Musica Scotica 2018

Saturday, April 21, 2018 @ 5.30 pm...@ the Tolbooth, Stirling
Scottish Voices with Martin Jones (piano)
Programme of Music Relating to Conference Papers and Paper-givers

John Maxwell Geddes: Castle Mills Suite
Laura Margaret Smith (mezzo-soprano) and Anne Robertson (piano)
Idyll 1914
Castle Mills
Factory Song
Lullaby
Zeppelin 1916

Preview of the forthcoming Scottish Voices CD for Ravello Records (USA):
Graham Hair: Lament for Hagia Sophia (8 Voices and Digital Media)
Rachel Thomas & Susan Carr (sopranos)
Lynn Bellamy & Ruth Kiang (mezzo-sopranos)
Liam Bonthrone & Ted Black (tenors)
Pedro Davoli Ometo & Will Forrest (basses)
Nick Bailey (Digital Media)
CD also includes music by Scottish composers Edward McGuire, Nicky Hind & Jonathan Stephens.

Margaret McAllister: Preludes for Piano
Martin Jones (piano)
1. Moove
2. Swerrve
3. Whirl
4. Thread
5. Dance
6. Winding Round

Graham Hair :
Sufi Preludes & Sufi Miniatures
Julia Daramy-Williams (soprano), Lynn Bellamy (mezzo-soprano), Digital Media

Four Studies from Twelve Transcendental Concert Studies
Martin Jones (piano)

Encore (Party Piece!).......
Franz Reizenstein: Variations on The Lambeth Walk
Martin Jones (piano)



Texts.......
John Maxwell Geddes: Castle Mills Suite

Idyll 1914
I remember beautiful weather before the War. I was sixteen, Johnny was eighteen before the War.
After Church one Sunday morning we left unseen. Hand in hand, we wandered together in fields of
green. Springtime by the Water of Leith and its rippling stream and the echoing Raven calling there
in the sky.

Castle Mills

As I went down by Castle Mills, I thought I heard my Mother sing, a song from long ago. She sang
of bygone days of daily toil and forgotten ways, Then to her my memr'y strays at Castle Mills in the
morning. My Mother worked beside her team, by wheels of brass and copper gleam, She joined the
worker's chorus. She mad boots for her son, who on the Somme stood by his gun; "This War by
Christmas will be won", when he comes home a hero. The melody has slipped away, forgotten as a
summer haze, or dew upon the Meadows. But Oh the thought remains, of daily toli and forgotten
ways; the melody now faint as shadow on a May day morning. But some time in my fam'ly's past
this joyful song was proudly cast at Castle Mills, and Fountainbridge, that melody comes unbidden.
Often, when I dream, I hear her sing that workers' theme of happiness and busy days, at
Fountainbridge at Castle Mills.

Factory Song

We all work at Castle Mills and ev'ry girl her quota fills making rubber boots, water bags, gun bags
and covers and mats! Our brave lads are at the War in trenches filled with mud and glaur; we'll send
them Wellington boots! Bags for water, bags for guns, We make rubber goods, tons and tons! We'll
send them high pressure hoses and waterproof clothing and boots! We are working thru' the night,
Castle Mills a blaze of light: helping our lads the War to win, Bouncing the Kaiser back to Berlin!
We all work at Castle Mills and ev'ry girl her quota fills making valves, joints and rings and those
telephone things and washers and gaskets and aeroplane fabric, and Wellington Boots!

Lullaby

Oh sleep, Oh sleep, my bonnie wee bairnie? Oh sleep, Oh sleep my bonnie wee lad. Ye lie sae still
and nae-thin 'll wake ye, til mornin licht comeower the hill. Oh waur, Oh whaur is my bonnie wee
bairnie? Oh whaur, Oh whaur is my bonnie wee lad? He marched awa' wi' bugles an' banners, he
marched awa' tae the beat o' the drum. My bairnie lay in the warmth o' my briestie, sae bright his
een the lassies he'd win! But noo he lies in clay-cauld Flanders, sae dull his een an' black his skin.

Zeppelin 1916
‘On the night of 2nd April 1916 an enamy airship passed over the City of Edinburgh: its principal

Air Raid Action! Zeppelin attack! High explosive! Fire from the sky burning in the night. All over
the City, bombs were falling, At George Watson's College and Castle Rock. In Marchmont Terrace,
a bomb struck the roof and travelling downwards through three ceilings and floors, and unexploded,
lay in the basement. In Marshall Street six people were killed, and seven injured, Ah! Castle
Terrace, Zeppelin attack! High explosive! Fire from the sky burning in the night! Six people were
injured at Causeway side. At St Leonard's Hill two more were hurt, but Ah! the child was dead.
Broken Glass lies in the Meadows, hospital windows, on ancient graves; Why? what is the meaning
of so much pain? This is the war to end all wars.



Lament for Hagia Sophia
Greek text with transcription (by Kim Bastin) and translation.(by Dr Costas Panyotakis).

Inuaivet o Odg, onpaivet n yng, onuaivovv To emovpdvia, Semainei o Thids, s€mainei & g€s, s€mainoun ta epourania,

onpaivel Kkt Ayld Zoeid, To péya LovaoTpL, seémainei ki & Agia Sofid, to méga monasteri,
HE TETPAKOCIO GNUAVTPA KL EENVTAOVO KOUTAVEGS, me tetrakosia semantra ki exéntadyd kampanes,
KG0e Kopmdva Kot Tomds, KOs momig Kot S1dkoc. kathe kampana kai papas, kathe papas kai diakos.

God is ringing the bells, the earth is ringing the bells, the sky is ringing the bells, Santa Sophia too, that great
church, is ringing, with its four hundred sounding boards and its sixty-two bells; each bell has its own priest and
each priest his own deacon.

Yarrer LepPd o Pacihdc, de&1d o ToTpLapyng, Psallei zerva o vasilias, dexia o patridrches,
KL O’ TV TOAA TNV WaApovdid eceldvtave ot kodoveg. ki ap’ t€n polle tén psalmoudia eseidontane oi kolones.

The Emperor is chanting on the left, the Patriarch on the right, and the sound of the chanting was making the
pillars shake.

Noa umodve 610 xepovPikd kot va ’Byn o faciiéac, Na botine sto cherouviké kai na *vgé o vasiléas,
ooV Toug NPBe €€ ovpavoL KL o’ apyayyéAov oToUa fon€ tous €rthe ex ouranou ki ap’ archangélou stoma:

They were about to start the hymn of the Cherubim and the Emperor was about to come forth, when they
suddenly heard a voice from Heaven and from the mouth of the Archangel:

«ITayete 10 xEPOLPKO KL 0G YAUUNADCOVY T’ AyLaL, ‘Papsete to cherouviké ki as chaméldsoun t” agia,
Tamaoeg TAPTE Ta. YIEPQ, KOl OEIS KEPLE oPNOTNTE, papades parte ta giera, kai seis keria svéstete,
ywoti givat 06Anua @gob 1 T16AN vo tovpkéym). giati einai théléma Theot € P6l€ na tourképsé.

‘Cease the hymn of the Cherubim, and let all holy things abase themselves; priests, remove everything sacred,
and you candles, extinguish yourselves, for it is God’s will that the City should become a Turkish city.

Mov oteilte Adyo otn Opaykid, va ’provve tpia kapdfio:  Mon steilte 16go sté Frankia, na ’rtoune tria karavia:

7O *vO. va Tap1 To 6Tawpo kot T’ GALo To Payyéito, to 'na na par¢ to staurd kai t’ allo to vangélio,
70 Tpito, T0 KOAVTEPO, TNV Gylo Tpameld pog, to trito, to kalytero, tén agia trapeza mas,
U1 1O TV TAPOVY TO GKVAG Kot Hag T Hoyopicouv.y mé mas tén paroun ta skylia kai mas t& magarisoun.’

‘But send a message to the West and ask for three ships to come: the first to bear away the Cross, the second to
bear away the Gospel, the third, the best of them all, to bear away our Holy Altar, lest those beasts snatch it from
us and foul it.

H Aéomowva TtopdytnKe, Kot SAKPLGAVY Ol EIKOVEC. E Despoina tarachteke, kai dékrysan oi eikones.
Our Lady was upset and the icons shed tears.

«Zomooe, Kupd Aéomowva, Kot U ToAvdakpolng, ‘Sopase, kyra Déspoina, kai mé polydakryzes,
AL e YpOVOVG, e KALPOVG, TOAL S1Kd GOG EtvaL.y pali me chrénous, me kairous, pali diké sas einai.’

‘Hush, our dear Lady, don’t shed so many tears, for after years and after centuries all this will once again be
yours.’

Margaret McAllister: Preludes for Piano
Martin Jones (piano)

1. Moove

2. Swerrve

3. Whirl

4. Thread

5. Dance

6. Winding Round



Sufi Fragments
(texts by Yunus Emre, translations by Siiha Faiz)

The Beloved is made manifest in colours multitudinous —
But one is His accent which a hundred thousand hearts with joy has filled.

Azrail and Death’s twin angels, black of brow, with flaming eyes,
Spoke in turn the word ordained: to You O God I stretched my hand.

I am both Ka’aba and idolatry — I am the whirling universe;
I am the cloud which rises to the skies and pours its rain on the earth.

Sufi Miniatures

(texts by Yunus Emre, translations by Siiha Faiz)

O Friend, my heart and head are one within the furnace of Your Love
But though my heart is in that fire consumed, in that is my delight.

Before all things had yet been born, or angel hosts the skies had filled,
Before creation yet was formed, with Him who formed it I was one.

Earth and air and fire and water I would leave to see His Face,
From chance released, assume the form of formlessness outside this life.

Stony Town
(from the song-cycle Somewhere in the Orange Tree)
(text by John Shaw Neilson)
If ever I go to Stony Town, I'll go as to a Fair,
With bells and men and a dance girl with the hear-wave in her hair.
I'll ask the birds that live on the road, for I dream, though it may not be,
That the eldest song was a forest thought and the singer was a tree.
O Stony Town is a hard town, it buys and sells and buys,
It will not pity the plights of yoth, or any love in the eyes.
No curve they follow in Stony Town, but the straight line and the square,
And the girl shall dance them a myral dance, like a blue wren at his prayer.
O Stony Town is a hard town, it sells and buys and sells,
Merry men three shall I take with me, and seven and twenty bells.
The bells will laugh and the men will laugh and the girl shall shine so fair
With the scent of love and the cinamon dust shaken out of her hair.
Her skirts shall be of gossamer, full nthirty inches high,
And her lips shall move as the flowers move, to see the winds go by.
The men will laugh, and the bells shall laugh to see the world so young
And the girl shall go as a velvet bird, with a quickstep on her tongue.
She shall cry aloud that million moons for a lover is not long,
And her mouth shall be as the green honey in the honey-eaters song.
If ever I go to Stony Town, I'll go as to a Fair,
And the girl shall, with the cinamon and the heat-wave in her hair.



Ambherst in Massachussetts in the Fall:

I ranged the college campus to admire

Maple and beech, poplar and ash in all

Their panoply of fire;
Not budding Spring, not Summer’s green parade
Clothed in such glory these resplendent trees;

How strange, then, that the splendour of the Fall

Should serve no natural need
Who could have guess in summer’s green concealed
The leaf’s resolve to die?

(soveres from A D Hope, ‘Ode on the Death of Pius the Twelfth’)

Study no 7: Dances and Devilment and Sunlit Airs.......
Over the hills they took him and black prayers
Fell as a frost on tenderlings a near.
Dances and devilment and sunlit airs
Were all so full of him that yester year.
(+seee..from John Shaw Neilson: ‘The Lover Dies in Poetry’)

Now all the garden’s overcome with dark,
its flowers transplanted, low to high,
become night’s far-off suns, and map in hand
we find where Sirius and Canopus stand
and trace our birth-stars on the zodiac.
(sovenes from Judith Wright: ‘Naming the Stars’)

Study no 1: Snatched Voices
Under the enormous stones the wind took our voices
Snatched them and tore them to pieces, insisting
That this was no place for communication, enjoining
Silence, submission.

(+seee.. from Rosemary Dobson: ‘At Stonehenge’)

Encore (Party Piece!).......
Franz Reizenstein: Variations on The Lambeth Walk
Martin Jones (piano)



