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WAR REQUIEM

Requiem aeternam
Dies irae

Offertorium
INTERMISSION
Sanctus

Agnus Dei

Libera me

Bequiem aeternam dona eis, Domine:
et lux perpetua luceat eis.

Te decet hymnus, Deus in Sion;
et tibi reddetur votwm in Jerusalem;

exaudi orationem meam, ad te ommnis

caro veniet.

Kyrie eleison. Christe eleison. Lord have merey upon us.

Kyrie eleison,

Dies irae, dies illg,

Solvet sacclum in favilla:
Teste David cum Sibylia,
Quantus tremor ost fuiurus.
Quando Judex est venturus,
Cuncta siricte discussurus!
Tatba mirum spargens sonum
Per sepulchra regionum
Coget omnes ante thranmm.
Mors stupebit ot natura,

REQUIEM AETERNAM

Cronus

‘Wonens CHoRuUs

in Jernsalem;

Thee shall all fiesh come,

Crorus

Requiem . . . Best . .

Turon Soro

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?
Only the monstrous anger of the guns.

Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle

Can patter out their hasty orfsons.

No mockeries for them from prayers or bells,
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, —
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells,
And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

What candles may be held to speed them all?
Net in the hands of boys, but in their eyes
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes.
The pallor of girls’ brows shall be theix pall;
Their flawers the tenderness of silent minds,
And cach slow dusk a diawing-dewn of blinds.

Crorus

MCEICY upan us.

Lord have mercy upon us.

DIES IRAE

Cronus

Riest eternal grant unto them, O Lord:
and Jet light eternal shine upon them.

Thou, O God, art praised in Sion;
and unto Thee shall the vow be performed

Thou who hearest the prayer, unto

Christ have

Day of wrath and doom impending,

'y resurfiet erealra, all creation is awaking,

Tredicanti responinra,

Ilcaven and earth in ashes ending!
David’s words with Sibyl's blending!
Oh, what fear man’s bosom rendeth
when from heaven the judge descendeth,
on whose sentence all dependeth!
Wondrous sound the trumpet {lingeth,
through earth's sepulchures it ringeth,
all before the throne it bringeth.
Death is struck and nature quaking,

tn its judge an answer making,



Banrrone Sovro

Bugles sang, sadd'ning the evening air;

And bugles answer’d, sorrowful to hear.
Bugles sang, - Bugles sang.

Voices of boys were by the river-side.

Sleep mother'd them; and left the twilight sad.
The shadow of the morrow weighed on men.
Bugles san%.
Voices of old despondency resigned,
Bowed by the shadow of the mortow, slept.

Soro SopraNo ANp Smmr-Cronus

Qui Mariam absolvisti,
Et latronem exaudist,

Mihi quoque spem dedisti.

Inter oves locum pracsta,
Ft ab haedis wme sequestra,
Statuens in parte dextra.
Confutatis maledictis,
Flammis acribus addictis,
Voca me cum benedictis,
Oro supplex et acclinis,
Cor contritawm quast cinis:
Gere curam mei finds.

Through the sinful Mary shriven,
through the dying thief Forgiven,
Thou to me a hope hast given.

With Thy sheep a place pravide me,
from the goats afar divide me,

to Thy right hand do Thon guide me.
When the wicked are confounded,
doomed to flames of woe unbounded,
call me, with Thy saints surrounded.
Low I kneel with heart-submission;
see, like ashes, my contrition!

Help me in my last condition!

Barrronwe Soro

iber scriptus proferetur,
1 quo toitm continetur,
fade mundus judicetur.
ndex ergo cum sedebil
Yuidquid latet, apparelis;
vil inultum remanebit.

Yarid s miser tunc dicturnus?

Jitem patronum rogaturys,
Tt vix justus sit securus?
lex tremendae majestatis,
Yui salvandos salvas gratis,
alva moe, fons pietatis.

Lo! the book exactly worded,
wherein all hath becn recorded;
thence shall judgment be awarded.
When the judge his scat attaineth,
and each hidden deed arraigneth,
nothing unavenged remaineth.
What shall I, frail man, be pleading?
Who for me be interceding,

when the just are mercy needing?
King of majesty tremendous,

who dost free salvation send us.
Fount of pity, then belriend us!

Be slowly lifted up, thou long black arm,

Great gun towering t'ward Heaven, about to curse;
Reach at that arrogance which needs thy harm,
And beat it down before its sins grow worse;

But when thy spell be cast complete and whole,
May God curse thee, and cut thee from our soul!

Cuorus

Diesirae . . . Day of wrath . . .

Soprano Soro anp CHORUS

T'ewon ann Banrvowt Sonos

Ot there, we've wilked quite friendly up to Deathy;
Sal down and caten with Lim, cool and ])ll:uu], --
Pardoned his spilling mess tins inour Luand.

We've anill’d tllu! green thick odour of his breath, -
Onr eyes wept, hut our conrage didn't writhe.

Le's spat at ws with bullees and he's conghed
Shrapnel.  We chorused when he sang aloft;

‘We whistled while he shaved us with his scythe.

Ol, Death was never enemy of ours!

We laughed at him, we leagued with him, old chum,
No soldier’s paid to kick against his powers.

We laughed, knowing that better men would come,
And greater wars; when each proud fighter brags

He wars on Death — for Life; not men — for flags.

Cuorus

Lacrimosa dies illa,

Qua resurget ex favilla
Judicandus homo reus:
Huic ergo parce Deus.

Move him,

Ah! that day of tears and mourning!
From the dust of earth returning,
man for judgment must prepare him:
Spare, O God, in mexcy spare hirn!

Tewon Soro

Move him into the sun ~

Gently its touch awoke him once,

At home, whisp’ring of fields unsown.

Always it woke him, woke him even in France,
Until this merning and this snow.

If anything might rouse him now

The kind old sun will know.

TLacrimosa dies illa . .

Soprane anp Coorus

3 Ah, that day of tears . ..

Tewor Soro

Think how it wakes the seeds —

Recordare Jesu pie,
Quod sum causa tuae viae:
Ne e perdas illa die,

Quaerens me, sedisti lassus:

Redemisti eriucem passus:

Tanins labor non sik cassus.

Ingemnisco, :"mmfﬂmu Teus:
Chrelper riehe Lvndtus sens:
Supplivant] paree Dene,

Think, kind Jesus - my salvation
caused Thy wondrous incarnation;
leave me not to reprobation.

Faint and weary "Thou hast wought ey
ont the eross of suffering lrone nie
chall such gresee bevainly hrangh me?
Croiliy, naw | [WOEIT TNy Hng,

all iy D with nnganedeowaning
pare, O Gl Ty gt peonag!

Woke, once, the clays of a cold staz.

Are limbs, so dear-achieved, are sides,
Full-nerved — siill warm — too hard to stir?
Was it for this the clay grew tall?

SopraNe Soro anp CHorus

ane vesarped ox faville . o, From the dust of earth returning . ...



audicandus homo reus.

esu Domine, dona els requiem.

.

dumine Josit Christe, Rex aloriae,
bera uirimus ompinm fidelivm
efunctorint de poends inferii,

t de praofondo faew: lbera cas

e are leonds, ne absorbeal cas
irtarnts, ve caclad b odrscreon,

cd signifer sanctus Michael
cpravsentct cas in lucem sanctam:
wam olim Abrahae promisisti,

i semini ejus.

Tewon Soro

Was it for this the clay grew tall?

Sopramo Soro anp Crorus

Tewor Soro

— Oh what made fatuous sunbeams toil
To break carth’s sleep at all?

Cronus

Amen.

OFFERTORIUM
Women's Crorus

O Lord Jesus Christ, King of Glory,
deliver the souls of ull the faithful
depareed from the pains of hell

and From the depths of the pit: deliver
them from the lion’s moutly, that hell
clevonr then not, that they fall net
futo darknes,

Cuonus

But let the standazd-bearer Saint Michael
bring them into the holy light:

which, of old, Thou didst promise

unto Abraham and his seed.

Texor AnD BanrTone Sovos

S¢ Abram rose, and clave the wood, and went,
And took the fire with him, and a knife.

And as they sojourned both of them together,
Isaac the first-horn spake and said, My Father,
Behold the preparations, fire and iron,

But wherc the Yamb for this burnt-offering?
Then Abram bound the youth with belis and straps,
And builded parapets and trenches there,

And stretched forth the knife to slay his son.
When lo! an angel called him out of heav'n,
Saying, Lay not thy hand upon the lad,
Neither do anything to him. Behold,

A ram, canght in a thicket by its horns;

Offer the Ram of Pride instead of im,

Jut the old man would not so, Ingt slew Tris s,
And Ll the ceed of Furope, one Ty ane, L,
oo hlE the send of Pamope onee by eonae

. man for judgment must prepare him.

Lord, all-pitying, Jesu blest, grant them rest.

]

SRt .

Hostias et preces tibi Domine

laudis offerimus: tu suscipe pro
animabus illis, quarsm hodie
wmemoriam facimus: fac eas, Dowmine,
de wmorte transire ad vitam.

Quans olim Abrahae promisisti

et semini ejus.

Quan aline Abrahae promisisti . . .

Sanctus, Sanctus Dominus Deus

Sabaoth

Pleni sunt coeli et terra gloria tua,
Hosanne in excelsis . . .

Sanctus . . .

Benedictus qui venit in nomine

Dowmini.

Hosanna in excelsis . . .

Sanctus ...

Agnus e, qui tollis peceata mundi,

et ois reyaeiems,

Wonmen's Caorus

We offer unto Thee, O Lord, sacrifices

of prayer and praise: do Thon receive
thém for the souls of those whose memory
we this day recall: meke them, O Lord,

to pass from death unto life,

which of old Thou didst promise to
Abrzham and his seed.

Cuorus
Which of old Thou didst promise . . .

SANCTUS

Sorrawoe Soro ann Crorus

Hely, Holy, Holy, Lord God of
Sabaoth.

Heaven and earth are full of Thy glory:
Glory be to Thee, O Lord most high.. . .
Haly ...

Blessed is he that cometh in the name
cf the Loxd.

Glory be to Thee, O Lord most high . . .
Holy ...

BartToNg SoLo

After the blast of lightning from the East,

The {lourish of loud clouds, the Chariot Throne;
After the drums of Time have rolled and ccased,
And by the bronze west Jong retreat is blown,

Shall life renew these bodies? Of a truth
All death will Ele anmul, all tears assuage? —
Fill the void veins of Life again with youth,
And wash, with an fmmortal water, Age?

When I de ask white Age he saith not so:
‘My head hangs weighed with snow.’

And when I hearken to the Barth, she saith:
‘My fiery heart shrinks, aching. It is death.
Mine ancient scars shall not be glorified,
Nor my titanic teats, the sea, be dried.

AGNUS DEI

Texon Soro

One ever hangs where shelled roads part.
In this war FHe too lost a limlb,

But His disciples hide apart;

And now the Soldiers bear with Him.

Crorus

O Lamb of God, Who takest away the

sins of the world, grant them rest.



Tenor SoLo

Near Golgotha strolls many a priest,

And in their faces there is pride

That they were flesh-marked by the Beast
By whom the gentle Christ’s denicd,

Cuorus
s Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, O Lamb of God, Who takest away the
2is requien. sins of the world, grant them rest.

Tenon Soro

The scribes on all the people shove
And bawl allegiance to the state,

CuHonus

s Dei, qui tollis peccate mundi, . . . O F.amb of God, Who takest away the

sins of the world, . . .

Trwon Soro

But they who love the greater love
Lay down their life; they do not hate,

Cuonus

ona eis requiem sempiternam, <+« rant them eternal rest.

TENOR SoLO

Dona nobis pacem. Grant us peace.

LIBERA ME

Sorrano Soro anp Crorus

Tenor Soro

It seemed that out of battle I escaped

Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped
Threugh granites which titanic wars had groined.
Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned,

Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred,

Then, a5 I probed them, one sprang up, and stared
With piteous recognition in fixed eyes.

Lifting distressful hands as if to bless.

And no guns thumped, or down the flucs made moan.
‘Strange friend,’ I said, here is no cause to mourn.’

BarrroNE Soro

‘None,” said the other, ‘save the undone years,
The hopelessness. Whatever hope is yours,
Was my life also: I went hunting wild
After the wildest beauty in the world,

For by my glee might many men have laughed,
And of my weeping something had been left,
Which must die now. I mean the truth untold,
"The pity of war, the pity war distilled.

Now men will go content with what we spoiled,
Or, discentent, boil bloody, and be spi]ledl?
They will be swift with swiftness of the tifess,
None will break ranks, though nations trek from progress.
Miss we the march of this retreating world

Into vain citadels that are not walled.

Then, when much blaod had clogged their chariot-wheels
I would go up and wash them from sweet wells.

Eiven from wells we sunk too deep for war,

Even the sweetest wells that ever were.

1 am the enemy you killed, my friend.

I knew vou in this darl; for so you frowned
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed.
I particd; but my hands were loath and cold.”

TEN()R AnD Banrrowe Sonos

‘Let us sleep now . . '

Women's Cuonus, Sorrano Soro, anp CHORUS

In paradisum deducant te Angeli: Into Paradise may the Angels lead thee:
in two adventy suscipiant te Martyres, at thy coming may the Martyrs

et perducant e in civitatem sanctam receive thee, and bring thee into the
Jerusalem. Chorus Angelorum te suscipia, holy city Jerusalem, May the Choir

et cum Lazaro quondam paupere of Angels 1eceive thee, and with Lazarus,
aeternam habeas requiem. once poor, mayest thou have efernal rest.

Women's CHorus

Requiem aeternam dona eis, Dowmine: Best eternal grant unto them, O Lord:
et lux perpetua luceat els. and let light eternal shine upon them.

ibera me, Domine, de morte aeterna, Deliver me, O Lord, from death eternal,
die illa tremenda: in that fearful day:

uando coeli movendi sunt et terra: When the heavens and the earth shall
umt veneris judicare saeculum be shaken:

or ignen. When Thou shalt come to judge

remens factus swm ego, et thmeo the world by fire. Iam in fear and

i diseussio venerit, atque trembling till the sifting be upon us,
dalitra ira. and the wrath to come.

s illa, divs ivae, ealamnilatis (O that day, that day of wrath, of calamity

widses e, divs mapaa el anara volde.
et e, Dromipe Lo

and misery, a preat duy and exceeding biteer,
Dweliverme, QOlord .o

Crorus

feyquioseant in pace.  Amen, May they rest in peace.  Amen.
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