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Recital by members of Choir 
 

Evie Perfect | mezzo-soprano,  Eoin Jenkins | harpsichord 
Evening Hymn                            Henry Purcell (1659–95) 
                    

Jess Downton | alto,  Jack Edis | harpsichord 
Priva son d’ogni conforto, HWV 17                   George Frideric Handel (1685–1759)  

 
Patrick Tweedie | bass,  James Kitchingman | piano 

Sovra il campo della vita                                                     Gaetano Donizetti (1797–1848) 
 

Henry Lawrenson | tenor,  Evie Perfect| piano 
Auf der Donau, Op. 21                          Franz Schubert (1797–1828)  
                  

Jemima Gazzard | soprano,  Evie Perfect | piano 
Die Nacht                                                                                         Richard Strauss (1864–1949) 
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Sleep from Five Elizabethan Songs                                     Ivor Gurney (1890–1937) 
 

Laura Thomas | mezzo-soprano,  Raphael Herberg | piano 
Go, Lovely Rose, Op. 24, No. 3                                                             Roger Quilter (1877–1953) 
 

Harrison Kirk | tenor,  Evie Perfect | piano 
Linden Lea                                                                         Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872–1958) 
 

Thomas Alban | baritone,  Isaac Chan | piano 
Blacker                                                                                Judith Bingham (1952–



 

 
   

 
 
 

Priva son d’ogni conforto 
Priva son d’ogni conforto,  
e pur speme di morire  
per me misera non v’è. 
Il mio cor, da pene assorto,  
è già stanco di soffrir  
e morir si niega a me. 

 
I am bereft of all comfort, 
yet there is no hope of death 
for me, wretched that I am. 
My heart, consumed with sorrow 
Is weary of suffering, 
Yet death denied itself to me. 

  
 Words Nicola Francesco Haym (1678–1729) 



 

 
Sleep 
Come, sleep, and with thy sweet deceiving 
Lock me in delight awhile; 
Let some pleasing dream beguile 
All my fancies, that from thence 
I may feel an influence, 
All my powers of care bereaving. 
Tho’ but a shadow, but a sliding, 
Let me know some little joy. 
We, that suffer long annoy, 
Are contented with a thought 
Thro’ an idle fancy wrought: 
O let my joys have some abiding. 
 
                                                                                                   Words  John Fletcher (1579–1625) 
 
 
 
 
 

Die Nacht 
Aus dem Walde tritt die 
Nacht, 
Aus den Bäumen 
schleicht sie leise, 
Schaut sich um in 
weitem Kreise, 
Nun gib acht. 

 
Out of the forest steps 
Night, 
Out of the trees she 
softly steals, 
Looks around her in a 
wide arc, 
Now beware. 

  
Alle Lichter dieser Welt, 
Alle Blumen, alle Farben 
Löscht sie aus und stiehlt 
die Garben 
Weg vom Feld. 

All the lights of this world, 
All flowers, all colours 
She extinguishes, and steals  
the sheaves 
From the field. 

  
Alles nimmt sie, was nur 
hold, 
Nimmt das Silber weg 
des Stroms, 
Nimmt vom Kupferdach 
des Doms 
Weg das Gold. 

She takes everything that 
is dear, 
Takes the silver from the 
stream, 
and from the Cathedral’s 
copper roof, 
She takes the gold. 

  
Ausgeplündert steht der 
Strauch, 
Rücke näher, Seel an Seele; 
O die Nacht, mir bangt, 
sie stehle 
Dich mir auch. 

The bushes are left, 
stripped naked, 
Come closer, soul to soul; 
Oh, I fear that the night 
will also steal 
You from me. 

  

 Words  Hermann von Gilm (1812–64)    



 


