SOSPIRI - CH

A MU FUDE



A MULTITUDE OF VOICES

This project was conceived in 2011, shortly
after we finished recording our CD of
Lamentations. We had already touched on
the World War I theme in our Requiem
disc of 2009, which included my settings
of World War I texts by well-known
English poets, Wilfred Owen, Siegfried
Sassoon, Isaac Rosenberg and Ivor Gurney.

We decided to build on this, and our
aim for the new project was twofold.

First, we wanted to add substantially to
the choral repertoire for remembrance.
Second, we wanted to mark the centenary
of the outbreak of war with a collection
that offered a broader view of the war,
reaching beyond the dichotomy of war is
noble/war is hell.

For this reason we asked the composers
to look outside the poetical canon and
consider texts by women, neglected poets
and writers in languages other than English.
In conceiving the scope of this disc, the
Imperial War Museum’s Forgotten Voices
series was a valuable resource. It contains
thousands of oral accounts from all theatres
of war, full of humour, guilt, horror and

wisdom. For my own work, I found Tim
Cross’ The Lost Voices of World War I, which
uncovers a broad cross-section of writers
from most of the participant nations, to be an
excellent resource. What we have arrived at is
a collection of personal responses to texts that
the composers picked themselves.

Most of the male poets featured here died
on the Western Front, although Apollinaire
perished in Paris in the influenza epidemic,
and Stramm was killed on the Eastern Front.
We get an insight into the extraordinary
courage of the nurse, Edith Cavell, and a
view of the Home Front from Charlotte Mew.

We live in a different age now.
Interestingly, four of the new pieces use texts
by Edward Thomas, highlighting the regard
in which he is now held. Perhaps, more than
any other, he gives us a glimpse into another
world.

Cities, countryside, clothing, technology
and social institutions may have changed
beyond recognition, but what links us still
are stories, music, language and memory.

John Duggan, August 2014






I 1914 IV: THE DEAD (RUPERT BROOKE)

These hearts were woven of human joys and cares,
Washed marvellously with sorrow, swift to mirth.

The years had given them kindness. Dawn was theirs,
And sunset, and the colours of the earth.

These had seen movement, and heard music; known
Slumber and waking; loved; gone proudly friended;
Felt the quick stir of wonder; sat alone;

Touched flowers and furs and cheeks. All this is ended.

There are waters blown by changing winds to laughter
And lit by the rich skies, all day. And after,

Frost, with a gesture, stays the waves that dance

And wandering loveliness. He leaves a white
Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance,

A width, a shining peace, under the night.

I LIGHTS OUT (EDWARD THOMAYS)

T have come to the borders of sleep,

The unfathomable deep
Forest where all must lose
Their way, however straight,
Or winding, soon or late;
They cannot choose.

Many a road and track

That, since the dawn’s first crack,
Up to the forest brink,

Deceived the travellers,
Suddenly now blurs,

And in they sink.

Here love ends,
Despair, ambition ends;
All pleasure and all trouble,

Although most sweet or bitter,
Here ends in sleep that is sweeter
Than tasks most noble.

There is not any book

Or face of dearest look

That I would not turn from now
To go into the unknown

I must enter, and leave, alone,

T know not how.

The tall forest towers;

Its cloudy foliage lowers
Ahead, shelf above shelf;
Its silence I hear and obey
That I may lose my way
And myself.

MAY 1915 (CHARLOTTE MEW)



Thave seen death so often that it is not strange or fearful to me.

Standing as I do in view of God and eternity,
I realize patriotism is not enough.
I must have no hatred or bitterness towards anyone. **

And when the time was close,

for once her eyes filled, (with tears)
then she quietly rose,

walked silently through the stilled
prison, the grey dawn light,
passed gas flame, tired flowers,
out beyond her final night,

a flame alight in hours

before infinity,

in the presence of death

leaving all enmity:

we are air after breath.*

** Edith Cavell, 1915 | * © Sedn Street, 2013

Weritten for Susanna Fairbairn, soprano solo, Sospiri,
and conductor, Christopher Watson, July 2013

(EDITH CAVELL & SEAN STREET)



I LA GRACE EXILEE/EXILED GRACE

Go out go away my rainbow
Move out in charming colors
This exile is necessary for you
Infanta of the changeable scarves
And the rainbow is exiled
For the exiling one is iridescent
But a flag has flown out
To take your place in the north wind

Va-ten va-ten mon arc-en-ciel
Allez-vous-en couleurs charmantes
Cet exil test essentiel
Infante aux écharpes changeantes
Et l'arc-en-ciel est exilé
Puisquon exile qui lirise
Mais un drapeau sest envolé
Prendre ta place au vent du bise

I LES FEUX DU BIVOUAC/CAMPFIRES

The flickering bivouac campfires
Iluminate the forms of dream
And the dream through the interweaving
Of branches slowly rises
Here the disdain of regret
All peeled bare like a strawberry
The remembrance and the secret
Which have become nothing but embers

Les feux mouvants du bivouac
Eclairent des formes de réve
Et le songe dans lentrelacs
Des branches lentement séléve
Voici les dédains du regret
Tout écorché comme une fraise
Le souvenir et le secret
Dont il ne reste que la braise

Il LADIEU DU CAVALIER/FAREWELL OF THE CAVALIER

Oh God! what a lovely war
With its songs its slow leisure activities
I have polished [and polished] this ring
The wind is mingled into your sighs
Farewell! here the trumpet call sounds
He disappeared down the winding road
And died over there while she
Laughed at unpredictable destiny

Ah Dieu! que la guerre est jolie
Avec ses chants ses longs loisirs
Cette bague je I'ai polie
Le vent se méle a vos soupirs
Adieu! voici le boute-selle
11 disparut dans un tournant
Et mourut la-bas tandis quelle
Riait au destin surprenant

(GUILLAUME APOLLINAIRE)
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Consoling myself with words; consoling myself
consoling myself with words.

(Letters from another world)
T write to you...
(I come into this new year a poet’s poet)
And the words come tumbling out:
(my nerves are in perfect order...
War’s end is near, the fighting sheer
I lost all my earthly faculties and fought like an angel)

Consoling ourselves with words; consoling ourselves
consoling ourselves with words.

(the final letter marks the spot)
and afterwards, the empty page...

If I live, I mean to spend the rest of my life
working for perpetual peace.

I have seen war and faced modern artillery
and know what an outrage it is

against simple men.

Blessed are the peacemakers,
for they shall be called
the Sons of God

(WILFRED OWEN & JOHN DUGGAN)

(TOM KETTLE)



As it was in the beginning
is now and ever shall be
world without end.

When I am alone, I hardly know what to do.
I can’t write now and still less can I read.
I have burnt my rhymes and feel proud of it.

Pain, pain continual; pain unending;

Hard even to the roughest, but to those

Hungry for beauty ... Not the wisest knows,
Nor most pitiful-hearted, what the wending

Of one hour’s way meant. Grey monotony lending
Weight to the grey skies, grey mud where goes
An army of grey bedrenched scarecrows in rows
Careless at last of cruellest Fate-sending.

Seeing the pitiful eyes of men foredone,

Or horses shot, too tired merely to stir,

Dying in shell-holes both, slain by the mud.
Men broken, shrieking even to hear a gun.—
Till pain grinds down, or lethargy numbs her,
The amazed heart cries angrily out on God.

(HELEN & EDWARD THOMAS)

(IVOR GURNEY)
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(AUGUST STRAMM)
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Rain, midnight rain, nothing but the wild rain
On this bleak hut, and solitude, and me
Remembering again that I shall die

And neither hear the rain nor give it thanks
For washing me cleaner than I have been
Since I was born into this solitude.

Blessed are the dead that the rain rains upon:
But here I pray that none whom once I loved
Is dying to-night or lying still awake

Solitary, listening to the rain,

Either in pain or thus in sympathy

Helpless among the living and the dead,

Like a cold water among broken reeds,
Myriads of broken reeds all still and stiff,

Like me who have no love which this wild rain
Has not dissolved except the love of death,

If love it be towards what is perfect and
Cannot, the tempest tells me, disappoint.

(EDWARD THOMAS)



The rain has been and will be for ever over the earth.

The heavy black rain falling straight through the air

that once was a sea of life.

God’s blood is shed.
He mourns from His lone place
His children dead.

Wan, fragile faces of joy,

To you I stretch my hands.

You yearn to me, lure and sadden
My heart with futile bounds.

I'am alone in the dark still night,
and my ear listens to the rain ...roaring
softly in the trees of the world.

The summer is gone, and never can it return.
Memory, the last chord of the lute, is broken.

The desolate land of France.

There they lie huddled,

Man born of man, and born of woman.

Earth has waited for them,

All the time of their growth

Fretting for their decay.

None saw their spirits’ shadow shake the grass.

Now there is neither life nor death.

The rain has been and will be for ever over the earth.

(ISAAC ROSENBERG & EDWARD THOMAS)



CHRISTOPHER WATSON

Christopher Watson
is an Oxford-based
singer and conductor.
He is a member of
the Tallis Scholars,
with whom he has
performed over

400 times, Theatre
of Voices, with
whom he won a
Grammy in 2010 and
Gallicantus. He also
sings regularly with
Tenebrae and Concerto Palatino. He has
worked as a soloist for Trevor Pinnock, Paul
Hillier, Paul McCreesh, Philippe Herrweghe
and Joshua Rifkin and regularly performs the
Evangelist role in the Bach Passions. He has
made over 100 recordings including Lassus
Motets and Psalms with Philippe Herreweghe,
Bach Motets with Peter Kooij, Lassus Lagrime
di San Pietro with Gallicantus and Berio’s A
Ronne with Theatre of Voices. He founded
Sospiri with John Duggan in 2006 and this is
the sixth recording he has made with them.
In 2012 he was appointed Director of Music
at St Edmund Hall, Oxford, where he directs
the Chapel Choir and organises a series of
concerts and other musical events for the
undergraduates.

Susanna Fairbairn is

a founder member

of Sospiri. She

studied at Magdalen

College, Oxford,

Trinity College

of Music and the

Wales International

Academy of Voice,

and is forging a

successful career in

opera and on the

concert platform. SUSANNA FAIRBAIRN
Susanna has won numerous prizes including
the Selma D and Leon Fishbach Memorial
Prize at the 2014 Handel Singing Competition.
She was a 2013 Park Lane Group Young Artist.
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COPYRIGHT

This digital booklet is made freely available through the website
www.conviviumrecords.co.uk for personal use and reference only.

Copyright subsists in all recordings, associated artwork and supporting
imagery from Convivium Records, including within this digital booklet.

It is illegal to copy this / them in whole or in part, for any purpose whatsoever,
without permission from the copyright holder, Convivium Records Ltd. Any
unauthorized copying, reproduction, distribution, re-recording,
broadcasting or public performance of this or any other content provided
by Convivium Records Ltd. will constitute an infringement of copyright.

To apply to use any recordings, associated artwork and supporting imagery
from Convivium Records, including any content within this digital booklet, for
anything other than personal use, please email: hello@conviviumrecords.co.uk

Applications for a public performance licence should be sent to:
Phonographic Performance Ltd, 1 Upper James Street, London W1F 9DE.
For more on copyright, please visit: www.conviviumrecords.co.uk/copyright
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