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2AM – time for beddy-byes, to say the very least.  

Forget it. Did you know that in reality 2AM means Air Mechanic second class? 

Or that laser stands for light amplification by stimulated emission of radiation? 

OK OK I can see there’s some use in acronyms, but they jump up right, left and centre. New ones, 
outdated ones – potentially dangerous things, frequently leading to confusion. 

AI for example. What does AI mean to you? 

 Or possibly…? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Both editions are currently legitimate (pace the cow’s offspring), but frankly I could do without 
either. Why can’t you simply say it? 

I just used pace – a good old Latin word, and as such perfectly OK in the context of standard English 
usage - but to some it means Programs of All-Inclusive care for the Elderly, yet to others - MP’s for 
example (Members of Parliament btw) – it’s Police and Criminal Evidence Act 1984. 

Gimme a break…. 

They’re not all acronyms of course, because an acronym is supposed to spell a pronounceable word 
like sonar (sound navigation and ranging), but in any event they’ve become a chronically pernicious 
feature of our 21st century lingo – an abuse. 

Like the ghastly sprinkling of symbols. 

# @ etc. 

The first one has its origins in Medieval German musical notation, and for centuries has been known 
to us as the sharp sign. So why the # suddenly call it pound sign, octothorp, or, worse, hashtag?  

Sounds like a label for easy identification of Shepherd’s Pie, # it. 

#-ing annoying, like the pronunciation of Weinstein - weensteen, weenstine, winesteen, winestain.  
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And #MeToo actually suggests to me something quite different - like they’re all queuing up for 
Harvey’s attentions – quite the opposite, hey? 

On a less whingey note, look at this sweet picture 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For safety reasons I’m not really supposed to say where this is, but it shows children from battered 
and broken families absolutely fascinated by the cello. They’d just listened to the Vivaldi double cello 
concerto, plus a tricky contemporary piece entitled Violoncelles, vibrez! by Giovanni Sollima, 
performed live within the confines of their protected establishment! 

Zela Terry and Anne Bonifas – principal and co-principal cellists with the Nice Philharmonique – were 
showing their wide-eyed protégés around the machinery after we’d finished the programme, in 
which I’d also taken part. 

A very lovely moment, which took me back to a previous occasion nearly 20 years ago : 
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Zela and Lane – principal cellists of Nice and Monte Carlo Philharmonics respectively. The Syrinx 
orchestra was itself made up of musicians from both, and Pieter Schoeman is now leader of the 
London Philharmonic – the LPO. Easy to sigh and wish for those happy days, but it was great to 
programme stuff that simply wasn’t given its due airing in the region. Both Nice and Monte Carlo 
stuck largely to conventional repertoire in those unenlightened times. Happily things have altered 
radically - I’m delighted to say - as witnessed by the same Vivaldi and Sollima being programmed at 
the Nice Opéra this coming Sunday, played by the two girls.  

Not only that, but in 1999 it was lovely to tempt the public in with tasty morsels like the Mozart and 
Puccini, then pin them to their seats with Sollima and John Adams. I’m convinced they went out into 
the night better human beings and all the happier for it. If you’re not acquainted with Violoncelles, 
vibrez! I suggest you check it out on https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xgl6njyKe2w 

We’ve just bid farewell to our friends from the Exeter Chamber Choir, who visited us last weekend. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Andrew Daldorph, their conductor (far right), is an expert in obtaining accurate pitch, good blend 
and balance, as well as being himself a considerable keyboard player – harpsichord, organ, jazz piano 
– you name it. Arrangements and compositions likewise flow from his pen, so he’s an all-rounder. 
I’m all in favour, being rather that way inclined myself, though perhaps leaning more towards singing 
and the world of opera, not to mention being a tad less fluent than Andrew in keyboard skills! 

Interesting how those characteristics reflected themselves in the performance style of each choir. 
We did a half-and-half programme at Cabris on Friday which amply demonstrated the issue, 
providing some interesting comparisons for the audience, both in programming and vocal 
characteristics. Same again on Saturday, where we combined in Châteauneuf de Grasse (aka C9 – 
NB double-whammy acronym) over the Frank Martin Mass, plus a few of Andrew’s arrangements and 
a couple of mine.  

I like to think the choirs learnt a lot from each other, and really look forward to the return match in 
Exeter next year! 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xgl6njyKe2w
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Apparently the ECC spent a wonderful few days up in the mountains before descending to the plains  
and sharing our initial concert in Cabris. Here’s Ristretto doing its bit : 

 

A nice little touch – David James and Paul Elliott from the Hilliard Ensemble joined us to improve the 
shining hour. Thanks guys!  

Not to mention Myrjam, David’s German wife, who came along with Sebastian, their ten-year-old 
son who sings in the choir at Westminster Abbey. As mother and son were sitting in at rehearsals, 
we invited both to join us for a trial run-through of the Frank Martin Mass – a tricky customer at the 
best of times.  

Myrjam knows the piece, having sung it before, as had young Sebastian - but only a couple of 
movements which they’ve done liturgically at the Abbey. 

Mummy’s sitting over on the 
left, and I separated them by 
plonking Sebastian next to 
Marie, who speaks English. 
She also has a little boy of her 
own…. The chemistry worked 
advantageously, as Sebastian 
plunged into the sections he 
had never sung before with 
considerable aplomb and 
accuracy, according to Marie.  

 

Marie, by the bye, turned in a very touchingly sung Blue Bird by Stanford at the Cabris concert, 
leaving very few dry eyes in the church.  
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Following the second concert our guests took us all out to dinner in a neighbouring restaurant. 
Sounds a bit topsy-turvy – guests taking hosts out to dinner - but Ristretto had given them an 
excellent buffet lunch in between rehearsals, organised by Susie. So a quid pro quo if you like. We’ve 
known several of the Exeter choir since 2004, when I first took on the musical directorship of 
Musique Cordiale in the Var. Pippa Pawlik, founder and inspirer of Musique Cordiale, has a brother 
called Piers who hails from the West country, so inevitably quite a few Exeter choristers turned up in 
Seillans, and still appear regularly at Ristretto’s Summer Academy in Lumière. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Piers and Abby actually split up some years ago, but we’ve kept in touch with both, because they’re 
very special people. I retain such fond memories of that very first Musique Cordiale (don’t think it 
even had a name then – just a bunch of friends who enjoyed singing) in a place called Goudargues, 
somewhere down towards Uzès, where we gave one of the earliest concerts. 

Au programme – guess what? The Frank Martin Mass! 

Scarcely known in 2004, it’s become a staple in secular and sacred contexts alike, and represents a 
healthy challenge for any decent choir keen to show off its paces. No sooner had he written it, than 
Martin stuffed the manuscript into a drawer and hid it away for yonks. Something that has attracted 
considerable attention, as it was penned in 1922 and only received its first performance in 1963!  

Less well known however is the fact that this was apparently par for the course with Frank Martin, 
who profoundly mistrusted his own judgement. He needed to distance himself from his creations in 
order to evaluate them – something I understand perfectly in my small way, as I, too, put pen to 
paper occasionally. Quirky business…. 

Most of what I’ve written I grow to cordially detest, even if at the time of composition I might have 
considered myself on the verge of toppling the Bach b minor Mass from its pedestal.  

Britten, too, was notorious for vomiting with nerves before first performances of his works. It’s often 
occurred to me that it wasn’t so much the public’s reception per se that he feared, as his own lack of 
ability to assess the value of what he had written until it had truly seen the light of day in public 
performance. Not necessarily quite the same thing. 

And, talking of Britten, Brahms. (As one does.) Both composers were top of my teenage pops…… 

Abby Smith and Susie 
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Brahms’s 1st and 4th symphonies, the Requiem – Britten’s Serenade, Les Illuminations, the War 
Requiem. 1962 - I vividly remember hearing the first performance over the airwaves from Coventry 
Cathedral. Couldn’t get enough. Then, suddenly, I could no longer abide a note of either composer – 
total overkill - and have only over the years returned to Britten in a qualified kind of way. Even more 
qualified in the case of Brahms, though there are still things that I love. 

Ironically of course Britten couldn’t stand Brahms (nor could Stravinsky for that matter), and used to 
take down Brahms scores from his library shelves every few years, play them through, then say 
“thought so” before plonking them back in the cupboard. What a shame the chronology was all 
wrong – Brahms was famous for his snorts of derision and on one occasion, as he was leaving a 
party, uttered the words “If there is anyone here I have failed to insult, I offer him my apologies.” 

Ah – would that he had encountered Britten at that same party…. 

Ooh! Got carried away and nearly forgot to tell you that I’ve had my first swim of the year in the 
Mediterranean – 26 May to be precise. Absolute heaven. Been two or three times since, but there’s 
been a lot of wind and waves, making for a slightly scary current. Quite surreal, though, is the 
sensation of swimming on your back while gazing up at the snow-covered Alps! Won’t last much 
longer now, so let’s hope the wind decides to calm down before the snow disappears completely. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Been hiring soloists for our annual Messiah this December. As luck would have it, the Opéra de Paris 
Bastille is putting on Berlioz’s les Troyens at the same time – a monumental work if there ever was 
one, spread as it normally is over two entire evenings, with a cast (and cost) of thousands. 

They #-ers have gobbled up every single bass/baritone in France!  
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We’ve got our soprano, alto, and tenor, but I’ve tried six basses so far without success. Casting the 
net a little wider, I’ve tried a few “Errol’s babies”, as Susie calls them. Firstly Simon Bailey, who sang 
in my chorus at the European Union Opera in 1998 and is now in demand all over the place. Simon 
would love to have come, but he’s appearing in Janáček’s From the House of the Dead at the opera 
house in Brno. David Stout – not actually one of my babies, but one of Bunny Botha’s from the 
Drakensberg Choir School (my friend who passed away in S.  Africa a while back). David and I have 
worked together at Wexford on several productions, but he’s singing Britten’s War Requiem in 
Swansea the same night. Wouldn’tcha know it! 

Last, Thomas Hopkinson, a young Wexford chorister with a velvety bass voice – just the ticket…….no, 
he’s just been offered a substantial contract with Opera North which means he’s not available. NOR 
is he now available to do the 2018 Wexford season either! That’s the point though – little birdies 
have got to fly the nest.  

Opera North, in case you didn’t know, is in Leeds – as in “Kiss my arse, I come from Leeds.” Which, 
if you listen carefully, is the default text adopted by all English speaking opera singers when they 
forget their words. It’ll fit any metre, any scansion, any tessitura, pretty much any melodic shape and 
can be delivered in a convincing Italian, German, French, or Russian accent au besoin. Works a treat 
– a real lifesaver! 

Just got this from Liz Starr.  

 

(Dr. Elizabeth Starr to you - Faculty of Education, University 
of Windsor, Canada.) 

Liz is a visitor to the Ristretto summer Academy, but 
currently in Oxford where she took this photograph, to 
which she added the enlightening caption : 

Inspector Morse gets his man – it was 

the Oxford don whodunit. 

How terribly observant! 

Bang on Liz! 

Well spotted! 

 

Morse - arrest him forthwith!! 

 

Sadly things in South Africa seem to be going steadily from bad to worse. The ANC continues to ship 
thousands of homeless vagrants into the Cape Province to vote out the multiracial Democratic 
Alliance which currently holds sway. ANC corruption in high places grows increasingly rife, and we’ve 
just heard from Susie’s family in Pretoria that they’ve had two days without electricity. Why? 
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Crooked ANC officials diverting public resources into their own pockets. 

Education standards are plummeting – partly owing to education being put firmly on the back 
burner of national priorities, and again owing to dedicated financial resources being syphoned off by 
corrupt officials. Here’s witness to the current state of literacy in South Africa : 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Not entirely sure how (or indeed where) to put it, but the implications of such illiteracy in a medical 
context could easily imply danger to life and limb. The culprit’s identity has been blotted out, leaving 
no clue as to the provenance of the prescription, but it’s sure as eggs issued by someone in a 
position of responsibility. 

These aren’t eggs below – au contraire - grapefruit from the magnificent garden of the protected 
establishment where I mentioned we’d played Vivaldi and Sollima. Presented to us by the kids in 
solemn procession from the back of the hall - we each received a beautifully done-up panier. The 
best possible remuneration for our efforts! 

 


