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Shakespeare Songs —  (continued)
4. Dirge — from Cymbeline

— two brothers lament the apparent death of their young friend who, unbeknownst 
to them, is actually their sister disguised as a boy — ah, Shakespeare —

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 
Nor the furious winter’s rages;
Thou thy worldly task has done, 
Home art gone and ta'en thy wages. 
Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.
Fear no more the frown o’ the great; 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke; 
Care no more to clothe and eat;
To thee the reed is as the oak;
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightning-flash, 
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Fear not slander, censure rash; 
Thou hast finish’d joy and moan;
All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust.
No exorciser harm thee!
Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 
Ghost unlaid forbear thee!
Nothing ill come near thee!
Quiet consummation have;
And renowned be thy grave!

5. It was a Lover and his Lass — from As You Like It
— two pages sing a ditty to entertain and gently tease a betrothed couple —
It was a lover and his lass,
With a hey, and a ho,
And a hey no-ni-no,
That o’er the green cornfield did pass 
In the spring time.
The only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing,
Hey ding-a-ding ding:
Sweet lovers love the spring.

This carol they began that hour, 
With a hey, and a ho,
And a hey no-ni-no,
How that a life was but a flower 
In the spring time,
The only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing,
Hey ding-a-ding ding:
Sweet lovers love the spring.

Between the acres of the rye,
With a hey, and a ho,
And a hey no-ni-no,
These pretty country folks would lie 
In the spring time,
The only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing,
Hey ding-a-ding ding:
Sweet lovers love the spring.

And therefore take the present time, 
With a hey, and a ho,
And a hey no-ni-no,
For love is crowned with the prime 
In the spring time,
The only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing,
Hey ding-a-ding ding:
Sweet lovers love the spring.

6. Blow, Blow, thou Winter Wind — from As You Like It
— an analogy between the bitterness of false friends and cold winter weather —
Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude;
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude.

Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! 
Unto the green holly:
Most friendship is feigning, 
Most loving mere folly.
Then heigh-ho! the holly!
This life is most jolly!

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
That does not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot:
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friends remember’d not.

Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho!
Unto the green holly:
Most friendship is feigning, 
Most loving mere folly.
Then heigh-ho! the holly!
This life is most jolly!

(continued next page)

PROGRAM (continued)

Ecco mormorar I’onde Claudio Monteverdi
Hear the waves murmur and the leaves tremble in the morning air; above the 
green branches the birds sing sweetly and brighten the eastern sky. Behold, the 
dawn appears and looks at herself in her mirror the sea, em-pearling the sweet 
dew and gilding the mountains. Oh, beautiful and radiant dawn, the breeze is your 
messenger by which each withered heart is restored.

Sing We and Chant It Thomas Morley
(English, 1557-1603)

South African Songs — Tim Long, conga drums 

Tina singu — Rick Wilkinson, tenor

Oh, Mama 
original poem by Avis Vermilye 

read by Avis Vermilye

Freedom is Coming

Words of Walter Sisulu 
read by Anna Mae Patterson

Siyahamba

This concludes our program. 
Thank you for coming 

and for allowing us the pleasure 
of performing in this 

wonderful space.


