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A Rising Tide — Music for Easter

We approach this concert through the sombre portal of the organ introduction;

we enter, and overhear Jesus in the garden at Gethsemane.

We follow to the place of execution, and stand with Mary beside the cross.

Jesus is taken down and laid in the ground.

Is there any hope left for us?  Can these bones live?

Franz Lachner (1803–1890)

Introduction and Fugue in D minor, Op.62

Jonathan Berkahn

(text: James Montgomery, 1771–1854)

Go to dark Gethsemane

Josef Rheinberger (1839–1901)

(text: Jacopone da Todi, 13th century)

Stabat Mater Op.138

Dietrich Buxtehude (c.1638–1707)

Ach Gott und Herr

Johann Sebastian Bach (1685–1750)

Christ lag in Todesbanden

John Ireland (1879–1962)

Greater love hath no man

Irish traditional

Easter snow

Jonathan Berkahn

The Third Day
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Stabat Mater

I — Stabat Mater dolorosa

The sorrowful mother stood beside the

cross, weeping, while her Son hung there.

Her soul sighing, suffering with him and

full of pain, pierced with a sword.

Oh how sad and afflicted was this blessed

one, mother of the only-begotten, who

lamented and suffered, faithful mother,

when she saw the pain of her glorious Son.

II — Quis est homo non fleret

Who is the one who would not weep if he

saw the mother of Christ in such misery?

Who could not sorrow with them in

contemplating the mother of Christ

suffering with her Son?

For the sins of his people she saw Jesus in

torment and subjected to the scourge.

She saw her sweet Son dying desolate as he

gave up his spirit.

III — Eia Mater, fons amoris

Ah, Mother, fount of love, make me feel

the force of your sorrow so that I may

grieve with you.

Make my heart to burn in loving Christ the

Lord that I may please him.

Holy Mother, do this: fix the wounds of the

Crucified firmly in my heart.

With your wounded Son who consented to

suffer for me, may I share the pain.

Make me to weep sincerely with you, suffer

with the crucified one as long as I shall

live. To stand by the cross with you and

join with you in mourning is my desire.

IV — Virgo virginum praeclara

Virgin of all virgins the most splendid, do

not be harsh to me and let me grieve with

you.

Make me to bear the death of Christ, share

in his Passion, and think on his wounds.

Make me to be injured by his wounds,

make me inebriated by the cross, and the

blood of your Son.

Inflamed and lit up may I be defended by

you on the day of judgement.

May I be protected by the cross,

strengthened by the death of Christ,

cherished by grace.

When my body dies may my soul be given

the glory of Paradise.
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The Third Day

Prologue

In  the beginning was the Word,

and the Word was with God,

and the Word was God:

the same was in the beginning as God.

All things were made by him;

and without him was not anything made

that was made.

In him was life, and the life was the light of

the world.

The light shines in the darkness:

and the darkness has never understood it.

Do you remember?

Do you remember when he came,

when he came and dwelt among us?

He came and lived as one of us:

Do you remember?

Do you remember the day the sky turned

black?

Do you remember the way they cursed and

spat?

Do you remember the way they tied him up

and flogged the very skin from off his

back?

Do you remember, they shouted ‘Crucify’?

Do you remember, they nailed him up on

high?

Do you remember the way they pierced his

side and left him hanging there to bleed

and die.

Do you remember when he spoke words of

hope and words of mercy, he spoke of

heaven near at hand:

Do you remember?

Do you remember when he walked, how

the people always followed, and he would

heal, and he would bless:

Do you remember?

Judas

What have I done? What have I done?

I betrayed one who loved me; betrayed the

one I followed to the people who despised

me.

I betrayed him with a kiss:

What have I done? What have I done?

Thirty silver coins they gave me:

I threw it in their faces when I saw what it

had come to, but they laughed and threw it

back:

What have I done? What have I done?

Could he forgive?

Could even he forgive, as he forgave the

soldiers and the dying thief?

But he is gone: but he is gone, and who’ll

forgive me now?

It is over.  It is done.  It is finished.

Pietà

Gently, gently lift him, take him from the

cross.

Close his eyes, wash his limbs, lay him in

the ground.

Gently, gently lift him, take him from the

cross.

We who could not save him tend the body

of him we loved.

I carried him as a child: and now I carry

him once again.

In swaddling bands I wrapped him: and

now I bind his limbs once more.
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He descended to to the dead

(from Christ lag in Todesbanden,

Martin Luther, tr. R Massie)

It was a strange and dreadful strife

When life and death contended;

The victory remained with life;

The reign of death was ended.

Stripped of power, no more it reigns,

An empty form alone remains

Death’s sting is lost forever! Alleluia!

For Jesus Christ, God’s only Son,

To our low state descended,

The cause of Death He has undone,

His power forever ended,

Ruined all his right and claim

And left him nothing but the name,

His sting is lost forever. Alleluia!

Early in the morning

It was early in the morning, just as the day

was dawning, we gathered in the dark

beside the place where Jesus lay.

There was nothing we could do, for all his

suffering was through, but still we wanted

to be near him so we met there anyway.

We shed our bitter tears and talked of all

our fears: what were we to do now that our

hope was dead and gone?

Was it all a foolish dream: we really

thought he could redeem the world —

without him, how can we carry on?

You saw the way that he saved others: why

couldn’t Jesus save himself?

But he let himself be broken by the hatred

he had woken, and left us here in sorrow all

alone.

The stone is gone: it’s rolled away: the

tomb is empty — who can tell me, who can

tell me what this means?

The stone is gone: it’s rolled away: the

tomb is empty — is there anyone can show

my Lord to me?

The angels

He is not here.  He is not here.

He is risen from the dead in the in the way

that he said: Why seek ye the living among

the dead?

Did you hear the angels?

(from ‘O filii et filiae’: J. Tisserand,

tr. J. M. Neale:)

Well did you hear the angels say: ‘Rejoice!

Rejoice! Rejoice!’

And did you hear the angels say: ‘Do not

be afraid.’

Oh did you hear the angels say: ‘You will

not find him here: Why seek ye the living

among the dead?

He is alive!  He is alive!

Why seek ye the living among the dead?’

That Easter morn at break of day, the

faithful women went their way  to the place

where Jesus lay.

An angel clad in white they see who sat and

spoke unto the three: ‘He is gone to

Galilee.’

That night the apostles met in fear; amid

them came their Lord most dear and said:

‘My peace upon you here.’

The locked room

It was dark. The night was cold.  The doors

were locked.

We were afraid of the people who had

killed our Lord.
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And were confused by the stories that the

women brought of an empty tomb.

Then he was with us, then he was with us in

the room.

We saw his hands, we saw his feet, and

then we heard the words he spoke:

‘Peace, my peace be upon you; peace, my

peace with you all.’

We have seen him; we have seen the Lord,

we have seen the one who died!

We have seen the wounds he bore for us,

his hands, his feet, his side.

We have seen him; we have known his

face, we have heard the voice he said, for

the one we buried in the tomb has come

back from the dead.

Christ is risen: he is risen indeed: Alleluia!,

Alleluia!

(two from Emmaus:)

On a weary road we travelled, talking of

the things we’d seen, thinking of our grief

and sorrow, wondering what it all could

mean.

Then we saw him walking with us as the

night was drawing on, suddenly we knew

him; then we looked and he was gone.

And our hearts were set on fire by the

words that he had said but we only knew

him in the breaking of the bread.

We have seen him; we have seen the Lord...

(Thomas:)

I hear the words you say, the stories that

you tell, I wish, I really wish I could

believe as well: I haven’t seen the things

that you have seen.

We have seen him; we have seen the Lord...

I will not fool myself the way I think you

do.

I know the dead don’t walk: I’ll never think

it true, unless I touch him with my own two

hands.

‘Thomas, my peace be upon you: do you

see it is I?

Will you see the wounds I bore for you, my

hand, my feet, my side?’

My Lord.  My God.  My Master.

Christ is risen: he is risen indeed...

The great commission

‘All authority in heaven and earth has been

given me.’

In him was life, and the life was the light of

the world.

‘So go and tell what you have seen.

Go and teach the things that I have taught,

make disciple of all nations, baptising in

my name, and know that I am with you to

the end of the age.’

The light shines in the darkness, but the

darkness has never overcome it.

Finale

(from ‘Som den gyldne Sol frembryder’

Thomas H. Kingo tr. G. A. Rygh

Like the golden sun ascending,

Breaking through the gloom of night,

On the earth His glory spending

So that darkness takes to flight,

Thus my Jesus from the grave

And death’s dismal, dreadful cave

Rose triumphant Easter morning

At the early dawning.

Thanks to Thee, O Christ victorious!

Thanks to Thee, O Lord of Life!
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Director: Jonathan Berkahn

Accompanist: Rafaella Garlick-Grice

Bass solo: Jamie Henare

Guitar: Bernard Wells

Guitar: Andrew James

Piano: Ruth James

Bass guitar: Adam Meers

Sopranos

Gail Duncan

Heather Garside  *

Sylvie Gentry

Barbara Gillon

Rozie Gorman

Diana Helen

Carol Inge  *

Anne Keen  *

Michelle Shin

Pam Southey

Brenda Vale  *

Pauline Woolley

Altos

Rosemary Biss

Heather Collins

Karen Espersen

Heather Jones

Adrienne Leuchars

Wendy Nelson

Margaret Pearson  *

Irene Swadling

Helen Trim

Rita Urry  *

Death hath now no power o’er us,

Thou hast conquered in the strife.

Thanks because Thou didst arise

And hast opened Paradise!

None can fully sing the glory

Of this wondrous story.

Though I be by sin o’ertaken,

Though I lie in helplessness,

Though I be by friends forsaken

And must suffer sore distress,

Though I be despised, contemned,

And by all the world condemned,

Though the dark grave yawn before me,

Yet the light of hope shines o’er me.

Thanks to Thee, O Christ victorious!

Thanks to Thee, O Lord of Life!

Death hath now no power o’er us,

Thou hast conquered in the strife.

Christ is risen: he is risen indeed:

Alleluia!  Alleluia!

Tenors

Joe Fecteau  *

Paul Kilford

Alan Spinks

Robin Willink  *

Ian Donald

Basses

Philip Garside

Alexander Garside

Ian Livingstone

* soloist
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About the choir
Festival Singers of Wellington is a

community choir with a 38 year history and

practice of seeking to work alongside the

Christian church. This includes singing in

local church services and providing music

for weddings, funerals and other events.

Our public concerts include large classical

works – oratorios, cantatas and masses, as

well as smaller pieces from all over the world.

We also choose to support local composers

and expose exciting new repertoire by

regularly performing New Zealand

compositions. In 2007 we recorded and

released a CD of New Zealand music

featuring Irish folk band, piano accordion and

Musical Director:

Jonathan Berkahn
Jonathan has directed the choir since the

end of 2013. He is also Director of Music

at St Barnabas Anglican Church,

Khandallah. He studied organ and

harpsichord at Victoria University with

Douglas Mews. He has an Honours degree

in performance, and has a PhD in music

history. He was accompanist for Festival

Singers from 2000–2013, and enjoys

performing Celtic music at Kitty O’Shea’s

Irish Bar. He composes church music for

congregational and choir use in his church,

including settings of the NZ Prayer Book

services.

Keep up-to-date about Festival Singers and

become a friend at:

 www.festivalsingers.wordpress.com

&

 www.facebook.com/FestivalSingers

Festival Singers directed by Jonathan Berkahn record at Sacred Heart

Cathedral, Wellington, for TVNZ’s Praise Be programme in July 2013.

soloists called Spirited People. Music by

Jonathan Berkahn and Colin Gibson was

especially featured, also New Zealand poetry.

Festival Singers:

• Has lively, fun rehearsals and work-

shops

• Gives performances that communicate

• Has a diverse, quality repertoire

• Celebrates New Zealand compositions

• Performs in public, and in churches

• Is friendly, with many social events.

Rehearsals are on Mondays 7.00–9.00pm

at Newland Christian Assembly, 126

Newlands Road, Newlands, Wellington.

New singers are very welcome. To join us

please contact:

Jonathan Berkahn (musical director)

jonathan@berkahn.net.nz 0210 241 7233

or

Heather Collins (committee member)

mail@hetbruce.onmicrosoft.com

04 237 4070


