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Tippett: Spirituals (1, 2, 3) from A Child of our Time
Finzi: Thou didst delight mine eyes

Delius: Two unaccompanied part songs
Midsummer Song

Rutter: Five Traditional Songs

Elgar: As Torrents in Summer

Bantock: She walks in Beauty
Britten: Five Flower Songs

Poulenc: Sept Chansons

Refreshments will be served
at the back of the church after the concert.
Donations are invited.



Michael Tippett (1905-1998)
Five Negro Spirituals (nos. 1, 2, 3)
From A Child of Our Time

Steal away

Steal away, steal away, steal away to
Jesus

Steal away, steal away home

I ain’t got long to stay here.

My lord he calls me, he calls me by the
thunder,

The trumpet sounds within-a-my soul,
I ain’t got long to stay here.

Steal away, steal away, steal away to
Jesus

Steal away, steal away home

I ain’t got long to stay here.

Green trees a-bending, poor sinner stands
a-trembling,

The trumpet sounds within-a-my soul,

I ain’t got long to stay here.

Steal away, steal away, steal away to
Jesus

Steal away, steal away home

I ain’t got long to stay here.

Nobody knows

Nobody knows the trouble I see, Lord,
Nobody knows the trouble I see
Nobody knows the trouble I see, Lord,
Nobody knows like Jesus

O brothers pray for me,
O brothers pray for me,

O brothers pray for me,
Help me to drive old Satan away, Lord.

Nobody knows the trouble I see, Lord,
Nobody knows the trouble I see
Nobody knows the trouble I see, Lord,
Nobody knows like Jesus

O mothers pray for me,
O mothers pray for me,
O mothers pray for me,
Help me to drive old Satan away, Lord.

Go Down Moses

Go down, Moses

Way down in Egypt land,
Tell old Pharoah

To let my people go.

When Israel was in Egypt land,
Oppressed so hard they could not stand
Let my people go.

“Thus spake the Lord” bold Moses said
“If not, I’ll smite your firstborn dead”
Let my people go.

Go down, Moses

Way down in Egypt land,
Tell old Pharoah

To let my people go.

Gerald Finzi (1901-1956)

Thou didst delight my eyes

Thou didst delight my eyes:
Yet who am I? nor first

Nor last nor best, that durst
Once dream of thee for prize;
Nor this the only time

Thou shalt set love to rhyme.

Thou didst delight my ear:
Ah! little praise; thy voice
Makes other hearts rejoice,
Makes all ears glad that hear;
And short my joy: but yet,

O song, do not forget.

For what wert thou to me?
How shall I say? The moon,
That poured her midnight noon
Upon this wrecking sea;

A sail, that for a day

Has cheered the castaway.

Robert Seymour Bridges (1844-1930)

Frederick Delius
(1862-1934)

Two unaccompanied part songs:
To be sung of a summer night on
the water

Midsummer Song

John Rutter (1945 -)
Five Traditional Songs
(nos. 1-4)

1. The girl I left behind me

I’m lonesome since I cross’d the hill
And o’er the moor and valley

Such heavy thoughts my heart do fill
Since parting from my Sally;

I seek no more the fine and gay,
Since each doth but remind me

How swiftly passed the hours away
With the girl I left behind me.

O ne’er shall I forget that night —

The stars were bright above me

And gently lent their silvr’y light
When first she vow’d to love me.

But now I’'m bound to Brighton camp;
Kind heaven then pray guide me,

And bring me safely back again

To the girl I left behind me.

Her golden hair in ringlets fair,

Her eyes like diamonds shining,

Her slender waist, with carriage chaste
May leave the swain repining.

Ye Gods above! O hear my prayer,

To my beauteous fair to bind me,

And send me safely back again

To the girl I left behind me.

2. O Waly, Waly

The water is wide, I cannot get o’er,
And neither have I wings to fly;
Give me a boat that will carry two,
And both shall row, my love and 1.




O down in the meadows the other day,
A-gath’ring flow’rs both fine and gay

A-gath’ring flow’rs both red and blue,
I little thought what love can do.

I lean’d my back up against some oak
Thinking that he was a trusty tree;

But first he bended and then he broke;
And so did my false love to me,

A ship there is and she sails the sea,
She’s loaded deep as deep can be,
But not so deep as the love I'm in:

I know not if I sink or swim.

O love is handsome and love is fine,
And love’s a jewel while it is new,
But when it is old it groweth cold,
And fades away like morning dew.

3. The British Grenadiers

Some talk of Alexander

And some of Hercules,

Of Hector and Lysander

And such great names as these;

But of all the world’s brave heroes
There’s none that can compare

With a tow row row row row row row
To the British Grenadiers.

When e’er we are commanded

To storm the palisades

Our leaders march with fuses

And we with hand grenades;

We throw them from the glacis
About the enemies’ ears

Sing tow row row row Tow row row
The British Grenadiers.

Then let us fill a bumper
And drink a health to those
Who carry caps and pouches

And wear the louped clothes.

May they and their commanders

Live happy all their years

With a tow row row row row row row
To the British Grenadiers.

4. Golden slumbers

Golden slumbers kiss your eyes
Smiles awake you when you rise,
Sleep pretty wantons, do not cry,

And I will sing a lullaby.

Care you know not, therefore sleep
While I o’er you watch do keep.
Sleep pretty darlings, do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby.

Edward Elgar
(1857-1934)

As Torrents in Summer

As torrents in summer,

Half dried in their channels,
Suddenly rise

Tho' the sky is still cloudless.
For rain has been falling.

Far off at their fountains.

So hearts that are fainting
Grow full to o'erflowing,
And they that behold it
Marvel, and know not
That God at their fountains
Far off has been raining!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
(1807-1882)

Granville Bantock
(1868-1946)

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 mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impaired 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!

Lord Byron (1788-1824)

Benjamin Britten
(1913-1976)
Five Flower Songs

1. To Daffodils

Fair daffodils, we weep to see
You haste away so soon;

As yet the early-rising sun
Has not attain'd his noon.
Stay, stay

Until the hasting day

Has run

But to evensong,
And, having pray'd together, we
Will go with you along.

We have short time to stay, as you,
We have as short a spring;

As quick a growth to meet decay,
As you, or anything.

We die,

As your hours do, and dry

Away,

Like to the summer's rain,

Or as the pearls of morning's dew,
Ne'er to be found again.

Robert Herrick (1591-1674)

2. The Succession of the
Four Sweet Months

First, April, she with mellow showers
Opens the way for early flowers,
Then after her comes smiling May

In a more rich and sweet array,

Next enters June and brings us more
Gems than those two that went before,
Then (lastly,) July comes and she
More wealth brings in than all those
three;

April! May! June! July!

Robert Herrick (1591-1674)

3. Marsh Flowers

Here the strong mallow strikes her slimy
root,

Here the dull night-shade hangs her
deadly fruit;

On hills of dust the henbane's faded
green,

And pencil'd flower of sickly scent is



