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1. Spring Goeth All in White
2. Fountains
3. Pity Me Not
4. Song for Lorry
5. The Moon
6. To the Night
7. Music when Soft Voices Die
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5. The Moon
Richard Miles JackmanPoem by P. B. Shelley

( March 1974 )
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6. To the Night
Poem by P. B. Shelley

( 1974 )
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7. Music when Soft Voices Die
Poem by P. B. Shelley

( 1974 )
Richard Miles Jackman
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8. Golden Slumbers
Richard Miles Jackman

9. Sleep
Richard Miles Jackman

Poem by by Thomas Dekker ( 1603 )


