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It is well known that Richard Rodney Bennett (1936-2012) was a composer, 
performer and entertainer of immense versatility and catholicity. After his 
studies at the Royal Academy of Music under Howard Ferguson, Lennox 
Berkeley and Cornelius Cardew (which he claimed were of only minimal 
help), he was a regular visitor to the Darmstadt summer courses in the 
late 1950s and a student of Pierre Boulez in Paris. Even before these forays 
into the avant-garde, he had also begun to make his name as a composer 
of film scores in the late 1950s. While his work for films brought with it a 
handsome income and international fame, it was largely as a composer of 
art music that Bennett set his hopes and aspirations for the future. 

While he retained an interest in the avant-garde, he nevertheless jettisoned 
this aspect of composition in his later style which was governed essentially 
by a desire to develop a contemporary tonal language. Moreover, there 
was also a strong inclination to write music across a broad range of genres 
– be it symphonic, chamber, song or choral music – that would attract a 
similar variety of performing abilities and audiences. In this sense he shared 
something of Benjamin Britten’s ability to reach out both to professionals 
and amateurs without any hint of condescension or compromise. Perhaps 
inevitably, with this abundance of technique, empathy and fluency, he was 

able to respond to a wide array of commissions, large and small, which 
regularly came his way during his immensely successful composing career 
based in New York after 1979. One of these productive areas of composition 
was choral music. 

The earliest pieces to be written on this recording are three madrigal 
settings of 1961. Two of them, to texts by Ben Jonson, were published 
together as Two Madrigals while the third, to an anonymous text, was 
published separately as Madrigal. Bennett was greatly attracted to poetry 
of the Elizabethan and Jacobean periods and these pieces attempt to 
capture something of that era’s expressive wedding of words and music 
though viewed through a 20th-century prism. In The hour-glass Bennett 
gives us a reflective elegy in which the seemingly inert dust of our mortal 
remains is compared with the physical ardour of a once living body. After 
an impassioned climax, the madrigal concludes quizzically with the line 
“Even ashes of lovers find no rest”. As a foil to the first piece, Still to be 
neat describes the cosmetic effects of dress and perfume which distract 
the eye but not the heart, a sentiment captured by the musical conceit 
of the strict canon, two-in-four, between the upper and lower pairs of 
voices which occupies the first four lines of each verse. Moreover, its 
coquettish temperament, evoked by the fluctuating metre, has the spirit 
of a canzonetta. The third madrigal setting, And can the physician make 
sick men well?, has a similarly lively disposition. The focus of each verse, 
the refrain (“With lily, germander and sops in wine, With sweet briar and 
bonfire and strawberry wine and columbine”) appears to offer a form of 
homeopathic panacea to the strange nonsense of the three verses. 

Choral Music by 
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The Sorrows of Mary, a Christmas carol, was composed in 1964 and later 
included in Oxford University Press’s Carols of Today. The two verses of the 
anonymous 15th-century text are framed by an invocation and epilogue 
for five-part chorus in which the top line outlines a melody suggesting 
plainchant. This is also mirrored in the bass line while the other parts 
move in stepwise motion away from the outer voices. The two verses, for 
four voices, begin canonically (four-in-two) before being treated freely in 
their concluding sections. In the epilogue, the ‘plainchant’ nature of the 
opening material is presented more starkly in unison before the familiar 
five-part texture is restored. Here Bennett also takes the opportunity to 
give us a telling harmonic variation for the final line, “He took his death 
with perfect goodwill”. 

Another carol, Lullaby Baby, using a 15th-century text by John Phillip, was 
dedicated to the choir of King’s College, Cambridge in 1986. A gentle ‘hush 
song’, there is much in the delicious moments of chromaticism to remind 
one of Peter Warlock’s music (which also includes a setting of this very text), 
especially in the richer textures of the last refrain. 

Dedicated to his sister, the poet Meg Peacocke, The Glory and the Dream 
for mixed voices and organ was commissioned by the New Cambridge 
Singers and a group of choirs from the USA, the United Kingdom, Australia, 
Canada and Iceland. It received its first performance on 3 March 2001 in 
St John’s College Chapel, Cambridge by the New Cambridge Singers 
directed by Christopher Brown. Taking his text from William Wordsworth’s 
ode Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood (a text 

familiar from Gerald Finzi’s setting of the early 1950s), Bennett divides 
the work into four sections. The first is a combination of a tender, pastoral 
reflection with a sprightly Scherzo, rejoicing in the splendours of nature. 
Both moods, however, are shot through with a pang of regret at the 
passing of childhood rapture (“Where is it now, the glory and the dream?”). 
The second section, dirge-like, dwells on the loss of innocence while the 
third (much of which is unaccompanied) revives a sense of hope, a force 
which cannot destroy the spirit of man’s and nature’s immortality. 

From the pathos of this contemplative material, the final section is a more 
buoyant outpouring of pleasure, which, in spite of the realisation that the 
unblemished days of childhood can never be recaptured, a new, more 
vigorous, optimistic adult perception is instilled. In the final part of the 
work, Bennett recalls his opening material with a new sense of purpose, 
giving Wordsworth’s last thoughts to the unaccompanied chorus (just as 
Finzi does) as a moving coda, replete with a last reference to the ‘grief’ 
motive in the organ which has pervaded the entire work. 

The partsong A Contemplation Upon Flowers dates from 1999 and was 
composed for Philip Barnes and the St Louis Chamber Chorus. An elegiac 
setting of a 16th-century text by Henry King, it marvels at the annual cycle 
of flowers and how, just as they bloom with each spring and die with each 
winter, they might also “sweeten and perfume” or own death. 

Words from John Donne’s Sermon LXXIII served as the text for This Day, 
a vocal fanfare which was dedicated to Philip Brunelle, the organist and 
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choirmaster of Plymouth Congregational Church in Minneapolis. By 
contrast, Time, a setting of Giles Fletcher’s late-16th-century lyric, is a 
sombre meditation on how all things will have an end except for the 
eternity of Christ’s beauty and virtue. Affecting in its simplicity is the carol 
I wonder as I wander, written for Jonathan Manners and DeChorum for 
a carol service at All Saints Church, Weston-super-Mare on 22 December 
2008. Another commission, this time for Coro and their conductor Mark 
Griffiths on the occasion of the choir’s tenth anniversary in December 2010, 
Remember, O thou man, is more substantial. Using a familiar Christmas 
text from Thomas Ravenscroft’s Melismata of 1611, Bennett’s carol is a 
fervent and heartfelt prayer which ends in quiet contemplation. 

Completed in New York and London in February 2012, not long before 
his death on Christmas Eve of that year, the introit One Equal Music was 
commissioned by the Frank Clarke-Whitfeld Trust and the Three Choirs 
Festival for the choir of Hereford Cathedral and its organist and director of 
music, Geraint Bowen. It was first sung at the Three Choirs Festival Eucharist 
on 22 July 2012. With a well-known text by John Donne (one familiar 
through William Harris’s 1959-setting for double choir), Bennett’s anthem 
is characteristically sinewy and austere in its harmony and contrapuntal 
movement, yet carefully fashioned in its through-composed structure as 
it climbs steadily towards its climax (“in the habitation of thy dominion”) 
before falling away to its serene close. 

Jeremy Dibble  
© 2018

1	 I wonder as I wander

I wonder as I wander out under the sky 
How Jesus the Saviour did come for to die 
For poor on’ry people like you and like I; 
I wonder as I wander out under the sky.

When Mary birthed Jesus ’twas in a cow’s stall 
With wise men and farmers and shepherds and all 
But high from God’s heaven, a star’s light did fall 
And the promise of ages it then did recall.

If Jesus had wanted for any wee thing 
A star in the sky or a bird on the wing, 
Or all of God’s Angels in Heaven to sing 
He surely could have it, ’cause he was the King.

(trad.) 
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2	 Lullaby Baby 3	 The Sorrows of Mary  
Lullaby baby, lullaby baby,
Thy nurse will tend thee as duly as may be.
Be still, my sweet sweeting, no longer do cry;
Sing lullaby, lullaby, lullaby baby.
Let dolours be fleeting, I fancy thee, I
To rock thee and lull thee I will not delay me.

Lullaby baby, lullaby baby,
Thy nurse will tend thee as duly as may be
What creature now living would hasten thy woe?
Sing lullaby, lullaby, lullaby baby,
See for thy relieving, the time I bestow
To dance and to prance thee as prettily as maybe.

Lullaby baby, lullaby baby,
Thy nurse will tend thee as duly as may be.
God be thy shield and comfort in need;
Sing lullaby, lullaby, lullaby baby:
He give thee good fortune and well for to speed,
And this to desire I will not delay me.

Lullaby baby, lullaby baby,
Lullaby baby, lullaby baby,
Thy nurse will tend thee as duly as may be.
Lullaby baby, lullaby.                                                                                

(John Phillip) 

Mary mother, come and see  
Thy sweet son nailed on tree.

This blessed babe that thou hast born,  
his blessed body is all to-torne. 
To buy us again that were forlorn, 
His head is crowned with a thorn, 
Crowned alas, with thorn or brier. 
Why should my son thus lie here? 
To me this is a careful chere, 
Sweet son, think on thy mother dear. 

The wicked Jews with their falsehood, 
Under their feet they gan him tread. 
They wounded him both hand and head. 
They left him not till he was dead.

Alas, alas now may I cry.  
Why might I not with my son die? 
My heart is replenished with pity, 
Fulfilled with pain most piteously.’

Mary, mother, grieve you not ill. 
From heav’n he came this to fulfil. 
Because mankind it should not spill, 
He took his death with perfect goodwill. 

(15th-century anon.)
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4	 Still to be neat  

TWO MADRIGALS 

5	 The hour-glass 

6	 Remember, O thou man  

Still to be neat, still to be dressed,  
As you were going to a feast;  
Still to be powdered, still perfumed;  
Lady, it is to be presumed,  
Though art’s hid causes are not found,  
All is not sweet, all is not sound.  
 

Consider this small dust, here in the glass, by atoms mov’d: 
Could you believe that this the body was of one who loved; 
And in his mistress’ flame playing like a fly, 
Was turned to cinders by her eye:

Yes; and in death, as life unblest to have’t express, 
Even ashes of lovers find no rest.

(Ben Jonson)

Remember O thou man,  
O thou man, O thou man,  
Remember O thou man   
 Thy time is spent,  
Remember O thou man,  
How thou art dead and gone,  
And I did what I can,  
 Therefore repent.

The angels all did sing,  
O thou man, O thou man,  
The angels all did sing  
 Upon the hill,  
The angels all did sing  
Praises to our heav’nly king,  
And peace to man living   
 With a good will.

Give me a look, give me a face,  
That makes simplicity a grace;  
Robes loosely flowing, hair as free; 
Such sweet neglect more taketh me  
Than all th’adulteries of art.  
They strike mine eyes, but not my heart.

(Ben Jonson)

To Bethlem did they go,  
O thou man, O thou man,  
To Bethlem did they go,  
 The shepherds three,  
To Bethlem did they go,  
To see where it were so,  
Whether Christ were born or no  
 To set man free. 

In Bethlem he was born,  
O thou man, O thou man,  
In Bethlem he was born,  
 For mankind’s sake,  
In Bethlem he was born  
For us that were forlorn,  
And therefore took no scorn,  
 Our flesh to take. 

Give thanks to God always,  
O thou man, O thou man,  
Give thanks to God always,  
 Most joyfully.  
Give thanks to God always,  
For this our happy day,  
Let all men sing and say,  
 Holy, holy.                          

(Thomas Ravenscroft)
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	 The Glory and the Dream 
There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, 
 The earth, and every common sight, 
   To me did seem 
 Apparelled in celestial light, 
The glory and the freshness of a dream. 
It is not now as it hath been of yore;— 
  Turn wheresoe’er I may, 
   By night or day. 
The things which I have seen I now can see no more.

  The Rainbow comes and goes, 
  And lovely is the Rose, 
  The Moon doth with delight 
 Look round her when the heavens are bare, 
  Waters on a starry night 
  Are beautiful and fair; 
 The sunshine is a glorious birth; 
 But yet I know, where’er I go, 
That there hath past away a glory from the earth.

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song, 
 And while the young lambs bound 
  As to the tabor’s sound, 
To me alone there came a thought of grief: 
A timely utterance gave that thought relief, 
  And I again am strong: 
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep; 

No more shall grief of mine the season wrong; 
I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng, 
The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep, 
  And all the earth is gay; 
   Land and sea 
 Give themselves up to jollity, 
  And with the heart of May 
 Doth every Beast keep holiday;— 
   Thou Child of Joy, 
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy Shepherd-boy.

Ye blessèd creatures, I have heard the call 
 Ye to each other make; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee; 
 My heart is at your festival, 
 My head hath its coronal, 
The fulness of your bliss, I feel—I feel it all. 
  Oh evil day! if I were sullen 
  While Earth herself is adorning, 
   This sweet May-morning, 
  And the Children are culling 
   On every side, 
  In a thousand valleys far and wide, 
  Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm, 
And the Babe leaps up on his Mother’s arm: – 
  I hear, I hear, with joy I hear! 
  – But there’s a Tree, of many, one, 
A single field which I have looked upon, 

7	  
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Both of them speak of something that is gone; 
  The Pansy at my feet 
  Doth the same tale repeat: 
Whither is fled the visionary gleam? 
Where is it now, the glory and the dream?

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting: 
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star, 
  Hath had elsewhere its setting, 
   And cometh from afar: 
  Not in entire forgetfulness, 
  And not in utter nakedness, 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
  From God, who is our home: 
Heaven lies about us in our infancy! 
Shades of the prison-house begin to close 
   Upon the growing Boy, 
But he beholds the light, and whence it flows, 
   He sees it in his joy; 
The Youth, who daily farther from the east 
 Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest, 
  And by the vision splendid 
  Is on his way attended; 
At length the Man perceives it die away, 
And fade into the light of common day.

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own; 
 Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind, 

And, even with something of a Mother’s mind, 
   And no unworthy aim, 
 The homely Nurse doth all she can 
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man, 
 Forget the glories he hath known, 
And that imperial palace whence he came.

  O joy! that in our embers 
  Is something that doth live, 
  That Nature yet remembers 
  What was so fugitive! 
The thought of our past years in me doth breed 
Perpetual benediction: not indeed 
For that which is most worthy to be blest; 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest, 
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast: – 
  Not for these I raise 
  The song of thanks and praise 
 But for those obstinate questionings 
 Of sense and outward things, 
 Fallings from us, vanishings; 
 Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving about in worlds not realised, 
High instincts before which our mortal Nature 
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised: 
  But for those first affections, 
  Those shadowy recollections, 

8	  
9	  
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  Which, be they what they may 
Are yet the fountain-light of all our day, 
Are yet a master-light of all our seeing; 
 Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake, 
   To perish never; 
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour, 
   Nor Man nor Boy, 
Nor all that is at enmity with joy, 
Can utterly abolish or destroy! 
 Hence in a season of calm weather 
  Though inland far we be, 
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea 
  Which brought us hither, 
 Can in a moment travel thither, 
And see the Children sport upon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song! 
  And let the young Lambs bound 
  As to the tabor’s sound! 
We in thought will join your throng, 
  Ye that pipe and ye that play, 
  Ye that through your hearts to-day 
  Feel the gladness of the May! 
What though the radiance which was once so bright 
Be now for ever taken from my sight, 

 Though nothing can bring back the hour 
 Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower; 
  We will grieve not, rather find 
  Strength in what remains behind; 
  In the primal sympathy 
  Which having been must ever be; 
  In the soothing thoughts that spring 
  Out of human suffering; 
  In the faith that looks through death, 
In years that bring the philosophic mind.

And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves, 
Forebode not any severing of our loves! 
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might; 
I only have relinquished one delight 
To live beneath your more habitual sway. 
I love the Brooks which down their channels fret, 
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they; 
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
    Is lovely yet; 
The Clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality; 
Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears, 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.

(William Wordsworth)

bl	  
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bm	 This Day 

bo	 Madrigal 

bn	 A Contemplation Upon Flowers 

A day that hath no pridie, nor postridie, yesterday doth not usher it in,  
nor to-morrow shall not drive it out. Methusalem, with all his hundreds of years, 
was but a mushrome of a night’s growth, to this day, And all the foure monarchies, 
with all their thousands of yeares, And all the powerfull Kings, and all the beautifull 
Queenes of this world, were but as a bed of flowers, some gathered at six, some at 
seven, some at eight, all in one morning, in respect of this day.

(John Donne)

And can the physician make sick men well? 
And can the magician a fortune divine? 
Without lily, germander, and sops-in-wine, 
With sweet-briar and bonfire 
And strawberry wire and columbine.

With in and out, in and out, round as a ball, 
With hither and thither, as straight as a line, 
With lily, germander, and sops-in-wine, 
With sweet-briar and bonfire 
And strawberry wire and columbine.

When Saturn did live, there lived no poor, 
The king and the beggar with roots did dine, 
With lily, germander, and sops-in-wine, 
With sweet-briar and bonfire 
And strawberry wire and columbine.

(Anon.)

Brave flowers – that I could gallant it like you, 
And be as little vain! 
You come abroad, and make a harmless show, 
And to your beds of earth again. 
You are not proud: you know your birth: 
For your embroider’d garments are from earth.

You do obey your months and times, but I 
Would have it ever Spring: 
My fate would know no Winter, never die, 
Nor think of such a thing. 
O that I could my bed of earth but view 
And smile, and look as cheerfully as you!

O teach me to see Death and not to fear, 
But rather to take truce! 
How often have I seen you at a bier, 
And there look fresh and spruce! 
You fragrant flowers! then teach me, that my breath 
Like yours may sweeten and perfume my death. 

(Henry King)
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bp	 Time bq	 One Equal Music 
In time the strong and stately turrets fall, 
In time the rose and silver lilies die, 
In time the monarchs captive are and thrall, 
In time the sea and rivers are made dry; 
The hardest flint in time doth melt asunder. 
Still living fame in time doth fade away; 
The mountains proud we see in time come under: 
And earth for age we see in time decay; 
The sun in time forgets for to retire 
From out the east where he was wont to rise. 
The basest thoughts we see in time aspire, 
And greedy minds in time do wealth despise. 
 This all, sweet Fair, in time must have an end, 
 Except thy beauty, virtues and thy friend.

(Giles Fletcher)

Bring us, O Lord God, at our last awakening, 
into the house and gate of heaven,  
to enter into that gate, and dwell in that house  
where there shall be no darkness nor dazzling, but one equal light;  
no noise nor silence, but one equal music;  
no fears nor hopes, but one equal possession;  
no ends nor beginnings, but one equal eternity:  
in the habitation of thy dominion,  
world without end. Amen.

(John Donne)
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PAUL SPICER (b.1952) is one of the UK’s most 
widely respected choral conductors. He came to 
international recognition through his work with 
the Finzi Singers and is a regular guest conductor 
with the BBC Singers. He teaches at the Royal 
Birmingham Conservatoire where he conducts the 
Chamber Choir, well known for its many recordings, 
and at Oxford and Durham Universities. His has 
written biographies of his teacher, Herbert Howells 
and Sir George Dyson, and is currently engaged on a 
biography of Sir Arthur Bliss. Following the ongoing 
success of his guide to James MacMillan’s choral music, he was commissioned by the 
Britten-Pears Foundation and Boosey & Hawkes to write the first practical guide to 
all Benjamin Britten’s choral music for the Britten centenary in 2016.

As a composer, his Easter Oratorio was hailed as “the best of its kind to have 
appeared... since Howells’s Hymnus Paradisi”. His choral symphony Unfinished 
Remembering, commemorating the centenary of the First World War, was premiered 
to considerable acclaim in Symphony Hall, Birmingham in September 2014. Much of 
his choral music is published by Boosey & Hawkes.

His English Choral Experience courses are models of their kind both in the UK and 
Europe. A conducting course for aspiring choral conductors is part of the July week 
at Dore Abbey in Herefordshire.

Paul is a Fellow of the Royal Society of Arts, an Honorary Research Fellow of 
Birmingham University, an Honorary Fellow of University College, Durham, Honorary 
Fellow of the Royal Birmingham Conservatoire, Trustee of the Finzi Trust, Chairman 
of the Sir George Dyson Trust and lay member of the Chapter of Lichfield Cathedral. 
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s NICHOLAS MORRIS spent his early musical 
years as a chorister at Westminster Abbey under 
the direction of James O’Donnell. Later a Music 
and Academic Scholar at Uppingham School, 
from 2011-14 he was Organ Scholar at Queens’ 
College, Cambridge. After graduating, he took 
up the post of Assistant Organist at Birmingham 
Cathedral. Following a period as Assistant 
Organist at Clare College, Cambridge, he is 
now Assistant Director of Music at St George’s  
Church, Hanover Square, London. 

Nicholas has performed extensively as a soloist in the UK and abroad. International 
engagements have included performances in Norway, the United States and in the 
opening concert of the 2012 City of Münster Orgelsommer. UK recital venues have 
included St Paul’s, Westminster, Southwark, Wells, Ely and Truro cathedrals, and 
Westminster Abbey. Nicholas has a particular interest in new music and regularly 
collaborates with composer Toby Young, premiering several of his works. 

He has appeared as director and harpsichord soloist in Bach’s Fifth Brandenburg 
Concerto and performed as soloist in Poulenc’s Organ Concerto in Birmingham Town 
Hall. As accompanist to the Cambridge University Musical Society Chorus in 2012-
13, Nicholas assisted Stephen Cleobury and was the organist for all concerts over 
the season. As accompanist for the Birmingham Conservatoire Chamber Choir from 
2014-17, he played for their busy schedule of concerts, CD recordings, and BBC Radio 
broadcasts under the direction of Paul Spicer.   

While in Cambridge, Nicholas took organ lessons with William Whitehead. He 
continues his studies in Birmingham with Henry Fairs.
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ROYAL BIRMINGHAM CONSERVATOIRE CHAMBER CHOIR is a group of 
auditioned student singers who form an expert and flexible ensemble. They 
perform with sensitivity, energy and panache and are gathering an enviable 
reputation for their musicianship, partly through their increasing recording activity 
reflecting their conductor’s specialist interest in 20th- and 21st-century British 
music. Their first CD, To Music, was an anthology of English 20th-century choral 
music on the Regent label. A MusicWeb International recording of the month, it 
was hailed as “one of the finest discs to have come my way in some time”. Their disc 
of music by Kenneth Leighton and James MacMillan had five-star reviews, with 
MacMillan “astounded at how high the performance standards were”. 

On Somm Recordings, their disc of Ireland and Delius partsongs received five-star 
reviews and their recording of Stanford’s partsongs (the first-ever) was chosen as 
one of 2013’s best releases by Classic FM and The Observer, which commented: “many 
a choir could learn from these singers”. A Gramophone Editor’s Choice in 2014, rare 
repertoire by Herbert Howells also received five stars from Choir and Organ. English 
Visionaries – music by Vaughan Williams (including the G minor Mass and A Vision 
of Aeroplanes), Holst and Howells was released in 2016. The choir made its Radio 3 
debut in 2015 in a broadcast from the Ludlow English Song Weekend. 

One of the Choir’s most significant recordings is of music by John Joubert (including 
his major choral work, South of the Line) marking his 90th birthday in 2017. 
Commissioned for the opening of the new Adrian Boult Hall at the Conservatoire, 
it was the last music to be heard in the hall before its demolition in June 2016. It 
received an enthusiastic extended review on BBC Radio 3’s Record Review. 


