
PROGRAM NOTES 

FAÇADE: AN ENTERTAINMENT 
 

William Walton and Edith Sitwell developed the idea for 

Facade in the early 1920's, wherein Sitwell's poems would 

be recited against Walton's coordinated but independent 

musical score. The poems referenced all aspects of life in 

turn-of-the-century England, and so Walton, influenced by 

Mozart, Beethoven, Weber, Schoenberg and Stravinsky, 

composed corresponding musical miniatures in a 1920's 

style that roamed through Stravinsky, jazz, Satie, polkas, 

tarantellas, waltzes, hornpipes, fanfares, tangos and Swiss 

yodelling songs. Judged scandalous and crazy upon its 

debut, Facade gained popularity over time, and a second 

book, Facade 2: A Further Entertainment, was compiled in 

the 1970's. 

 

1. HORNPIPE 

Sailors come 

To the drum 

Out of Babylon; 

Hobby-horses 

Foam, the dumb 

Sky rhinoceros-glum 

 

Watched the courses of the breakers' rocking-horses and 

with Glaucis, 

Lady Venus on the settee of the horsehair sea! 

Where Lord Tennyson in laurels wrote a gloria free, 

In a borealic iceberg came Victoria; she 

Knew Prince Albert's tall memorial took the colours of the 

floreal 

And the borealic iceberg; floating on they see 

New-arisen Madam Venus for whose sake from far 

Came the fat zebra'd emperor from Zanzibar 

Where like golden bouquets lay far Asia, Africa, Cathay, 

All laid before that shady lady by the fibroid Shah. 

Captain Fracasse stout as any water-butt came, stood 

With Sir Bacchus both a-drinking the black tarr'd grapes' 

blood 

Plucked among the tartan leafage 

By the furry wind whose grief age 

Could not wither - like a squirrel with a gold star-nut. 

Queen Victoria sitting shocked upon a rocking horse 

Of a wave said to the Laureate, "This minx of course 

Is as sharp as any lynx and blacker-deeper than the drinks 

and quite as 

Hot as any Hottentot, without remorse! 

For the minx," 

Said she, 

"And the drinks, 

You can see 

Are hot as any hottentot and not the goods for me!" 

 

3. MARINER MAN 

'What are you staring at, mariner man, 

wrinkled as sea-sand and old as the sea ?' 

'Those trains will run over their tails, if they can, 

snorting and sporting like porpoises ! Flee 

The burly, the whirlygig wheels of the train, 

As round as the world and as large again, 

Running half the way over to Babylon, down 

Through the fields of clover to gay Troy town -- 

A-puffing their smoke as grey as the curl 

On my forehead as wrinkled as sands of the sea ! -- 

But what can that matter to you, my girl ? 

(And what can that matter to me?) 

 

4. LONG STEEL GRASS 

Long steel grass — 

The white soldiers pass — 

The light is braying like an ass. 

See 

The tall Spanish jade 

With hair black as nightshade 

Worn as a cockade! 

Flee 

Her eyes’ gasconade 

And her gown’s parade 

(As stiff as a brigade). 

Tee-hee! 

The hard and braying light 

Is zebra’d black and white 

It will take away the slight 

And free, 

Tinge of the mouth-organ sound, 

(Oyster-stall notes) oozing round 

Her flounces as they sweep the ground. 

The 

Trumpet and the drum 

And the martial cornet come 

To make the people dumb — 

But we 

Won’t wait for sly-foot night 

(Moonlight, watered milk-white, bright) 

To make clear the declaration 

Of our Paphian vocation, 

Beside the castanetted sea, 

Where stalks Il Capitaneo 

Swaggart braggadocio 

Sword and moustachio — 

He 

Is green as a cassada 

And his hair is an armada. 

To the jade ‘Come kiss me harder’ 

He called across the battlements as she 

Heard our voices thin and shrill 

As the steely grasses’ thrill, 

Or the sound of the onycha 

When the phoca has the pica 

In the palace of the Queen Chinee! 

 

6. TANGO-PASODOBLE 

When  

Don  

Pasquito arrived at the seaside  

Where the donkey's hide tide  

brayed, he  

Saw the bandito Jo in a black cape  

Whose slack shape waved like the sea -  

Thetis wrote a treatise noting wheat  

is silver like the sea;  

the lovely cheat is sweet as foam;  

Erotis notices that she  

Will  

Steal  

The  

Wheat-kings luggage, like Babel  



Before the League of Nations grew -  

So Jo put the luggage and the label  

In the pocket of Flo the Kangaroo.  

Through trees like rich hotels that bode  

Of dreamless ease fled she,  

Carrying the load and goading the road  

Through the marine scene to the sea.  

"Don Pasquito, the road is eloping  

With your luggage  

though heavy and large;  

You must follow and leave your moping  

Bride to my guidance and charge!"  

When  

Don  

Pasquito returned  

from the road's end,  

Where vanilla-coloured ladies ride  

From Sevilla, his mantilla'd bride  

and young friend  

Were forgetting  

their mentor and guide.  

For the lady and her friend  

from Le Touquet  

In the very shady trees on the sand  

Were plucking a white satin bouquet  

Of foam, while the sand's brassy band  

Blared in the wind.  

Don Pasquito  

Hid where the leaves drip with  

sweet...  

But a word stung him like a  

mosquito...  

For what they hear, they repeat! 

 

7. LULLABY FOR JUMBO 

Jumbo asleep! 

Grey leaves thick-furred 

As his ears keep 

Conversations blurred. 

Thicker than hide 

Is the trumpeting water; 

Don Pasquito's bride 

And his youngest daughter 

Watch the leaves 

Elephantine grey: 

What is it grieves 

In the torrid day? 

Is it the animal 

World that snores 

Harsh and inimical 

In sleepy pores?- 

And why should the spined flowers 

red as a soldier 

Make Don Pasquito 

Seem still mouldier? 

 

8. BLACK MRS. BEHEMOTH 

In a room of the palace 

Black Mrs. Behemoth 

Gave way to wroth 

And the wildest malice. 

Cried Mrs. Behemoth, 

"Come, court lady, 

Doomed like a moth, 

Through palace rooms shady!" 

The candle flame 

Seemed a yellow pompion, 

Sharp as a scorpion, 

Nobody came . . . 

Only a bugbear 

Air unkind, 

That bud-furred papoose, 

The young spring wind, 

Blew out the candle. 

Where is it gone? 

To flat Coromandel 

Rolling on! 

 

9. TARANTELLA 

Where the satyrs are chattering, nymphs with their  

flattering glimpse of the forest enhance 

All the beauty of marrow and cucumber narrow and 

Ceres will join in the dance. 

Where the satyrs can flatter the flat-leaved fruit 

and the gherkin green and the marrow, 

Said Queen Venus, 'Silenus, we’ll settle between us 

the gourd and the cucumber narrow.’ 

See, like palaces hid in the lake, they shake — 

                        those greenhouses shot by her arrow narrow! 

The gardener seizes the pieces, like Croesus, 

                    for gilding the potting-shed barrow. 

There the radish roots and the strawberry fruits 

                            feel the nymphs’ high boots in the glade. 

Trampling and sampling mazurkas, cachucas and turkas, 

Cracoviaks hid in the shade. 

Where, in the haycocks, the country nymphs’ gay flocks 

wear gowns that are looped over bright yellow petticoats, 

Gaiters of leather and pheasants’ tail feathers 

     in straw hats bewildering many a leathern bat. 

They they haymake, 

Cowers and whines in showers, 

     the dew in the dogskin bright flowers; 

Pumpking and marrow and cucumber narrow 

     have grown through the spangled June hours. 

Melons as dark as caves have for their fountain waves 

     thickest gold honey, and wrinkled as dark as Pan, 

Or old Silenus, yet youthful as Venus, 

     are gourds and the wrinkled figs whence all the 

jewels ran. 

Said Queen Venus, 'Silenus we’ll settle between us 

     the nymphs’ disobedience, forestall 

With my bow and my quiver each fresh evil liver: 

     for I don’t understand it at all!’ 

 

11. BY THE LAKE 

Across the flat and the pastel snow 

Two people go . . . . 'And do you remember 

When last we wandered this shore?' . . . 'Ah no! 

For it is cold-hearted December.' 

'Dead, the leaves that like asses's ears hung on the trees 

When last we wandered and squandered joy here; 

Now Midas your husband will listen for these 

Whispers--these tears for joy's bier.' 

And as they walk, they seem tall pagodas; 

And all the ropes let down from the cloud 

Ring the hard cold bell-buds upon the trees--codas 

Of overtones, ecstasies, grown for love's shroud. 

 

13. POLKA 

"Tra la la la la la la la 

La! 

 

See me dance the polka", 

Said Mr Wagg like a bear, 

"with my top hat 



And my whiskers that - 

(Tra la la) trap the Fair." 

Where the waves 

seem chiming haycocks 

I dance the polka; there 

Stand Venus' children in their gay frocks, - 

Maroon and marine, - and stare 

To see me fire my pistol 

Through the distance blue as my coat; 

Like Wellington, Byron, the 

Marquis of Bristol, 

Busbied great trees float. 

 

While the wheezing hurdy-gurdy 

Of the marine wind blows me 

To the tune of Annie Rooney, sturdy, 

Over the sheafs of the sea; 

 

And bright as a seedsman's packet 

With zinnias, candytufts chill, 

Is Mrs. Marigold's Jacket 

As she gapes at the inn door still, 

 

Where at dawn in the box of the sailor, 

Blue as the decks of the sea, 

Nelson awoke crowed like the cocks, 

Then back to the dust sank he. 

 

And Robinson Crusoe 

Rues so 

The bright and foxy beer, - 

But he finds fresh isles 

in a negress' smiles, - 

The poxy doxy dear, 

 

As they, watch me dance the polka", 

Said MrWagg like a bear, 

"In my top hat and my whiskers that, - 

Tra la la, trap the Fair, 

Tra la la la la la - 

Tra la la la la la - 

Tra la la la la la la la 

    La     La     La!" 

 

 

15. SOMETHING LIES BEYOND THE SCENE 

Something lies beyond the scene, the encre de chine marine 

obscene  

Horizon  

In  

Hell  

Black as a bison  

See the tall black Aga on the sofa in the alga mope, his  

Bell-rope  

Mustache (clear as a great bell!)  

Waves in eighteen-eighty  

Bustles  

Come  

Late with tambourines of  

Rustling  

Foam.  

They answer to the names  

Of ancient dames and shames, and  

Only call horizons their home.  

Coldly wheeze (Chinese as these black-armored fleas that 

dance) the breezes  

Seeking for horizons  

Wide; from her orisons  

In her wide  

Vermilion  

Pavilion  

By the seaside  

The doors clang open and hide  

Where the wind died,  

Nothing but the Princess  

Cockatrice  

Lean  

Dancing a caprice  

To the winds tambourine. 

 

17. JODELLING SONG 

‘We bear velvet cream,  

Green and babyish  

Small leaves seem; each stream  

Horses' tails that swish,  

 

And the chimes remind  

Us of sweet birds singing,  

Like the jangling bells  

On rose trees ringing.  

Man must say farewell  

To parents now,  

And to William Tell,  

And Mrs. Cow.  

 

Man must say farewells  

To storks and Bettes,  

And to roses' bells,  

And statuettes.  

 

Forests white and black  

In spring are blue  

With forget-me-nots,  

And to lovers true  

 

Still the sweet bird begs  

And tries to cozen  

Them: “Buy angels' eggs  

Sold by the dozen.”  

 

Gone are clouds like inns  

On the gardens' brinks,  

And the mountain djinns—  

Ganymede sells drinks;  

 

While the days seem gray,  

And his heart of ice,  

Gray as chamois, or  

The edelweiss,  

 

And the mountain streams  

Like cowbells sound—  

Tirra lirra, drowned  

In the waiter's dreams  

 

Who has gone beyond  

The forest waves,  

While his true and fond  

Ones seek their graves.’ 

 

 

 

 

 



18. SCOTCH RHAPSODY 

Do not take a bath in Jordan, Gordon, 

On the holy Sabbath, on the peaceful day! ' 

Said the huntsman, playing on his old bagpipe, 

Boring to death the pheasant and the snipe — 

Boring the ptarmigan and grouse for fun — 

Boring them worse than a nine-bore gun. 

Till the flaxen leaves where the prunes are ripe, 

Heard the tartan wind a-droning in the pipe, 

And they heard Macpherson say: 

'Where do the waves go? What hotels 

Hide their bustles and their gay ombrelles?  

And would there be room? — 

 

Would there be room?  

Would there be room 

for 

me?  

 

There is a hotel at Ostend 

Cold as the wind, without an end, 

Haunted by ghostly poor relations 

Of Bostonian conversations 

(Like bagpipes rotting through the walls.)  

And there the pearl-ropes fall like shawls 

With a noise like marine waterfalls. 

And 'Another little drink wouldn't do us any harm! ' 

Pierces through the Sabbatical calm. 

And that is the place for me!  

So do not take a bath in Jordan, Gordon, 

On the holy Sabbath, on the peaceful day — 

Or you'll never go to heaven, Gordon Macpherson, 

And speaking purely as a private person 

 

That is the place 

— that is the place 

— that is the 

place 

for 

me!  

 

 

 

 

19. POPULAR SONG 

Lily O'Grady, 

Silly and shady, 

Longing to be 

A lazy lady, 

Walked by the cupolas, gables in the 

Lake’s Georgian stables, 

In a fairy tale like the heat intense, 

And the mist in the woods when across the fence 

The children gathering strawberries 

Are changed by the heat into negresses, 

Though their fair hair 

Shines there 

Like gold-haired planets, Calliope, Io, 

Pomona, Antiope, Echo, and Clio. 

Then Lily O'Grady, 

Silly and shady, 

Sauntered along like a 

Lazy lady. 

Beside the waves’ haycocks her gown with tucks 

Was of satin the colour of shining green ducks, 

And her fol-de-rol 

Parasol 

Was a great gold sun o'er the haycocks shining, 

But she was a negress black as the shade 

That time on the brightest lady laid. 

Then a satyr, dog-haired as trunks of trees, 

Began to flatter, began to tease, 

And she ran like the nymphs with golden foot 

That trampled the strawberry, buttercup root, 

In the thick gold dew as bright as the mesh 

Of dead Panope’s golden flesh, 

Made from the music whence were born 

Memphis and Thebes in the first hot morn, 

— And ran, to wake 

In the lake, 

Where the water-ripples seem hay to rake. 

And Charlottine, 

Adeline, 

Round rose-bubbling Victorine, 

And the other fish 

Express a wish 

For mastic mantles and gowns with a swish; 

And bright and slight as the posies 

Of buttercups and of roses, 

And buds of the wild wood-lilies 

They chase her, as frisky as fillies. 

The red retriever-haired satyr 

Can whine and tease her and flatter, 

But Lily O'Grady, 

Silly and shady, 

In the deep shade is a lazy land; 

Now Pompey’s dead, Homer’s read, 

Heliogabalus lost his head, 

And shade is on the brightest wing, 

And dust forbids the birds to sing. 

 

20. OLD SIR FAULK 

Before the honeyed fruits of dawn were ripe, would walk 

And stalk with a gun  

The reynard-colored sun 

Among the pheasant-feathered corn the unicorn has torn, 

forlorn the  

Smock-faced sheep  

Sit And Sleep, 

Periwigged as William and Mary, weep... 

'Sally, Mary, Mattie, what's the matter, why cry?'  

The huntsman and the reynard-colored sun and I sigh 

'Oh, the nursery-maid Meg  

With a leg like a peg 

Chased the feathered dreams like hens, and when they laid 

an egg  

In the sheepskin  

Meadows  

Where 

The serene King James would steer 

Horse and hounds, then he  

From the shade of a tree  

Picked it up as spoil to boil 'for nursery tea' said the 

mourners. In the  

Corn, towers strain 

Feathered tall as a crane, 

And whistling down the feathered rain, old Noah goes 

again-- 

An old dull mome  

With a head like a pome, 

Seeing the world as a bare egg 

Laid by the feathered air: Meg  

Would be three of these  

For the nursery teas  



Of Japhet, Shem and Ham; she gave it  

Underneath the trees,  

Where the boiling Water Hissed 

Like the goose-king's feathered daughter--kissed 

Pot and pan and copper kettle  

Put upon their proper mettle 

Lest the flood begin again through these! 

 

21. SIR BEELZEBUB 

When 

Sir 

Beelzebub called for his syllabub 

in the hotel in Hell 

Where Proserpine first fell, 

Blue as the gendarmerie were the 

waves of the sea, 

(Rocking and shocking the bar-maid) 

Nobody comes to give him his rum 

but the 

Rim of the sky hippopotamus-glum 

Enhances the chances to bless with 

a benison 

Alfred Lord Tennyson crossing the 

bar laid 

With cold vegetation from pale 

deputations 

Of temperance workers 

(all signed in Memoriam) 

Hoping with glory to trip up the 

Laureate's feet, 

(Moving in classical metres)... 

Like Balaclava, the lava came down 

from the Roof, and the sea's blue 

wooden gendarmerie 

Took them in charge while 

Beelzebub roared for his rum. 

...None of them come! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE DEVIL’S TALE 
a sequel to Stravinsky's L'histoire du soldat. Music and 

libretto by James M. Stephenson 

 

SETTING: Las Vegas and Tulsa, OK 

 

CHARACTERS:  

Joe - pit-orchestra musician 

Hannah - showgirl 

Sam (devil) - blackjack dealer, street sign ad-man, furs 

store owner, Vegas agent 

 

PART I: 

Joe wakes up from a dream (Lʼhistoire). Heʼs in a Vegas 

hotel room, with girlfriend Hannah. Heʼs playing for a 

premiering new show, also featuring Hannah as showgirl. 

Hannah desperately wants to leave Vegas, to return to 

Tulsa, OK, for the simpler life.  

 

On the way to rehearsal, Joe passes by Sam, the blackjack 

dealer, who hopes someday to become casino owner. Sam 

is also Hannahʼs agent, but knows of their desire to leave. 

Sam reminds Joe, a reformed gambler, of a deal: play 

another game of cards with him, and if Joe wins, he can 

leave Vegas with Hannah. If he loses, Joe must leave alone, 

without Hannah. Joe agrees. 

 

In the meantime, Joe devises plan with Hannah. Joe will 

purposely lose the card-game, but that night during the 

show, she will (falsely) injure herself in the big dance 

number, so that Sam will no longer have use for her, and 

they can go home to Tulsa. The scheme works: Joe and 

Sam play cards (Joe loses); Hannah “injures” herself and 

Sam declares her useless. Joe and Hannah leave together 

for Tulsa. 

 

PART II: 

Back in Tulsa now. Time has passed. Joe is getting bored 

with Tulsa life. Sam (disguised as fur salesman) offers deal 

from his store: buy furs and get free tickets to Vegas. Joe 

convinces Hannah to take the deal. Hannah, now 

reminiscing about Vegas a little, is left alone, and is 

approached by Sam, now disguised as Vegas agent. He 

offers her a well-paid starring role in a new show, and 

Hannah - obviously flattered - accepts, and they leave 

immediately, leaving Joe behind. 

 

Joe then returns to Vegas to try to win Hannah back. 

Musicians have black-listed him, since he quit the show. 

Joe disguises himself as casino owner, and challenges Sam 

to another card game. Repeatedly losing, he offers the 

greedy Sam keys to the casino if he loses again. He loses, 

and Sam immediately runs to his new office. The keys 

donʼt work, of course, and security being what it is in a 

casino, Sam is immediately apprehended by police, and is 

taken away.Joe and Hannah are together again, and leave 

Vegas on the road back home to Tulsa, which is,  of course, 

hot and dusty... 

 

Reflections on The Devil’s Tale by Jim Stephenson 

 

My version of this familiar story of Joseph, the devil, et al, 

is called “The Devilʼs Tale”. Its inspiration comes from 

basically telling Ramuzʼ story backwards, in effect, as one 

giant palindrome. This all began with imagining starting 

my story where Stravinskyʼs leaves off, with the somewhat 

ambiguous drum solo. (it is sometimes played with a 

crescendo, sometimes with a diminuendo). It was this 

ambiguity which led me to realize that it could almost be 

the beginning to a piece as well. 

 

I have had many dreams myself, where I am convinced that 

I hear the stroke of a drum, and am startled and awakened - 

only to realize, of course, that it was just a dream. That was 

the impetus for the starting-off point for my story - that the 

solo drum is all part of one giant dream. In fact, to take it a 

step further, that the whole Soldierʼs Tale (it is a tale, after 

all) was just one giant dream of a present day Joseph, who 

is in actuality situated in Las Vegas, as a pit musician for a 

show. Once I knew that I would start with the percussion 

solo, and that it was a giant palindrome, I knew I needed to 

end with walking “down a hot and dusty road”. The task at 

hand was then to just fill in all of the blanks... 

 

A few things I knew: 

 

1) I didnʼt want this to be about the violin. That has been 

done, masterfully, by Stravinsky, and frankly, if this is to 



be done as a sequel, and in the same concert as the 

Stravinsky, I think the violinist needs a break. Therefore, 

all musicians get featured at one point or another, and 

generally speaking, the low instruments represent the devil, 

and the upper, Joseph/Hannah, or “goodness”. 2) I wanted 

it to be more relevant, more obviously universal, and so the 

general theme is more about love and love-lost. Ramuz 

story never gripped me entirely, so I wanted to create 

something more easily grasped. 3) I wanted to create more 

of a part for the female character - in my case, Hannah, 

Joeʼs girlfriend. This leaves more opportunity for dance, 

which I think could be quite compelling. 4) I wasnʼt sure 

whether to make mine just prose, or in a rhyming scheme. 

My final decision was to rhyme it, but leave the rhythm 

rather loose, leaving it open for interpretation by the 

narrator or actors. I think this is somewhat similar to my 

interpretation of Ramuz, or at least the translation thereof 

that I know. 

 

Once I came up with the palindrome idea, I searched for 

some existing palindromes. I immediately found that many 

of them include the word devil, which suited my purposes. 

Beyond that, I found those that were inspirational, and used 

the ones that suited my story, and could both fit the 

narrative and the music simultaneously.The story is then 

filled with palindromic words and phrases. There are also 

many symbolic references to the devil - by using terms that 

have come to be known over the years. 


