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BARITONE AND PIANO
Alfred MANSFIELD For Auld Lang Syne! Australia will be there (1897)
Jack BRITON He died at the Dardanelles (1915)
Reginald STONEHAM Back Home (1918)
Percy GRAINGER Soldier, Soldier (1907)
Thomas RABBETS Australia’s Hymn for her Dead (1916)
CLARINET AND PIANO
Jane STANLEY Firefly (1999) for solo clarinet
Ross EDWARDS The Tower of Remoteness (1979) for clarinet and piano
BARITONE, BASS CLARINET AND PIANO
Alice HUMPHRIES About Light (2017)
BARITONE, CLARINET AND PIANO
Eric BOGLE arr. Calvin BOWMAN: And the Band Played Waltzing Matilda (2015)
Program correct at time of printing

FOR AULD LANG SYNE! AUSTRALIA WILL BE THERE!
There has been a lot of argument going on they say.
As to whether Dear Old England should have gone into the fray.
But Right thinking people, all wanted her to fight;
For when there’s shady business, Britannia puts it right.
CHORUS
Rally round the banner of your country.
Take the field with brothers o’er the sea.
On land or sea, where ever you be;
Keep you eye on Germany.
But England home and Beauty have to cause to fear.
Should Auld acquaintance be forgot.
No! No! No! No! No! Australia will be there.
When Old John Bull is threatened by foes on land or sea.
His Colonial Sons are ready and at his side will be.
From Africa, India, Canada, come men to do or die.
And Motherland is glad to hear Australia’s Battle Cry.
CHORUS
HE DIED AT THE DARDANELLES
By the campfire early in the morning,
As the guns begin to boom.
Two Australian soldiers softly whisper
As the daylight breaks the gloom –
“Jack,” one murmurs, “I have had my orders
to attack at bugle call.
Seddel Bahr the fort that we must capture,
So if I should chance to fall.
CHORUS
Send this message home, where all of my loved ones wait.
Far across the foam, and tell them I met my fate.
Say: He fighting fell in mid’st of the bursting shells.
He was leading his men on to victory when he died at the Dardanelles.
Marching slowly to a little valley
See the mournful soldiers come.
As they bear their well-beloved captain
To the beat of muffled drum.
On his grave a withered spray of wattle
From the land he loved so well.
And his simple epitaph is written:
“At the Dardanelles he fell”.
CHORUS

BACK HOME
There’s a band a playing, see the crowds a swaying, hear that big bass drum.
While the flags are flying, I can hear them crying, “Coo-ee” hear they come.
Soldiers and sailors from “over there”. Merry and bright ,and free from care,
singing as they proudly come.
CHORUS
Back, home. Gee! It’s great, to be safe, back home.
While the bells ring a peal of joy, and the folks at home greet the soldier boy.
Back home, nevermore far away to roam.
Tho’ a welcome like this, fills a soldier with bliss,
Gee! It’s great, to be safe, back home.

SOLDIER, SOLDIER
“Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
Why don’t you march with my true love?”
“We’re fresh from off the ship an’ ‘e’s maybe give the slip,
An’ you’d best go look for a new love.”
New love! True love!
Best go look for a new love,
The dead they cannot rise, an’ you’d better dry your eyes,
An’ you’d best go look for a new love.
“Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
What did you see o’ my true love?”
“I seed ‘im serve the Queen in a suit o’ rifle-green,
An’ you’d best go look for a new love.”
“Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
Did ye see no more o’ my true love?”
“I seed ‘im runnin’ by when the shots begun to fly -But you’d best go look for a new love.”
“Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
Did aught take ‘arm to my true love?”
“I couldn’t see the fight, for the smoke it lay so white -An’ you’d best go look for a new love.”

“Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
I’ll up an’ tend to my true love!”
“’E’s lying on the dead with a bullet through ‘is ‘ead,
An’ you’d best go look for a new love.”
“Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
I’ll down an’ die with my true love!”
“The pit we dug’ll ‘ide ‘im an’ the twenty men beside ‘im -An’ you’d best go look for a new love.”
“Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
Do you bring no sign from my true love?”
“I bring a lock of ‘air that ‘e allus used to wear,
An’ you’d best go look for a new love.”
“Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
O then I know it’s true I’ve lost my true love!”
“An’ I tell you truth again -- when you’ve lost the feel o’ pain
You’d best take me for your true love.”
True love! New love!
Best take ‘im for a new love,
The dead they cannot rise, an’ you’d better dry your eyes,
An’ you’d best take ‘im for your true love.

AUSTRALIA’S HYMN FOR HER DEAD
In nameless graves on foreign coasts.
On bloodstained battle fields far spread;
O! gracious Father, God of Hosts!
We leave with Thee our holy dead.
Deep, in alien lands they sleep.
O God we ask of Thee,
Grant Thou that this shall be:
Where our brave heroes bled,
Where lie our gallant dead.
Grant, O God, that earth shall be revivified.
Till tyranny shall cease.
And where the sons of Freedom died,
Freedom shall reign, shall reign with peace.

AND THE BAND PLAYED WALTZING MATILDA
Now when I was a young man, I carried me pack
And I lived the free life of the rover
From the Murray’s green basin to the dusty outback
Well, I waltzed my Matilda all over
Then in 1915, my country said “son
It’s time you stopped rambling, there’s work to be done”
So they gave me a tin hat, and they gave me a gun
And they marched me away to the war
And the band played Waltzing Matilda
As the ship pulled away from the quay
And amidst all the cheers, the flag-waving and tears
We sailed off for Gallipoli
And how well I remember that terrible day
How our blood stained the sand and the water
And of how in that hell that they called Suvla Bay
We were butchered like lambs at the slaughter
Johnny Turk, he was waiting, he’d primed himself well
He showered us with bullets and he rained us with shell
And in five minutes flat, he’d blown us all to hell
Nearly blew us right back to Australia
But the band played Waltzing Matilda
When we stopped to bury our slain
We buried ours, and the Turks buried theirs
Then we started all over again
And those that were left, well we tried to survive
In that mad world of blood, death and fire
And for ten weary weeks, I kept myself alive
Though around me the corpses piled higher
Then a big Turkish shell knocked me arse over head
And when I woke up in me hospital bed
And saw what it had done, well I wished I was dead
Never knew there was worse things than dyin’
For I’ll go no more waltzing Matilda
All around the green bush far and free
To hump tent and pegs, a man needs both legs
No more waltzing Matilda for me

So they gathered the crippled, the wounded, the maimed
And they shipped us back home to Australia
The legless, the armless, the blind, the insane
Those proud wounded heroes of Suvla
And as our ship pulled into Circular Quay
I looked at the place where me legs used to be
And thanked Christ there was nobody waiting for me
To grieve, to mourn, and to pity
But the band played Waltzing Matilda
As they carried us down the gangway
But nobody cheered, they just stood and stared
Then they turned all their faces away
And so now every April, I sit on me porch
And I watch the parades pass before me
And I see my old comrades, how proudly they march
Reviving old dreams of past glories
And the old men march slowly, old bones stiff and sore
They’re tired old heroes from a forgotten war
And the young people ask, “what are they marching for?”
And I ask myself the same question
But the band plays Waltzing Matilda
And the old men still answer the call
But as year follows year, more old men disappear
Someday no one will march there at all
Waltzing Matilda, Waltzing Matilda
Who’ll come a-waltzing Matilda with me?
And their ghosts may be heard
As they march by that billabong
Who’ll come a-waltzing Matilda with me?

GREENWAY3

Ensemble Greenway3 is named after the Sydney Conservatorium
Greenway building which was designed by the convict architect Francis
Greenway. Originally stables for Government House, the building was
converted in 1912 to become the State Conservatorium. The members of
Greenway3 are Sydney Conservatorium colleagues who first came together
in 2011 for a performance project called ‘The Opera Connection’.
Michael Halliwell was principal baritone for many years with the
Netherlands Opera, the Nürnberg Municipal Opera and the Hamburg State
Opera; and he sang in many European cities including London, Munich,
Berlin, Frankfurt, Brussels, Paris and Moscow. Michael has presented
master classes in Singapore, Kuala Lumpur, Hong Kong, Taipei and Cape
Town. He performs regularly in Australia and abroad and has recorded
many programs for ABC Classic FM and 2MBS FM.
Sue Newsome’s performance career ranges from popular musicals to
classical chamber performances and orchestral appearances with the
Australian World Orchestra, Sydney Symphony Orchestra, Australian
Opera and Ballet Orchestra and the Malaysian Philharmonic Orchestra.
Sue is in strong demand as a bass clarinet specialist and regularly
collaborates with leading composers on new works.
David Miller is widely recognized as one of Australia’s leading pianists,
chamber musicians and vocal accompanists. He is also highly regarded
as a mentor for young ensemble pianists and repetiteurs. He has been
appointed as a member of the Order of Australia for his service to music.

ALICE HUMPHRIES

This Australian Series features a newly commissioned work from composer
Alice Humphries. In order to help shape the work, Humphries spent some
time looking for themes that link the images on display in the National
Photographic Portrait Prize 2017. She describers her piece ‘About Light’ as
being inspired by an element which is essential in photography.
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“The music explores both the aesthetic and scientific properties of light,
which connects really strongly with photography. Musically, I have tried
to approach it in an abstract way, presenting the audience with a musical
image that they can view from different angles”.

