
 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

Requiem                                  Faure 

In a century when huge orchestras and large-scale works were the norm, Faure's Requiem, 
composed in 1887, is a refreshing change. Faure's approach to his subject is one of personal 
and intimate faith and piety. The scale is small, but the depth of his devotion and the 
individuality of his style makes this Requiem one of the loveliest things in Church music. 
The orchestra consists essentially of divided violas, divided 'cellos, basses, organ, horns 
and bassoons, which give the music a sombre glow and a peculiarly nasal tone so character-
istic of French sonorities, and indeed of the French language. Violins, harp and the 
other instruments Faure reserves for special effects, and are not an integral part of the 
orchestra as a whole. 

Introit and Kyrie. (Chorus) 'Requiem aeternam dona eis, Domine'  

The chorus prays 'requiem aeternam' against a bleak and anguished unison from the 
orchestra. This stark opening gives way to a beautiful Andante, the melody first sung by 
the tenors, and eventually shared by the whole Chorus. 

Offertoire (Baritone and Chorus) 
'O Domine Jesu Christe rex gloriae, libera animas defunctorum de poem's inferni et de 
profundo lacu'. 
An introspective prayer for deliverance. The choral writing is imitative — almost 16c. in 
style, if not in harmony. 

Sanctus (Chorus) 
'Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus, Dominus Deus Sabaoth'. 
A halo of sound from the harp, violas and organ; the violins enter for the first time with a 
phrase which, like incense, soars aloft; the chorus sings a simple fragment antiphonally.  
The 'beauty of holiness' has rarely been more sensitively portrayed in music. 

Pie Jesu (the Quiristers) 'Pie Jesu Domine, dona eis Requiem'. 

This central movement is a hauntingly lovely song of sublime purity and simplicity. 

Agnus Dei (Chorus) 
'Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, dona eis requiem'. 
The long opening F major theme, characteristic of the individual twists and turns of so 
much of Faure's later melodic thought, is the central unifying feature of this, movement. 
The anguish of 'qui tollis' is followed by the gentle shifting colours of 'lux aeterna' - a 
kaleidoscope of chromatic harmony. The opening Requiem is recalled but now warm 
and glowing in D major. 

Libera me (Baritone and Chorus) 
'Libera me Domine de morte aeterna . . . "  
This movement is in ternary form. The central material, 'Dies irae, dies ilia', is preceded 
and followed by a dead march, a wonderful and seemingly endless melody, almost 
Italian in inspiration. 

In Paradisum (Chorus) 'In paradisum deducant angeli...' 
From the grimness of the opening Requiem, the mood has now changed to one of sublime 
hope and contentment. Predictably perhaps, Faure uses muted strings, organ, harp and 
sopranos to portray Paradise, but the sensitivity of this movement is beyond description. 

INTERVAL 



Belshazzar's Feast Walton  

At its first performance at Leeds in 1931, Walton's masterly oratorio raised many eye-
brows. Here was a work based on a religious text which employed jazz rhythms, a vast 
percussion section, a technicoloured orchestra speaking of raw and savage emotions of 
hatred, retribution and despair. The musical language understandably might have seemed 
difficult at that time; but the choice of a blood-curdling Old Testament subject, ingen-
iously selected by Osbert Sitwell, would have been relished by Victorian Choral Societies 
who were so suspicious of Newman's strange and wonderful text which inspired Elgar to 
compose England's other great oratorio, The Dream of Gerontius. Of course Walton's 
score, once understood, made and continues to make a great impact, but this was no mere 
Hollywood spectacular on a religious theme, so many of which seem to date almost 
before they have first been shown. For Walton's masterpiece is a work of supreme genius 
and his musical understanding of the emotions aroused in the hearts of the exiled Israelites 
is profound and sensitive. We weep with them by the waters of Babylon, in a strange land; 
we are numbed as they were by Belshazzar's sacrilege in ordering the use of their very own 
sacred vessels as wine cups and plates at his dinner-table. In spite of ourselves we are all 
too easily beguiled by Belshazzar's feast; the music and dancing that he has ordered in 
praise of false gods. But we are terrified by the writing on the wall and the suddenness of 
his death, and as we rejoice with the Israelites at the fall of Babylon we are at the same 
time fearful and in awe of the mighty and summary powers of vengeance which have been 
called into being by Belshazzar's wickedness. The reality and complexity of all these 
emotions is strangely underlined by the economy of Walton's score — economy not of 
course in an orchestral but in a formal sense! For Walton concentrated this tremendous 
drama, encapsulated it into a work of symphonic length and proportions, rather than 
expanding it in a leisurely way like so many oratorios. This concentration of musical and 
dramatic thought and the rapid changes of emotional temperature from extremes of misery 
to joy provide an unforgettable experience. 

Programme notes by Angus Watson 

Thus spake Isaiah: 
Thy sons that thou shah beget 
They shall be taken away 
And be eunuchs 
In the palace of the King of Babylon 
Howl ye, howl ye therefore: 
For the day of the Lord is at hand! 

By the waters of Babylon, 
There we sat down, yea, we wept 
And hanged our harps upon the willows. 

For they that wasted us 
Required of us mirth; 
They that carried us away captive 
Required of us a song. 
Sing us one of the songs of Zion. 

How shall we sing the Lord's song In 
a strange land? 

If I forget thee, O Jerusalem, 
Let my right hand forget her cunning. 
If I do not remember thee. 
Let my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth. 
Yea, if I prefer not Jerusalem above my chief joy.  

By the waters of Babylon, 
There we sat down: yea, we wept. 
O daughter of Babylon who art to be destroyed. 
Happy shall he be that taketh thy children 
And dasheth them against a stone, 
For with violence shall that great city Babylon be  
And shall be found no more at all.        thrown down 

Babylon was a great city, 
Her merchandise was of gold and silver, 
Of precious stones, of pearls, of fine linen, 
Of purple, silk and scarlet, 
All manner vessels of ivory. 
All manner vessels of most precious wood. 
Of brass, iron and marble, 
Cinnamon, odours and ointments. 
Of frankincense, wine and oil, 
Fine flour, wheat, and beasts, 
Sheep, horses, chariots, slaves, 
And the souls of men. 

In Babylon 
Belshazzar the King 
Made a great feast, 
Made a feast to a thousand of his lords. 
And drank wine before the thousand. 
Belshazzar, while he tasted the wine. 



Commanded us to bring the gold and silver vessels: 
Yea, the gold vessels, which his father, 

Nebuchadnezzar, 
Had taken out of the temple that was in Jerusalem. He 
commanded us to bring the golden vessels Of the 
temple of the house of God, That the King, his Princes, 
his wives And his concubines might drink therein. 

Then the King commanded us: Bring ye the cornet, 
flute, sackbut, psaltery And all kinds of music: they 
drank wine again, Yea, drank from the sacred vessels, 
And then spake the King: Praise ye 

The God of Gold 
Praise ye 

The God of Silver 
Praise ye 

The God of Iron 
Praise ye 

The God of Stone 
Praise ye 

The God of Wood 
Praise ye 

The God of Brass 
Praise ye the Gods! 

Thus in Babylon,the mighty city, Belshazzar the King 
made a great feast, Made a feast to a thousand of his 
lords And drank wine before the thousand. 
Belshazzar, while he tasted the wine, Commanded us 
to bring the gold and silver vessels That his Princes, his 
wives, and his concubines Might rejoice and drink 
therein. After they praised their strange gods, 

The idols and the devils, 
False gods who can neither see nor hear, 
Called they for the timbrel and the pleasant harp 
To extol the glory of the King. 
Then they pledged the King before the people. 
Crying, Thou, O King, art King of Kings; 
O King, live for ever. . . 
'And in the same hour, as they feasted 
Came forth fingers of a man s hand 
And the King saw 
The part of the hand that wrote. 
And this was the writing that was written: 
'MENE, MENE TEKEL UPHARSIN: 
THOUAR T WEIGHED IN THE BALANCE 
AND FOUND WANTING

1
. 

In that night was Belshazzar the King slain 
And his Kingdom divided. 

Then sing aloud to God our strength: Make a joyful 
noise unto the God of Jacob. Take a psalm, bring 
hither the timbrel, Blow up the trumpet in the new 
moon, Blow up the trumpet in Zion. For Babylon is 
fallen. Alleluia! Then sing aloud to God our 
strength: Make a joyful noise unto the God of Jacob, 
While the Kings of the Earth lament And the 
merchants of the Earth Weep, wail and rend their 
raiment. They cry, Alas, Alas, that great city, In one 
hour is her judgement come. The trumpeters and 
pipers are silent, And the harpers have ceased to 
harp, And the light of a candle shall shine no more. 
Then sing aloud to God our strength. Make a joyful 
noise to the God of Jacob, For Babylon the great is 
fallen. Alleluia! 

   

 

Winchester Music Club, largely a performing society, acknowledges with gratitude the encouragement 
of some eighty Honorary Members who help to make these concerts possible. Honorary Members 
enjoy one weeks priority booking for all Music Club's concerts and are circularised well in advance 
with full details of the year's programme. If you would like to assist in this way, please apply to the 
Honorary Secretary (see below) who will be happy to send further information. 

Would prospective members of the choir or the orchestra please contact the Honorary Secretary, Mrs. 
E. R. Duff, 6 Christchurch Road, Winchester (Tel. 65200) who will arrange an audition. 

The National Federation of Music Societies, to which this Society is affiliated, gives support 
towards the cost of these concerts with funds provided by the Arts Council of Great Britain. 
Winchester Music Club gratefully acknowledges financial assistance from Southern Arts and the City 
of Winchester. 
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