
“To Live in Hope” a concert given by Staveley Choral Society on Sunday 11th November 2018

Review by R.Forsyth

At around 2.25pm the members of Staveley Choral filed into a packed and atmospherically darkened St 
Anne’s Church, Ings, in silence, and took their places at the east end. The first piece, “An Evergreen 
Landscape”, was a chain of English folksongs arranged and linked by Roger Cann. The songs harked back to 
rural idylls, with love in the Springtime air- though unfaithful males were causing heartache! Dancing, 
shearing sheep and harvesting followed, evoking a no doubt mythical but powerful sense of simplicity and 
innocence: even the increasing emphasis on drinking seemed quite harmless. Choir sang them well, with 
accuracy and expression, largely following Wendy’s direction! As ever David Battersby accompanied with 
great skill and fluency.

These were followed by “Songs from the First World War”, a medley of four British and one American pieces 
arranged by Alwyn Humphreys. The songs all became favourites for civilians and were sung- along with other 
rather darker ones- by soldiers as they marched or remembered life outside of their current hell. It was a 
simple reminder of the cataclysm that engulfed five million British males and their families, leaving  nearly a 
fifth of them dead and twice that number permanently maimed. The centenary has now passed. It was good 
to in some sense honour the dead and, through the generosity of our hosts and audience, send £700 split 
between the Poppy Fund, and Help for Heroes, for those who bear the scars today.

And so to the main piece: the “Requiem” by Fauré, himself almost certainly deeply influenced by his 
experiences during the Franco-Prussian War of 1870-71. Whilst the setting of the mass for the dead is 
orthodox in pleading for deliverance on the Day of Judgement, at its heart is simply the hope of eternal rest 
and a deep sense of Divine consolation. The Requiem is extremely well-known, nevertheless our soloists 
Rebecca Chandler and John Pratt brought a freshness to the yearning as well as great clarity to the solo 
highpoints. The choir followed Wendy’s direction pretty obediently- and accurately. Ian Pattinson got 
everything there was to be had from the organ in his polished accompaniment.

At the end poppy petals came down in profusion from a cleverly rolled black cloth high above, and the choir 
left in a depth of silence suggesting that the audience had been drawn in and very much moved by what 
they’d heard. There was a real sense of achievement with ‘serious’ music for the choir - as well as tea and 
cake.


