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The Music

Although the ‘Six Songs of Gerard Manley Hopkins’ were written as a stand-alone set,
the choice of the ‘Eight Seasonal Anthems’ and the ‘Collected Songs’ was mined from a
rich source of Lea-Cox oeuvres. The huge range of variety and style presented on this
CD is quite deliberate, trying to give a fair representation of Peter’s many musical
voices. The dissonance of Winter Prelude for example, is in marked contrast to the
sing-a-long refrain of Let the season lift the spirit – whose lilting melody is infinitely
capable of giving one a long-lasting “earworm”!

One element present throughout all Peter’s works, however, is his enormous sensitivity
to words and the consequential word-painting and colours that he gives to his
compositions. Couple this with his chromesthesia and sense of key, and we begin to
understand that there is not a single note wasted; whatever else he is, he is not a trite
composer. Interesting too, is Peter’s love of J.S. Bach and his compositional discipline:
Bach’s well-documented ability to improvise multi-part fugues, and to incorporate a
chorale melody or cantus firmus into a work is something that has fascinated Peter for
years, and has proved an interesting starting point for several of his own compositions.
Certainly, anyone remembering Peter’s improvised hymn preludes at services at St.
Anne & St. Agnes will be in no doubt as to his skills on this front, and the legend that
he has left behind him there!

The Seasonal Anthems were all composed in 2005, and born of the realisation that solo
songs could be substituted liturgically in the place of the choir anthem. In this case the
texts were taken from the Lutheran Book of Worship, and, in the manner employed by
Luther for his metrical settings of psalms and in the‘Deutsche Messe’ of 1526, the texts
can link together clauses from different verses. In Lea-Cox’s Behold the herald’s voice
is calling, God’s word is our great heritage and Rejoice this happy morn, the associated
chorale melodies (“Es ist gewisslich an der Zeit”, “Ein’ feste Burg ist unser Gott”, and
“Vom Himmel hoch” respectively) are used to a greater or lesser extent in the
accompaniment, rather in the way that Bach did in his cantatas, and in the manner in
which the later 19th century leitmotiv was used. Conversely, Noël Nouvelet has the



melody in the voice part (the tune based on an old French carol), albeit with subtle
intervallic changes to underpin the text, particularly, “in the gloom of winter, dark and
cold the land”, and with rhythmic augmentation at “Gloriously at
Easter” which serves to solidify the triumphal statement (and also, interestingly,
modulates to the positive key of D major at this point). Even those anthems without a
direct chorale melody often have overtones of an older style, particularly Crown him,
Lord of Lords and Come before the Saviour’s table; for both of these one could believe
that one has heard the tune before. Beautifully different is Baptised into your Name
most Holy which has all the simplicity of childhood innocence and is beguilingly
appealing. At the other end of the scale, in Saviour, when in dust to you there is a diet of
chromatic, angst-ridden chords eminently descriptive of repentant sinners who can
scarce lift their sorrowing eyes.

The set of ‘Collected Songs’ likewise covers an enormous gamut, the earliest and latest
items being some twenty years apart, and the stylistic content ranging from angry
dissonance to nearly strophic, tonal songs. As ever, Peter’s attention to textual detail and
word-painting is apparent throughout, from the “bell of quittance” in Afterwards, to the
gusty shower and the steaming and stamping of the lonely cab horse in Winter Prelude.
This song also reminds of us our own mortality, particularly the insistent heartbeat near
the beginning of the piece. Interestingly, Afterwards, whose poem heralds a very
positive view of death (in the sense that people will remember us affectionately once we
are gone) sets a lovingly benign tone, and creates a positive sense of hope.

Perhaps the most complex and thereby interesting of the settings is Sailing to
Byzantium. With Yeats as its author, it is singularly appropriate that Lea-Cox opens
with an Irish folk-fiddle idea and later chooses to turn to Danny Boy for melodic
content. In the middle, the plainchant idea casts us back to an earlier era, in which the
soul struggles to cast off the burden of human flesh – the “dying animal” – but
ultimately arrives in the glorious golden state of Byzantium, whose colours are hinted at



throughout the song, but are now fabulously realised in the final triumphal bars of the
piece. In direct contrast, Like the touch of rain gives us a sense of the fatalistic
unfairness of life, in which Lea-Cox paints the bleakness with a constant slow rhythmic
pulse underpinning the song, coupled with a sad, falling melodic idea in the right hand
of the piano – and all this in the key of G minor. The moralistic tale of The Clod and the
Pebble has an easy, seemingly charming melody and accompaniment, until the final
bars that is, when “Heaven’s despite” is suddenly graphically portrayed. Finally, the two
Christmas songs, which happen to begin and end this set, encapsulate two very different
views of the baby Jesus: in the one we are buoyed up by the idea of a Saviour there to
redeem us, and in the other, there is a delicately-portrayed Divine baby in need of
protection and love.

As ever, the success of a song hinges as much on its piano writing as on its melodic
content. Here, Lea-Cox is in his element, which is no surprise given that he is a pianist,
organist and harpsichordist. Perhaps the most opulent piano writing is in Sailing to
Byzantium, and five of the six Gerard Manley Hopkins settings. The sixth (No 4) is set
“in the manner of a Jacobean air” and here Peter duly provides a figured bass only; the
realisation on this recording is Jennie-Helen’s own. There is one anthem included
which was originally scored for organ – Saviour, when in dust to you – which, with
repeated bass notes, translates well to the piano.

The piano piece Cathedral at Night is an early Lea-Cox work, written in 1971, which
relishes exploring the sound world of the piano, and, in particular, the effect of
overtones. The listener is subtly drawn into this musical canvas, and is invited to
contemplate the several aspects of the cathedral. Indeed, one is reminded of the many
Rouen Cathedral paintings by Monet, each one presenting a different time of day.

Lesley-Jane Rogers, November 2012



A note from the composer

I trained as a first-study organist at the Royal Academy of Music, London, but upon
leaving, I found my musical interests and career spiralling outward into many diverse
areas. Initially, I embraced church music, continuo playing, and baroque music, in
particular that of J.S. Bach, but this was soon followed by conducting choirs and
orchestras, together with all the ups and downs of amateur and professional music-
making. This is turn led to teaching (both adults and youngsters), examining, and
administration, and lastly, the need to compose and arrange music.

This final area has usually arisen from a specific practical need; only occasionally has it
been at a whim or as a heart-felt expression of what I had or had not at any particular
moment in my life. My style, if I have one, showed itself to be most chromatic and
frustrated in the years before I found the love of my life, my wonderful wife, Gilly.
Since then, there has been a general mellowing! More usually, however, the reason for a
composition has been to supply a liturgical item or to fill a gap in a concert. When I
served as Cantor for the Lutheran congregation of St. Anne & St. Agnes Church in the
City of London, there arose the desire to set music to complement the liturgical Propers
for each Sunday and Feast day in the calendar.

My deepening love and appreciation of Bach and the way he worked in the eighteenth
century manner of composer and teacher made him an excellent role model. As an
extension to this, I wrote a large number of Sacred or Seasonal Songs, whose texts were
prepared by the church’s principal soprano, Angela Kilmartin. Here, the idea was that
hymn verses could be made into a song which could stand alone as an anthem. Some of
these songs make use of the appropriate chorale melody in thematic strands or by
quotation – a process definitely learnt from Bach’s Cantatas. The two other Christmas
Songs had their texts composed for Christmas Eve Carol Services by members of St.
Anne’s congregation.

Inspiration for the other songs included in this recording originated from Vivien Caplin,
a congregational member of St. Jude-on-the-Hill, in North London, the church where I



was Director of Music prior to moving to St. Anne’s. We had started with piano lessons
but her arthritis put an end to these studies. Vivien was interested and participated
actively in all artistic pursuits. In particular, she had a huge appreciation and knowledge
of poetry and the feeling of rhetoric in its delivery. Our lessons changed into a situation
where I was asked to sit and compose for one hour so that she could observe “the
compositional process”; writing to order, in other words. This was both challenging and
yet a wonderful discipline, somehow recalling a bygone age of patronage. Her input
into word stress and timing was simultaneously frustrating and compelling. Back
flooded all those memories of observing the discipline of the early baroque composers
needing to graft recitation on to the personal expression of melody and harmonic
coloration.

Thank you for obtaining this disc. I am sure that you will enjoy the performances, and I
am greatly indebted to Lesley-Jane and Jennie-Helen in showing such love and
dedication in the preparation and presentation of the items herein. They are gifted artists
who make the most of the ingredients I have set before them.

Peter Lea-Cox, August 2012



The Songs

Six Songs of Gerard Manley Hopkins

Hurrahing in Harvest

Summer ends now; now, barbarous in beauty, the stooks arise
Around; up above, what wind-walks! what lovely behaviour
Of silk-sack clouds! has wilder, wilful-wavier
Meal-drift moulded ever and melted across skies?

I walk, I lift up, I lift up heart, eyes,
Down all that glory in the heavens to glean our Saviour;
And, eyes, heart, what looks, what lips yet gave you a
Rapturous love’s greeting of realer, of rounder replies?

And the azurous hung hills are his world-wielding shoulder
Majestic – as a stallion stalwart, very-violet-sweet! –
These things, these things were here and but the beholder
Wanting; which two when they once meet,
The heart rears wings bold and bolder
And hurls for him, O half hurls earth for him off under his feet.

Spring

Nothing is so beautiful as spring –
When weeds, in wheels, shoot long and lovely and lush;
Thrush’s eggs look little low heavens, and thrush
Through the echoing timber does so rinse and wring
The ear, it strikes like lightnings to hear him sing;
The glassy peartree leaves and blooms, they brush
The descending blue; that blue is all in a rush
With richness; the racing lambs too have fair their fling.

What is all this juice and all this joy?
A strain of the earth’s sweet being in the beginning
In Eden garden. – Have, get, before it cloy,
Before it cloud, Christ, lord, and sour with sinning
Innocent mind and Mayday in girl and boy,
Most, O maid’s child, thy choice and worthy the winning.



Pied Beauty

Glory be to God for dappled things –
For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;
For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;
Landscape plotted and pieced – fold, fallow, and plough;
And all trades, their gear and tackle and trim.

All things counter, original, spare, strange;
Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;
He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:
Praise him.

Thee, God, I come from, to thee go

Thee, God, I come from, to thee go,
All day long I like fountain flow
From thy hand out, swayed about
Mote-like in thy mighty glow.

What I know of thee I bless,
As acknowledging thy stress
On my being and as seeing
Something of thy holiness.

Once I turned from thee and hid,
Bound on what thou hadst forbid;
Sow the wind I would; I sinned:
I repent of what I did.

Bad I am, but yet thy child.
Father, be thou reconciled.
Spare thou me, since I see
With thy might that thou art mild.

I have life before me still
And thy purpose to fulfil;
Yea a debt to pay thee yet:
Help me, sir, and so I will.

But thou bidst, and just thou art,
Me shew mercy from my heart
Towards my brother, every other
Man my mate and counterpart.



As kingfishers catch fire

As kingfishers catch fire, dragonflies draw flame;
As tumbled over rim in roundy wells
Stones ring; like each tucked string tells, each hung bell’s
Bow swung finds tongue to fling out broad its name;
Each mortal thing does one thing and the same:
Deals out that being indoors each one dwells;
Selves – goes itself; myself it speaks and spells,
Crying What I do is me: for that I came.

Í say more: the just man justices;
Keeps grace: that keeps all his goings graces;
Acts in God’s eye what in God’s eye he is –
Chríst – for Christ plays in ten thousand places,
Lovely in limbs, and lovely in eyes not his
To the Father through the features of men’s faces.

The Windhover
To Christ our Lord

I caught this morning morning’s minion, king-
dom of daylight’s dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding
Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding
High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing
In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing,
As a skate’s heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend: the hurl and gliding
Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding Stirred for a bird, –

the achieve of; the mastery of the thing!

Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here
Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion
Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier!

No wonder of it: sheer plod makes plough down sillion
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear,

Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermillion.



Eight Seasonal Anthems

Noël Nouvelet (Easter)

Carol forth in springtime when life returns anew.
Thank we now our Saviour and of his goodness tell.
He rises now, triumphant from the tomb.
Noël Nouvelet, this carol I do sing.

In the gloom of winter, dark and cold the land,
Seeds hid deep in furrow, long forgotten sown.
Chilled to the bone, His sacred body lay.
Noël Nouvelet, this carol I do sing.

Gloriously at Easter forth He came again,
Greeting his disciples fallen in dismay.
Seeds such must die to spring forth shoots of green.
Noël Nouvelet, this carol I do sing.

When we are in darkness, sickness or distress,
Christ can send his radiance, health and happiness.
Skies that are grey can turn to blue, and shine.
Noël Nouvelet, this carol I do sing.

Text by the composer, based on John XII, 24

Behold, the herald’s voice is crying (Advent)

Behold, the herald’s voice is crying in the desert far and near,
Calling us to true repentance, since the Kingdom now is here.
Oh, that warning cry obey! now prepare for God a way!
Let the valleys rise to meet him, and the hills bow down to greet him.

Johann G Olearius. Translated and altered by Catherine Winkworth.

Crown Him, Lord of Lords (Ascension; Christ the King)

Crown Him, Lord of Lords.
Crown the Saviour, angels crown Him, rich the trophies Jesus brings.
Crown Him Lord of Lords.
On the seat of pow’r enthrone Him, while the vault of heaven rings.
Crown Him Lord of Lord and King of Kings, Alleluia.
Crown Him Lord of Lords.

Thomas Kelly



God’s Word is our great heritage (Reformationtide)
God’s Word is our great heritage, and shall be ours for ever;
To spread its light from age to age shall be our chief endeavour.
Through life it guides our way; in death it is our stay;
Lord, grant while time shall last your Church shall hold it fast
Throughout all generations.

Nikolai Grundwig, translated and altered by Ole Belsheim.

Baptised into your Name most holy
(Baptism)
Baptised into your Name most holy,

O Father, Son and Holy Ghost.
Forgive, lift up, restore your child.

O faithful God, you never fail me.
Oh, let me make my vows sincerely,

and help me your child to be.

John J Rambach

Saviour, when in dust to you
(Lent)

Saviour, when in dust to you low
we bow in homage due;

When repentant, to the skies scarce
we lift our sorr’wing eyes;

By your days of deep distress in the
savage wilderness,

By the dread, mysterious hour of the
insulting tempter’s pow’r,

Turn, oh turn a fav’ring eye;
hear our penitential cry!

From Robert Grant

Come before the Saviour's table (Communion)
Come before the Saviour’s table, eat the bread which He has broken.
Take the cup of God’s salvation, blood flowing from His stricken side.
From the love which He has offered, give us grace.

(Selected by the composer)

Rejoice, rejoice this happy morn (Christmas)
Rejoice, rejoice this happy morn, a Saviour unto us is born,
The Christ, the Lord of glory!
His lowly birth at Bethlehem the angels from on high proclaim
And sing redemption’s story!
My soul extol God’s great favour; bless Him for ever for salvation,
Give Him praise and adoration!

Birgitte K Boye



Collected Songs
Let the Season lift your Spirit

Refrain: Let the Season lift your Spirit,
Sing your praise so God can hear it;
At the birth of Christ rejoice,
Give the King of Kings your voice.

Raise your voice and start your singing,
Hear the church bells loudly ringing,
Crying, “Lo, a Saviour’s born.”
Sing Him a lullaby on this morn.

R: Let the Season etc

Do you see him fast asleep, lying in a manger?
When he wakes, his eyes must peep on the world a stranger.
Sins of the world he will redeem, and save our souls he can,
Small and fragile he may seem; Son of God made man.

R: Let the Season etc

Let us sing His praise to heaven on this holy day.
Let us sing his praise again, as the angels say:
“Glory to our God above, and His little Son,”
As we sing we send Him love;
All our hears he’s won!

R: Let the Season etc

Katherine Foyle

The Clod and the Pebble

“Love seeketh not itself to
please,

Nor for itself hath any care,
But for another gives its ease,
And builds a Heaven in Hell’s
despair.”

So sung a little Clod of Clay
Trodden with the cattle’s feet,
But a Pebble of the brook
Warbled out these metres
meet:

“Love seeketh only self to
please,

To bind another to its delight,
Joys in another’s loss of ease,
And builds a Hell in Heaven’s
despite.”

William Blake



Prelude - 1 -

The winter evening settles down
With smells of steaks in passageways.
Six o'clock.
The burn-out ends of smoky days.
And now a gusty shower wraps
The grimy scraps
Of withered leaves about your feet
And newspapers from vacant lots;

The showers beat
On broken blinds and chimney pots,
And at the corner of the street
A lonely cab-horse steams and stamps.

And then the lighting of the lamps.

T.S. Eliot

Afterwards

When the Present has latched its postern behind my tremulous stay,
And the May month flaps its glad green leaves like wings,
Delicate-filmed as new-spun silk, will the neighbours say,
‘He was a man who used to notice such things’?

If it be in the dusk when, like an eyelid’s soundless blink,
The dewfall-hawk comes crossing the shades to alight
Upon the wind-warped upland thorn, a gazer may think,
‘To him this must have been a familiar sight.’

If I pass during some nocturnal blackness, mothy and warm,
When the hedgehog travels furtively over the lawn,
One may say, ‘He strove that such innocent creatures should come to no harm,
But he could do little for them; and now he is gone.’

If, when hearing that I have been stilled at last, they stand at the door,
Watching the full-starred heavens that winter sees
Will this thought rise on those who will meet my face no more,
‘He was one who had an eye for such mysteries’?

And will any say when my bell of quittance is heard in the gloom
And a crossing breeze cuts a pause in its outrollings,
Till they rise again, as they were a new bell’s boom,
‘He hears it not now, but used to notice such things’?

Thomas Hardy



Sailing To Byzantium

I That is no country for old men. The young
In one another’s arms, birds in the trees
– Those dying generations – at their song,
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,
Fish, flesh, or fowl commend all summer long
Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.
Caught in that sensual music all neglect
Monuments of unaging intellect.

II An aged man is but a paltry thing,
A tattered coat upon a stick, unless
Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing
For every tatter in its mortal dress,
Nor is there singing school but studying
Monuments of its own magnificence;
And therefore I have sailed the seas and come
To the holy city of Byzantium.

III O sages standing in God’s holy fire
As in the gold mosaic of a wall,
Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
And be the singing-masters of my soul.
Consume my heart away; sick with desire
And fastened to a dying animal
It knows not what it is; and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity.

IV Once out of nature I shall never take
My bodily form from any natural thing,
But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling
To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;
Or set upon a golden bough to sing
To lords and ladies of Byzantium
Of what is past, or passing, or to come.

William Butler Yeats



Like the Touch of Rain

Like the touch of rain she was
On a man’s flesh and hair and eyes
When the joy of walking thus
Has taken him by surprise:

With the love of the storm he burns,
He sings, he laughs, well I know how,
But forgets when he returns
As I shall not forget her, “Go now”.

Those two words shut a door
Between me and the blessed rain
That was never shut before
And will not open again.

Edward Thomas

Garlic and sapphires

Garlic and sapphires in the mud
Clot the bedded axle-tree.
The trilling wire in the blood
Sings below inveterate scars
Appeasing long forgotten wars.
The dance along the artery
The circulation of the lymph
Are figured in the drift of stars
Ascend to summer in the tree
We move above the moving tree
In light upon the figured leaf
And hear upon the sodden floor
Below, the boarhound and the boar
Pursue their pattern as before
But reconciled among the stars.

T.S. Eliot

Baby Sleeping

Refrain: See the baby sleeping soundly,
God’s own Son he’s said to be.
I will hold him in my heart fondly,
For I know what he means to me.

Shepherds travelling, walking, walking,
To the baby they make their way;
With their sheep, and the star to guide them;
When they reach him I know they’ll say:

R: See the baby sleeping soundly etc

Wise men rushing, riding, riding
On their camels, bearing each a gift.
When they reach this gentle child,
Their hearts and minds to heav’n they’ll lift:

R: See the baby sleeping soundly etc

Here I am waiting, watching, hoping,
Telling all my friends Christmas day is near.
Among the presents and trees and parties,
Listen hard; this is what you’ll hear:

R: See the baby sleeping soundly etc

Anna Ahuja
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