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Northern Consort is a small vocal ensemble hailing from the
north-east of England. Founded by Simon Lee in 2016, the
singers aim to present exciting and innovative programmes to
new audiences, spreading the of choral music. They have
performed at Ushaw College, Raby Castle and Durham
Cathedral as well as other venues across County Durham.
For more information including details of upcoming
performances please follow us on Facebook.
Tonight’s programme includes the world premiere of Peter
Foggitt’s Now welcome, somer which was commissioned by
The New Chaucer Society for this Congress.
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Parce mihi, Domine
Parce mihi, Domine
nihil enim sunt dies mei.
Quid est homo quia magnificas eum?
Aut quid apponis erga eum cor tuum?
Visitas eum diluculo,
et subito probas illum
Usquequo non parcis mihi, nec dimittis
me,
ut glutiam saliva meam?
Peccavi, quid faciem tibi,
O custos hominum?
Quare posuisti me contrarium tibi,
et factus sum mihimet ipsi gravs?
Cur non tollis peccatum meum,
et quare non aufers iniquitatem meam?
Ecce, nunc in pulvere dormiam:
et si mane me quaesieris non subsistam.

Cristóbal de Morales
Let me alone;
for my days are vanity.
What is man, that thou shouldest magnify him?
And that thou shouldest set thy heart upon him?
And that thou shouldest visit him every morning,
and try him every moment
How long wilt thou not depart from me,
Nor let me along till I swallow down my spittle?
I have sinned, what shall I do unto thee,
O thou preserver of men?
Why hast thou set me as a mark against thee,
So that I am a burden unto myself?
And why does thou not pardon my transgression,
and take away my iniquity?
Behold, for now shall I sleep in the dust;
and thou shalt seek me in the morning,
but I shall not be
Job 7: 16-21

O Virtus Sapientiae
O virtus Sapientiae,
quae circuiens circuisti
comprehendendo omnia
in una via, quae habet vitam,
tres alas habens,
quarum una in altum volat,
et altera de terra sudat,
et tertia undique volat,
Laus tibi sit, sicut te decet,
O Sapientia.

Hildegard von Bingen
O strength of Wisdom
who, circling, circled,
enclosing all
in one lifegiving path,
three wings you have:
one soars to the heights,
one distils its essence upon the earth,
and the third is everywhere.
Praise to you, as is fitting,
O Wisdom.
Hildegard von Bingen

Most noble evergreen (from To Touch the Sky)

Kevin Puts

Most noble evergreen with your roots in the sun:
You shine in the cloudless sky of a sphere no earthly eminence can grasp,
Enfolded in the clasp of ministries divine.
You blush like the dawn,
You burn like a flame of the sun,
Magnificat
Even if I don’t see it again
No ever feel it
I know it is and that if once it haled me
It ever does.

Hildegard von Bingen & Marie Howe (born 1950)

Mon fin est mon commencement
Ma fin est mon commencement
Et mon commencement ma fin
Est teneure vraiement
Ma fin est mon commencement.
Mes tiers chans trois fois seuelment
Se retrograde et einsi fin.
Ma fin est mon commencement
Et mon commencement ma fin.

Guillaume de Machaut
My end is my beginning,
And my beginning is my end.
And throughout it olds true at heart.
My end is my beginning
My third part three times has its start;
It is retrograde until its end.
My end is my beginning,
And my beginning is my end.
Guillaume de Machualt

Now welcome, somer

Peter Foggitt

Now welcome, somer
with thy sonne softe,
That hast thise wintres wedres overshake,
And driven away the longe nightes blake.
Saint Valentin, that art ful heigh on lofte,
Thus singen smalle fowles for thy sake:
Well han they cause for to gladden ofte,
Sith eech of hem recovered hath his make;
Ful blissful mowe they singe whan they wake:

The Parliament of Fowls, 680-692/3
Geoffrey Chaucer (c.1340-1400)

The Collier’s Rant

Traditional Geordie Folk Song

As me and me marra was gannin’ tom wark,
We met with the De’el, it was i’ the dark;
I up wi’ my pick, it was I’ the neet,
I knocked off his horns, likewise his club feet.

Follow the horses, Johnny me laddie!
Follow them through, me cannie lad, O!
Follow the horses, Johnny me laddie!
O lad lye away, my cannie lad, O!
As me and me marra was putten the tram,
The lowe it went out, and my marra gat wrang;
How ye wad ha’ laugh’d had ye sen the fine gam,
The de’el got me marra, but I gat the tram.

Follow the horses, Johnny me laddie!
Oh! marra, oh! marra, what dost thou think,
I’ve broken me bottle and spilt a’ me drink,
I’ve lost all me shin splints amang the great stanes;
Draw me to the shaft, lad; it’s time to gan hame.

Follow the horses, Johnny me laddie!
Oh! marra, oh! marra, this wor pay week,
We’ll get penny loaves, and drink to wor beek;
And we’ll fill up wor bumper, and roond it shall go,
Follow the horses, me Johnny lad, oh!

Follow the horses, Johnny me laddie!
There is me horse, and there is me tram,
Twee horns full o’ grease will myek her to gan;
There is me hoggers, likewise me half-shoon,
And smash me hart, marra, me utting’s a’ deun!

Follow the horses, Johnny me laddie!
Text first published in 1793

St. Cuthbert and the Otters

Jamie Burton

Cuthbert, chosen by God,
performed holy signs and miracles for his people,
so that they might have true faith in Christ Jesus.
Yet his holiness was a burden as well as a joy.
One night, when his spirit was worn
and his body was tired,
he walked alone on the seashore,
and he sang to the sound of the waves:
Nu sculon herian
heofonrices Weard,
Metodes mihte
and his modgeþanc,
weorc Wuldorfæder,
swa he wundra gehwæs
ece Dryhten,
or onstealde.

Now we must praise the Guardian
of the kingdom of heaven!
the power of God
and his conception,
the work of the Father of Glory, for He,
the eternal Lord,
established at the beginning of every
marvellous thing.

As he sang, the stars shone brightly over the sea,
and the moon rose.
Rapt in prayer, he walked out into the shining water,
and raised his arms to the sky in wonder:
He ærest scop
eorþan bearnum
heofon to hrofe
halig Scieppend.
þa middangeard
mancynnes Weard
ece Dryhten,
æfter teode
firum foldan
Frea ælmigtig.
And all through the night,
As the tide came in
and the wind grew strong
and the clouds shrouded the moon
and the darkness deepened,
he sang on, unaware of wind, wave or withering cold.
Nu sculon herian
heofonrices Weard,
Metodes mihte
and his modgeþanc,
Two sea otters,
hearing his prayer over the waters,
slipped swiftly to him,

He, Holy Creator,
first created
heaven as a roof
for the children of men.
Then the Guardian of mankind,
eternal Lord,
afterwards adorned
the earth for children of men,
almighty Master.

tumbling and turning for joy,
God-guided by his song:
and their threefold voices lifted into the night:
Nu sculon herian
heofonrices Weard,
Metodes mihte
and his modgeþanc,
weorc Wuldorfæder,
swa he wundra gehwæs
ece Dryhten,
or onstealde.
When the dawn had broken
and the Daystar had appeared,
Cuthbert came out of the water,
transfixed by prayer
and pierced by cold.
Taking pity on him, the otters dried his feet with their fur,
and they warmed him with their breath,
as if they were the very breath of God.
And before they returned to their daily work
Cuthbert gave them his blessing,
and they sang one more their song of praise:
He ærest scop
eorþan bearnum
heofon to hrofe
halig Scieppend.
þa middangeard
mancynnes Weard
ece Dryhten,
æfter teode
firum foldan
Frea ælmigtig.
Oh all ye works of the Lord, bless ye the Lord: praise him, and magnify him for ever.
Amen.
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