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Ophelia, Caliban, and Miranda 

 

[1] River Bride (Ophelia) 

You’ll pull me from the stream, and by its side 

you’ll promise to be true, 

true to your river bride. 

 

You’ll tell me how you cried 

as lovers do, 

I’m your river bride. 

 

When I pull you from the stream, and by its side 

confess I lied when I told them we were through. 

You’ll tell me how you cried 

 

as lovers do. I’m your river bride. 

And once I’m dried you’ll tell me how you knew, 

when you’ve pulled me by the stream, and by its side 

 

sit there starry eyed. 

The only one who could make your dreams come true 

was your river bride. 

 

When you pull me from the stream, and by its side 

I’ll say, ‘I nearly died’, 

then make a king of you. 

You’ll tell me how you cried as lovers do. 

Marry your river bride. 

 

[2] Ariel taught me how to play (Caliban) 

After you left and sailed away, 

thinking I would probably go under, 

Ariel taught me how to play 

 

the saxophone. I tamed the beast each day, 

and once a while I made it sing so tender. 

After you left and sailed away. 

 

And when it rained on Saturday 

we’d sit around and quietly remember 

how you left and sailed away. 

 

But after all I have to say, 

I didn’t think of you, my dear Miranda. 

Ariel taught me how to play. 

 

This graceful music lets me stay 

in a world composed of wonder. 

After you’d left and sailed away, 

Ariel taught me how to play. 

 

[3] All good things come to an end (Miranda) 

Beloved husband, Ferdinand, 

you’re probably my biggest fan, 

but all good things come to an end 

 

and this is one. That’s why I send 

this note to you to say, although you’re quite a man, 

beloved husband, Ferdinand, 

 

we’re on the rocks of love my friend, 

it hasn’t gone to plan. 

And since all things come to an end, 

 

I’ve gone back to the island 

to remember who I am. 

Beloved husband, Ferdinand. 

 

You’ll think I’m building castles in the sand, 

but don’t be angry if you can, 

all good things come to an end, 

 

please understand. 

Beloved husband, Ferdinand, 

I’m still in love with Caliban. 

All good things come to an end. 

 

‘Ophelia, Caliban, and Miranda’ texts by Charles Bennett, b. 1954 © 
Charles Bennett. Reproduced by permission of the author, under 
licence to Oxford University Press. All rights reserved. 
 

[4] Marriage to My Lady Poverty 

 

Here is the ring I have made for My Lady Poverty; 

a ring I’ve woven from grass and wayside flowers. 

It will sing on her hand like a skylark. 

 

I am the bird who has come to take crumbs from your hand. 

In my soft grey plumage I fly to our wedding barefoot. 

I am far too shy to look at you. 

 

We need no more than birds: they sing at dawn 

and wander wherever they please. We ask for nothing more 

than the birds of the sky: we ask for song. 

 

We need no more than flowers: they sleep all winter long. 

We ask for nothing more 

than the flowers of the field: we ask to blossom. 

 

As I fly from our wedding I look back over my shoulder: 

my husband is the flower in my heart; 

his ring will sing on my finger. 

 

When I hear the song of a lark, I shall think of you. 

When I lie in the open field on a bed of meadow-sweet, 

I shall hear your music, singing me to sleep. 

 

‘Marriage to My Lady Poverty’ text by Charles Bennett 
© Charles Bennett. Reproduced by permission of the author, under 
licence to Oxford University Press. All rights reserved. 
 

[5] Scarborough Fair 

 

Are you going to Scarborough Fair? 

Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme. 

Remember me to one who lives there, 

She was once a true love of mine. 

 

Tell her to make me a cambric shirt. 

Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme. 

Without no seam nor fine needlework, 

Then she’ll be a true love of mine. 

 

Oh are you going to Scarborough Fair? 

Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme. 

Remember me to one who lives there, 

She was once a true love of mine. 

 

(Text: Trad. English) 
 

[6] The Real of Heart 

 

We have known treasure fairer than a dream upon the hills of youth. 

And it shall stay jewelled in the distance, untarnished and supreme. 

Life’s decay shall never shadow it, its years like hours grown golden in 

the sun, 

Lived full in the gathered light, 

An amethyst across the sea, the sea of night. 

For dawn and dusk we knew and caught our breath 

With the exquisite imaginings of Spring, 

Lived deep, and grown wistful with remembering 

A tune we used to sing, these were ours, 
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Life’s touch upon our hands, music and flowers. 

Through the years they play their part, 

These are the endless things, the real of heart. 

 

‘The Real of Heart’ text by anon. Adapted and set by Bob Chilcott 
under licence from the UK Intellectual Property Office, licence no. 
OWLS000051. All rights reserved. 
 

Jazz Songs of innocence 

 

[7] Piping down the valleys wild 

Piping down the valleys wild, 

Piping songs of pleasant glee, 

On a cloud I saw a child, 

And he laughing said to me: 

‘Pipe a song about a lamb.’ 

So I piped with merry cheer, 

‘Piper, pipe that song again.’ 

So I piped; he wept to hear. 

 

‘Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe; 

Sing thy songs of happy cheer.’ 

So I sung the same again, 

While he wept with joy to hear. 

‘Piper, sit thee down and write 

In a book that all may read’, 

So he vanished from my sight. 

And I plucked a hollow reed, 

And I made a rural pen, 

And I stained the water clear, 

And I wrote my happy songs 

Every child may joy to hear. 

 

[8] The Lamb 

Little lamb, who made thee? 

Dost thou know who made thee? 

Gave thee life and bid thee feed 

By the stream and o’er the mead; 

Gave thee clothing of delight, 

Softest clothing woolly bright; 

Gave thee such a tender voice, 

Making all the vales rejoice: 

 

Little lamb, who made thee? 

Dost thou know who made thee? 

Little Lamb, I’ll tell thee, 

He is called by thy name, 

For he calls himself a lamb. 

He is meek and he is mild; 

 

He became a little child. 

I a child and thou a lamb, 

We are called by his name. 

Little Lamb, God bless thee. 

 

[9] The Little Boy Lost / The Little Boy Found 

‘Father, father, where are you going? 

Oh do not walk so fast. 

Speak, father, speak to your little boy, 

Or else I shall be lost.’ 

 

The night was dark, no father was there, 

The child was wet with dew. 

The mire was deep, and the child did weep, 

And away the vapour flew. 

 

The little boy lost in the lonely fen, 

Led by the wandering light, 

Began to cry, but God ever nigh 

Appeared like his father in white. 

 

He kissed the child and by the hand led, 

And to his mother brought, 

Who in sorrow pale through the lonely dale 

Her little boy weeping sought. 

 

[10] The Echoing Green 

The sun does arise, 

And make happy the skies. 

The merry bells ring 

To welcome the spring. 

The skylark and thrush, 

The birds of the bush, 

Sing louder around, 

To the bells’ cheerful sound, 

While our sports shall be seen 

On the echoing green. 

 

Old John with white hair 

Does laugh away care, 

Sitting under the oak, 

Among the old folk. 

 

They laugh at our play, 

And soon they all say: 

‘Such were the joys 

When we all, girls and boys, 

In our youth time were seen 

On the echoing green’. 

 

Till the little ones weary 

No more can be merry; 

The sun does descend, 

And our sports have an end. 

Round the laps of their mothers, 

Many sisters and brothers, 

Like birds in their nest, 

Are ready for rest; 

And sport no more seen 

On the darkening green. 

 

The sun does arise, 

And make happy the skies. 

The merry bells ring 

To welcome the spring. 

The skylark and thrush, 

The birds of the bush, 

Sing louder around, 

To the bells’ cheerful sound, 

While our sports shall be seen 

On the echoing green. 

 

[11] The Divine Image 

To Mercy, Pity, Peace and Love 

All pray in their distress, 

And to these virtues of delight 

Return their thankfulness. 

 

For Mercy, Pity, Peace and Love 

Is God our father dear, 

And Mercy, Pity, Peace and Love 

Is Man his child and care. 

 

For Mercy has a human heart, 

Pity a human face, 

And Love, the human form divine, 

And Peace, the human dress. 

 

Then every man of every clime 

That prays in his distress, 

Prays to the human form divine: 

Love, Mercy, Pity, Peace. 
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And all must love the human form, 

In heathen, Turk or Jew. 

Where Mercy, Love and Pity dwell. 

There God is dwelling too. 

 

(Texts: William Blake, 1757–1827) 
 

[12] Thou, my love, art fair 

 

Lo, thou, my love, art fair; 

Myself have made thee so: 

Yea, thou art fair indeed, 

Wherefore thou shalt not need 

In beauty to despair; 

For I accept thee so, 

For fair. 

 

For fair, because thine eyes 

Are, like the culvers’, white; 

Whose simpleness indeed 

All others do exceed; 

Thy judgement wholly lies 

In true sense of sprite 

Most wise. 

 

(Text: William Baldwin, c. 1515–1563) 
 

[13] The House of the Rising Sun 

 

There is a house in New Orleans, 

They call the Rising Sun, 

It’s been the ruin of many a poor girl, 

And me, O God, for one. 

 

Go tell my baby sister, 

Never do like I have done, 

Tell her to shun that house in New Orleans, 

They call the Rising Sun. 

 

If I’d-a listened what my mama said, 

I’d-a been at home today, 

Being so young and foolish, poor boy, 

Let a rambler lead me astray. 

 

One foot is on the platform, 

The other one on the train, 

I’m goin’ back to New Orleans 

To wear that ball and chain. 

 

Goin’ back to New Orleans, 

My race is almost run, 

Goin’ to spend the rest of my life, 

Beneath the Rising Sun. 

 

(Text: Trad. American) 
 

[14] Weather Report 

 

Rain it raineth every day upon the just and unjust fella, 

mostly on the just, because the unjust 

hath the just’s umbrella. 

 

Whether the weather be cold, 

whether the weather be hot, 

we’ll weather the weather whatever the weather, 

whether we like it or not! 

 

Dirty days have September, 

April, June, and November, 

from January up to May 

the rain it raineth every day; 

all the rest have thirty-one 

without a blessed gleam of sun, 

if any of them had two and thirty, 

they’d be twice as wet and twice as dirty. 

 

Rain long foretold, long last; 

short notice, soon past. 

 

Rain before seven, fine by eleven. 

 

(Texts: Traditional rhymes) 

 

Nidaros Jazz Mass 

 

[15] Kyrie 

Kyrie eleison. 

Christ eleison. 

Kyrie eleison. 

 

[16] Gloria 

Gloria in excelsis Deo. 

Et in terra pax hominimus bonae voluntatis. 

Laudamus te, benedicimus te, adoramus te, benedicimus te. 

Gratias agimus tibi propter magnam gloriam tuam. 

Domine Deus, Rex caelestis, Deus Pater omnipotens. 

Domine Fili unigenite, Jesu Christe. 

Domine Deus, Agnus Dei, Filius Patris, 

Qui tollis peccata mundi, miserere nobis. 

Qui tollis peccata mundi, suscipe deprecationem nostram. 

Qui sedes ad dexteram Patris, miserere nobis. 

Quoniam tu solus sanctus, tu solus Dominus, 

tu solus Altissimus, 

Jesu Christe, cum Sancto Spiritu in gloria Dei Patris. 

Amen. 

 

[17] Sanctus 

Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus, Dominus Deus Sabaoth, 

Pleni sunt caeli et terra, caeli et terra gloria, gloria tua. 

Hosanna in excelsis. 

 

 

 

[15] Kyrie 

Lord, have mercy. 

Christ, have mercy. 

Lord, have mercy. 

 

[16] Gloria 

Glory to God in the highest, 

and peace to his people on earth. 

Lord God, heavenly King, almighty God and Father, 

we worship you, we give you thanks, we praise you for your glory. 

Lord Jesus Christ, only Son of the Father, 

Lord God, Lamb of God, you take away the sin of the world: 

have mercy on us; 

you are seated at the right hand of the Father: 

receive our prayer. 

For you alone are the Holy One, you alone are the Lord, 

you alone are the Most High, Jesus Christ, 

with the Holy Spirit, 

in the glory of God the Father. 

Amen. 

 

[17] Sanctus 

Holy, holy, holy Lord, God of power and might, 

heaven and earth are full of your glory. 

Hosanna in the highest. 
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[18] Benedictus 

Benedictus qui venit in nomine Domini. 

Hosanna in excelsis. 

 

[19] Agnus Dei 

Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi; 

miserere nobis, 

Agnus Dei, dona nobis pacem. 

 

(Text: Latin Mass) 
 

[18] Benedictus 

Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord. 

Hosanna in the highest. 

 

[19] Agnus Dei 

Lamb of God, you take away the sin of the world, 

have mercy upon us. 

Lamb of God, grant us peace. 
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