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 remember at one lunch session someone remarking that if a bomb 
dropped on The George a large proportion of the musical and literary  

world would be destroyed.” 
Elisabeth Lutyens, A Goldfish Bowl.

The unprepossessing façade of The George public house on the corner of 
London’s Great Portland Street and Mortimer Street gives few clues to its 
rich cultural heritage. Adjacent to the old Queen’s Hall and close to the BBC 
in Langham Place, The George was once so popular amongst professional 
musicians that Sir Henry Wood, frustrated by the tardiness of his often-thirsty 
orchestral players, christened it “that bloody Gluepot” – a nickname which soon 
entered common currency.

The Gluepot was the watering-hole of choice for a close-knit and convivial group 
of composers, musicians, writers, poets, producers and artists, especially those 
associated with the BBC’s Third Programme – in the words of Humphrey Searle, 
“a real rendezvous des artistes”. The composer Elisabeth Lutyens left the most 
complete account of its dramatis personae in the 1940s: “Looking around, one 
could see John Ireland, Alan Rawsthorne, William Walton, Constant Lambert, 
Humphrey Searle, Lawrence Leonard, [the poets] Louis MacNeice, Bertie (WR) 
Rodgers, Dylan Thomas, Roy Campbell, Uncle Tom Cobleigh and all!” 

To her list we can certainly add the composers Arnold Bax and EJ Moeran. It may 
well be that Moeran’s friend, Peter Warlock – and Warlock’s mentor Frederick 
Delius – were visitors (certainly they dined in Pagani’s restaurant around the 
corner) and perhaps, too, Rawsthorne’s friend Alan Bush. Other members of the 
coterie included the minor composers Leslie Heward, Hyam Greenbaum and 

Christian Darnton, Warlock’s biographer Cecil Gray, producer Walter Legge, 
poet Randall Swingler and the artists Michael Ayrton and Isabel Rawsthorne 
(née Nicholas). It is this intriguing ‘Gluepot connection’ that we explore in this 
programme of a cappella choral music.

As well as relishing one another’s company, the Gluepot composers enjoyed many 
musical and professional connections. Ireland taught several of the younger 
composers and acted as a mentor to Bush for much of his life. Gray, at Warlock’s 
instigation, advised the young Walton, who may also have studied informally 
with Searle. Greenbaum, an expert orchestrator, gave advice to Lambert, Walton 
and Rawsthorne, whilst Lambert was one of the original narrators for Walton’s 
Façade. Walton was responsible for Lutyens’ first commission, whilst Bush, 
Rawsthorne, Darnton and Swingler were drawn together by their progressive 
politics, collaborating on artistic projects to advance the left-wing cause. 

The Gluepot composers were stylistically a diverse group, from the relative 
conservatism of figures like Bax, Ireland and Walton to the twelve-tone 
advocates Lutyens and Searle. Perhaps the most old-fashioned (though by no 
means earliest) music here is found in John Ireland’s delicious part-songs; the 
subtle, melancholic Twilight Night (1922), to a poem by Christina Rossetti, feels 
every inch a product of the Victorian part-song tradition. The Hills, written for 
the 1953 coronation celebration A Garland for the Queen, more fully reflects 
Ireland’s consummate skill as a songwriter in its fastidious and beautiful setting 
of words by James Kirkup, but is nevertheless cut from similar stylistic cloth. 
Doubtless this nostalgia was suggested by the text, comparing the unshakeable 
permanence of monarchy to the very landscape itself; a telling allusion to the 
slow movement of Elgar’s First Symphony anchors the musical metaphor. 

I“
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Ireland’s friend Sir Arnold Bax was another habitué of The George, as the 
clarinettist Gervase de Peyer recalled: “One couldn’t help meeting Bax in one 
particular spot in London, which was The Glue Pot [sic]… I was extremely 
young at the time, and quite surprised to find Bax already pretty inebriated!”

Bax is better known for his orchestral music and yet his choral works are 
astonishingly rich and rewarding. His a cappella masterpiece, Mater ora filium 
(1921), was written for Charles Kennedy Scott’s Oriana Madrigal Society. Bax 
claimed this extravagant work was inspired by Byrd’s five-part Mass, though 
the listener might struggle to discern much resonance beyond the deliberate 
archaism of the opening and occasional use of polyphonic textures. A setting 
of a medieval carol, it is constructed as a sequence of variations on a near-
symphonic scale. Bax splits the choir into as many as 16 parts, calls for prodigious 
extremes of range, and cloaks his luscious, late-romantic harmony in myriad 
different textures to create one of the most challenging and rewarding works 
in the English choral repertoire.

Similar techniques, albeit on a smaller scale, are used in Bax’s warm-hearted 
I sing of a maiden (1923). Here, too, we find the composer drawing on a 
medieval religious text to produce a concert work. Polyphony and elements 
of 16th-century stylistic vocabulary co-exist with a variation form, allowing 
the original theme to submerge beneath sinuous, sophisticated chromatic 
harmony as the piece progresses, only to resurface at the sunny conclusion.

Much has been written about the friendship between E J Moeran and Peter 
Warlock, who met in 1923 and maintained a notoriously bohemian household 
in Eynsford, Kent from 1925 to 1928. Perhaps less well known are their links 

with the wider Gluepot circle; Constant Lambert was a regular guest at 
Eynsford (and would later receive the dedication of Moeran’s Phyllida and 
Corydon) where Walton also visited. We can trace Moeran to the Gluepot thanks 
to Warlock’s son Nigel Heseltine (though he misremembers the pub’s name): 
“It was [Moeran’s] good fortune to be a craftsman and not an intellectual, 
which led the inhabitants of the Cock Tavern… to make great game of him, on 
account of the raspberry colour of his face – which, however, far outshone their 
wit”. Heseltine’s caustic tone doubtless reflects the presence of Cecil Gray – his 
father’s first biographer and a personal bête noire – amongst the clientele.

Moeran and Warlock shared a love of folk-song, a fascination with Elizabethan 
music and an early intoxication with the music of Frederick Delius – indeed it 
was Delius’s On Craig Ddu (1907) which spurred Warlock’s future path when 
he encountered it at Eton College in 1911. Cecil Gray writes that it “came as 
a veritable revelation to him… from that moment onward music possessed 
his thoughts to the exclusion of all else”. Warlock’s earliest choral work,  
The Full Heart (sketched 1916, revised 1921), is still far too little-known. 
Although harmonically more adventurous, it shares the rapturous, transfixed 
atmosphere of Delius’s part-song which had so impressed the young 
composer. This is Warlock as modernist but with an intriguing nod to the past: 
it is dedicated to “the immortal memory of the Prince of Venosa” – the maverick 
Renaissance composer Carlo Gesualdo – whose biography Warlock published 
jointly with Gray in 1926. 

After service in the Great War, Moeran returned to the Royal College of Music 
to study with Ireland, whose influence Warlock deplored in a 1924 article about 
his new friend: “the texture and disposition of notes in the piano part, as well as 
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certain harmonic progressions, betray too obviously the composer’s intimate 
acquaintance with the work of John Ireland”. His Songs of Springtime (?1931), 
a set of seven attractive Elizabethan lyrics, is indebted less to Ireland than to 
the world of the English canzonet and madrigal, albeit glimpsed through the 
filter of Warlock’s music: the spirit of the Capriol Suite is never too far away. 
Moeran’s stylistic borrowing is married with a penchant for unexpected 
chromatic excursions, ensuring that this attractively varied set of miniatures 
never lapses into pastiche. 

The younger Gluepot composers – Walton, Lutyens, Lambert and Rawsthorne 
in particular – were particularly close as a group. In his autobiography, 
Michael Tippett suggests they represented an anti-Britten clique: “Rather 
unfortunately, I think, Walton associated himself at that time with a cabal of 
composers who were trying to debunk Ben or undermine his reputation… 
They all had great chips on the shoulder and entertained absurd fantasies 
about a homosexual conspiracy in music led by Britten and [his partner, the 
tenor Peter] Pears.”

William Walton frequented the Gluepot from the mid-1940s. His superb anthem 
Where does the uttered Music go? was first performed at the dedication 
of the Wood memorial window at the Musicians’ Church of St Sepulchre-
without-Newgate in London in 1946. John Masefield’s densely written text 
speaks of the ephemeral nature of music. Walton’s response is a tour de force 
of musical effects, employing his trademark blend of warm-hearted lyricism 
and infectiously angular rhythms. The end is particularly fine: ecstatic cries of 
‘O Mortals, praise him’ are layered in the upper voices against gently oscillating 
bass harmonies, recalling the end of ‘Neptune’ from Holst’s The Planets.

Elisabeth Lutyens was one of Britain’s most avant-garde composers, her 
dedication to serial techniques earning her the epithet ‘Twelve-Tone Lizzie’. The 
daughter of the architect Sir Edwin Lutyens, she often wrote incidental music 
for BBC Drama and Feature departments and (after 1946) the Third Programme, 
much of whose output was plotted in the Gluepot.

In 1945, she asked Walton for an introduction to Muir Matheson – then 
conductor of choice for the British screen industry – hoping to win a commission 
to write film music. Walton went further, offering to pay £100 himself for any 
concert work she wrote. The result was her chamber opera The Pit (1947), 
to a libretto by fellow Gluepot habitué Bertie Rodgers. Though much of her 
choral music is unflinchingly idealistic and prohibitively difficult, her writing 
mellowed somewhat in later years. Her exquisite Verses of Love (1970), full of 
warm tone-clusters and soft, melting glissandi, perfectly captures the hushed 
rapture of Ben Jonson’s text.

Though he wrote no a cappella choral music and so cannot feature in our 
programme, no account of these composers can be complete without mention 
of Constant Lambert, the central figure in the Gluepot group. Lutyens furnishes 
a wonderful description of him: “shaking with inner laughter, to explode, 
when joined with friends, in lucid and uproarious descriptions of something 
ridiculous spotted in a newspaper, or his latest limerick or French poem. He was 
larger than life, and a life lived to the fullest and most all-embracing.” 

In 1947, Lambert married Isabel Nicholas, one of the most fascinating non-
musical figures of the Gluepot set – a painter, artists’ model, socialite and muse 
to lovers such as Jacob Epstein, Alberto Giacometti and Francis Bacon. Having 
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fled Paris in 1940, in her memoirs she compared the Gluepot to the French 
capital’s great literary cafés: “The George which became the equivalent of the 
Deux Magots and the Flore, overcrowded, quite a struggle to get to the counter 
for a drink, noisy, animated, in no way physically resembled the intellectual 
nests of Paris”. After the early death of Lambert in 1951, she married a second 
Gluepot composer, Lambert’s close friend Alan Rawsthorne. 

The composer Denis ApIvor left a touching memory of the Gluepot group’s 
reaction to Lambert’s passing: “That night a sort of wake was held… at which 
only Jessie [Rawsthorne’s first wife], Alan, Elisabeth Lutyens and myself were 
present… As [Rawsthorne and I] crossed the grassy slopes of the hill the 
enormity of what we were about to ‘celebrate’ – the total and permanent 
absence of Constant Lambert, suddenly struck us both and we simultaneously 
gave vent to tears. It was the only time I ever observed the man whom Lambert 
had dubbed ‘Old Fish-Face’ openly moved.”

The prodigiously talented Rawsthorne deserves to be far better known; his 
Four Seasonal Songs (1956) receive their first recording here and perfectly 
demonstrate his bracing, tightly constructed style. ‘Now the Earth, the Skies, 
the Air’ is an ebullient celebration of the end of Winter. ‘To Spring’ is dominated 
by bubbling ostinato figures, whilst the lugubrious ‘Autumn’ is the emotional 
heart of the cycle. Finally comes a witty setting of ‘Now the lusty Spring is seen’.

Rawsthorne and his friend Alan Bush were both strongly left-wing in their 
politics, and unafraid to reflect their beliefs in their art. Each set verses by the 
Communist poet Randall Swingler (as did Ireland, Lutyens and Darnton) and 
both were involved with the Workers’ Music Association which Bush, by then a 

Communist Party member, had helped found. For the WMA, Rawsthorne wrote 
two-piano arrangements of international marching songs, brilliantly titled 
Left! Left!. Bush supplied a string of overtly political works, and even contrived 
to introduce the socialist anthem The Internationale into John Ireland’s 1937 
coronation commission These Things Shall Be, whose orchestration he had 
undertaken; Ireland had second thoughts, but it survives in the vocal score. 
Such a subversive streak perhaps explains the BBC’s attempt to ban Bush’s 
music from the airwaves during the Second World War; only when Vaughan 
Williams threatened to withdraw a new commission of his own in solidarity 
was the situation resolved. 

Two contrasting works by Bush receive their first recordings here, both to texts 
by his wife, Nancy. The first, Like Rivers Flowing (1957), is a gentle, pastoral part-
song evoking a Welsh mountain landscape. It is dedicated “to the people of 
Llangollen and all who sing there”, though the original dedication was “For the 
WMA Singers, Welsh Festival”. The second, Lidice (1947), is an overwhelmingly 
powerful response to the razing of the Czechoslovak village of Lidice by the 
Nazis in 1942 in reprisal for the assassination of Reinhard Heydrich, principal 
architect of the ‘Final Solution’. The atrocity became emblematic of fascism’s 
threat. In Britain, a ‘Lidice Shall Live’ campaign was begun in September 1942 
and a new village founded next to the old with the proceeds in 1947. In that 
year, Bush himself conducted the first performance of his work, with a group 
of WMA singers, on the site of the old village (see page 10). Later, a rose garden 
was planted between the old village and the new, for which Alan Rawsthorne 
also wrote a work, A Rose for Lidice.

Andrew Griffiths © 2018
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1	The Full Heart

Alone on the shore in the pause of the nighttime
I stand and I hear the long wind blow light;
I view the constellations quietly, quietly burning;
I hear the wave fall in the hush of the night.

Long after I am dead, ended this bitter journey,
Many another whose heart holds no light
Shall your solemn sweetness hush, awe and comfort,
O my companions, Wind, Waters, Stars, and Night.

Robert Nichols (1893-1944)

PETER WARLOCK (1894-1930)

Alan Bush conducting the WMA Singers in his own composition Lidice, at the site of the 
destroyed village of Lidice, August 3, 1947. 

Czech cameramen are filming for the International Youth Festival.

Photograph: R Unwin, by kind permission of the Alan Bush Music Trust

TEXTS
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3	II. To the Spring 

Earth now is green, and heaven is blue,
Lively spring which makes all new,
Jolly spring, doth enter;
Sweet young sunbeams do subdue
Angry, aged winter.

Blasts are mild and seas are calm,
Every meadow flows with balm,
The earth wears all her riches;
Harmonious birds sing such a psalm
As ear and heart bewitches.

Sir John Davies (1569-1626)

2	I. Now the Earth, the Skies, the Air

ALAN RAWSTHORNE (1905-71)

FOUR SEASONAL SONGS

Now the earth, the skies, the air
All things fair
Seems new-born thoughts t’infuse;
Whilst the returning Spring
Joys each thing,
And blasted hopes renews.

Anon (c.1606)

5	IV. Now the lusty Spring is seen 

Now the lusty spring is seen;
Golden yellow, gaudy blue,
Daintily invite the view.
Ev’rywhere, on ev’ry green,
Roses blushing where they blow,
And enticing men to pull.
Lillies whiter than the snow,
Woodbines of sweet honey full,
All love’s emblems, and all cry,
‘Ladies, if not plucked we die’

Yet the lusty spring hath stayed
Blushing red and purest white,
Daintily to love invite
Ev’ry woman, ev’ry maid:
Cherries kissing as they grow,
And inviting men to taste,
Apples even ripe below,
Winding gently to the waste:
All Love’s emblems and all cry,
‘Ladies, if not plucked we die’.

John Fletcher (1579-1625)

4	III. Autumn 

When the leaves in autumn wither
With a tawny tanned face
Warped and wrinkled-up together,
The year’s late beauty to disgrace:
There thy life’s glass may’st thou find thee,
Green now, grey now, gone anon;
Leaving, worldling, of thine own
Neither fruit, nor leaf behind thee.

Joshua Sylvester (1563-1618)
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6	The Hills

How calm, how constant are the hills!
How green and white and golden in
The summer light! Their lakes, their leaping wells
Are bright with flower, leaf, and rain,
And their profounder rivers run
From rocks that are the altars of the sun.

How calm, how constant are the hills!
Our time’s dark gale of ice and fire
Thunders around them, but removes them never.
No tempest overthrows their strong humility.
They are both god and temple, and their stones
Are holy, the earth’s enduring thrones.

James Kirkup (1918-2009)

JOHN IRELAND (1879-1962)

7	I Sing of a Maiden that is makeless

I sing of a maiden 
That is makeless. 
King of all kings 
To her son she ches.

He came all so stille 
There his mother was 
As dew in Aprille 
That falleth on the grass.

He came all so stille 
To his mother’s bower 
As dew in Aprille 
That falleth on the flower.

He came all so stille 
There his mother lay, 
As dew in Aprille 
That falleth on the spray.

Mother and maiden was never none but she; 
Well may such a lady Goddes mother be!

Anon (15th century)

ARNOLD BAX (1883-1953)
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8	Like Rivers Flowing

Silent among his clouds 
Plynlymmon sleeps, while at his heart 
The secret waters stir and rise, 
From the wild upland soon to part.

Five rivers here are born. 
Downward they plunge from shade to light; 
From fall to wat’ry fall they leap, 
Dewing the dark fern in their flight.

Divided far they flow 
With darkened or with sluggish course, 
Yet once they sprang from living rock, 
And strength they bear from this same source.

Many from scattered lands 
Here in this home of rocks and streams 
Are gathered, and in gathering sing, 
To rouse the mountains from their dreams.

Their voices wake the hills 
With songs that live when echoes cease, 
Returning far across the world, 
Like rivers flowing, flowing far in peace.

Nancy Bush (1907-91)

ALAN BUSH (1900-95)

9	On Craig Ddu

The sky thro’ the leaves of the bracken,
Tenderly, pallidly blue,
Nothing but sky as I lie on the mountain-top.
Hark! for the wind as it blew,
Rustling the tufts of my bracken above me,
Brought from below
Into the silence the sound of the water.
Hark! for the oxen low,
Sheep are bleating, a dog 
Barks, at a farm in the vale:
Blue, thro’ the bracken, softly enveloping,
Silence, a veil.

Arthur Symons (1865-1945)

FREDERICK DELIUS  (1862-1934)
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bl	Verses of Love

He of her 
Have you seene but a bright Lilie grow, 
Before rude hands have touch’d it? 
Have you mark’d but the fall o’ the snow? 
Before the soyle hath smutch’d it? 
Have you felt the wooll o’ the Bever? 
Or Swans Downe ever? 
Or have smelt o’ the bud o’ the Briar? 
Or the Nard in the fire? 
Or have tasted the bag o’ the Bee? 
O so white! O so soft! O so sweet is she! 
 

ELISABETH LUTYENS  (1906-83)

She of him 
He would have a hand as soft 
As the Downe, and shew it oft; 
Skin as smooth as any rush, 
And so thin to see a blush 
Rising through it e’re it came: 
All his blood should be a flame, 
Quickly fir’d as in beginners 
In love’s Schoole, and yet no sinners. 
 
Nor o’er praise, nor yet condemne; 
Nor outvalew, nor contemne; 
Nor doe wrongs, nor wrongs receave; 
Nor tie knots, nor knots unweave; 
And from baseness to be free, 
As he durst love truth and me. 
Such a man, with ev’ry part, 
I could give my very heart. 
 

His last word 
I’le taste as lightly as the Bee, 
That doth but touch his flower, and flies away.

Ben Jonson (1572-1637)

bm	I. Under the Greenwood Tree

bn	II. The River-God’s Song

EJ MOERAN (1894-1950)

SONGS OF SPRINGTIME

Under the greenwood tree
Who loves to lie with me,
And turn his merry note
Unto the sweet bird’s throat,
Come hither, come hither, come hither:
Here shall he see
No enemy
But winter and rough weather.

Do not fear to put thy feet
Naked in the river sweet;
Think not leech, or newt, or toad,
Will bite thy foot, when thou hast trod;

Who doth ambition shun,
And loves to live i’ the sun,
Seeking the food he eats
And pleased with what he gets,
Come hither, come hither, come hither:
Here shall he see
No enemy
But winter and rough weather.

William Shakespeare (1564-1616)

Nor let the water rising high,
As thou wad’st in, make thee cry
And sob; but ever live with me,
And not a wave shall trouble thee!

John Fletcher (1579-1625)
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bo	III. Spring, the Sweet Spring

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year’s pleasant king;
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring,
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!

The palm and may make country houses gay,
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day,
And we hear aye birds tune this merry lay,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet,
Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit,
In every street these tunes our ears do greet,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!
Spring, the sweet Spring!

Thomas Nashe (1567-1601)

bp	IV. Love is a Sickness

bq	V. Sigh no more, Ladies

Love is a sickness full of woes,
All remedies refusing;
A plant that with most cutting grows,
Most barren with best using.
Why so?
More we enjoy it, more it dies;
If not enjoyed, it sighing cries,
Heigh ho!

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more,
Men were deceivers ever,
One foot in sea and one on shore,
To one thing constant never.
Then sigh not so, but let them go,
And be you blithe and bonny,
Converting all your sounds of woe
Into hey nonny, nonny.

Love is a torment of the mind,
A tempest everlasting;
And Jove hath made it of a kind
Not well, nor full nor fasting.
Why so?
More we enjoy it, more it dies;
If not enjoyed, it sighing cries,
Heigh ho!

Samuel Daniel (1562-1619)

Sing no more ditties, sing no more
Of dumps so dull and heavy.
The fraud of men was ever so
Since summer first was leavy:
Then sigh not so, but let them go,
And be you blithe and bonny,
Converting all your sounds of woe
Into hey nonny, nonny.

William Shakespeare (1564-1616)
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br	VI. Good Wine

Now that the Spring hath filled our veins 
With kind and active fire, 
And made green liveries for the plains, 
And every grove a quire:

Sing we a song of merry glee, 
And Bacchus fill the bowl. 
Then here’s to thee; and thou to me 
And every thirsty soul.

Nor Care nor Sorrow e’er paid debt, 
Nor never shall do mine; 
I have no cradle going yet, 
Not I, by this good wine.

No wife at home to send for me, 
No hogs are in my ground, 
No suit in law to pay a fee, 
Then round, old Jockey, round.

Shear sheep that have them, cry we still, 
But see that no man ‘scape 
To drink of the sherry, 
That makes us so merry, 
And plump as the lusty grape.

William Browne (1591-1643)

bs	VII. To Daffodils

Fair daffodils, we weep to see 
You haste away so soon; 
As yet the early-rising sun 
Has not attained his noon. 
Stay, stay 
Until the hasting day 
Has run 
But to the even-song; 
And, having prayed 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)

bt	Where does the uttered Music go?

Where does the uttered Music go?
When well-attempered mind and hand
Have made the mortal clay to glow
And separate spirits understand?

Ah, whither, whither goes the boon,
The joy, that sweeps the wilful sense
Into the planetary tune
Of sun-directed influence?

WILLIAM WALTON  (1902-83)

What is this creature, Music, save the Art,
The Rhythm that the planets journey by?
The living Sun-Ray entering the heart,
Touching the Life with that which cannot die?

This Man with Music touched our minds
With rapture from the shining ranks,
The Loves and Laws of unknown kinds
Who utter everlasting thanks.

All that he uttered, may remain
As Light, as Order, cleaving Space,
Within the emptiness, a gain,
Within the solitude, a grace.

O Mortals, praise him, for his hand
Brought to his brothers many a ray
From Light perceived, though never scanned,
From Law unknown, which all obey.

John Masefield (1878-1967)
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bu	Twilight Night

We met, hand to hand,
We clasped hands close and fast,
As close as oak and ivy stand:
But it is past;
Come day, come night, day comes at last.

We loosed hand from hand,
We parted face from face;
Each went his way to his own land
At his own pace,
Each went to fill his separate place.

If we should meet one day,
If both should not forget,
We shall clasp hands the accustomed way,
As when we met,
So long ago, as I remember yet.

Christina Rossetti (1830-94)

JOHN IRELAND (1879-1962)

cl	Lidice

When the last marching step had gone,
And the hands, clenched in agony,
The out-stretched hands were motionless,
Silence returned to Lidice.

Voiceless, the threads of smoke crept up
From smould’ring wood and shattered stone.
The charred beam falling to the ground
Alone disturbed the empty noon.

Men and women, friends and lovers,
Now had left the valley lonely,
And the despairing child’s last cry,
As he looked back, an echo only.

Here ranged along this shallow pit
The men of Lidice once stood,
And here their last glimpse of the world
Was this green curve of field and wood.

ALAN BUSH (1900-95)

From the frail cavern of the skull
Their sightless eyes confront the sky
And stare undaunted from the dust,
Proud men who did not fear to die.

Man’s priceless treasure here lies spilt;
But from this bitter ash of pain,
An unquenched spirit stirs and springs,
Renewed to live and burn again.

Now silent Lidice lies still,
And stirs not, yet its stones proclaim,
Ravaged and mute, to all the world
A matchless and immortal fame.

Nancy Bush (1907-91)
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ANDREW GRIFFITHS, musical 
director of Londinium, has an 
enviable reputation as a talented 
and versatile conductor with a 
particular flair for opera and choral 
music. A graduate of the Royal 
Opera’s Jette Parker Young Artist 
Programme, he has conducted for 
companies including The Royal 
Opera, Welsh National Opera, 
Opera North, Early Opera Company 
and Bampton Classical Opera, 
and has appeared in concert 
with Southbank Sinfonia and the 
Orpheus Sinfonia. He frequently 
broadcasts with the BBC Singers 
and regularly directs the choirs at 
Dartington International Summer 
School; other engagements 
include New London Chamber 
Choir and Hong Kong’s Tallis 
Vocalis. He is also active as 
an accompanist, vocal coach, 
répétiteur and continuo player, 
and sings as a founder member of 
the Gramophone Award-winning 
vocal consort Stile Antico. 

cm	Mater ora filium

Mater ora filium
Ut post hoc exilium
Nobis donet gaudium
Beatorum omnium.
Amen.
Mother, beseech your son
that, after this exile,
he may give us the joy
of all the blessed.
Amen.

Mater ora filium…

Fair Maiden, Who is this bairn
That thou bearest in thine arm?
Sir it is a kinges son
That in Heaven above doth wone.

Mater ora filium…

ARNOLD BAX (1883-1953)

Man to father He had none
But Himself God alone
Of a maiden He would be born
To save mankind that was forlorn.

Mater ora filium…

The kings brought Him presents
Gold, myrrh and frankincense.
To my son full of might.
King of kings and Lord of Right.

Mater ora filium…

Fair maiden,
Pray for us
Unto thy Son, sweet Jesus,
That He may send us of his grace.
In heav’n on high to have a place.

Mater ora filium...

Carol (from a manuscript  
at Balliol College, Oxford)
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LONDINIUM is one of London’s most versatile and accomplished non-
professional chamber choirs, particularly noted for vibrant and critically 
acclaimed performances of a cappella repertoire. Founded in 2005, the choir 
has established a strong reputation for diverse, imaginative and eclectic 
programming across the centuries, with an emphasis on unjustly neglected 
or rarely-performed works, particularly of the 20th century. Londinium is 
also strongly committed to contemporary repertoire, especially the work of 
living composers, and has given a number of premieres including the first 
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