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Laudibus in Sanctis v William Byrd

Praise the Lord among His holy cnes; praise the Lord in the Highest. Heavens,
declare the glorious works of the Lord Almighty. Tell of His works in singing.
The Power of His greatness sound in holy anthems. Tell out in song His wonders.

The Majesty of His Hame sound with trumpets' martial clamour. With poetry
crowd His festal courts to tell His praises. Laud and honour, beat of the drum
resound. Lofly organs, peeling long drawn aisles praise the Lord God.

Praise Him, sharp-toned strings of psalterics in sweetest accordance. And -
lustily dancing let the festal rout give praise. Resonant with hollow
applaudings strike the loud timbrels; or in soft murmuring sounds praise Him.
To Him be glory! Let the whole creation adore Him, worship and praise Him,
singing Halleluia unto the Lord forever.

Heilig o Felix Mendelssohn

Holy is God, the Lord of hosts. A1l the nations are filled with Thy renown.
Hesanna sing on high., And praise he he who comes in the name of the Lord.
Hosanna sing on high.

Ave Regina Coelorum Gillaume Dufay
Hail, Queen of the Heavens. Hail, Lady of the Angels. Have mercy on your
dying Dufay, that he not fall into the fire of the sins of passion.

Hail, 0 Sacred Root, from which 1ight has appeared to the world. Have mercy.
Mother of God, that the gate of Heaven might open to this weak one.

Rejoice, 0 Glorious above all, have mercy on the supplicant Dufay, that his
death be special in Your eyes,

" Fare thee well, 0 Honorable One, and always pray to Christ for us, that we not
be damned on high, have mercy on us. §

Motet No. 6 J.S. Bach

Praise the Lord, A1l ye nations.
Praise Him, A1l ye people.

For God, so gracious end righteous,
Watcheth over us for evermore.
Alleluia. (Psalm 117)

Two Sacred Songs : 2 3 Hugo Yolf

Aufblick (Looking Upwards)

In dust and confusion for heav'n I nine.
Lord, in this turmeoil give ne a sign.

If thou desert me, sinful I stand
Unconquered only held by thy hand

Lord, in this turmoil give me-a sign.
Thus, undefeated, I will be Thine.

Einklang (Harmony)

The world around is still and calm
And all mankind is sleeping.

iy soul salutes God,s boundless realm,
Rests safely in His keeping.

Deceitful acts and vanity by day will keep us troubled. :
- They cannot touch the heart at night, so deeply are they buried.

Another king, victorious,

His mind a glorious wonder,

Will be with us within this hour
And mount the ramparts yonder,




Carmen Pu Ursi
The Song of Winnie-the-Pooh

Versus Ursi Perpauli Cerebri

Lines Written by a Bear of Very Little Brain

On Monday, when the sun is hot

1 wonder to myself a lot:

UNowaetc it trde, or s it not,

"That what is which and which is what?"

On Tuesday, when it hails and snows,
The feeling on me grows and grows
That hardly anybody knows 5

If those are these or these are those.

" On Wednesday, when the sky is blue,
And I have nothing else to do,

1 sometimes wonder if it's true,
That who is what and what is who.

On Thursday, when it starts to freeze
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How very readily one sees
That these are whose--but whose are these?

On Friday--

Mel s
Honey

It's very, very funny,

'Cos I know I had some honey;
'Cos it had a label on
Saying HUNNY.

A goloptious full-up pot too,

And T don't know where it's got to,
No, I don't know where it's gone--
Well, it's funny.

Crustulum Cru

Cottleston Pie

Cottleston, Cottleston, Cottleston Pie,
A fish can't whistle and neither can I,
Ask me a riddle and I reply:

"Cottleston, Cottleston, Cottleston Pie,"

Cottleston, Cottleston, Cottleston Pie,
Why does a chicken, I don't know why.

Ask me a riddle and I reply:

“Cottleston, Cottleston, Cottleston Pie.”

publishing his Latin translation.

you will hear the puns and nonsense;
the language and the humor in the music.

Alice Parker

A.A. Milne's Yinnie-the-Pooh has been a classic children's (and adult's) story
book since 1926. In 1960, Alexander Lenard made it even more "classic" by

The text is very freely franslated, including
a certain amount of syntactic nonsense, especially in Pooh's famous songs. Ve °
have printed here the original English texts of the songs, because a literal
translation of Lenard's Latin is at best awkward. If you are a Latin scholar,

if not, you can still enjoy the sound of

Carmen Pui Timidi

Anxious Poch Song

Three cheers for Pooh!

(For Uho?)

For Pooh--

(Why, what did he do?)

1 thought you knew;

He saved his friend from a wetting!

Three cheers for Bear!

(For where?)

For Bear--

He couldn't swim,

But he rescued him!

(He resuced who?)

0, listen, do!

1 am talking of Pooh--

(Of who?)

0f Pooh.

[Iha cavpu T kean farnotting).

Well, pooh was a Bear of Enormous Brain.
(Just say it again)

0f enormous brain--

(0f enormous what?)

tell, he ate a lot,

And I don't know if he could swim or not,
But he managed to float

On a sort of boat

(On a sort of what?)

Well, a sort of pot--

So now let's give him three hearty cheers
(So now let's give him threc hearty whiches?)
And hope he'1l be with us for years and years
And grow in health and wisdom and riches.
Three Cheers for Fooh!

(For who?)

For Pooh--

Three Cheers for Bear!

(For where?)

For Bear--

Three Cheers for the wonderful Winnie-the-Pooh!
(Just tell me, scmebody--What did he do?)







