


    I N  V I N O  V E R I T A S

Paul  Gibson (b.  1952,  Uni ted States)

Gibson composed this light-hearted jazzy piece in 2005 for the Los Angeles-based a cappella group, 
Zephyr: Voices Unbound, for use in their wine concerts. It was an obvious choice to open VOX’s 
ViniChoral III wine-and-music pairing concert at Groot Constantia in August 2019 – a bit of shoo-
bee-doo-wa, and a toss-away ending, before getting down to the more high-minded music to follow.

In vino, in vino veritas,
You can’t hide yourself from what’s true;

In vino, in vino veritas,
More and more and more I’ll get to know you.

After all these years
Here we are again.

There’s so much to say
Raise a glass, my friend.

Tell me ev’rything,
But, before you do,

I just have to say
It’s so good to see you.

In vino, in vino veritas,
You can’t hide yourself from what’s true;

In vino, in vino veritas,
More and more and more I’ll get to know you.

On and on we talk,
So the evening goes.
It’s not just the wine

But the time that fl ows.

Talkin’ bittersweet,
Have a smile and cry,

Tellin’ life and love (and life),
And the by and by, and ‘bye.

In vino, in vino veritas,
You can’t hide yourself from what’s true;

In vino, in vino veritas,
More and more and more I’ll get to know you.

I can see you in your eyes,
You’ve gone beyond the past.

What I wonder now,
“Is this time our last?”

Wouldn’t trade this night
For anything I know,
If it were up to me,

I would never see you go.

In vino, in vino veritas,
You can’t hide yourself from what’s true;

In vino, in vino veritas,
More and more and more and more I’ll get to know you.

In wine, the truth.

Paul Gibson, August 2019

  Greetings 
from Los Angeles! I was 

delighted to discover that 
my little piece In vino veritas

had made it halfway around the 
world. I’m happy to hear that you 
continue to use my little piece, 
for which I have such affection. 
I composed it just for such 

circumstances: where wine 
and music were being 

paired together.



    U B I  C A R I T A S

Ola Gje i lo  (b.  1978 ,  Norway)

Several of this Norwegian composer’s works have featured in earlier VOX releases – Northern Lights
and The Ground. The present work, fi rst performed in 2007, is one of Gjeilo’s most popular. The 
Latin text is the fi rst verse of an ancient Christian hymn, originally intoned in Gregorian chant. It is 
unsurprising, therefore, that Gregorian chant is evident in Gjeilo’s setting, as it was in the 1960 setting 
of the same text by Maurice Durufl é. The fi rst two lines of the hymn are refl ective, matched by a quiet 
chantlike line from the choir, the unison broken only fl eetingly by harmony on two occasions. In the 
third line, “Exsultemus ...” (“Let us rejoice...”), the setting breaks into glorious harmony. The composer 
asks for more volume and a quicker tempo, culminating in a thrilling ff  in the repetition of the words, 
“Let us fear and love the living Lord”. The piece ends with a return to a hushed, “Ubi caritas”.

When Gjeilo participates in performances of his own work, he often garnishes the unaccompanied 
singing with piano improvisation. His improvisation when he performed Ubi Caritas with the Central 
Washington University Chamber Choir in 2011 was so popular when heard on YouTube that he 
decided to notate it. We are fortunate to have Clinton Claasen’s sensitive rendition of that score. It is 
in three segments: before the choir sings for the fi rst time; before the “Exsultemus”; and before the 
hushed return to “Ubi caritas”. 

    N O W  I S  T H E  M O N T H  O F  M A Y I N G

Thomas Morley (c .  1557-1602,  England)

This ballett, by the most famous fi gure of the Elizabethan madrigal school, was published in 1595 as 
part of Morley’s First Book of Ballets for Five Voyces. A ballett is a dancelike madrigal with a fa-la-la 
refrain and repeated music for each verse (unlike the through-composed “madrigal proper”). Morley’s 
inspiration was the 1590 canzonet, So ben mi ch’a bon tempo, by Orazio Vecchi. The two madrigals 
are similar, rhythmically, though the Italian’s is in a minor key, unlike Morley’s sprightly G major. Both 
have a risque theme. The narrator of Vecchi’s song says that he knows who’s been having a good time 
but he can’t spill the beans. Morley’s song is about Spring festivities. The cavorting of the youths and 
their “dainty nymphs” provides ample scope for touching and the playing of “barley-break” (we might 
say, “a roll in the hay”).

To discover how Morley created his fi ve voice parts, we can turn to an amusing passage in Kingsley 
Amis’s Lucky Jim. At a house party, Jim’s professor, Welch, dragoons the company into madrigal-
singing. Jim passes himself off as a fair sight-reader, trusting that he can follow his confi dent fellow-
tenor. And then Morley’s ballett is handed out. Jim notices to his dismay that instead of the customary 
four parts, the piece employed fi ve: “The third and fourth lines of music from the top had Tenor I
and Tenor II written against them; moreover, there was some infantile fa-la-la-la stuff on the second 
page with numerous gaps in the individual parts. Even Welch’s ear might be expected to record the 
complete absence of one of the parts in such circumstances.” Mercifully, you will hear no such gaps 
in our rendition! 

Now is the month of Maying,
When merry lads are playing.

Each with his bonny lass,
Upon the greeny grass.

The Spring, clad all in gladness,
Doth laugh at Winter’s sadness.

And to the bagpipe’s sound,
The Nymphs tread out the ground.

Fie, then, why sit we musing,
Youth’s sweet delight refusing?
Say, dainty Nymphs, and speak,

Shall we play barley-break?

Ubi caritas et amor, Deus ibi est.
Congregavit nos in unum Christi amor.

Exsultemus et in ipso jucundemur.
Timeamus et amemus Deum vivum.
Et ex corde diligamus nos sincero.

Amen.

Where charity and love are, God is there.
The love of Christ has gathered us together.

Let us rejoice and be pleased in Him.
Let us revere and love the living God.

And may we love each other with a sincere heart.
Amen.



   T H E R E  A R E  S O M E  M E N 

Phi l ip  Glass  (b .  1937,  Uni ted States)

This is the fi rst of a set of three songs that Glass composed in 1984 to celebrate the 450th anniversary 
of the discovery of Québec by the French. Although the prolifi c Glass himself was and is based in 
the United States, the text is a poem by the Canadian writer and folksinger, Leonard Cohen. This 
particular poem comes from Cohen’s 1961 collection, The Spice-Box of Earth, published at a time 
when Cohen had not yet embarked on his musical career. The poem was originally conceived as an 
elegy for his father, Nathan, who died when Cohen was only nine. But Cohen was deeply infl uenced by 
fellow-Canadian poet, Irving Layton, and the fi nal text is thought to incorporate an element of tribute 
to this mentor-fi gure. The latter’s poem, My Eyes Are Wide Open, includes the lines, “My rising son / 
measures his fi st daily against mine”. Cohen’s has the lines, “Sons go far away / to lose the fi st / their 
father’s hand will always seem”.

Glass’s style is usually described as minimalist. He himself has emphasised his use of “repetitive 
structures”. In his setting of Cohen’s poem, the two powerful declamatory sections (where the 
emphasis falls on the words “mountains” and “mighty silence”) have the four voice parts moving 
in lockstep with unadorned harmony. In the more contemplative sections, Glass’s use of repetitive 
elements can be heard in the tenors’ repeated quaver accompaniment; and the piece ends with a 
similar repeated motif, this time for both tenors and altos.

There are some men 
who should have mountains 
to bear their names to time. 

Grave-markers are not high enough 
or green, 

and sons go far away 
to lose the fi st 

their father’s hand will always seem. 

I had a friend: 
he lived and died in mighty silence 

and with dignity, 
left no book, son, or lover to mourn. 

Nor is this a mourning-song 
but only a naming of this mountain 

on which I walk, 
fragrant, dark, and softly white 

under the pale of mist. 
I name this mountain after him.



    C A G E D  B I R D

Nicky Schr i re  (b.  1986,  South Af r ica )

Schrire received her musical training in Cape Town and at New York’s Manhattan School of Music. She 
is a vocalist and composer, with three jazz albums to her credit. Her jazz style has increasingly been 
infl uenced by folk music, as one can hear in her setting of Maya Angelou’s 1983 poem, Caged Bird, a 
metaphor for human slavery and oppression which contrasts the exhilaration of the free bird with the 
confi nement of its caged counterpart. Although the latter “can seldom see through his bars of rage”, 
and has had “his wings … clipped and his feet … tied”, he has not lost his instinct for freedom – he 
opens his throat “with a fearful trill”, singing of “things unknown but longed for still”.

Schrire’s setting starts out with a simple folk, almost Celtic, melody, but as the piece progresses jazz 
elements are added – syncopation, alternating time signatures, and punctuated vocal accompaniment 
which almost mimics the horn section of a jazz ensemble.

A free bird leaps
on the back of the wind
and fl oats downstream

till the current ends
and dips his wing

in the orange sun rays
and dares to claim the sky.

But a bird that stalks
down his narrow cage

can seldom see through
his bars of rage

his wings are clipped and
his feet are tied

so he opens his throat to sing. 

The caged bird sings
with a fearful trill

of things unknown
but longed for still

and his tune is heard
on the distant hill

for the caged bird
sings of freedom.

The free bird thinks
of another breeze
and the trade winds soft
through the sighing trees
and the fat worms waiting
on a dawn bright lawn
and he names the sky his own.

But a caged bird stands
on the grave of dreams
his shadow shouts
on a nightmare scream
his wings are clipped and
his feet are tied
so he opens his throat to sing.

The caged bird sings
with a fearful trill
of things unknown
but longed for still
and his tune is heard
on the distant hill
for the caged bird
sings of freedom.

Caged Bird from SHAKER, WHY DON’T YOU SING? by Maya Angelou. Copyright © 1983 Maya Angelou.
Used by permission of Penguin Random House LLC. All rights reserved.

Caged Bird was 
inspired by the melodic 

simplicity and a cappella beauty of 
the traditional spiritual. The piece evolves 

gradually, fi rst delving into the British choral 
tradition and then building into a contrapuntal, 

harmonically-rich work that embodies the same joy 
found in the works of composers such as
Bobby McFerrin and Roger Treece. 

It was written in 2018 for the Global Call for New 
Music for Human Rights by the Fondazione Adkins 
Chiti. They called for female composers around the 
world to compose a vocal, choral or instrumental 
work inspired by the struggle for human rights.
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T W O  P A S T O R A L  B A L L A D S

    D O W N  B Y  T H E  S A L L E Y  G A R D E N S
    T H E  S P R I G  O F  T H Y M E

Arranged by John Rutter  (b .  1945,  England)
Adapted by Matthew Dennis  (b .  1991 ,  South Afr ica )  for  VOX Cape Town

“For children growing up in post-war England as I did, traditional songs still form a common musical 
currency … These songs brought me delight and pleasure then, and they still do now, though pleasure 
has become tinged with nostalgia because, for the most part, they are forgotten and gone from our 
lives, perhaps forever.” These words explain why Rutter chose in 1994 to publish a collection of his 
arrangements of 25 traditional and folk songs, under the title The Sprig of Thyme.

We have chosen two, including the one that gives its name to the collection. Rutter’s arrangements 
are for accompanied choir. Cape Town composer, Matthew Dennis, specially adapted these two 
pieces for performance by VOX at its Flower Songs recitals at the Irma Stern Museum in July 2019 – 
unaccompanied choir with clarinet obbligato, played in this recording by one of our tenors,
Matthew Ferrandi.

Neither the words nor the tune for Down by the Salley Gardens is Rutter’s creation – the text is a 
poem by W. B. Yeats and the tune a traditional Irish melody, The Maids of Mourne Shore. Rutter does, 
though, bring his distinctive choral gifts to bear in the wistful arrangement. The narrator is a man who 
failed to pause for love in his youth and is now “full of tears”. The word “salley” in the title refers to 
the weeping willow – the salix, also known in English as the sallow.

The Sprig of Thyme is, once again, an arrangement of an old folk song. A false young man has stolen 
thyme (a metaphor for chastity) from a young lady’s garden. For consolation, the gardener offers her 
a lily (purity) or a violet (modesty) or the pink (perfection), but she rejects all three – thyme is the only 
thing she wants.

Down by the Salley Gardens

Down by the salley gardens
My love and I did meet.

She passed the salley gardens
With little snow-white feet.

She bid me take love easy,
As the leaves grow on the tree;
But I, being young and foolish,

With her did not agree.

In a fi eld by the river
My love and I did stand,

And on my leaning shoulder
She laid her snow-white hand.

She bid me take life easy,
As the grass grows on the weirs.

But I was young and foolish,
And now am full of tears.

The Sprig of Thyme

Once I had a sprig of thyme.
It prospered by night and by day

‘Til a false young man came a-courting to me,
And he stole all this thyme away.

The gardener was standing by:
I bid him choose for me.

He chose me the lily and the violet and the pink,
But this I refused all three.

Thyme it is the prettiest thing,
And time it will grow on,

And time it will bring all things to an end,
And so does my time grow on.

It’s very well drinking ale,
And it’s very well drinking wine:

But it’s far better sitting by a young man’s side
Who has won this heart of mine.



F I V E  F L O W E R  S O N G S

Benjamin Br i t ten ( 1913-1976,  England)

This set of songs, composed in 1950, was the centrepiece 
of VOX’s July 2019 recital at the UCT Irma Stern Museum. 
Britten wrote them as a gift to his friends Leonard and 
Dorothy Elmhirst. The choice of subject was apt. Leonard 
met Dorothy, a wealthy American heiress, while studying 
agronomy in New York. He was passionate about rural 
England. Shortly after their marriage in 1925, they bought 
the derelict Dartington Hall in Devon. Dorothy created 
its gardens with the help of leading landscape designers. 
They were philanthropists, and music was among the 
causes they espoused.



Each month yields beauty surpassing its predecessors. Musically, Britten creates this sense by adding 
a voice part as each succeeding month arrives. The sopranos alone introduce the early April fl owers. 
The altos join for May, the tenors for June until, fi nally, there is four-part harmony as the basses sing 
that July “more wealth brings in” than all the preceding three.

       M A R S H  F L O W E R S

Marsh Flowers could not be more different. Britten takes 
lines from George Crabbe’s 1783 poem, The Village. In this 
lengthy work, Crabbe turns his back on the Augustan poets’ 
portrayal of country life as a rural idyll. He chooses the bleak 
countryside of an impoverished coastal village. In the passage set by 
Britten, Crabbe is depicting the unappealing fl ora of the marshy margin between sordid cottages and 
the sea – mallow, night-shade, henbane, salt lavender, nettles and rolling seaweeds. This is the only 
piece of the fi ve set in a minor key. The music is angular, gruff, even menacing, and ends with altos and 
basses singing alone at the lowest reaches of their range.

       T O  D A F F O D I L S

The fi rst song, To Daffodils, is a setting of a poem by the seventeenth century poet, Robert Herrick. 
Its carpe diem theme – that life is short, and that we should enjoy beauty and love while we can – is 
often found in his work, perhaps most famously in the poem which starts with the familiar words, 
“Gather ye rosebuds while ye may”. The admirers vainly urge the daffodils not to “haste away so 
soon”. But then they recall that we, like the daffodils, have only a short spring, and “as quick a growth 
to meet decay”. Britten matches the music to the message. The sound-world is not one of glorious 
beauty, such as Wordsworth’s famous poem might have inspired. Instead, discordant notes tumble 
out in rapid succession (Britten’s marking is allegro impetuoso), creating a sense that we are chasing 
something that is always slipping away from us. Rest is achieved only when the daffodils – and we – 
have faded from sight, “Ne’er to be found again”.

       T H E  S U C C E S S I O N  O F  T H E
       F O U R  S W E E T  M O N T H S

As an antidote to the fi rst song’s melancholy sentiment, Britten chooses the same poet’s The 
Succession of the Four Sweet Months for his second song. This poem, like the fi rst, comes from 
Herrick’s collection, Hesperides. Herrick surely had this poem in mind when, in his introduction to the 
collection, he writes: “I sing of brooks, of blossoms, birds and bowers / Of April, May, of June and July 
fl owers”. Here we have beauty without decay.

Fair daffodils, we weep to see
You haste away so soon;

As yet the early-rising sun
Has not attain’d his noon.

Stay, stay,
Until the hasting day

Has run
But to evensong;

And, having pray’d together, we
Will go with you along.

We have short time to stay, as you.
We have as short a Spring;

As quick a growth to meet decay,
As you, or anything.

We die,
As your hours do, and dry

Away
Like to the Summer’s rain;

Or as the pearls of morning’s dew,
Ne’er to be found again!

Here the strong mallow strikes her slimy root,
Here the dull night-shade hangs her deadly fruit;

On hills of dust the henbane’s faded green,
And pencill’d fl ower of sickly scent is seen;

Here on its wiry stem, in rigid bloom,
Grows the salt lavender that lacks perfume.

At the wall’s base the fi ery nettle springs,
With fruit globose and fi erce with poison’d stings;

In every chink delights the fern to grow,
With glossy leaf and tawny bloom below:

The few dull fl owers that o’er the place are spread
Partake the nature of their fenny bed.

These, with our sea-weeds, rolling up and down,
Form the contracted Flora of our town.

First, April, she with mellow showers
Opens the way for early fl owers,

Then after her comes smiling May
In a more rich and sweet array,

Next enters June and brings us more
Gems than those two that went before,

Then (lastly,) July comes and she
More wealth brings in than all those three;

April! May! June! July!



As he is returning with a good bundle, a wealthy spinster spies him from her window and makes a 
marriage proposal, which the boy readily accepts, maybe because it requires him to give up his trade. 
And so he weds “the lady in full bloom”. Perhaps Britten was being mischievous – the young Leonard 
Elmhirst had been a penniless student studying agricultural science when he met the wealthy Dorothy, 
who was six years his senior and already a widow. The music starts at a sedate pace. The story is told 
by one voice part, in somewhat herky-jerky phrasing (perhaps mimicking the awkwardness of the rural 
bumpkins), while the remaining voice parts provide the beat by repeatedly intoning “green, broom”. 
The tempo quickens over the course of the piece, ending in a riotous helter-skelter.

       T H E  E V E N I N G  P R I M R O S E

The mood changes completely for the fourth piece, The Evening Primrose, surely one of Britten’s 
loveliest miniatures. The song is a setting of a sonnet from John Clare’s 1835 collection, The Rural 
Muse. Clare’s poetry, somewhat neglected in his own lifetime, came to prominence in the two or 
three decades before Britten composed his Flower Songs. Throughout his life, Clare felt the tragedy 
of having not pursued his fi rst love. He saw her everywhere in nature, which deepened rather than 
lessened his sense of loss. This is most poignantly expressed in the poem, I Hid my Love, published in 
a posthumous collection. That poem includes the lines, “I met her in the greenest dells / Where dew-
drops pearl the wood bluebells”. This echoes The Evening Primrose, which describes a scene after 
sunset, when “dew-drops pearl the evening’s breast”. The poem ends as the evening primrose fades 
away, unable to withstand the sun’s gaze. Perhaps here, too, Clare is thinking of his fi rst love. Britten 
chooses the velvet plushness of B major, and gives us a setting of rare beauty, the piece fading into 
nothingness (marked ppp, followed by diminuendo) as the primrose “faints and withers, and is gone”.

       B A L L A D  O F  G R E E N  B R O O M

The last piece in the set shows Britten in light-hearted mood. The anonymous song, Ballad of Green 
Broom, which has received many musical settings, tells the story of the lazy son of a woodcutter, forced 
from his bed to go out and cut broom.

When once the sun sinks
in the west,

And dew-drops pearl
the evening’s breast;

Almost as pale as moonbeams are,
Or its companionable star,

The evening primrose opes anew
Its delicate blossoms to the dew;

And, hermit-like, shunning the light,
Wastes its fair bloom upon the night;
Who, blindfold to its fond caresses,
Knows not the beauty he possesses.

Thus it blooms on while night is by;
When day looks out with open eye,
‘Bashed at the gaze it cannot shun,

It faints and withers and is gone.

There was an old man liv’d out in the wood,
And his trade was a-cutting of Broom, green Broom,
He had but one son without thought without good

Who lay in his bed till ‘twas noon, bright noon.

The old man awoke one morning and spoke,
He swore he would fi re the room, that room,
If his John would not rise and open his eyes,

And away to the wood to cut Broom, green Broom.

So Johnny arose and slipp’d on his clothes
And away to the wood to cut Broom, green Broom,
He sharpen’d his knives, and for once he contrives

To cut a great bundle of Broom, green Broom.

When Johnny pass’d under a Lady’s fi ne house,
Pass’d under a Lady’s fi ne room, fi ne room,

She call’d to her maid: “Go fetch me,” she said,
“Go fetch me the boy that sells Broom, green Broom!” 

When Johnny came into the Lady’s fi ne house,
And stood in the Lady’s fi ne room, fi ne room,

“Young Johnny,” she said, “Will you give up your Trade
And marry a lady in bloom, full bloom?”

Johnny gave his consent, and to church they both went,
And he wedded the Lady in bloom, full bloom;

At market and fair, all folks do declare,
There’s none like the Boy that sold Broom, green Broom.



    R O O I  D I S A 

Petrus  Lemmer ( 1896-1989,  South Af r ica )

Our Irma Stern recital concluded with this simple Afrikaans hymn, with words by Burger Gericke (1916-
1989) and music by Petrus Lemmer. The writer sees in the red disa’s beauty and delicate petals a 
symbol of faith, hope and love.

Rooi Disa kom en sê vir my:
Wat het jy van bo gekry,

Dat jy vir eeue rein kan bly?
Geloof, Hoop en Liefde.

Rooi Disa aan die berg se stroom,
Jy’s soos die land waarin jy woon.
Drie woorde sê jou taal so skoon:

Geloof, Hoop en Liefde.

Rooi Disa langs die waterkant
Jy is simbool van hierdie land.

Want in jou teer blomblare brand
Geloof, Hoop en Liefde.

Rooi Disa ek wil wees soos jy
Want ook soos jy het ek gekry
Dit wat my vul om mooi te bly:

Geloof, Hoop en Liefde.

Red Disa, won’t you tell me true:  
What did heaven give to you,

That you stay pure the ages through?
Faith, Hope and Love.

Red Disa, ‘next the craggy rill, 
So like the land in which you dwell.

Three words your language say so well:
Faith, Hope and Love.

Red Disa hugging moist ravine
You symbolise this land of mine.
For in your tender petals shine

Faith, Hope and Love.

Red Disa, may I be like you
For, as with you, to me accrue 

Heav’n’s gifts to keep me lovely too:
Faith, Hope and Love.

Translation: Owen Rogers

Disa unifl ora and Disa purpurascens origami by Tim Povall, www.timpovall.com
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