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Forward 

There are times that I'm sure many of you can relate to when you have 
had an idea and you'll go for it. Then ....... later on, you wonder why you 
decided to do it? My sleepless nights feature wrestling with irrational 
fears of what happens if . . . the choir don't remember my numerous 
instructions, trying to get those melodies out of my head or what if I get 
completely lost conducting it. But of course after a sleepless night 
comes a bright day and everything is fine on the night! 

It has always been my intention to engage with a wider community than 
those who diligently attend rehearsals on a Monday evening at The 
Institute -in Staveley. Like The Windermere Passion which we 
performed last year, Carmina Burana (or Carmina Banana as some in 
the choir call it), Staveley Choral became the Gareth Malone of South 
Lakes inviting people to do something they may ~ave never done. 

For this evening's performance we have an additional 14 people who 
either have never sung in a choir or for whom it has been longer than 
they wish to remember. I suspect that at that first rehearsal in January 
they must have wondered what they had let themselves in for, but with 
the support from the choir, sessions with a singing coach and learning 
how to read a choral score, they are here and not regretting it ( bet they 

haven't had the sleepless nights! ). 

One thing we didn't expect when we decided to engage with the locaJ 
community was that we would attract people from Diessen in Germany, 
the town Windermere is twinned with and where Carl Orff lived. This 
evening we welcome Rotraut, Dieter and Christiane, two of whom who 

are sin-ging with the choir! 

And then we wanted to involve young people. This evening, we have 
The Millennium Youth Choir and The Lakes School Choir - both hot 
from performing either in The Westmorland Music Festival or a 
stunning performance of Phantom of the Opera. In addition we have 
Kerry, David and Sam - who perform percussion with the Westmorland 
Youth Orchestra. This evening they will be playing alongside members 

of the Ictus Percussion Ensemble. 



w·thout a great deal of help and support this evening would not ha 
b~en possible. we are indebted to !h~ Westmorland Youth Orchesi: 
for the loan of some of the percus_s1on instrum~nts, Full Oc~ave for the 
tuning the pianos, Thomson, Pattinson a~d Wilson for their generous 
financial support, the Carver Church, W1ndern:1ere for the loan of a 
piano, and all the helpers, especially those doing front of house and 
interval organising. We are al~o grateful to Th_e Lak_es School and 
especially Adam Theobald for his re~arkable patience 1n answering all 
my irritating emails ( Why does he smile so m_uch? ... I don't do smiling) 
and his general support. We acknowledge with thanks the hours Tony 
Blaney and his team have put in sorting out the lights. We thank 
Staveley Village Association and Staveley Operatic Society for the loan 
of the lights. We are especially grateful to the Twinning Association for 
its generous financial help and support and also for the bouquets that 
were kindly donated by Fleurtations of Windermere 

My own personal thanks to the choir; their dedication and support 
throughout all the rehearsals leading to this evening's performance is 
deeply appreciated ... especially to Andrew, for flying in from Chicago 
to attend a rehearsal (He does live in Bowness.) ... And the choir will 
love my next idea - only joking! 

Final!Y, I would like to thank you, the audience, for your support this 
evening and hope that you enjoy the programme which has been 
prepared for you. 

Philip Burton 



Programme 

First Half 

Introduction and welcome (Dick Forsyth, Chair of Staveley Choral) 

Rotraut Freytag, Curator of The Carl Orff Museum, Diessen 

The Millennium Youth Choir The Turtle Dove arr. by Linda Steen 

Spevacek 

The Lakes School Choir: The Lakes School Choir Lux Arumenque by 

Eric Whitacre arr. Adam Theobald 

Meet the percussion instruments! 

o - O - Interval - 0 - o 

Second Half 

Carmina Burana by Carl Orff 

1. o Fortuna lmperatrix Mundi (Fortune, Empress of the 

World) 
1. O Fortuna 
2. Fortune plango vulnera 

3. Veris leta facies 
4. Omnia sol temperat (Baritone solo) 

5. Ecce gratum 
6. Tanz (Instrumental) 

7. Floret silva nobilis 
8. Chramer, gip die varwe mir 

9. Reie 
10. Were diu werlt alle min 



11. In Taberna (In the Tavern) 

11. Estuans interius (Baritone solo) 

12. Ego sum abbas 1 

13. In taberna quando sumus 

Ill. Cour d'amours (The Court of Love) 

14. Amor volat undique (Youth choirs with 

soprano) 

15. Dies, nox et omnia (Baritone solo) 

16. Stetit puella (Soprano solo) 

17. Circa mea pectora (Baritone solo and Choir) 
18. Veni, veni, venias 

19 In truitina (Soprano solo) 

20. Tempus est iocundum (Baritone and sopranos 

solos, youth choirs and full choir) 
21. Dulcissime (Soprano solo) 
22. Ave formosissima 
23. 0 Fortuna 

1. 0 Fortune 

0 Fortune, like the moon you are changeable, ever waxing and waning; 

hateful life first oppresses and then soothes as fancy takes it, poverty and 

power it melts them like ice. 

Fate - monstrous and empty, you whirling wheel, you are malevolent, well-
being is vain and always fades to nothing, 

shadowed and veiled you plague me too; now through the game I bring my 
bare back to your villainy. 



Fate is against me in health and virtue, driven on and weighed down, always 
en~laved. So at this hour without delay pluck the vibrating strings; since Fate 
strikes down the strong man, everyone weep with me! 

2. I bemoan the wounds of Fortune 

I bemoan the wounds of Fortune with weeping eyes, for the gifts she made me 
she perversely takes away. 

It is written in truth, that she has a fine head of hair, but, when it comes to 

seizing an opportunity she is bald. 

On Fortune's throne I used to sit raised up, crowned with the many-coloured 
flowers of prosperity; though I may have flourished happy and blessed, now I 

fall from the peak deprived of glory. 

The wheel of Fortune turns; I go down, demeaned; another is raised up; far 
too high up sits the king at the summit - let him fear ruin! For under the axis is 

written Queen Hecuba. 

3. The merry face of spring 

The merry face of spring turns to the world, sharp winter now flees, 
vanquished; bedecked in various colours Flora reigns, the harmony of the 

woods praises her in song. Ah! 

Lying in Flora's lap Phrebus once more smiles, now covered in many-coloured 

flowers. Zephyr breathes nectar-scented breezes. Let us rush to compete for 

love's prize. Ah! 

In harp-like tones sings the sweet nightingale, with many flowers the joyous 
meadows are laughing, a flock of birds rises up through the pleasant forests, 

the chorus of maidens already promises a thousand joys. Ah! 

4. The sun warms everything 

The sun warms everything, pure and gentle, once again it reveals to the world 

April's face, the soul of man is urged towards love and joys are governed by 

the boy-god. 



All this rebirth in spring's festivity a~d spring's po~er ~i~s us to rejoice; it 
shows us paths we know well, and in your springtime 1t 1s true and right to 

keep what is yours. 

Love me faithfully! See how I am faithful: with all my heart and with all my soul 
I am with you even when I am far away. Whoever loves this much turns on th~ 

wheel. 

5. Behold, the pleasant spring 

Behold, the pleasant and longed-for spring brings back joyfulness, violet 

flowers fill the meadows, the sun brightens everything, sadness is now at an 

end! Summer returns, now withdraw the rigours of winter. Ah! 

Now melts and disappears ice, snow and the rest, winter flees, and now spring 
sucks at summer's breast; a wretched soul is he who does not live or lust 

under summer's rule. Ah! 

They glory and rejoice in honeyed sweetness who strive to make use of 
Cupid's prize: at Venus' command let us glory and rejoice in being Paris' 

equals. Ah! 

7. The woods are burgeoning 

The noble woods are burgeoning with flowers and leaves. 

Where is the lover I knew? Ah! He has ridden off! Oh! Who will love me? Ah! 

The woods are burgeoning all over. I am pining for my lover. 

The ~cods are turning green all over, why is my lover away so long? Ah! He 
has ridden off, Oh woe, who will love me? Ah! 

8. Shopkeeper, give me colour 

Shopkeeper, give me colour to make my cheeks red so that I can make the 
young men love me, against their will. ' 

Look at me, young men! Let me please you! 



Good men, love women worthy of love! Love ennobles your spirit and gives 
you honour. 

Look at me, young men! Let me please you! 

Hail, world, so rich in joys! I will be obedient to you because of the pleasures 
you afford. 

Look at me, young men! Let me please you! 

9. Round dance 

Those who go round and round are all maidens, they want to do without a 
man all summer long. Ah! Sia! 

Come, come my love, I long for you, I long for you, come, come my love. 

Sweet rose-red lips, come and make me better, come and make me better, 
sweet rose-red lips. 

Those who go round and round are all maidens, they want to do without a 
man all summer long. Ah! Sia! 

10. Were all the world mine 

Were all the world mine from the sea to the Rhine, I would starve myself of it 

so that the queen of England might lie in my arms. 

11. Burning inside 

Burning inside with violent anger, bitterly I speak to my heart: created from 

matter, of the ashes of the elements, I am like a leaf played with by the winds. 

If it is the way of the wise man to build foundations on stone, then I am a fool, 

like a flowing stream, which in its course never changes. 

I am carried along like a ship without a steersman, and in the paths of the air 

like a light, hovering bird; chains cannot hold me, keys cannot imprison me, I 

look for people like me and join the wretches. 



The heaviness of my heart seems like a burden to me; it is ~leasant to joke 
and sweeter than honeycomb; whatever Venus commands 1s a sweet duty, 

she never dwells in a lazy heart. , 

1 travel the broad path as is the way of youth, I give myself to vice, unmindful 
of virtue, 1 am eager for the pleasures of the flesh more than for salvation, my 

soul is dead, so I shall look after the flesh. 

12. I am the abbot 

I am the abbot of Cockaigne and my assembly is one of drinkers, and I wish to 
be in the order of Decius, and whoever searches me out at the tavern in the 
morning, after Vespers he will leave naked, and thus stripped of his clothes he 
will call out: Woe! Woe! what have you done, vilest fate? 

The joys of my life you have taken all away! 

13. When we are in the tavern 

When we are in the tavern, we do not think how we will go to dust, but we 
hurry to gamble, which always makes us sweat. 

What happens in the tavern, where money is host, you may well ask, and hear 
what I say. 

Some gamble, _some drink, some behave loosely. But of those who gamble, 
some are stripped bare, some win their clothes here, some are dressed in 
sacks. 

Here no-one fears death, but they throw the dice in the name of Bacchus. 

First of all it is to the wine-merchant that the libertines drink, one for the 
prisoners, three for the living, four for all Christians, five for the faithful dead, 
six for the loose sisters, seven for the footpads in the wood. 

Eight for the errant brethren, nine for the dispersed monks, ten for the 
seamen, eleven for the squabblers, twelve for the penitents, thirteen for the 
wayfarers. To the Pope as to the king, they all drink without restraint. 

The mistress drinks, the master drinks, the soldier drinks, the priest drinks, the 

man drinks, the woman drinks, the servant drinks with the maid, the swift man 



drinks, the lazy man drinks, the white man d . k 
settled man drinks, the wanderer drinks, the r~~u si~he blac~ man drinks, the 
drinks. P man drinks, the wise man 

The poor man drinks, the sick man drinks the e -1 . 
the boy drinks, the old man drinks, the bi~hop d~~~sdnnks, and the stranger, 

sister drinks, the brother drinks, the old lady drink th a
nd th

e dea~on, the 
man drinks, that man drinks, a hundred drink a th

8
o'u e mdot~er dnnks, this 

, san dnnk. 

Six hundred pennies would hardly suffice, if everyone d · k . 
and immeasurably. rm s immoderately 

However much they cheerfully drink we are the ones whom ev 
d 

. eryone scolds 
and thus we are . est1tute. May those who slander us be cursed and ma th '. 
names not be written on the book of the righteous. Y ear 

14. Cupid flies everywhere 

Cupid flies everywhere, seized by desire. Young men and women are rightly 
coupled. 

The girl without a lover misses out on all pleasures; she keeps the dark night 
hidden in the depth of her heart; it is a most bitter fate. 

15. Day, night and everything 

Day, night and everything is against me; the chattering of maidens makes me 

weep, and often sigh, and, most of all, scares me. 

0 friends, you are making fun of me, you do not know what you are saying, 

spare me, sorrowful as I am, great is my grief, advise me at least by your 

honour. 

Your beautiful face makes me weep a thousand times, your heart is of ice. As 

a cure I would be revived by a kiss. 

16. A girl stood 

A girl stood in a red tunic; if anyone touched it, the tunic rustled. Eia! 

d
. t d her mouth in bloom. Eia! 

A girl stood like a little rose; her face was ra 1an an 



17. In my heart 

In my heart there are many sighs for your beauty, which wound me sorely. Ah! 

Mandaliet, mandaliet, my lover does not come. 

Your eyes shine like the rays of the sun, like the flashing of lightning which 

brightens the darkness. Ah! 

Mandaliet, mandaliet, my lover does not come. 

May God grant, may the gods grant what I have in mind: that I may loose the 

chains ofher virginity. Ah! 

Mandaliet, mandaliet, my lover does not come. 

18. Corne, come, 0 come 

Come, come, 0 come, do not let me die, hyrca, hyrce, nazaza trillirivos ! 

Beautiful is your face, the gleam of your eye, your braided hair, what a 

glorious creature! 

Redder than the rose, whiter than the lily, lovelier than all others, I shall always 

glory in you! 

19. In the balance 

In the wavering balance of my feelings set against each other lascivious love 

and modesty. But I choose what I see, and submit my neck to the yoke; I yield 

to the sweet yoke. 

20. This is the joyful time 

This is the joyful time, 0 maidens, rejoice with them, young men! 

Oh! Oh! Oh! I am bursting out all over! I am bursting all over with first love! 

New, new love is what I am dying of! 

I am heartened by my promise, I am downcast by my refusal. 



Ohl Ohl Ohl I a!11 bursting out all overl I am bursti . 
New, new love 1s what I am dying ofl ng all over with first love! 

In the winter man is patient, the breath of spring mak h" es 1m lust. 

Ohl Ohl Ohl I am bursting out all overl I am bursting all av . "th 
New, new love is what I am dying ofl er wi first love! 

My virginity makes me frisky, my simplicity holds me back. 

Ohl Ohl Oh! I am bursting out all overl I am bursting all over with first love' 
New, new love is what I am dying of! · 

come, my mistress, with joy, come, come, my pretty, I am dying! 

Ohl Oh! Ohl I am bursting out all overl I am bursting all over with first love! 

New, new love is what I am dying ofl 

21. Sweetest one 

Sweetest onel Ah! I give myself to you totallyl 

22. Hail, most beautiful one 

· • · · · lorious 
Hail most beautiful one, precious jewel, Hail, Pnde among ~ir~ms, 

9 
d Helen 

virgin, Hail, light of the world, Hail, rose of the world, Blanc e eur an , 

noble Venusl 

23. 0 Fortune ( as 1. above) 



Staveley Choral Society is one of the oldest choral societies in 
Cumbria having been founded in the 1920s. It has some poignant 
archives' of people who sang with the Society in the 1930s -people 
whose names then appear on the War Memorial in Staveley for the 

Second World War. 

Its membership comes from a wi~e geographical ~rea including 
Kendal, Staveley, Burneside, lngs, Windermere, Ambles1de, Troutbeck 
and Bowness. It performs regular concerts as well as two carol 
services by candlelight. The Society's repertoire is varied. They sing 
sacred and secular music from the 16th century to the present day; 
jazz and popular as well as world music. Last year Staveley Choral 
Society created and performed The Windermere Passion; with The 
Millennium Youth Choir they have performed "Songs from the Shows" 

and "The Last Night of The Proms". 

Carmina Burana is Staveley's most ambitious project since they 
performed Faure's Requiem and Mirror of Perfection by Richard 
Blackford in Kendal Parish Church in 2006. 

~. Philip Burton became their conductor in 2009. He studied piano at 
Th~ Royal Northern College of Music and gained a degree in music 
from Liverpool University. Following a management career in the NHS 
he moved to The Lake District to run a bed and breakfast. 

Emily Robinson sings with Levens Choir and Pro Nobis, · She has 
done much solo work with Levens such as the Vivaldi's Gloria at 
Lich~eld _Cathedral and Wimborne Minster. Recently she was a guest 
soloist with Eversley Choir in Faure's Requiem. 

David Rees-Jones: As a member of the Monteverdi Choir in the 
1990's he performed in various European venues including the 
Salzburg and Lucerne Festivals, in New York and in the London 

Prom~;- he also took part in recordings of music by Berlioz, Stravinsky 
and Lih, Boulanger. In recent years his solo work has included Zebul in 

Handel, s J~phtha, Pilate in Bach's St John Passion, and Aeneas in 
Purcell s Dido and Aeneas· 

' 



He sang first_ bass in the ~h~ir of St Mary's Church, Bourne Street 
London f?r eight years unt1 ~01, w~en he. moved to Settle with hi~ 
wife, Tricia, now Head of_ Music at ~1gglesw1ck Junior School. Locall 
he has appe_ared as soloist and he 1s a tou,nder member of Voices J 
the North, with w~om he pe~ormed Schutz s Sch~anengesang in the 
Carlisle International Festival, and early-music specialists The 

Herdwyck Consort. 

The Millen_nium Y ou~h Choir be~an almost fourteen years ago and 
sings a variety of music from classical to pop, English to African. Their 

main aim is to give young people a love of music from every age and 

culture. They are a very active choir, with residential weekends and 

workshops in addition to the regular run of meetings. 

Ictus Percussion Ensemble is based in the north of England. All of 

their player regularly perform with all the local provisional orchestras 

such as The Halle, Royal Liverpool Philharmonic Orchestra, Opera 

North and the BBC Philharmonic. All the players trained at The Royal 

Northern Conservatoire. 

Beth Helsby runs the Blue Dog Music School in Kendal and is an 

experienced piano, keyboard and vocal teacher. Beth has a degree in 

music, Beth has taught in a variety of locations, including primary 

schools, secondary schools and further education Colleges as well as 

in less formal settings. 

David Battersby studied at the Royal College of Music with John 

Barstow, winning numerous awards, bursaries and competitions. He 

went on to study with Martino Tirimo at Morley College. He has ~iv~n 

concerts as soloist and accompanist at venues including St. Martin-m-

the-Fields, Queen Elizabeth Hall and Spitalfields Festival. He has been 

Musical Director for musicals and theatrical productions, including Oh 
What a Lovely War! at the Brewery Arts Centre, Kendal. He i~ _in 

demand as a teacher and has taught at Dulwich College and Trinity 

School and currently teaches at Casterton School, Windermere School 

and its Preparatory School. 


