Wednesday 8 June | 7Tpm | Britten Studio, Snape Maltings

Celebrating Participate:

Sian Dicker & Friends

Sian Dicker soprano
with

Saki Kato guitar

Krystal Tunnicliffe piano
Alfie Carpenter artist

Richard Rodgers (1902-1979)
‘Some enchanted evening’,

from South Pacific (1949)
Lyrics: Oscar Hammerstein Il (1895-1960)

Bedrich Smetana (1824-1884)

Vegerni pisné (Evening Songs) (1879)

Texts: Vitézslav Halek (1835-1874)

1. Who's master of the golden strings

2. Don’t throw stones against the prophets!
3. | fancied once

4. Hey, what a joyful pleasure

5. Out of my songs I build for Thee

Benjamin Britten (1913-1976)
Folksong arrangements:
Master Kilby

The Soldier and the Sailor

! will give my love an apple

The Shooting of His Dear
Bonny at Morn

Sailor-Boy

Harold Arlen (1905-1986)
‘Somewhere over the rainbow’,

from The Wizard of Oz (1939)
Lyrics: Yip Harburg (1896-1981)

PAUSE
Richard M. Sherman (b. 1928) &

Robert B. Sherman (1925-2012):
‘Feed the birds’, from Mary Poppins (1964)

Sergey Prokofiev (1891-1953)

The Ugly Duckling, Op.18 (1914)

Text: Hans Christian Anderson (1805-1875),
translated by Ronald Corp (b.1951)

Aaron Copland (1900-1990)
Old American Songs (1950)
Long Time Ago

Simple Gifts

/ Bought me a Cat

This is a relaxed event, with easy access in/
out of the performance space and freedom
fo move and make noise throughout the
60-minute duration.

This concert is made possible by a generous gift from
Alan Britten (1938-2016).

With the continued support of

Judi, Tamara & Sophie,

Alan’s dedication to championing young artists lives on

To support the Britten Pears Young
Artist Programme please scan

the QR code and donate to

our 50th Anniversary Appeal




Veéerni pisné (Evening Songs)

Texts: Vitézslav Halek

Kdo v zlaté struny zahrat zna

Kdo v zlaté struny zahrat zn4,
jej ctéte vic nez sebe,

nebot vas tak bih miloval,

Ze poslal vdm ho s nebe.

Hrozné, kdyz bih neourodou
a morem trestd prisné;
vSak ze viech trestl nejvétsi,
kdyZ ndrod nema pisné.

Ten narod jesté nezhynul,
dokud mu véstec zpiv4,

a pisen v nebi zrozena

i ve smrt Zivot vliva.

Nekamenujte proroky!

Nekamenujte proroky.

Neb pévci jsou jak ptaci;
kdo hodil po ném kamenem,
k tém vic se nenavraci.

Soud bozi na se narod zve,
jenz pévce své ctit nevi,

kdyz bdh odejmul zpévy.

Jet srdce pévcl nejCistsi
a vSeho hnévu prosté,

a co vam zpival od srdce,
to ve svém srdci noste.

Mné zdalo se

Mné zdélo se: “bol sestar’ uz
a bude s nim uz amen,

a slzi téch uz vyteklo,

Ze vysch’ uz jejich pramen.”

Tu sem si zpomnél na Tebe,
a duse ma se chvéla,

a cosi v ni se ozvalo,

jakby Té ztratit méla.

A oci se mi zalily,

radost se v pld& mi méni,
a ja pozndvam s bolesti,
Ze slzdm konce neni.

Who’s master of the golden strings

Who’s master of the golden strings,
him you should more than honour,
for it’s God in His love for you

who sends to earth love’s donor.

Woe them, on whom God bareness
and wasting plague is flinging;

but harder still the lot of those,
whose days pass void of singing.

That nation is not yet forlorn

to whom a seer singeth,

he, with his song in Heaven born,
life to the dying bringeth.

Don’t throw against the prophets stones!

Don’t throw against the prophets stones!
Like birds they pardon never,

you lift our hand and they are gone

and stay apart forever.

Doomed are the people who betray
their singer and their duty,

the Lord will take the songs away,
they’ll wither without beauty.

Pure is the singer in his heart,

no anger mars his measure,

and what he gives you in his art,
you in your heart should treasure!

| fancied once

| fancied once: “Pain had grown old,
not to outlive tomorrow,

my weeping, all had ceased at last,
dry was the well of sorrow.”

Then, | did think on thee anew,
my soul felt sore and shaken,

for | was thrown to mortal fear
that thou from me were taken.

My eyes afresh were growing wet
anguish my heart is rending,
in sorrow stricken, I'm aware
that weeping has no ending.



Hej, jaka radost v kole

Hej jaka radost v kole

a v naruci mit holku!

Pojd’ bledy hochu tanéit -
ja dam Ti zahrét polku.

Aj bledy hoch se zachvél,
jak mraz by mu vjel v oudy,
a po téch bledych tvarich
mu tekly slzi proudy.

Ze svych pisni tran Ti udélam

Ze svych pisni tran Ti udéldam
Za velkych pévcu prikladem,
za zezlo Ti své srdce dam

a sldvu svou za diadem.

Za zékon lasku vyvoldm,
svou pisni oslavim Tv(j den,
v Tvou dusi vleju lasky slast,
a sladkou touhu ve Tv(j sen.

Ptackad Ti pisné privolam,

maj nastele Ti k nohoum kvét,
a nebes hvézddm rozkaz ddm
a v nebe zménim cely svét.

A srdce vSech Ti podmanim,
raj vyzpivdm Ti z hrobu zpét,
a kralovnou Té provolam,
kam SiroSiry saha svét.

Hey, what a joyful pleasure

Hey, what a joyful pleasure

to clasp a girl in dancing!
Come, pale lad try the measure
the polka is entrancing.

The lad he always trembles

a fear benumbs his feeling

and from his pallid visage

hot tears in shame are steeling.

Out of my songs | build for Thee

Out of my songs | build for Thee

a throne as poets often feign,

my shining heart Thy sceptre be,

my fame the crown to bless Thy reign.

Love’s holy order | will found,
praised be Thy name in lilt and lay,
Thy dreams of longing shall abound
to fill Thy soul with love all day.

Birds in the trees shall jubilate,

may with her flowers kiss Thy feet,

| will the stars their course dictate,
friendly shall Earth and Heaven meet.

All hearts shall serve Thee loyally,
Eden regained exults in song,

and queen Thou shalt proclaimed be,
wide o’er the world and all life long!

Translations by J. Sliwinski



