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W H AT YO U
ARE ABOUT
TO HEAR
William Byrd (1539-1623)

Frank Martin (1890-1974)

Laudibus in sanctis (1589)

Songs of Ariel (1950)

Laudibus in sanctis

1. Come unto these Yellow Sands

Magnificum Domini

2. Full Fathom Five

Hunc arguta

3. Before you can say "come and go"
4. You are three Men of Sin, whom Destiny
5. Where the Bee sucks, there suck I

Ralph Vaughan Williamss (1872-1958)
Three Shakespeare Songs (1951)

Anna Clyne (b. 1980)

1. Full Fathom Five

The Heart of Night (2021)

2. The Cloud‑Capp'd Towers
3. Over Hill, Over Dale

Judith Bingham (b. 1952)
The Drowned Lovers (1998)

Charles Villiers Stanford (1852-1924)
The Blue Bird (1910)

(SCO Commission: World Premiere)

Benjamin Britten (1913-1976)
Hymn to St Cecilia (1940-42)

–––––
As the evocative title – lifted from
The Merchant of Venice – of tonight’s
concert suggests, there’s something of a
Shakespearean theme running through
its style-straddling, centuries-spanning
music. The Bard, however, is just one
of the concert’s threads – which also
range from colours to water to magical
transformations to the power of music
itself – that intertwine in a dreamlike web
of words and sounds.
We begin more than four centuries ago,
when Englishman William Byrd was
one of the greatest and most respected
musicians of the Renaissance. He was
an equally controversial figure, however,
daring to shift in his beliefs away from
accepted Anglicanism and towards
the far more feared and mistrusted
Roman Catholicism, right at a time
when admitting a Catholic faith was
tantamount to treason. It’s miraculous,
in fact, and testament to the respect
he’d earnt, that Byrd managed to remain
faithful to his Catholic beliefs – and even
publish music expressing them – during a
period of overt persecution.

William Byrd

And as its upfront placing in his Cantiones
sacrae indicates, Laudibus in sanctis is a
statement of intent on Byrd’s part, and a
demonstration of his skills across musical
styles that would probably have shocked
listeners back in the late 16th century.
It begins almost as a choral dance, with
lively, syncopated rhythms as the voices
sing mainly together, before breaking into
interconnected but separate lines as the
true splendours and complexity of Byrd’s
polyphonic writing are revealed.

There’s little that expresses anxiety
or trauma, however, in his exuberant,
joyful Laudibus in sanctis, the work with
which he opened the magnum opus of
his Cantiones sacrae, a collection of
Byrd’s choral works published between
1589 and 1591. Using a text based on
Psalm 150, Laudibus in sanctis is a joyful
exhortation to praise God on trumpets
and lyres, organs and cymbals, at once
reconfirming the powerful role that music
can play in devotion, and also giving
Byrd the opportunity to evoke those very

Our first encounter with Shakespeare
comes courtesy of Ralph Vaughan
Williams, who somewhat reluctantly
composed his Three Shakespeare Songs
for a choral competition held during the
1951 Festival of Britain. At that time, he
was president of the British Federation
of Music Festivals, which was holding its

instruments using voices alone.

annual National Competitive Festival as

Ralph Vaughan Williams

Judith Bingham

part of the post-war celebrations. Fellow
composer Cecil Armstrong Gibbs tried
to persuade him to write a new piece

In ‘Full Fathom Five’ from The Tempest,
the spirit Ariel tells reluctant hero
Ferdinand that his father Alonso, King of

to test the competing choirs’ abilities,
but Vaughan Williams initially declined.
Nonetheless, he later sent a package to
Armstrong Gibbs containing the Three
Shakespeare Songs score, along with a
terse note: ‘Dear Armstrong. Here are
three Shakespeare settings. Do what you
like with them... Yours ever R.V.W.’

Naples, has been drowned in a shipwreck,
and that his body is undergoing a magical
underwater transformation courtesy of
sea spirits. Vaughan Williams conjures
an appropriately woozy, intoxicated
atmosphere throughout, from muffled
tolling bells to an appropriately
unearthly harmony for the word ‘strange’,
comprising no fewer than 11 separate
notes.

The Songs were accordingly premiered in
London’s Royal Festival Hall on 23 June
1951, as part of the Festival. And they
demonstrate beyond doubt Vaughan
Williams’s lifelong immersion in choral
music, and his in-depth study of English
hymns, while nonetheless posing their
performers more than a few tricky
challenges – well, they were meant for a
competition, after all.

Also from The Tempest, ‘The CloudCapp’d Towers’ is the magician Prospero’s
concluding speech at the wedding of
his daughter Miranda to Ferdinand,
reflecting on the transience of life and
art as embodied in the globe of both
our planetary home and Shakespeare’s
London theatre. With its unpredictable

Judith Bingham – for many
years a member of the
BBC Singers – created The
Drowned Lovers in 1998,
taking direct inspiration
from the classic song
‘The Blue Bird’ written
by Dublin-born Charles
Villiers Stanford in 1910
Charles Villiers Stanford

harmonic progressions, it conveys a
sense of acceptance, inevitability, and
also perpetual change.

Charles Villiers Stanford in 1910, as far
as even basing her new piece around
Stanford’s existing harmonies.

The mood brightens considerably in
the concluding miniature ‘Over Hill,
Over Dale’, delivered by one of Titania’s
fairies in A Midsummer Night’s Dream,
a scampering, gossamer scherzo in
which voices pursue each other through
Vaughan Williams’s rippling choral
textures.
Though separated by almost nine
decades, the concert’s next two pieces
belong together as an unconventional
pairing. Nottingham-born composer
Judith Bingham – for many years a
member of the BBC Singers – created
The Drowned Lovers in 1998, taking
direct inspiration from the classic song

But while Stanford’s exquisite, tender
part song is a vision of brightness and
wonder, as its eponymous avian visitor
soars high above a lake, Bingham’s more
recent counterpart dives deep below
the lake’s surface for a far darker, more
bittersweet elegy. Inspired by memories
of a swim in a Bavarian lake in which
her legs became tangled in waterlillies,
Bingham constructed her own text in
which a woman, sensing that her lover
no longer reciprocates her feelings,
drags him down while swimming below
the lake’s surface so that they’re both
lost in its watery depths (where, you
never know, they may undergo a similar
magical underwater transformation to

The Blue Bird written by Dublin-born

that of Ferdinand’s father Alonso).

Martin’s leaner, more
austere and more strongly
rhythmic setting is a
world away, however,
from Vaughan Williams’s
somewhat hallucinatory
creation heard as the first
of his Three Shakespeare
Songs earlier.
Frank Martin

There’s an undeniable sensuality to both
pieces – summery and airy in Stanford’s
The Blue Bird, far darker and more

of Ariel by Frank Martin. Martin’s leaner,
more austere and more strongly rhythmic
setting is a world away, however,

dangerous in The Drowned Lovers.
Part of Bingham’s thinking, she’s said,
was to provide an unsettling setting for
Stanford’s carefree bird, imagining it
soaring over the lake that’s just been
the site of a murder and a suicide. Both
pieces, however, revolve around radiant
choral evocations of the idea of blue – the
colour of the waters that have closed
around the lovers’ heads in The Drowned
Lovers, and of the azure summer sky, as
sung out clearly by the sopranos, in The
Blue Bird.

from Vaughan Williams’s somewhat
hallucinatory creation heard as the first
of his Three Shakespeare Songs earlier.

We remain underwater, and back in the
company of the miraculously mutating
Alonso from The Tempest, in another
outing for Shakespeare’s ‘Full Fathom

Swiss-born Martin, who lived for much
of his life in the Netherlands, forged
quite an individual musical voice, one
that took inspiration from the dissonant
rigours of Schoenbergian modernism
while retaining a sense of elegance,
clarity and rich sensuality. He wrote
his Songs of Ariel in 1950, setting five
of the spirit’s songs in a richly scored
choral work. Listen out for barking
dogs among the dancing rhythms of
the opening ‘Come unto these yellow
sands’, and, after the rippling textures
of ‘Full Fathom Five’, Martin continues

Five’, this time as the second of the Songs

the dashing movement in the very brief

©Jennifer Taylor

The Heart of Night
conjures an almost
spiritual sense of wonder
at the beauty of the
natural world.
Anna Clyne

‘Before you can say “come and go”’. ‘You
are three men of sin’ is a more strident,
austere song, with a recitative-like alto

late 19th and early 20th centuries. Like
Stanford’s earlier song, The Heart of
Night conjures an almost spiritual sense

solo in its second half, while the women’s
voices whirr and buzz their way through
the quicksilver ‘Where the bee sucks,
there suck I’.

of wonder at the beauty of the natural
world.

And we return to a world of blue in The
Heart of Night, though it’s now a far
deeper shade than that of Stanford’s
dazzling summer sky, and forms the
backdrop to the glittering stars amid the
immensity of the night sky. Anna Clyne is
SCO Associate Composer, and a major
international musical figure, who was
born in London, studied in Edinburgh
and is now resident in New York. Her
new choral work – receiving its very first
performances – sets a wonder-filled
poem from 1921 by Canadian-born
Bliss Carman, whose work straddled the

From watery transformations to cerulean
evocations and Shakespearean songs,
tonight’s concert has woven together
a tapestry of themes in its dreamlike
succession of music. To those recurring
ideas we should probably add one of
autobiography: just as Judith Bingham’s
The Drowned Lovers was inspired by an
unsettling experience from her own life,
so Britten’s Hymn to St Cecilia is, despite
its religious-sounding title, primarily
about himself.
Let’s start with a three-way connection.
St Cecilia is the patron saint of music,
and her feast day falls on 22 November,

which also happened to be the day that
Benjamin Britten was born in 1913.
Perhaps it was simply divine law that

Hymn to St Cecilia is the last work that
Britten and Auden collaborated on. For,
unable to find a suitable existing text,

Britten should go on to become such a
prolific and successful musician.

Britten asked his friend to write him some
words, and Auden happily obliged. The
text that the poet produced, however, is
as much a portrait of the composer as it
is a tribute to the patron saint of music.
Britten began composing the piece in the
USA, only completing it on 2 April 1942
as he and his partner Peter Pears were
returning to Britain (the score is marked
‘at sea’). In fact, Britten spent some of the
voyage rewriting from memory material
that he’d already composed: his original
score had been confiscated by New
York customs inspectors, fearful that it
contained some kind of secret code being
smuggled from the USA to war-ravaged
Europe. In a way, they weren’t entirely
wrong, though rather than divulging any
wartime secrets, the code had more to do
with Auden’s views on his younger friend,
and Britten’s musical responses to those
observations.

In fact, he long wanted to compose a
piece in praise of St Cecilia, following
something of a tradition of earlier British
works by Purcell, Handel, Howells, Finzi
and others. But he had problems finding
an appropriate text. He’d first met poet
WH Auden in 1935, and the two men
had worked together fruitfully at the
GPO Film Unit the following year, later
collaborating on Britten’s first opera (or
operetta) Paul Bunyan. It’s fairly likely
that Auden had been deeply in love
with Britten, and there were distinct
similarities between them: both were
young (Auden just six years older than
Britten), both were gay, and both were
deeply committed to their respective
arts. Both, too, had moved from Britain
to the USA as the Second World War
loomed.
Auden, however, took a rather different
attitude towards his work (and his
sexuality) than did Britten, and even
went as far as providing heartfelt
advice (increasingly unwanted) to
his younger friend on freeing himself
from the bourgeois comforts he’d been
used to, and embracing more openly
the suffering, darkness and danger
of the adult world (not to mention
his homosexuality, which wouldn’t be
legalised for several more decades
in the UK). The purpose was to make
Britten a richer, more experienced
artist. Britten was mistrustful, however,
and eventually distanced himself from
Auden entirely.

Hymn to St Cecilia, nonetheless,
contains some of the most radiantly
beautiful choral music that Britten ever
composed. It falls into three large parts,
with a recurring refrain that joins them
together. First comes a musical portrait
of St Cecilia in her garden by the sea,
with the chorus’s tenors launching a
repeating bassline, and almost hymnlike music for the women’s voices above
them. (It’s probably no coincidence,
however, that Auden pictured the Saint
in what was also Britten’s most cherished
environment.)
Following a first, somewhat mysterious,
chant-like appearance from the recurring
refrain, Britten moves on to the dashing,

The Hymn to St Cecilia,
nonetheless, contains
some of the most radiantly
beautiful choral music that
Britten ever composed.
Benjamin Britten

quicksilver second section, apparently
about a precocious child who’s reluctant
to grow up. No prizes for guessing who

unchanging bassline, before breaking
into the work’s most radiant music as
a solo soprano sings of ‘O dear white

Auden was almost certainly referring
to here, a suggestion clearly supported
by a letter he’d written to Britten shortly
before the composer left Britain for
America: ‘Wherever you go, you are and
probably always will be surrounded by
people who adore you, nurse you, and
praise everything you do. You are always
tempted to make things too easy for
yourself, to build yourself a warm nest of
love by playing the lovable, talented little
boy.’

children, casual as birds’. Auden seems
to be addressing Britten most directly
here, most clearly in his exhortation for
the composer to embrace and celebrate
the loss of innocence the comes with
the transition to adulthood: ‘O bless the
freedom that you never chose, O wear
your tribulation like a rose’.

The recurring refrain returns again, this
time in a more richly harmonised version,
before the final and longest section of
the piece, also the most complex and
troubled. An austere, somewhat dark
opening is built above an incessant,

We return to ideas from tonight’s
opening piece – Byrd’s Laudibus in sanctis
– in the vivid vocal impersonations of
instruments with which Britten closes
his Hymn, from violin to drums, flute
to trumpet. It only remains for a final
refrain to bring the piece to its flowing,
graceful conclusion.
© David Kettle

TEXTS

Byrd (1539-1623)
Laudibus in sanctis (1589)

Laudibus in sanctis Dominum celebrate supremum:

Celebrate the Lord most high in holy praises:

Firmamenta sonent inclyta facta Dei.

Let the firmament echo the glorious deeds of God.

Inclyta facta Dei cantate, sacraque potentis

Sing ye the glorious deeds of God, and with holy

Voce potestatem saepe sonate manus.

voice
Sound forth oft the power of his mighty hand.

Magnificum Domini cantet tuba martia nomen:

Let the warlike trumpet sing the great name of

Pieria Domino concelebrate lyra.

the Lord:

Laude Dei resonent resonantia tympana summi,

Celebrate the Lord with Pierian lyre.

Alta sacri resonent organa laude Dei.

Let resounding timbrels ring to the praise of the
most-high God,
Lofty organs peal to the praise of the holy God.

Hunc arguta canant tenui psalteria corda,

Him let melodious psalteries sing with fine string,

Hunc agili laudet laeta chorea pede.

Him let joyful dance praise with nimble foot.

Concava divinas effundant cymbala laudes,

Let hollow cymbals pour forth divine praises,

Cymbala dulcisona laude repleta Dei.

Sweet-sounding cymbals filled with the praise
of God.

Omne quod aethereis in mundo vescitur auris
Halleluia canat tempus in omne Deo.

Let everything in the world that feeds upon the air
of heaven
Sing Halleluia to God for evermore.

Vaughan Williams (1872-1958)
Three Shakespeare Songs (1951)

1. Full Fathom Five
Ding dong, bell
Full fathom five thy father lies,
Of his bones are coral made;
Those are pearls that were his eyes:
Nothing of him that doth fade,
But doth suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell:
Hark! now I hear them
Ding dong, bell.
2. The Cloud-Capp’d Towers
The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces,
The solemn temples, the great globe itself,
Yea, all which it inherit shall dissolve,
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,
Leave not a rack behind:
We are such stuff as dreams are made on,
And our little life is rounded with a sleep.
3. Over Hill, Over Dale
Over hill, over dale,
Thorough bush, thorough brier,
Over park, over pale,
Thorough flood, thorough fire
I do wander everywhere.
Swifter than the moonè's sphere;
And I serve the fairy queen,
To dew her orbs upon the green.
The cowslips tall her pensioners be;
In their gold coats spots you see;
Those be rubies, fairy favours,
In those freckles live their savours:
I must go seek some dew-drops here,
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear.

Please turn the page quietly...

Bingham (b. 1952)
The Drowned Lovers (1998)
(verse by the composer, stolen from The Blue Bird, by Mary E. Coleridge)

Solo:
In the deepest reaches of the lake
I and my love do lie,
I clung to him and pulled him down,
And so we both did die,
Th’uncaring, clear blue waters,
Over our heads did close,
And shoals of fishes, sightlessly
In clouds around us rose,
In the deepest reaches of the lake,
His pale green eyes were cold in death,
His love had been a lie,
But now we share a watery grave,
Forever intertwined,
Chorus:
Blue below
Cold and still
Beneath me
Cold and still
Blue in blue
His image
Cold and still

Stanford (1852-1924)
The Blue Bird (1910) (Text: Mary E Coleridge)

The lake lay blue below the hill,
O’er it, as I looked, there flew
Across the waters, cold and still,
A bird whose wings were palest blue.
The sky above was blue at last,
The sky beneath me blue in blue.
A moment, ere the bird had passed,
It caught his image as he flew,
The lake lay blue below the hill.

Martin (1890-1974)
Songs of Ariel (1950)

I
Come unto these yellow sands,
And then take hands:
Bow-wow
Courtsied when you have and kiss’d
The wild waves whist.
Foot it featly here and there,
Sweet sprites, the burthen bear.
Hark! Hark!
Bow-wow! Bow-wow!
The watchdogs bark:
I hear the strain of strutting chanticleer cry:
Cock-a-diddle-dow!
Bow-wow!
II
Full fathom five thy father lies;
Of his bones are coral made;
Those are pearls that were his eyes:
Nothing of him that doth fade.
But doth suffer a sea change
Into something rich and strange
Sea nymphs hourly ring his knell:
Ding dong bell.
III
Before you can say “come and go,”
And breathe twice and cry “so-so;”
Each one, tripping on his toe,
Will be here with mop and mow.
Do you love me, master, no?

Please turn the page quietly...

IV
You are three men of sin, when Destiny,
That hath to instrument this lower world,
And what is in’t, the never surfeited sea
Hath caused to belch up you; and on this island
Where man doth not inhabit; you ‘mongst men
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad:
And even with such-like valor, men hang and drown
Their proper selves.
You fools! I and my fellows
Are ministers of fate; the elements,
Of whom your swords are temper’d, may as well
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock’d-at stabs
Kill the still closing waters, as diminish
One dowle that’s in my plume; my fellow ministers
Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt,
Your swords are now too massy for your strengths,
And will not be uplifted. But remember!
For that’s my business to you, that you three
From Milan did supplant good Prospero;
Exposed unto the sea, which hath requit it,
Him, and his innocent child: for which foul deed
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures,
Against your peace: Thee, of thy son, Alonso,
They have bereft; and do pronounce by me,
Lingering perdition, worse than any death
Can be at once, shall step by step attend
You and your ways; whose wraths to guard you from,
Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls
Upon your heads, is nothing but heart’s sorrow,
And a clear life ensuing.
V
Where the bee sucks, there suck I;
In a cowslip’s bell I lie
There I couch when owls do cry.
On the bat’s back I do fly
After summer merrily,
Merrily shall I live now,
Under the blossom that hands on the bough.

Clyne (b. 1980)
The Heart of Night (SCO Commission: World Premiere)
Text: William Bliss Carman (1861 – 1929)

When all the stars are sown
Across the night-blue space,
With the immense unknown,
In silence face to face.
We stand in speechless awe
While Beauty marches by,
And wonder at the Law
Which wears such majesty.
How small a thing is man
In all that world-sown vast,
That he should hope or plan
Or dream his dream could last!
O doubter of the light,
Confused by fear and wrong,
Lean on the heart of night
And let love make thee strong!
The Good that is the True
Is clothed with Beauty still.
Lo, in their tent of blue,
The stars above the hill!

Please turn the page quietly...

Britten (1913-1976)
Hymn to St Cecilia (1940-42)
(Text: W H Auden)

I
In a garden shady this holy lady
With reverent cadence and subtle psalm,
Like a black swan as death came on
Poured forth her song in perfect calm:
And by ocean’s margin this innocent virgin
Constructed an organ to enlarge her prayer,
And notes tremendous from her great engine
Thundered out on the Roman air.
Blonde Aphrodite rose up excited,
Moved to delight by the melody,
White as an orchid she rode quite naked
In an oyster shell on top of the sea;
At sounds so entrancing the angels dancing
Came out of their trance into time again,
And around the wicked in Hell’s abysses
The huge flame flickered and eased their pain.
Blessed Cecilia, appear in visions
To all musicians, appear and inspire:
Translated Daughter, come down and startle
Composing mortals with immortal fire.

II
I cannot grow;
I have no shadow
To run away from,
I only play.
I cannot err;
There is no creature
Whom I belong to,
Whom I could wrong.
I am defeat
When it knows it
Can now do nothing
By suffering,
All you lived through,
Dancing because you
No longer need it
For any deed.
I shall never be
Different. Love me.
Blessed Cecilia, appear in visions
To all musicians, appear and inspire:
Translated Daughter, come down and startle
Composing mortals with immortal fire.

Please turn the page quietly...

III
O ear whose creatures cannot wish to fall,
O calm of spaces unafraid of weight,
Where Sorrow is herself, forgetting all
The gaucheness of her adolescent state,
Where Hope within the altogether strange
From every outworn image is released,
And Dread born whole and normal like a beast
Into a world of truths that never change:
Restore our fallen day; O re-arrange.
O dear white children casual as birds,
Playing among the ruined languages,
So small beside their large confusing words,
So gay against the greater silences
Of dreadful things you did: O hang the head,
Impetuous child with the tremendous brain,
O weep, child, weep, O weep away the stain,
Lost innocence who wished your lover dead,
Weep for the lives your wishes never led.
O cry created as the bow of sin
Is drawn across our trembling violin.
O weep, child, weep, O weep away the stain.
O law drummed out by hearts against the still
Long winter of our intellectual will.
That what has been may never be again.
O flute that throbs with the thanksgiving breath
Of convalescents on the shores of death.
O bless the freedom that you never chose.
O trumpets that unguarded children blow
About the fortress of their inner foe,
O wear your tribulation like a rose.
Blessed Cecilia, appear in visions
To all musicians, appear and inspire:
Translated Daughter, come down and startle
Composing mortals with immortal fire.

❅

SCO
CHORUS

–––––
The Scottish Chamber Orchestra Chorus, under the direction of Gregory Batsleer since
2009, has built a reputation as one of Scotland’s most vibrant and versatile choirs and as
one of the finest orchestral choruses in the UK.
Members enjoy a unique opportunity to perform with one of the world’s leading chamber
orchestras, working with international conductors including Maxim Emelyanychev,
Harry Bicket, Richard Egarr, Phillipe Herreweghe, John Storgårds, Emmanuel Krivine and
Andrew Manze.
The Chorus appears regularly with the Orchestra in Scotland’s major cities. Recent concerts
have covered a wide range of music including MacMillan Seven Last Words, Stravinsky
Mass, Handel Theodora, Haydn Seasons and a rare performance of Schumann Requiem.
The Chorus also appears on its own in a cappella repertoire, its annual Christmas concerts
being an established festive highlight. Other recent out-of-Season appearances have
included a critically-acclaimed debut at the 2019 BBC Proms in Handel’s Jephtha,
a dramatised performance of Parry’s Songs of Farewell in 2017, devised by stage director
Jack Furness and Chorus Director Gregory Batsleer; and the world premiere of
David Lang’s RPS Award-winning Memorial Ground at the 2016 East Neuk Festival.
Our Young Singers' Programme aims to nurture and develop aspiring young singers. It is
designed for young people (aged 18 - 23) with a high level of singing/choral experience
and ambitions to further their singing with a world-class ensemble. The Young Singers’
Programme is supported by Baird Educational Trust.
Further information at sco.org.uk

Chorus Director
GREGORY
B AT S L E E R

–––––
Gregory Batsleer is acknowledged as one of the leading choral conductors of his generation,
winning widespread recognition for his creativity and vision. Since taking on the role of
SCO Chorus Director in 2009 he has led the development of the Chorus, overseeing vocal
coaching, the SCO Young Singers’ Programme and the emergence of regular a capella
concerts. As well as preparing the Chorus for regular performances with the Orchestra, he
has directed their recent successful appearances at the Edinburgh International Jazz, East
Neuk, Glasgow Cathedral and St Andrews Voices Festivals, and at Greyfriars Kirk.
Gregory has recently taken up the position of Festival Director for the London Handel
Festival and will lead the programming, and development of the Festival, fulfilling its
mission to bring Handel’s music to the widest possible audiences. Since 2017 he has been
Artistic Director of Huddersfield Choral Society and was Chorus Director with the Royal
Scottish National Orchestra from 2015 - 2021.
As Guest Conductor Gregory has worked with many of the UK’s leading orchestras and
ensembles. Recent highlights include performances with the Royal Northern Sinfonia,
RSNO, Hallé Orchestra, Black Dyke Band, National Youth Choir of Great Britain, Orchestra
of Opera North, Manchester Camerata, SCO and Royal Liverpool Philharmonic.
From 2012 to 2017, he was Artistic Director of the National Portrait Gallery’s Choir in
Residence programme, the first ever in-house music programme of any gallery or museum
in the world. He has curated and devised performances for the Southbank Centre,
Wilderness Festival and Latitude and collaborated with leading cultural figures across a
variety of different art forms. Gregory is the co-founder and conductor of Festival Voices, a
versatile ensemble dedicated to cross-art collaboration.
As a non-executive director, Gregory sits on the boards of Manchester Camerata and
Charades Theatre Company. His outstanding work as a choral director was recognised with
the 2015 Arts Foundation’s first-ever Fellowship in Choral Conducting.
Greg's Chair is kindly supported by Anne McFarlane

BE PART OF OUR FUTURE
A warm welcome to everyone who has recently joined our family of donors,
and a big thank you to everyone who is helping to secure our future.
Monthly or annual contributions from our donors make a real difference to
the SCO’s ability to budget and plan ahead with more confidence. In these
extraordinarily challenging times, your support is more valuable than ever.
For more information on how you can become a regular donor,
please get in touch with Mary Clayton on 0131 478 8369
or email mary.clayton@sco.org.uk.
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