came to Oxford and his friends no more. 
But rumours hung about the country-side, 
That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray, 
Seen by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied, 
And I myself seem half to know thy looks, 
And put the shepherds, Wanderer, on thy trace; 
Or in my boat I lie 
Moor’d to the cool bank in the summer heats, 
‘Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine fills, 
And watch the warm green-muffled Cumnor hills, 
And wonder if thou haunt’st their shy retreats. 
Leaning backwards in a pensive dream, 
And fostering in thy lap a heap of flowers 
Pluck’d in shy fields and distant Wychwood bowers, 
And thine eyes resting on the moonlit stream, 
Still waiting for the spark from Heaven to fall. 
 
And once, in winter, on the causeway chill 
Where home through flooded fields foot-travellers go, 
Have I not pass’d thee on the wooden bridge 
Wrapt in thy cloak and battling with the snow, 
Thy face tow’rd Hinksey and its wintry ridge? 
And thou hast climb’d the hill 
And gain’d the white brow of the Cumnor range; 
Turn’d once to watch, while thick the snowflakes fall, 
The line of festal light in Christ Church hall – 
Then sought thy straw in some sequester’d grange. 
 
But what – I dream! Two hundred years are flown; 
And thou from earth art gone 
Long since and in some quiet churchyard laid – 
Some country nook, where o’er thy unknown grave 
Tall grasses and white flowering nettles wave, 

Under a dark red-fruited yew-tree’s shade. 
 
No, no, thou hast not felt the lapse of hours. 
Thou waitest for the spark from Heaven! and we, 
Ah, do not we, Wanderer, await it too? 
See, ’tis no foot of unfamiliar men 
Today from Oxford up your pathway strays! 
Here came I often, often, in old days; 
Thyrsis and I; we still had Thyrsis then. 
Runs it not here, the track by Childsworth Farm, 
Up past the wood, to where the elm-tree crowns 
The hill behind whose ridge the sunset flames? 
The signal-elm, that looks on Ilsley Downs, 
The Vale, the three lone weirs, the youthful Thames? – 
That single elm-tree bright 
Against the west – I miss it! is it gone? 
We prized it dearly; while it stood, we said, 
Our friend, the Scholar Gipsy, was not dead; 
While the tree lived, he in these fields lived on. 
Needs must I, with heavy heart 
Into the world and wave of men depart; 
But Thyrsis of his own will went away. 
So have I heard the cuckoo’s parting cry, 
From the wet field, through the vext garden-trees, 
Come with the volleying rain and tossing breeze: 
The bloom is gone, and with the bloom go I! 
 
Too quick despairer, wherefore wilt thou go? 
Soon will the high Midsummer pomps come on, 
Soon will the musk carnations break and swell, 
Soon shall we have gold-dusted snapdragon, 
Sweet-William with his homely cottage-smell, 
And stocks in fragrant blow; 
Roses that down the alleys shine afar, 
And open, jasmine-muffled lattices, 
And groups under the dreaming garden-trees, 
And the full moon, and the white evening-star. 
He hearkens not! light comer, he is flown! 
What matters it? next year he will return, 
And we shall have him in the sweet spring-days, 
With whitening hedges, and uncrumpling fern, 
And blue-bells trembling by the forest-ways, 
And scent of hay new-mown. 
But Thyrsis never more we swains shall see. 
Yet, Thyrsis, let me give my grief its hour 
In the old haunt, and find our tree-topp’d hill. 
 
I know these slopes; who knows them if not I? – 
But many a dingle on the loved hill-side, 
With thorns once studded, old, white-blossom’d trees, 
Where thick the cowslips grew, and far, descried, 
High tower’d the spikes of purple orchises, 
Hath since our day put by 
The coronals of that forgotten time. 
They are all gone, and thou art gone as well. 
 
Yes, thou art gone! and round me too the night 
In ever-nearing circle weaves her shade. 
I see her veil draw soft across the day, 
And long the way appears, which seem’d so short 
And high the mountain-tops, in cloudy air, 
The mountain-tops where is the throne of Truth. 
 
There thou art gone, and me thou leavest here 
Sole in these fields; yet will I not despair. 
Despair I will not, while I yet descry 
That lonely Tree against the western sky. 
Fields where soft sheep from cages pull the hay, 
Woods with anemones in flower till May 
Know him a wanderer still. 
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Then let in thy voice a whisper often come, 
To chase fatigue and fear. 
 
Why faintest thou? I wander’d till I died. 
Roam on! The light we sought is shining still. 
Our tree yet crowns the hill, 
Our Scholar travels yet the loved hillside. 
 

Matthew Arnold (1822-1888) 
 
Words adapted from The Scholar Gypsy and Thyrsis 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


