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L At Saint Patrick’s Purgatory

“The Hermit Songs, comissioned by the Elizabeth
Sprague Coolidge Foundation, were first performed
by Leontyne Price, soprano, with the composer at the
‘piano, at the Library of Congress, Washington,

D. C, on October 30, 1953. They are settings of : ‘ ’_‘-' :
' érour sores and youi‘ Wwoun Ng

anonymous Irish texts of the eighth to thirteenth
centuries written by monks and scholars, often in the \ ot griqm my eyes!
margins of manuscripts they were copying or : '
illuminating— perhaps not always meant to be seen
by their Father Superiors. They are small poems,
thoughts, or observations, some very short, and
speak in straightforward, droll, and often surprisingly
modern terms of the simple life these men led, close
to nature, to animals, and to God.’
Samuel Barber

Programs designed, printed, and bound by Gwercth Aster in the
‘Bennington College Word and Image Lab using Van Dijk type.



Hermit Scrps, comiszioned by abeth

o oyl " o
iy of Congress, * ¥

on Ogtoler 30, Igg;.‘*f(l?ﬁ:ari‘ 3
Pyt

ymous “Irish texts of vhe @€y
’ « »

;&Lr{}'f S
-

nature, to a®koals, and ‘o God.”

" Samuel }%af%er

designed, printed, and in the
gton College Word anc type.

At Saint Patrick’s Purgatory

Pity me, on my pilgrimage to Loch Derg!
O, King of the churches and the bells
bewailing your sores and your wounds,
but not a tear can I squeeze from my eyes!

Not moisten an eye after so much sin!
Pity me, O King!

What shall I do with a heart
that secks only its own ease?
O, begotten Son, by whom all men were made,
Who shunned not the death by three wounds,
Pity me on my pilgrimage to Loch Derg!

And I, with a heart not softer than stone!




II. Church Bell at Night

Sweet little bell,
struck on a windy night—
I would liefer keep tryst with thee,
than be with a light and foolish woman.

I1I. Saint Ita’s Vision

said she,

‘I will take nothing from my Lord,’
‘unless He gives me His San from Heaven
in the form of a Baby that I may nurse Him.’
So, that Christ came down to her

in the form of a Baby,
and then, she said:

‘Infant Jesus, at my breast,
nothing in this werld is true

1

Save, O tiny nursling, You.

Infant Jesus at my breast,

by mwy heart every nighe,
You I nurse are not a churl,
but were begot on Mary,
the Jewess, by Heaven’s light.

>

Infant Jesus, at my breast,
What King is there but You who could,

Give everlasting good?
Wherefore 1 give my food...

Sing to Him, maidens, sing your best!

Trere i3 none

whe,
5

that has such right to your song as Heaven’s King

every night, is Infant Jesus, at my breast.



Iv. The Heavenly Banquet

I would Iike to have the men of Hoaven
in my own house,
with vats of goood cheer laid out for them!

I would fike to have the thre> Mary‘s
thelr fame is so greal.

I would litke people, from evory corier of Heaven.

I wuold [ike them to ba cheeifu] in thelr diinking!
I would Jtke to hava Jesus sidting hele among them.
I mould I1ka a gieet lays of beer for the King of Kings.

I soufid like to be watchiug Headden s femify
dimnying i1 thiough all] etoarntt.y

V.

The Crucifixion

At the cry of the first bird,
they began to crucify Thee,
O Swan!
Never shall lament cease because of that.
It was like the parting of day from night.

Ah, sore was the suffering borne!
by the body of Mary’s Son...
but sorer still; to Him was the grief,
which for His sake,
came upon His Mother.
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Sea Snatch VIL.  Promiscuity
I do not know with whom Ed.n will sleep,
Tt has broken us, but I do know that fair Edan will

~ -

it has crushed us,

it has drowned us,

O, King of the starbright Kingdom of Heaven! not*
RN
The wind has consumed us, .. '
swallowed us,
as timber is devoured by crimson fire from Heaven'
It has broken us,
sleep

it has crushed us,
it has drowned us,

rb




VIIL. The Monk and his Cat
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Pangur, white Pangur,
how happy we are!

Alone together, scholar and cat.

Each has his own work to do daily—
For you, it is hunting,
for me, study.

Your shining eye watches the wall,
My feeble eye is fixed on a book.

You rejoice when your claws entrap a mouse!
I rejoice when my mind fathoms a problem.

Pleased with his own art,
neither hinders the other;

thus, we live ever, without tedium and envy...

Pangur, white Pangur,
how happy we are!

Alone together, scholar and cat.

Pangur, white Pangur,

how happy we are.




158 The Praises of God

pow foolish the man
who does not raise his voice,
and praise, with joyful words,
as ke alone cax,
Heaven’s High King!
To Whem the light birds,
with ro soul but air,
all day, everywhere,

Tntion sine!
laudlation sing!




X.

The Desire for Hermitage

Ah!
To be all alone,
in a little cell with nobody near

Me;

beloved that pilgrimage,
before the last pilgrimage to Death.

Singing the passing hours to cloudy Heaven;
feeding upon dry bread,
and water from the cold spring.

That will be an end to evil! when T am alone,
in a lovely little corner, among tombs...
far from the houses of the great.

Ah!
To be all alone,
in a little cell,
to be alone,
all alone...

Alone I came into the world,

alone T shall go from it.



X.

The Desire for Hermitage

Ah!
To be all alone,
in a little cell with nobody near
Me;

beloved that pilgrimage,
before the last pilgrimage to Death.

Singing the passing hours to cloudy Heaven;
feeding upon dry brdddow orl1 o1at oo 1

koot og Nsded < ver from the cald spring.

That will be an end to evil! when I am alone,
in a lovely little corner, among tombs...
far from the houses of the great.

Ah!
To be all alone,
in a little cell,
to be alone,
all alone...

Alone

alone
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