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SINE NOMINE SINGERS 

Jonny Davies, conductor 

Kieran Hughes, flute 

 

Proceeds from the concert will go to St Christopher’s Hospice in 

memory of Mark Jones (1975-2011), a superb musician who 

accompanied Sine Nomine over a number of years. Many of you will 

remember his inspired accompaniment to our performance of Maurice 

Duruflé’s Requiem and James Macmillan’s Cantos Sagrados in the 

spring. This was Mark’s last public performance and it is with great 

sadness and gratitude that we remember him now. 

 

Saturday 10th December 2011 at 7.30pm



The Sine Nomine Singers would like to thank the Vicar and people of St George’s 

Church who have been so helpful with all the practical arrangements for this concert, 

including front of house and refreshments. The choir is looking for a few new members 

in all voice parts who can read music well and are excited at the prospect of singing a 

wide variety of challenging choral music.  Rehearsals are on Tuesday nights during term 

time and there is at least one concert a term.  For some years, the choir has also 

performed on the Continent, making a weekend trip about once a year. 

Please contact Jonny Davies on 07710 407913 or SingersSineNomine@gmail.com 

if you would like to audition or want more information. 

Should it be necessary to evacuate the church, please leave by the nearest exit. 

Stewards will assist you to locate the doors, which are at the porch by which you 

entered and on each side at the east end of the church.  Please note that there are steps at 

the exits at the east end. 

The Sine Nomine Singers (conductor Jonny Davies)

Sopranos 

Christine Brand 

Jenny Burgess 

Katie Collinson 

Alison Cooke 

Anne Greenidge 

Nancy Khan 

Contraltos 

Contraltos 

Sally Aldred 

Claire Bennie 

Rachel Burgess 

Jill Saudek 

Carol Whinnom 

Tenors 
Matt Cook 

David Coronel 

Martin Fosten 

Tenors 
Matt Cook 

David Coronel 

Martin Fosten 

Matthew Price 

Nick Stein 

Basses 

Basses 

Peter Davies 

James Loader 

David Panton 

Robert Pruden 

Clive Richards

Formed in 1994, mostly from musicians who live in Bromley, Orpington, and 

Croydon, the Sine Nomine Singers perform both church and secular music from the 

sixteenth century to the present day.  Recent programmes have included Frank Martin’s 

Mass for Double Choir, J S Bach’s Christmas Oratorio, Magnificat, B Minor Mass, and 

motets, G F Handel’s Dixit Dominus, Domenico Scarlatti’s Stabat Mater, Gabriel 

Fauré’s Requiem, Ralph Vaughan Williams’s Mass in G minor, E J Moeran’s Songs of 

Springtime, and Claude Debussy’s Trois Chansons.  In addition to concerts at local 

venues, the choir has sung Evensong at St Paul’s Cathedral, London, and has performed 

at Tallinn in Estonia, at Steinfeld Monastery, Germany, at Saumur on the Loire in 

France, and in the church attached to the Manor House, Chideock, Dorset. 



Kieran Hughes began playing the flute as his second instrument at the age of 14 

and has lessons with the distinguished teacher, Karen Jones.  He is originally from 

Bromley and was a pupil at Hayes Secondary School.  He was also a member of 

Bromley Youth Music Trust playing both the piano and flute in various ensembles; in 

2009, he toured Holland with the Bromley Youth Concert Band, where they achieved a 

gold prize at the World Music Contest in Kerkrade.  

Kieran began his music degree at Girton College, Cambridge in October 2009 and 

is now in his third and final year.  Last year, he won the London Girton Association 

Award, through which he will perform a solo recital at a private function in London in 

March, 2013.  Previous solo performances include two recitals at HM Treasury, London 

and several performances in various college chapels across Cambridge. 

Alongside solo performance, Kieran thoroughly enjoys orchestral playing; he is the 

principal flautist of the National Youth Wind Orchestra, with whom he will be 

performing in the BBC Proms, 2012.  He is also the principal flautist of the Cambridge 

University Musical Society Symphony Orchestra and he performed Debussy’s Prélude 

à l’après-midi d’un faune with the orchestra in King’s College Chapel earlier this year.  

Involvement with the Cambridge University Collegium Musicum has led to further 

playing opportunities, including Bach’s S
t

 Matthew Passion and two performances of 

his Brandenburg Concerto No 5. 

Kieran is also a pianist and, as the holder of a choral exhibition, he sings and tours 

regularly with the Girton College Chapel Choir. 

Peter Davies is a very versatile musician, who has worked in a wide variety of 

contexts and genres. After completing a music degree at Cambridge University, he 

worked as a jazz pianist, choral singer, vocal coach and accompanist, choral conductor, 

arranger for studio music and cabaret keyboardist. For the last few years, he has mainly 

worked as a conductor and repetiteur in opera, notably at the Royal Opera House 

Covent Garden, English National Opera, an ongoing Ring Cycle at Longborough 

Festival Opera and the Deutsche Oper am Rhein. 

After being Queen’s Chorister and then Head Chorister at St George’s Chapel, 

Windsor, Jonny Davies won a music scholarship to Trinity School, Croydon.  During 

his teenage years he studied violin with John Francis, piano with Nigel Clayton at 

Croydon Schools piano centre and organ with Simon Williams.  He also acted as 

assistant organist at St Mary’s church, Addington. 

He then went to Brasenose College, Oxford where he received an Organ 

Exhibition, and sang with Schola Cantorum and the Oxford Chamber Choir.  Since 

leaving Oxford, Jonny has sung as a lay clerk in Guildford Cathedral, with the Holst 

Singers conducted by Stephen Layton, and with professional church choirs all over 

London. He is now Director of Music at St Olave’s Church, Hart Street and 

St Katharine Cree in the City of London, where he leads two choirs.  He has studied 

singing with Sarah Dunstan and Ashley Stafford and now studies with Robert Rice. 



Programme 

When Mary thro’ the garden went Charles Villiers Stanford 

Salve Regina Peter Philips 

Salve Regina David Bednall 

Eia ergo Peter Philips 

Sine Nomine Singers 

Pièce Jacques Ibert 
Kieran Hughes, flute 

Owls (an epitaph) Edward Elgar 

Loquebantur variis linguis Thomas Tallis 

Blessed City, Heavenly Salem Edward Bairstow 

Sine Nomine Singers 

INTERVAL 
Wine and soft drinks will be served in the Church Hall during the interval. 

The hall is situated at the east end of the church.  To reach it, please leave the 
church through the entrance porch, then follow the path to the left. 

Thou knowest, Lord, the secrets of our hearts Henry Purcell 

Libera nos, salva nos John Sheppard 

Vox dicentis: clama Edward Naylor 

Sine Nomine Singers 

Fantaisie Gabriel Fauré 
Kieran Hughes, flute 

Peter Davies, piano 

Sweet, stay awhile Edmund Joliffe 

Lord, let me know mine end C Hubert H Parry 



When Mary thro’ the garden went Charles Villiers Stanford 

 (1852-1924) 

When Mary thro’ the garden went, 

There was no sound of any bird, 

And yet, because the night was spent, 

The little grasses lightly stirred, 

The flowers awoke, the lilies heard. 

When Mary thro’ the garden went, 

The dew lay still on flower and grass, 

The waving palms above her sent 

Their fragrance out as she did pass. 

No light upon their branches was. 

When Mary thro’ the garden went, 

Her eyes for weeping long were dim. 

The grass beneath her footsteps bent, 

The solemn lilies white and slim, 

These also stood and wept for Him. 

When Mary thro’ the garden went, 

She sought within the garden ground, 

One for Whom her heart was rent, 

One Who for her sake was bound, 

One Who sought and she was found. 

M E Coleridge 

Salve regina / Eia ergo Peter Philips (c.1560-c.1628-30) 
 David Bednall (1979-) 

Salve, Regina, mater misericordiæ: 

Vita, dulcedo, et spes nostra, salve. 

Ad te clamamus, exsules, filii Hevæ. 

At te suspiramus, gementes et flentes in 

hac lacrimarum valle. 

Hail, Queen, mother of mercy, 

Hail, our life, our sweetness, and our hope. 

We cry to thee, poor banished children of Eve 

To thee we send up our sighs, 

Mourning and weeping in this vale of tears. 

Eia ergo, advocata nostra, illos tuos 

misericordes oculos ad nos converte.  

Et Jesum, benedictum fructum ventris 

tui, nobis post hoc exsilium ostende.  O 

clemens: O pia: O dulcis Virgo Maria. 

Antiphon of the Blessed Virgin Mary, 
Whitsun to Advent 

Turn then, most gracious advocate, 

Thine eyes of mercy towards us; 

And after this our exile, show unto us the 

Blessed fruit of thy womb, Jesus. 

O clement, O loving, O sweet Virgin Mary. 

The owls (an epitaph) Edward Elgar (1857-1934) 

What is that?  Nothing. 

The leaves must fall, and falling, rustle; 

That is all: 

They are dead 

As they fall ‒ 

Dead at the foot of the tree; 

All that can be is said. 

What is it?  Nothing. 

What is that?  Nothing; 

A wild thing hurt but mourns in the night; 

And it cries 

In its dread, 

Till it lies 

Dead at the foot of the tree; 

All that can be is said. 

What is it?  Nothing. 

What is that?  Ah! 

A marching slow of unseen feet; 

That is all: 

But a bier, spread 

With a pall, 

Is now at the foot of the tree; 

All that could be is said. 

Is it what?  Nothing. 

Edward Elgar 



Loquebantur variis linguis Thomas Tallis (c. 1505-85) 

Loquebantur variis linguis Apostoli, 

Alleluia. 

Magnalia Dei, alleleuia. 

Repleti sunt omnes Spiritu Sancto et 

cœperunt loqui. 

Gloria Patri et Filio, et Spiritui Sancto, 

Alleluia. 

The apostles were speaking in different 

tongues, Alleluia, 

of the mighty works of God, Alleluia. 

All were filled with the Holy Spirit, and 

began to speak of the mighty works of God.  

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and 

to the Holy Spirit.  Alleluia. 

Blessed City, Heavenly Salem Edward Bairstow (1874-1946) 

Blessed City, heav’nly Salem, 

Vision dear of peace and love, 

Who of living stones art builded 

In the height of heav’n above, 

And by Angel hands apparell’d 

As a bride doth earthward move. 

Out from God descending, 

new and ready to be wed 

To thy Lord, Whose love espous’d thee, 

Fair adorn’d shalt thou be led; 

All thy gates and all thy bulwarks 

Of pure gold are fashioned. 

Bright thy gates of pearl are shining, 

They are open evermore; 

And, their well earn’d rest attaining 

Thither faithful souls do soar. 

Who for Christ’s dear Name in this world 

Pain and tribulation bore. 

Many a blow and biting sculpture 

Polish’d well those stones elect, 

In their places now compacted, 

By the heav’nly Architect. 

Nevermore to leave the Temple 

Which with them the Lord hath deck’d. 

To this Temple, where we call Thee, 

Come, O Lord of Hosts, today; 

With Thy wonted loving kindness, 

Hear Thy servants as they pray; 

And Thy fullest benediction 

Shed within its walls alway. 

Amen. 

J M Neale et al., from the Latin 

Thou knowest, Lord, the secrets Henry Purcell (1658/9-95) 

Thou knowest, Lord, the secrets of our hearts, shut not thy merciful ears unto our 

prayers; but spare us, Lord most holy.   

O God most mighty, O holy and most merciful Saviour, Thou most worthy Judge 

eternal, suffer us not at our last hour, for any pains of death, to fall away from thee. 
Funeral sentences 

Libera nos, salva nos John Sheppard (c.1515-58) 

Libera nos, salva nos, justifica nos, O 

beata Trinitas. 

Trinity Sunday: Antiphon at Matins 

Free us, save us, defend us, O blessed 

Trinity. 

Vox dicentis: clama Edward Naylor (1867-1934) 

Vox dicentis: clama; et dixi: quid 

clamabo?  Omnis caro fœnum, et omnis 

gloria ejus quasi flos agri.  Vere fœnum est 

A voice said: Cry; and I said: What shall I 

cry?  All flesh is as grass, and all the 

goodliness thereof is as the flower of the 



populus.  Exsiccatum est fœnum et cecidit 

flos: verbum autem Dominum nostri manet 

in æternum. 

Super montem excelsum ascende tu qui 

evangelizas Sion: exalta in fortitudine 

vocem tuam, qui evangelizas Jerusalem: 

exalta, noli timere.  Dic civitatibus Judæ: 

Ecce Deus vester. 

 

Ecce Dominus Deus in fortitudine veniet, 

et brachium ejus dominabitur: ecce merces 

ejus cum eo et opus ilius coram illo. 

 

Sicut pastor gregem suum pascet in 

brachio suo congrevabit agnos, et in sinu 

suo levabit fœtas ipse portabit. 

Isiah 40 vv6‒11 

field.  Surely the people is grass.  The 

grass withereth, the flower fadeth: but the 

word of the Lord endureth for ever. 

O thou that tellest good tidings to Zion, get 

thee up into the high mountain: O thou 

that tellest good tidings to Jerusalem, lift 

up thy voice with strength; lift it up, be not 

afraid.  Say unto the cities of Judah: 

Behold your God. 

Behold the Lord your God will come with 

strong hand, and His arm shall rule for 

Him: Behold, His reward is with Him, and 

His work before Him. 

He shall feed his flock like a shepherd: He 

shall gather the lambs in His arm, and 

carry them in His bosom, and shall gently 

lead those that are with young. 

Sweet, stay awhile Edmund Joliffe 

Sweet, stay awhile, why rise? 

The light you see comes from your eyes: 

The day breaks not, it is my heart, 

That you and I must part, 

O stay, or else my joys must die, 

And perish in their infancy. 

Ah in this fair breast, 

Far sweeter than the Phoenix’ nest. 

Love raise desire by his sweet charms 

of thine arms: 

And let thy blissful kisses cherish 

Kisses, kisses, kisses, 

Mine infant joys, that else must perish. 

attributed to John Donne 

Lord, let me know mine End C Hubert H Parry (1848-1918) 

Lord, let me know mine end, and the number of my days, that I may be certified how 

long I have to live.  Thou hast made my days as it were a span long; and mine age is as 

nothing in respect of Thee, and verily, every man is altogether vanity, for man walketh 

in a vain shadow, and disquieteth himself in vain, he heapeth up riches and cannot tell 

who shall gather them.  And now, Lord, what is my hope?  Truly my hope is even in 

Thee.  Deliver me from all mine offences and make me not a rebuke to the foolish.  I 

became dumb and opened not my mouth for it was Thy doing. 

Take thy plague away from me.  I am even consumed by means of Thy heavy hand.  

When Thou with rebukes dost chasten me for sin, Thou makest his beauty to consume 

away, like as it were a moth, fretting a garment; every man therefore is but vanity.  Hear 

my prayer, O Lord, and with Thine ears consider my calling, hold not Thy peace at my 

tears!  For I am a stranger with Thee and a sojourner, a stranger with Thee, as all my 

fathers were.  O spare me a little, that I may recover my strength, before I go hence and 

be no more seen. 
Psalm 39 



 

The Sine Nomine Singers’ next concert will be on Saturday, 

24
th
 March, 2012.  If you would like to receive information about 

our concerts in the future, please give your contact details to any 

member of the choir, and you will be put on our mailing list. 

 


