
 

All in the April evening 

April airs are abroad 

The sheep with their little lambs 

Passed me by on the road 

The theme this week comes from a hymn by the Irish poet and novelist Katherine Tynan and the distin-
guished Scottish choirmaster and composer Hugh Roberton. Tynan wrote the lyrics which Roberton set to 
music and arranged for his Glasgow Orpheus Choir. My mum, Beryl Woodcock, who suggested this as a 
theme remembers singing it as a girl in her choir. The first four lines seem to me to be very evocative of 
the amazing weather that we have been having.  Howling gales might be more typical here but for once 
the new born lambs have been frolicking in ‘April airs.’ 
 
There are a couple of really good renditions of the hymn on Youtube  if you like choral music, especially  
these from Roberton’s Orpheus Choir  (with an introduction by Roberton):  
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lDOc44LDX1k 
 
And this  one by the Glasgow Phoenix Choir, which replaced the Orpheus choir after that dissolved on 
Roberton’s retirement.  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z8ojon1RJ4E 

April is a very popular month with poets, including the most        
celebrated.  T.S. Eliot’s The Wasteland famously begins: 
 
“April is the cruellest month, breeding  
Lilacs out of the dead land...” 

This April saw a spectacular moon 

 
Wordsworth is less bleak: 
 

 
It was an April morning: fresh and clear 
The Rivulet, delighting in its strength, 
Ran with a young man's speed; and yet the voice 
Of waters which the winter had supplied 
Was softened down into a vernal tone. 
The spirit of enjoyment and desire, 
And hopes and wishes, from all living things 
Went circling, like a multitude of sounds. 

April airs over Arnish 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lDOc44LDX1k
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z8ojon1RJ4E


 

April sees Emily Dickenson at her most gnomic: 
 
Absent Place—an April Day— 
Daffodils a-blow 
Homesick curiosity 
To the Souls that snow— 
 

Drift may block within it 
Deeper than without— 
Daffodil delight but 
Him it duplicate— 

Sara Teasdale, on the other hand, is                
straightforwardly lyrical in this lovely poem: 
 
Willow in your April gown 
Delicate and gleaming, 
Do you mind in years gone by 
All my dreaming? 
 
Spring was like a call to me 
That I could not answer, 
I was chained to loneliness, 
I, the dancer. 
 
Willow, twinkling in the sun, 
Still your leaves and hear me, 
I can answer spring at last, 
Love is near me! 

Daffodils are popular for evoking April (though further south they might be more emblematic of March). 
Willows are a more unusual choice. But the clear winner when it comes to symbolising April is the newborn 
lamb.  Both Edmund Spenser and John Clare wrote a “Shepherd’s Calendar.” 

TEll me good Hobbinoll, what garres thee greete? 

What? hath some Wolfe thy tender Lambes ytorne? 

Or is thy Bagpype broke, that soundes so sweete? 

Or art thou of thy loued lasse forlorne?            Spenser 1579 

Unconcerned about broken bagpipes, John Clare ends the 
April entry in his Shepherd’s Calendar with something we  
could all do with this April: a note of hope. 
 

Thou lovley april fare thee well 

Thou early child of spring 

Tho born where storms too often dwell 

Thy parents news to bring 

Yet what thy parting youth supplys 

No other months excell 

Thou first for flowers and sunny skyes 

Sweet april fare thee well.  

http://www.luminarium.org/renascence-editions/aprill.html#garres
http://www.luminarium.org/renascence-editions/aprill.html#forlorne

