


songs by John R. Williamson (b. 1929)

Love
[1] She walks in beauty Lord Byron 3.21
[2] She is not fair S T Coleridge 1.58
[3] When we two parted Lord Byron 4.00

War
[4] The lads in their hundreds A E Housman 2.37
[5] ‘Tis five years since A E Housman 2.30
[6] ‘Oh, is it the jar of nations’ A E Housman 1.31
[7] On your midnight pallet lying A E Housman 2.21

Sorrow and regret
[8] Hughley steeple A E Housman 4.12
[9] I lay me down and slumber A E Housman 2.00

[10] Sinner’s rue A E Housman 3.40
[11] Parta Quies A E Housman 1.22
[12] He looked at me with eyes I thought A E Housman 2.07
[13] Others, I am not the first A E Housman 3.01
[14] Farewell to barn and stack and tree A E Housman 2.25
[15] When the lad for longing sighs A E Housman 2.02
[16] I hoed and trenched and weeded A E Housman 2.26
[17] Oh were he and I together A E Housman 1.42

Lost love
[18] The new mistress A E Housman 1.53
[19] Oh, see how thick the gold cup flowers A E Housman 3.06



Religion
[20] Easter hymn A E Housman 3.18

Pastoral
[21] Revolution A E Housman 1.49
[22] In valleys of springs of rivers A E Housman 4.41
[23] March A E Housman 1.56

Conflict
[24] Before the battle S Sassoon 2.31
[25] I stood with the dead S Sassoon 3.43

Total CD duration: 66.30

The titles of the poems are given in italics; for untitled poems their first lines are given in
‘normal’ print.

A key to the sources of the Housman poems is given on page 8.

Performed by



As settings of poems rather than ‘abstract’ music, these pieces are best left to speak for
themselves; Williamson’s settings are lyrical, romantic and passionate as befits the texts and
are a very worthy addition to the canon of modern English song. The composer supplied the
following brief note.

These 25 songs can be divided into three main categories. The Three Romantic Songs
represent my first efforts into this genre, written shortly after my student days in the early
1950s when I was still influenced by romantic styles. I had no further inclinations for song-
writing until I read, by chance, the poetry of A E Housman in the early 1970s. Here I found a
self-identification in this lyrical poetry, and became totally absorbed in its content. I have
continued setting Housman’s poems almost exclusively, currently completing about 120 of
them, a large proportion of Housman’s total output.

Housman’s poetry displays intense emotional contrasts, with a diverse range of themes
through tragedy (Farewell to Barn and Stack and Tree); sorrow (When the Lad for longing
sighs) and death (Parta Quies). In contrast there are poems of a pastoral nature (March) and
of biting ironic humour (The New Mistress).

Finally, the two Sassoon First World War poems are set apart, in that they represent one of the
occasions when I was chosen among the winning entries of the English Poetry & Song
Society (EPSS) poetry setting competitions. I am currently a member of the Housman Society
and the EPSS.

© John R. Williamson, April, 2007.

Further information on the poets featured on this recording may be found on the internet. Wikipedia offers
easy access but as a ‘commons’ site may contain errors – it can be a good starting point:
George Gordon, 6th Baron Byron (1788–1824): <en.wikipedia.org/wiki/George_Byron,_6th_Baron_Byron>
Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772–1834): <en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Samuel_Taylor_Coleridge>
Siegfried Sassoon (1886–1969): <en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Siegfried_Sassoon>
Alfred Edward Housman (1859–1936): <en.wikipedia.org/wiki/A._E._Housman>



Mark Rowlinson (baritone)
After a Choral Scholarship at Oxford, Mark Rowlinson spent the 1970s as a singer based in
London. He was successively a member of the choirs of the London Oratory and Westminster
Abbey, and was a frequent member of the Monteverdi and John Alldis choirs, BBC Singers
and was a founder member of The Sixteen.

In 1979 the offer of a post as a music producer for BBC Radio 3 based in Manchester was
irresistible and Mark spent the next 20 years working with some of the world’s great soloists,
chamber ensembles, orchestras and conductors.

Leaving the BBC in 1999, Mark then resumed his former career as a singer to considerable
effect. He has recently been a soloist in Beijing, Mexico City, New York, San Francisco,
Jerusalem, Paris, Warsaw, Amsterdam, Bergen, Rome and a host of major British venues such
as the Royal Festival Hall, Bridgewater Hall, the Sage, King’s College, Cambridge, York
Minster, Coventry Cathedral and Birmingham Town Hall.

This is the third CD in which Mark has championed the work of composers from the North-
West of England. Mark is a Tutor at the Royal Northern College of Music.

David Jones (piano)
David Jones was born on the Wirral. He graduated from the University of Wales, Bangor,
with a First Class Honours Degree in Music, specialising in performance and studying piano
with Jana Frenklova. He then graduated from the Royal Northern College of Music,
Manchester, with a Postgraduate Diploma in Piano Accompaniment, which he studied with
John Wilson, and the degree of Master of Music in Performance, for which he also submitted
a study of the songs of Albert Roussel.

After a year as Junior Fellow in Repetiteur Studies in the RNCM Opera Department, David
lectured for three years at University College, Salford. He joined the staff of the School of
Keyboard Studies at the RNCM as a Staff Pianist in 1996 and was appointed Accompaniment
Co-ordinator in 2001. He also holds the post of Deputy Director and Accompanist for Junior
RNCM. David combines a busy performing career in both vocal and instrumental duo work
with choral activity: he is pianist for the Hallé Choir, and founder and Musical Director of



Altèri, the Manchester-based chamber choir. He also held the post of pianist for Huddersfield
Choral Society between 1993 and 2001. For many years he has been a tutor on the summer
course Art of Song. His recordings include a disc of solo piano music by Judith Bingham to be
released in 2011 and three volumes of piano and chamber works by Jeffrey Lewis (ASC,
Campion Cameo and Metier - Divine Art).

John Ramsden Williamson was born in Manchester in 1929. Following his final years of
education at William Hulme’s Grammar School, Manchester, and two years of National
Service, he attended the Royal Manchester College of Music as a student of Piano and
Composition. After gaining the ARMCM he attained LRAM (Piano), B.Mus. Dunelm, and
FLCM externally. He pursued a career in teaching at a variety of schools in England and
Wales between 1952 and 1992. With a continued dedication to composition he has developed
an individual style through palindromic techniques of harmony, rhythm and melody,
combined with modal and pentatonic characteristics.

He is now a member of North West Composers’ Association (NWCA), the English Poetry
and Song Society (EPSS), the British Music Society and the Housman Society. He has a
special affinity with English songs based on Housman poetry, piano solos and related
chamber music. A particular song, ‘The Ploughman’ was awarded a place in the British
Contemporary Music Anthology 1996/7. ‘Carol’, by Norman Nicholson, was shortlisted and
recorded for the Golden Jubilee Song Competition held by the EPSS in October, 2002. The
two Sassoon songs were awarded 3rd place in the EPSS competition of 2004 and are recorded
by Jeremy-Huw Williams on Dunelm Records’ CD DRD0239. A ‘Piece for Descant Recorder
and Piano’ was in the Trinity College of Music Syllabus 2003-2006.

Pianist Murray McLachlan writes: “In reviewing volume two * of an on-going survey of the
major piano music of John Williamson for the Dunelm Records label, the critic Robert
Matthew-Walker eloquently encapsulated the qualities which makes this approach so
unmistakable: ‘Williamson’s music is nothing, if not consistent; he has a uniform style in his



keyboard writing which is predicated upon a chordal-arioso manner in which the underlying
chordal bases remain fluid but hardly ‘progress’ in the sense of inner movement; what we
have is a fascinating mixture of coloration in the harmonies, much of them founded upon
diminished sevenths and ninths, but fully chordal as befits music written for the piano.

The result is a style not unlike that of a heady late-Romantic sensuality, but this should not be
taken as merely atmospheric or Impressionistic, for there is another layer of genuine
compositional skill at work here: the almost obsessive palindromic writing – in which, and
purely mnemonically, halfway through, the music retraces its steps, as it were; nor is this
necessarily the emotional expression in reverse. Of course, any music can be played
backwards as well as forwards – the skill lies in devising music which makes sense in these
terms, and it must be said that Williamson is often very successful within this rather stringent
framework.’"
<www.musicweb-international.com/classrev/2005/May05/John_Williamson.htm>
* Now available as Diversions DDV24144

Recorded at Alderley Edge Methodist Church, Alderley Edge, Cheshire, UK On June 12, 2006
Producer: David Ellis
Recording and editing: Jim Pattison Recording Assistant: Joyce Pattison
Mastering and final mixing: Stephen Sutton
Design: Stephen Sutton.
Booklet front cover concept: Ian Pattison – a composite of an English poppy field, a 1915 postcard featuring a young
lady, and a card showing Scottish troops crossing a pontoon bridge in France in 1915
Poppy field and back cover photographs: Jim Pattison
Photographs of the musicians courtesy of Mark Rowlinson and David Jones
Texts of Sassoon poems reproduced by permission of Faber and Faber
All images are copyright and used with permission. All rights reserved.
Original sound recording made by Dunelm Records and issued under licence.
Previously issued as DRD0265
℗ 2007 Dunelm Records © 2010 Divine Art Ltd

We are aware that there is some imperfection of sound in tracks 20 and 25 caused by an overload on very loud
passages – this unfortunately could not be rectified without producing an unnatural result.
We hope these very brief occurrences will not spoil your enjoyment of a powerful performance.



Key to the sources of the Housman poems:
ASL – A Shropshire Lad (1896)
LP – Last Poems (1922)
MP – More Poems (1936 – Published posthumously by Laurence Housman)
AP – Additional Poems (1936 – Published posthumously by Laurence Housman)

Love

[1] She walks in beauty

She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that’s best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellow’d to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impair’d the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,
Or softly lightens o’er her face;
Where thoughts serenely sweet express
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.

And on that cheek, and o’er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,
The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,
A mind at peace with all below,
A heart whose love is innocent!

Byron

[2] She is not fair

She is not fair to outward view,
As many maidens be;
Her loveliness I never knew
Until she smiled on me.
Oh, then I saw her eye was bright,
A well of love, a spring of light.

But now her looks are coy and cold,
To mine they ne’er reply,
And yet I cease not to behold
The love-light in her eye:
Her very frowns are fairer far
Than smiles of other maidens are.

Coleridge



[3] When we two parted

When we two parted
In silence and tears,
Half broken-hearted
To sever for years,
Pale grew thy cheek and cold,
Colder thy kiss;
Truly that hour foretold
Sorrow to this.

The dew of the morning
Sunk chill on my brow –
It felt like the warning
of what I feel now.
Thy vows are all broken,
And light is thy fame:
I hear thy name spoken,
And share in its shame.

They name thee before me,
A knell to mine ear;
A shudder comes o’er me –
Why wert thou so dear?
They know not I knew thee,
Who knew thee too well:
Long, long shall I rue thee,
Too deeply to tell.

In secret we met –
In silence I grieve,
That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive.
If I should meet thee
After long years,
How should I greet thee?
With silence and tears.

Byron

War

[4] The lads in their hundreds

The lads in their hundreds to Ludlow come in
for the fair,
There’s men from the barn and the forge and
the mill and the fold,
The lads for the girls and the lads for the liquor
are there,
And there with the rest are the lads that will
never be old.

There’s chaps from the town and the field and
the till and the cart,
And many to count are the stalwart, and many
the brave,
And many the handsome of face and the
handsome of heart,
And few that will carry their looks or their truth
to the grave.

I wish one could know them, I wish there were
tokens to tell
The fortunate fellows that now you can never
discern;
And then one could talk with them friendly and
wish them farewell
And watch them depart on the way that they
will not return.



But now you may stare as you like and there’s
nothing to scan;
And brushing your elbow unguessed at and not
to be told
They carry back bright to the coiner the
mintage of man,
The lads that will die in their glory and never
be old.

Housman ASL XXIII

[5] ‘Tis five years since

‘Tis five years since, ‘An end’, said I;
‘I’ll march no further, time to die.
All’s lost; no worse has heaven to give.’
Worse has it given, and yet I live.

I shall not die to-day, no fear:
I shall live yet for many a year,
And see worse ills and worse again,
And die of age and not of pain.

When God would rear from earth aloof
The blue height of the hollow roof,
He sought him pillars sure and strong,
And ere he found them sought them long.

The stark steel splintered from the thrust,
The basalt mountain sprang to dust,
The blazing pier of diamond flawed
In shards of rainbows all abroad.

What found he, that the heavens stand fast?
What pillar proven firm at last
Bears up so light that world-seen span?
The heart of man, the heart of man.

Housman AP XV

[6] ‘Oh, is it the jar of nations’

`Oh is it the jar of nations,
The noise of a world run mad,
The fleeing of earth’s foundations?’
Yes, yes: lie quiet, my lad,

`Oh is it my country calling,
And whom will my country find
To shore up the sky from falling?’
My business: never you mind.

`Oh is it the newsboys crying
Lost battle, retreat, despair,
And honour and England dying?’
Well, fighting-cock, what if it were?

The devil this side of the darnels
Is having a dance with man,
And quarrelsome chaps in charnels
Must bear it as best they can.

Housman AP XIV

[7] On your midnight pallet lying

On your midnight pallet lying,
Listen, and undo the door:
Lads that waste the light in sighing
In the dark should sigh no more;
Night should ease a lover’s sorrow;
Therefore, since I go to-morrow,
Pity me before.



In the land to which I travel,
The far dwelling, let me say –
Once, if here the couch is gravel,
In a kinder bed I lay,
And the breast the darnel smothers
Rested once upon another’s
When it was not clay.

Housman ASL XI

Sorrow and regret

[8] Hughley steeple

The vane on Hughley steeple
Veers bright, a far-known sign,
And there lie Hughley people
And there lie friends of mine.
Tall in their midst the tower
Divides the shade and sun,
And the clock strikes the hour
And tells the time to none.

To south the headstones cluster,
The sunny mounds lie thick;
The dead are more in muster
At Hughley than the quick.
North, for a soon-told number,
Chill graves the sexton delves,
And steeple-shadowed slumber
The slayers of themselves.

To north, to south, lie parted,
With Hughley tower above,
The kind, the single-hearted,
The lads I used to love.
And, south or north, ‘tis only
A choice of friends one knows,
And I shall ne’er be lonely
Asleep with these or those.

Housman ASL LXI

[9] I lay me down and slumber

I lay me down and slumber
And every morn revive.
Whose is the night-long breathing
That keeps a man alive?

When I was off to dreamland
And left my limbs forgot,
Who stayed at home to mind them,
And breathed when I did not?

J

– I waste my time in talking,
No heed at all takes he,
My kind and foolish comrade
That breathes all night for me.

Housman MP XIII



[10] Sinner’s rue

I walked alone and thinking,
And faint the night wind blew
And stirred on mounds at crossways
The flower of sinner’s rue.

Where the roads part they bury
Him that his own hand slays,
And so the weed of sorrow
Springs at the four cross ways.

By night I plucked it hueless,
When morning broke ‘twas blue:
Blue at my breast I fastened
The flower of sinner’s rue.

It seemed a herb of healing,
A balsam and a sign,
Flower of a heart whose trouble
Must have been worse than mine.

Dead clay that did me kindness,
I can do none to you,
But only wear for breastknot
The flower of sinner’s rue.

Housman LP XXX

[11] Parta Quies

Good-night; ensured release,
Imperishable peace,
Have these for yours,
While sea abides, and land,
And earth’s foundations stand,
And heaven endures.

When earth’s foundations flee,
Nor sky nor land nor sea
At all is found,
Content you, let them burn:
It is not your concern;
Sleep on, sleep sound.

Housman MP XLVIII

[12] He looked at me

He looked at me with eyes I thought
I was not like to find,
The voice he begged for pence with brought
Another man to mind.

Oh no, lad, never touch your cap;
It is not my half-crown:
You have it from a better chap
That long ago lay down.

Turn east and over Thames to Kent
And come to the sea’s brim,
And find his everlasting tent
And touch your cap to him.

Housman MP XLI

[13] Others, I am not the first

Others, I am not the first,
Have willed more mischief than they durst:
If in the breathless night I too
Shiver now, ‘tis nothing new.



More than I, if truth were told,
Have stood and sweated hot and cold,
And through their reins in ice and fire
Fear contended with desire.

Agued once like me were they,
But I like them shall win my way
Lastly to the bed of mould
Where there’s neither heat nor cold.

But from my grave across my brow
Plays no wind of healing now,
And fire and ice within me fight
Beneath the suffocating night.

Housman ASL XXX

[14] Farewell to barn and stack and tree

‘Farewell to barn and stack and tree,
Farewell to Severn shore.
Terence, look your last at me,
For I come home no more.

‘The sun burns on the half-mown hill,
By now the blood is dried;
And Maurice amongst the hay lies still
And my knife is in his side.

‘My mother thinks us long away;
’Tis time the field were mown.
She had two sons at rising day,
To-night she’ll be alone.

‘And here’s a bloody hand to shake,
And oh, man, here’s good-bye;
We’ll sweat no more on scythe and rake,
My bloody hands and I.

‘I wish you strength to bring you pride,
And a love to keep you clean,
And I wish you luck, come Lammastide,
At racing on the green.

‘Long for me the rick will wait,
And long will wait the fold,
And long will stand the empty plate,
And dinner will be cold.’

Housman ASL VIII

[15] When the lad for longing sighs

When the lad for longing sighs,
Mute and dull of cheer and pale,
If at death’s own door he lies,
Maiden, you can heal his ail.

Lovers’ ills are all to buy:
The wan look, the hollow tone,
The hung head, the sunken eye,
You can have them for your own.

Buy them, buy them: eve and morn
Lovers’ ills are all to sell.
Then you can lie down forlorn;
But the lover will be well.

Housman ASL VI



[16] I hoed and trenched and weeded

I hoed and trenched and weeded,
And took the flowers to fair:
I brought them home unheeded;
The hue was not the wear.

So up and down I sow them
For lads like me to find,
When I shall lie below them,
A dead man out of mind.

Some seed the birds devour,
And some the season mars,
But here and there will flower,

The solitary stars,

And fields will yearly bear them
As light-leaved spring comes on,
And luckless lads will wear them
When I am dead and gone.

Housman ASL LXIII

[17] Oh were he and I together

Oh were he and I together,
Shipmates on the fleeted main,
Sailing through the summer weather
To the spoil of France or Spain.

Oh were he and I together,
Locking hands and taking leave,
Low upon the trampled heather
In the battle lost at eve.

Now are he and I asunder
And asunder to remain;
Kingdoms are for others’ plunder,
And content for other slain.

Housman AP II

Lost love

[18] The new mistress

‘Oh, sick I am to see you, will you never let me
be?
You may be good for something but you are not
good for me.
Oh, go where you are wanted, for you are not
wanted here.’
And that was all the farewell when I parted
from my dear.

‘I will go where I am wanted, to a lady born
and bred
Who will dress me free for nothing in a
uniform of red;
She will not be sick to see me if I only keep it
clean:
I will go where I am wanted for a soldier of the
Queen.

‘I will go where I am wanted, for the sergeant
does not mind;
He may be sick to see me but he treats me very
kind:
He gives me beer and breakfast and a ribbon for
my cap,
And I never knew a sweetheart spend her
money on a chap.



‘I will go where I am wanted, where there’s
room for one or two,
And the men are none too many for the work
there is to do;
Where the standing line wears thinner and the
dropping dead lie thick;
And the enemies of England they shall see me
and be sick.’

Housman ASL XXXIV

[19] Oh, see how thick the gold cup flowers

Oh see how thick the gold cup flowers
Are lying in field and lane,
With dandelions to tell the hours
That never are told again.
Oh may I squire you round the meads
And pick you posies gay?
– ’Twill do no harm to take my arm.
‘You may, young man, you may.’

Ah, spring was sent for lass and lad,
’Tis now the blood runs gold,
And man and maid had best be glad
Before the world is old.
What flowers to-day may flower to-morrow,
But never as good as new.
– Suppose I wound my arm right round –

‘’Tis true, young man, ’tis true.’

Some lads there are, ’tis shame to say,
That only court to thieve,
And once they bear the bloom away
’Tis little enough they leave.
Then keep your heart for men like me
And safe from trustless chaps.
My love is true and all for you.
`Perhaps, young man, perhaps.’

Oh, look in my eyes then, can you doubt?
– Why, ’tis a mile from town.
How green the grass is all about!

We might as well sit down.
– Ah, life, what is it but a flower?

Why must true lovers sigh?
Be kind, have pity, my own, my pretty, –
‘Good-bye, young man, good-bye.’

Housman ASL V

Religion

[20] Easter hymn

If in that Syrian garden, ages slain,
You sleep, and know not you are dead in vain,
Nor even in dreams behold how dark and bright
Ascends in smoke and fire by day and night
The hate you died to quench and could but fan,
Sleep well and see no morning, son of man.



But if, the grave rent and the stone rolled by,
At the right hand of majesty on high
You sit, and sitting so remember yet
Your tears, your agony and bloody sweat,
Your cross and passion and the life you gave,
Bow hither out of heaven and see and save.

Housman MP I

Pastoral

[21] Revolution

West and away the wheels of darkness roll,
Day’s beamy banner up the east is borne,
Spectres and fears, the nightmare and her foal,
Drown in the golden deluge of the morn.

But over sea and continent from sight
Safe to the Indies has the earth conveyed
The vast and moon-eclipsing cone of night,
Her towering foolscap of eternal shade.

See, in mid heaven the sun is mounted; hark,
The belfries tingle to the noonday chime.
’Tis silent, and the subterranean dark
Has crossed the nadir, and begins to climb.

Housman LP XXXVI

[22] In valleys of springs of rivers

Clunton and Clunbury,
Clungunford and Clun,
Are the quietest places
Under the sun.

In valleys of springs and rivers,
By Ony and Teme and Clun,
The country for easy livers,
The quietest under the sun,

We still had sorrows to lighten,
One could not be always glad,
And lads knew trouble at Knighton
When I was a Knighton lad.

By bridges that Thames runs under,
In London, the town built ill,
’Tis sure small matter for wonder
If sorrow is with one still.

And if as a lad grows older
The troubles he bears are more,
He carries his griefs on a shoulder
That handselled them long before.

Where shall one halt to deliver
This luggage I’d lief set down?
Not Thames, not Teme is the river,
Nor London nor Knighton the town:

’Tis a long way further than Knighton,
A quieter place than Clun,
Where doomsday may thunder and lighten
And little ’twill matter to one.

Housman ASL L



[23] March

The Sun at noon to higher air,
Unharnessing the silver Pair
That late before his chariot swam,
Rides on the gold wool of the Ram.

So braver notes the storm-cock sings
To start the rusted wheel of things,
And brutes in field and brutes in pen
Leap that the world goes round again.

The boys are up the woods with day
To fetch the daffodils away,
And home at noonday from the hills
They bring no dearth of daffodils.

Afield for palms the girls repair,
And sure enough the palms are there,
And each will find by hedge or pond
Her waving silver-tufted wand.

In farm and field through all the shire
The eye beholds the heart’s desire;
Ah, let not only mine be vain,
For lovers should be loved again.

Housman ASL X

Conflict

[24] Before the battle

Music of whispering trees
Hushed by a broad-winged breeze
Where shaken water gleams;
And evening radiance falling
With reedy bird-notes calling.

O bear me safe through the dark, you low-
voiced streams.

I have no need to pray
The fear may pass away;
I scorn the growl and rumble of the fight
That summons me from cool
Silence of marsh and pool
And yellow lilies islanded in light

O river of stars and shadows, lead me through
the night.

Sassoon

[25] I stood with the dead

I stood with the Dead, so forsaken and still:
When dawn was grey I stood with the Dead.
And my slow heart said, ‘You must kill, you
must kill:
‘Soldier, soldier, morning is red’.

On the shapes of the slain in their crumpled
disgrace
I stared for a while through the thin cold rain...
‘O lad that I loved, there is rain on your face,
‘And your eyes are blurred and sick like the
plain’.

I stood with the Dead... They were dead; they
were dead;
My heart and my head beat a march of dismay:
And gusts of the wind came dulled by the guns.
‘Fall in!’ I shouted; ‘Fall in for your pay!’

Sassoon



More music by John R. Williamson from the Divine Art Group

Music for Piano, vols. 1-3 Diversions DDV24143-24145 Murray McLachlan (piano)

“Eloquently persuasive performances of Williamson’s unusual and finely crafted works” –
John Pitts (New Classics)

“Here is a remarkable trio of CDs featuring the piano music of John R. Williamson. Williamson is
making an important contribution to piano repertoire in a style all his own.” – David Hackbridge
Johnson (MusicWeb)

and Three Mosaics for guitar Jonathan Richards (guitar)
included on ‘Elegy’ (DDA 25008)
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