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A note from  Director Helen Yeomans 

The production of One World has been a year in the making and the accumulation of nine years of songwriting for 

Glorious Chorus. The inspiration for One World was the result of two events; firstly, I realised that a lot of the songs 

that I’d written for the choir followed a theme, that there was a thread running through them; secondly, I had be-

come interested in the prophesies of many ancient cultures around the world which highlight great changes for man-

kind as we progress through this new millennium. The more I researched, the more I believed that these times we 

live in are to be ones of great significance, and also that, unlike the outcomes portrayed by Hollywood, there is great 

cause for hope and positivity for the future.  

The songs and readings that have been chosen reflect some of the key themes of how mankind has evolved in this 

era that we have been living in. The scene is set at the beginning of the programme with the presentation in ‘One 

World / Earth Blessing’ of all that we hold dear, and the fragility of our planet. The threat to our environment is 

brought further into relief in the subsequent songs and readings and the relationships we have with the environment 

and each other. The programme moves on to look at the might of warfare, its cost, both on a human and financial 

level and how violence and warfare has become linked to faith. Our relationships with each other with regard to con-

trol, power and financial gain is examined further through the window of slavery, both past and present. The first half 

ends on a positive note, however, as the possibility of greater understanding, forgiveness and redemption is offered 

through the beautiful song, Amazing Grace, the story of the slaver who saw the error of his ways and turned his back 

on this lucrative trade. 

The second half calls us to ‘wake up’, rejoicing in the courage of ordinary people and those who have made a stand 

for what they believe in.  We call upon those in power to ‘do the right thing’,  follow the truthful and non-violent way, 

treating all men as equal. As individuals we can make our small mark; collectively, we can affect real positive change 

and make the world a better place. For every wrong deed, there are ten good deeds, and there is a rising swell, an 

underbelly of enlightened thought and action, which is growing. We are the warriors of peace. As the Hopi elder said, 

“We are the ones we have been waiting for”. 

The Readings 

We wanted the programme to flow from song to song by way of texts being read by members of the choir. This was 

partly to avoid the use of a ‘narrator’ and also to complement and enhance the artistic content of the music with po-

etry, quotes, sacred texts. We decided to use a variety of readers, as the texts lent themselves to being read by differ-

ent personalities with different tones, therefore creating extra texture.  ‘The Cost Of’ piece was collated from the 

internet using reliable sources. The other texts were chosen to link specific songs together, according to theme. 

We are lucky in Glorious Chorus to have in our midst some extraordinary talent, including some fine poets. We have 

chosen two poems by Daverick Leggett for the first half,  ‘A Song of Gratitude’ and ‘Eve’s Diary’, and in the second 

half, ‘Revelation’, by Stephanie Bailey.  

Percussion and Choreography 

We have used the talents of percussionist, Felicity Scott, in One World, to create extra atmosphere as well as to ac-

company the songs and readings. Felicity is new to the choir, but already feels like she’s been with us for years! It has 

been a joy to work with her. 

All the choreography has been devised & taught by Catherine Wilcox, who also sings in the choir. Catherine has cho-

sen specific songs to choreograph, using gestures rather than complicated routines, to punctuate and enhance the 

content of the songs. 

We hope to have created a meaningful and beautiful piece of art, not just a collection of songs, to make for a rich, 

textural experience for the audience. The purpose of One World has always been that of contemplation, absorption 

and celebration. 
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First Half      lyrics and readings 
 

One World / Earth Blessing 

H.Yeomans 2008 
 

One world, one mandala. The sun and moon, the 
fire and rain, the earth and sky, the seed and 
grain. A million years could pass us by, the song 
will still remain the same. One world. 
 
Blackbird sings in the morning light, 
All things beautiful and all things bright, oh yeah. 
Om, asato ma sad gamaya. Om, tamaso ma jyotir 
gamaya 
 
Hallelujah, hallelujah, halleluiah! 
 
Rain falls gently upon the land, dealt by the grace 
of nature’s hand, oh yeah. 
 
Blessed are we who know the worth of every liv-
ing thing on this earth, oh yeah. 
 
Turn our face to the rising sun, we are all and all 
are one, oh yeah. 
 
Hallelujah, hallelujah, halleluiah! 
 
(the Sanskrit mantra means ‘lead me from dark-
ness into light and from ignorance to truth’) 
 

A Song of Gratitude 
Daverick Leggett, 2009 
 
Fresh from the morning spring  
The first drops of song 
From the blackbird’s bright beak 
 
The splashing of rain  
exuberant in its lovemaking  
With the dancing leaves 
 
The boiling sun 
At the rim of the world uprising 
And the dawn riding ashore  
on the back of a silken sea 
 
Each day the world lays such gifts  
at the hearts doorstep 

Sunshine, rain and birdsong 
Calling us awake 
 

This is how the world in its ecstasy  
whispers at the door of our loneliness 
 
In such days as these 
When the vows we made with the earth 
Are forgotten, we have made of this 
Oldest of all marriages a broken thing 
A separation that kills 
the world a stranger to our hearts 
 
Listen 
The world whispers at the door of our loneliness 
knowing how in our waking hearts 
this brokenness is mended 
The world’s mandala made again 
By these songs of gratitude 
 
For the liquid birdsong  
For the kiss of rain 
For the fierce touch of sun 
 
We who have known these blessings rejoice 
And through our voices 
the broken mandala is made whole 
And turns again 
 
One world, one mandala 
Through these gratitudes 
All shall be renewed 
 
Fresh from the morning spring  
The first drops of song 
From the blackbird’s bright beak 
 
The splashing of rain  
exuberant in its lovemaking  
With the dancing leaves 
 
The boiling sun 
At the rim of the world uprising 
And the dawn riding ashore  
on the back of a silken sea 
 
This is how the world in its ecstasy  
whispers at the door of our loneliness 
Calling us awake 
And how through these gratitudes 
Everything we love, can be saved. 

One World   
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Dewdrop 
Rabindranath Tagore (1861–1941) 
 
Through many years, 
At great expense, 
Journeying through many countries, 
I went to see high mountains, 
I went to see oceans, 
Only I had not seen, 
At my very doorstep, 
The dew drop glistening 
On the ear of the corn. 
 

Children of Tomorrow     

H.Yeomans, 2009 

 
In this world of ours we are but passengers in 
time, 
Inheriting the seas, the land, the skies from those 
before. 
Upon us is bestowed divine responsibility 
The future for our children is held in our custody. 
 
Follow the wind of truth. 
Here we stand united as we  
Sing!  
 
All the world better listen now, 
Everybody got to take a little time to think about 
what we leave for the children of tomorrow. 
All the world better listen now, 
Everybody got to take a little time to share what 
we have today. 
 
Here, all the children celebrate, cos today the sun 
is shining. While over there, far away in Africa, all 
the children pray for rain. 
 
One day, the wise ones say that when we’ve cut 
down all of the trees and taken the fish from the 
seas, we’ll finally realise that money can’t keep 
you alive, 
Hear my prayer. 
 
Here, where we water gardens green, through the 
fountains gaily playing. Playing free. While over 
there. Where the earth is scorched and bare, rain 
is just a distant memory. 
 
One day, the wise ones say that when we’ve used 
up all of the oil and poisoned the sky and the soil, 

we’ll finally realise that money can’t keep you 
alive, 
Hear my prayer. 
Time, take a little bit, take time. 

 

Eve’s Diary 
Daverick Leggett, 2011 
 
Eve’s diary, paradise 2011…”God called by the 
other day to ask how we were doing. Well, the 
breeding seems to be going well I said. We 
reached our first billion in 1800, two billion by 
1920, four billion by 1960 and we should reach 
eight by 2025. God pulled out his pocket calcula-
tor. Nice work he said. How’s the garden? I told 
him about the improvements me and Adam had 
been making. Hmmm let’s see…We’re knocking 
out 50,000 species of plant, insect and animal 
every year, we’ve got 200,000 acres of forest on 
fire as we speak, we’ve taken out half the rainfor-
ests in the last fifty years and we’re currently run-
ning at 24 billion tons of topsoil eroded every 
year. I smiled at him. God turned to leave. Of 
course, there has been the usual array of false 
prophets and I admit there have been a few slip-
ups: Chernobyl, Deepwater Horizon, Fukishima 
but we’re making progress. Progress… have you 
been talking to that snake? Where are you going 
exactly? God asked. What a strange question. I 
didn’t know what to say but anyway he was al-
ready off down the path at a trot. Oh and we’re 
running out of a few things I called. I saw him later 
taking photographs of the smallest things. He 
looked like he’d been crying. Never did under-
stand him”. 

 

Harvest for the World                     

 Isley Bros./ arr: H.Yeomans (2006) 

All babies together, everyone a seed. Half of us 
are satisfied, half of us in need.                                                   
The less beautiful in us, tarnished by our greed, 

When will there be a harvest for the world? 

A nation planted, so concerned with gain As the 
seasons come and go, greater grows the pain.                                         
And far too many are feeling the strain, 

Oh when will there be a harvest for the world? 

Gather every man, gather every woman. Cele-
brate your lives, give thanks for your    
Children. Gather everyone, gather all together 
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Overlook enough, hoping life gets better for the 
world. 

A harvest for the world, a harvest for the world. 
 
Dress me up for battle, when all I want is peace. 
Those of us who pay the price come with the 
least. 
And nation after nation turning into beasts, 
When will there be a harvest for the world? 
 

The Cost Of…                                    

 Compiled by Helen Yeomans 

 (sourced from the internet), 2011 

 

The cost of one M16A2 rifle: 586 dollars 

The cost of immunizing a child in a developing 
country against most life-threatening diseases: 18 
dollars 

The cost of one general purpose 500lb HE bomb: 
25,000 dollars 

The cost of curing a cataract in Nepal: 21 dollars 
and 71 cents 

The cost of one M1A2 artillery tank: 4.3 million 
dollars 

The cost of building a latrine in Nigeria: 2,500 dol-
lars 

The cost of one F22 fighter plane: 35 million dol-
lars 

The cost of drilling a well in Kenya: 3,600 dollars 

The cost of the Iraq War to the US government: 
400 million dollars per day 

The cost of feeding a child at school in a develop-
ing country: 25 cents per day 

Total military spending worldwide per year: one 
and a half trillion dollars 

 

The money required to eradicate hunger for eve-
ryone in the world has been estimated at 30 bil-
lion dollars a year. It's a huge sum of money...... 
about as much as the world spends on the mili-
tary each week. 

 

No More War                                           

H. Yeomans, 2004 

No more war.  

It’s time to free ourselves from suffering and pain.                                                  
Oh Lord, as we stand at your door, how do we 
bear the shame of acting in your name?                 

Oh, for a world without hunger. With bread, not 
bombs, for our children. Finding a way to unity; 
One god, one love, for us all. 

No more war! It’s time to fill our hearts with tears 
of joy again. 

Survivors 
Siegfred Sassoon, 1917 
 
No doubt they'll soon get well;  

The shock and strain  ͖                                            

Have caused their stammering, disconnected talk. 

Of course they're "longing to go out again,"                                                
These boys with old, scared faces, learning to 
walk,  ͖                             

They'll soon forget their haunted nights; their 
cowed  ͖                                     

Subjection to the ghosts of friends who died,  ͖                                                   
Their dreams that drip with murder; and they'll be 
proud  ͖                                       

 Of glorious war that shatter'd all their pride ...  ͖                                               
Men who went out to battle, grim and glad;  ͖                                             
Children, with eyes that hate you, broken and 
mad.    

 

Where have all the young men gone?   

Taken from Seeger /Hickerson song:  

‘Where have all the flowers gone?’   1955 - 1960 

 

Where have all the young men gone, long time 
passing?                                

Where have all the young men gone, long time 
ago?                                    

Where have all the young men gone?    

Gone to soldiers every one.                 

When will we ever learn, when will we ever 
learn? 

 

My Future                                                 

Emily Middleton, 2006 

‘Other people live in fear of gun massacres, heart 
attacks, car smashes, plane crashes, horrific back-
street slaughters.  But me? I can tell you my fu-
ture: All two hours and twenty-six minutes of it.  

 

I can tell you how I will be swaddled in wires like a 
new-born in a blanket; how plastic and metal will 
nestle in my flesh like vital organs.  
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How the firm push in the small of my back will 
feel like a mother sending her son into the play-
ground on his first day of school. I can tell you 
how I will step down the path of the grey terraced 
house.  

 

How I will walk along the pavement clutching my 
belly, nursing my newly acquired child.  

I can tell you how my sweat will mingle with dor-
mant electrons;  How I will whisper my instruc-
tions like a mantra as I clutch the slippery surface 
of the handrail of the number 47. 

 

 I can tell you how I will disembark deftly despite 
my bulk, slip into the crowd as an otter enters the 
water.  

 

I can tell you how I will murmur my final prayers. 
cradling my phantom foetus; clinging to the im-
age of Heaven's open gates like a daughter torn 
from her father's hand. How my finger will flick 
the switch as the clock tolls twelve’. 

 
 

Soldier, Martyr, Brother, Son 
H. Yeomans, 2006 
 
Soldier, martyr, precious brother son. 
Strip your uniform down, peel away your shield. 
See no danger, feel no pain….do they give you a 
medal for feeling nothing at all? 
 
Soldier, there is no victory.  
Only love will endure when we go from here. The 
blood you’ve spilt will be poppies in the spring.   

 

Mother, saviour. Silent tears fall 
Wonders how her love couldn’t make him stay. 
Ask no questions, hear no lies.  

Forever her beautiful baby, cradled in her arms. 

Caged Bird  
Maya Angelou, 1983 
 
A free bird leaps on the back of the wind 
and floats downstream till the current ends 
and dips his wing in the orange suns rays and 
dares to claim the sky. 
 
But a bird that stalks down his narrow cage 

can seldom see through his bars of rage 
his wings are clipped and his feet are tied so he 
opens his throat to sing. 
 
The caged bird sings with a fearful trill 
of things unknown but longed for still 
and his tune is heard on the distant hill 
for the caged bird sings of freedom. 
 
The free bird thinks of another breeze 
and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees 
and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright lawn 
and he names the sky his own. 
 
But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams 
his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream 
his wings are clipped and his feet are tied so he 
opens his throat to sing. 
 
The caged bird sings with a fearful trill 
of things unknown but longed for still 
and his tune is heard on the distant hill 
for the caged bird sings of freedom. 
 

Sugar and Spice                                  

H. Yeomans, 2006 

Weh-a-weho, weh-a-weho-ah                                                                                                   

Sugar and spice and all things nice, mmm…..                                                

Brought to our shores at a heavy price   

The slaver lined his pockets with gold,     
paid with another man’s body and soul, oh no. 
 
Tobacco and rum and sugar cane. 
Picked from the ground under shackle and chain. 
After all the money was made they signed an end 
to this twisted trade, oh no. 
 
Put soul to the biblical tales and sang the blues of 
the freedom trail. 
When there was no cure, they found their sanctu-
ary in the Lord. 
 
Little Thai girl in a sweat shop den. 
Feeding her brothers at the age of ten. 
The memories fade but the truth remains, we said 
we’d never ever do it again, oh no. 
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Still I Rise 
Maya Angelou, 1978 
 
You may write me down in history 
With your bitter, twisted lies, 
You may trod me in the very dirt 
But still, like dust, I'll rise. 
 
Does my sassiness upset you? 
Why are you beset with gloom? 
'Cause I walk like I've got oil wells 
Pumping in my living room. 
 
Just like moons and like suns, 
With the certainty of tides, 
Just like hopes springing high, 
Still I'll rise. 
 
Did you want to see me broken? 
Bowed head and lowered eyes? 
Shoulders falling down like teardrops. 
Weakened by my soulful cries. 
 
Does my haughtiness offend you? 
Don't you take it awful hard 
'Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines 
Diggin' in my own back yard. 
 
You may shoot me with your words, 
You may cut me with your eyes, 
You may kill me with your hatefulness, 
But still, like air, I'll rise. 
 
Does my sexiness upset you? 
Does it come as a surprise 
  

That I dance like I've got diamonds 
At the meeting of my thighs? 
Out of the huts of history's shame 
I rise 
Up from a past that's rooted in pain 
I rise 
I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide, 
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. 
Leaving behind nights of terror and fear 
I rise 
Into a daybreak that's wondrously clear 
I rise 
Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave, 
I am the dream and the hope of the slave. 
I rise, I rise, I rise. 

 

Amazing Grace  

J.Newton/S.Cooke/arr: H. Yeomans 2010 

Amazing grace, how sweet the sound, 

Saved a soul like me, wo-who 

I once was lost but now am found, 

Was blind but now I see                          

 The Story of John Newton                             
complied by Colin Middleton, 2011 

The year was 1748. The merchant ship 
'Greyhound' was returning to Britain when she 
encountered a great Atlantic storm.  On board 
was John Newton, who would soon make a career 
shipping slaves to the New World. 
'That 10th of March', wrote Newton, 'is a day 
much to be remembered by me - for on that day 
the Lord came from on high & delivered me out of 
deep waters. - The sea had torn away the upper 
timbers on one side & made the ship a mere 
wreck in a few minutes - it was - almost miracu-
lous that any of us survived to relate the story'. 
After a 9 hour stint on the pumps, Newton took 
the wheel & reflected on his dissolute life.  
'About 6 in the evening, I heard that the ship was 
freed from water - I thought I saw the hand of 
God displayed in our favour. I began to pray. My 
prayer for Mercy was like the cry of the ravens, 
which yet the Lord does not disdain to hear.  This 
was the first desire I had breathed for Mercy for 
many years!' 
Nevertheless Newton's ordeal was to last a fur-
ther month until eventually the wind changed di-
rection and at last the ship found refuge in an Irish 
lough. 
Newton later wrote, 'My Gracious Lord, - I have 
now cause to praise thee for that terrible storm, 
which first shook my infidelity'. 
He would in due course write the hymn now 
known by its opening words, 'Amazing Grace, how 
sweet the sound', & help finally abolish the slave 
trade. 
'It will always be a subject of humiliating reflection 
to me, that I was once an active instrument in a 
business at which my heart now shudders'. 
                                                                                     

End of First Half 
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Second Half       lyrics & readings 
 
I Have A Dream  
Excerpt from speech by Martin Luther King, 1963 
 
“….But there is something that I must say to my 
people who stand on the warm threshold which 
leads into the palace of justice. In the process of 
gaining our rightful place we must not be guilty of 
wrongful deeds. Let us not seek to satisfy our 
thirst for freedom by drinking from the cup of bit-
terness and hatred. We must forever conduct our 
struggle on the high plane of dignity and disci-
pline. We must not allow our creative protest to 
degenerate into physical violence. Again and 
again we must rise to the majestic heights of 
meeting physical force with soul force”.  

“I have a dream that one day this nation will rise 
up and live out the true meaning of its creed: "We 
hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men 
are created equal." I have a dream that my chil-
dren will one day live in a nation where they will 
not be judged by the colour of their skin but by 
the content of their character….” 

Deep River / Many Rivers to Cross 

Trad./J. Cliff/arr: H. Yeomans 2006 

Deep river, my home is over Jordan.            

Deep river, Lord, I want to cross over into camp 
ground. 

Oh, don’t you want to go, to that gospel feast? 
That promised land, where all in peace. 

 

Many rivers to cross, but I still can’t seem to find 
my way over. 

Many rivers to cross, and it’s only my will that 
keeps me alive. 

 

And this loneliness won’t leave me alone.  It’s so 
hard to be on your own. 

I’ve been left and I don’t know why, 

I guess I’ll just have to cry. 

 
I’ve got many rivers to cross, but I still can’t seem 
to find my way over. 
 

A Sleep of Prisoners                                             
Christopher Fry, 1951 
The human heart can go to the lengths of God. 

Dark and cold we may be, but this 
Is no winter now. The frozen misery 
Of centuries breaks, cracks, begins to move; 
The thunder is the thunder of the floes, 
The thaw, the flood, the upstart Spring. 
Thank God our time is now when wrong 
Comes up to face us everywhere, 
Never to leave us ‘til we take 
The longest stride of soul men ever took. 
Affairs are now soul size. 
The enterprise is exploration into God. 
Where are you making for? It takes 
So many thousand years to wake, 
But will you wake for pity’s sake? 
 

 

Tumblin’ 
H. Yeomans 2007 
 
One day, I pray, the walls come tumblin’ down. 
The flowers will grow and rise above, take the 
place where the stones once stood,  
Oh Lord. 
 
One day, I pray, the birds will sing once more. 
The songs of freedom rise above, take the place 
of the whistles and the drums, 
Oh Lord. 
One day I pray, the walls come a-tumblin’  

One day, I pray, we’ll live together as one.  

The guns and bombs and back street toys will 
have no place for our girls and boys,      oh Lord. 

 

The Fall of the Berlin Wall       
Personal account, Andreos Ramos, 1989 
 
The crowd had swollen. People were blowing long 
alpine horns which made a huge noise. There 
were fireworks, kites, flags, dogs and  children. 
The wall was finally breaking.  

To get a better view, hundreds of people were 
climbing onto a shop on the West German side.  
 All along the building, people poured up the wall. 
At the Berlin Wall itself, which is 3 meters high, 
people had climbed up and were sitting astride. 
The final slab was moved away. A stream of East 
Germans began to pour through.  
People applauded and slapped their backs. A 
woman handed me a giant bottle of wine, which I 
opened and she and I began to pour cups of wine 
and hand them to the East Germans.  
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Looking around, I saw an indescribable joy in peo-
ple's faces. It was the end of the government tell-
ing people what not to do, it was the end of the 
Wall, the war, the East, the West. If East Germans 
were going west, then we should go east, so we 
poured into East Berlin. Around me, people spoke 
German, French, Polish, Russian, every language.  
Near me, a knot of people cheered as the mayors 
of East Berlin and West Berlin met and shook 
hands. I stood with several East German guards, 
their rifles slung over their shoulders. I asked 
them if they had bullets in those things. They 
grinned and said no. From some houses, someone 
had set up loudspeakers and played Beethoven's 
ninth symphony: Alle Menschen werden Bruder. 
All people become brothers.  
On top of every building were thousands of peo-
ple. Berlin was out of control. There was no more 
government, neither in East nor in West. The po-
lice and the army were helpless. The soldiers 
themselves were overwhelmed by the event. 
They were part of the crowd. Their uniforms 
meant nothing. The Wall was down. 
 

Break ‘em Down 
H.Yeomans, 2011 
 
Free, we shall be free, halleluiah! 
 
Break em’ down, let the walls come tumblin’ 
down, let the walls come down, so the flowers 
can grow, take the place where the stones once 
stood. 
 

What Is Your Tree? 
Julia Butterfly Hill, 2008 
 
What is it in your life that calls you to be bigger 
than what you think is possible, for yourself and 
for your world? What is it that calls you to stretch 
beyond what’s comfortable into the places that 
are uncomfortable? And to realise that you are 
more powerful and more magical than your mind 
could have believed….’ 
 

Kyrie Eleison 
H.Yeomans, 2011 
 
Kyrie, kyrie, kyrie eleison. Amen 
(Oh Lord, have mercy) 
 

Some of those who have made a stand for 
Peace    Compiled by Glorious Chorus, 2011 

 
14th Dalai Lama 

Thich Nhat Hahn 

Aung San Suu Kyi 

Mata Amritanandamayi  

Archbishop Desmond Tutu 

Nelson Mandela 

Julia Butterfly Hill 

Ay Weiwei 

Leyla Zana 

Vandana Shiva 

Dr Helen Caldicott 

Ron Kovic 

Bassam Armani 

Ernesto Cortes 

Adolfo Perez Esquivel 

Rene Ngongo 

Mother Theresa 

Martin Luther King 

Henry Dunant 

Victor Jara 

Albert Schweitzer 

Rosa Parks 

Emiline Pankhurst 

Harriet Tubman 

Thomas Merton 

Chief Seattle 

Jeanette Rankin 

Ken Saro-Wiwa 

Cesar Chavez 

Chico Mendes 

Petra Kelly 

Rachel Corrie 

Archbishop Oscar Romero 

Maha Ghosananda 

Mahatma Gandhi 

 

There is  more information about these peace-
makers on our website. 
 

Nobel Peace Prize acceptance speech                                                   
Excerpt   Martin Luther King, 1964 

“...I refuse to accept the view that mankind is so 
tragically bound to the starless midnight of racism 
and war that the bright daybreak of peace and 
brotherhood can never become a reality. 
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Civilization and violence are antithetical concepts. 
Sooner or later all the people of the world will 
have to discover a way to live together in peace, 
and thereby transform this pending cosmic elegy 
into a creative psalm of brotherhood. If this is to 
be achieved, man must evolve for all human con-
flict a method which rejects revenge, aggression 
and retaliation. The foundation of such a method 
is love.” 

“I have the audacity to believe that people every-
where can have three meals a day for their bod-
ies, education and culture for their minds, and 
dignity, equality and freedom for their spirits. 
(And) I believe that unarmed truth and uncondi-
tional love will have the final word in reality. This 
is why right temporarily defeated is stronger than 
evil triumphant...” 

 Stronger                                                           
H. Yeomans, 2008 

I believe that love is stronger than hate          

And I believe that will is stronger than fate.   

I believe that truth is stronger than lies, blazing its 
trail though deceit and disguise. 

And I know that a child believes in perfection, and 
enters this world with the key to the door. We’ll 
leave as we came stripped bare of all gain, with 
only our love to remember….. 

I believe that love is stronger than hate. 
 
I believe that peace is stronger than war, 
Than the stolen spoils they’re fighting for. 
I believe that right will one day be done,     And 
the Lord will show mercy on the deeds of the 
dumb. 
 
And I want us all to be believe in perfection. 
Together we’ll share the key to the door. 
We’ll leave as we came stripped bare of all gain, 
with only our love to remember….. 
I believe that love is stronger than hate. 
 
Stronger, I believe that love is stronger. 
I believe in love. 
 
I believe that we are stronger as one. 
For freedom we’ll stand ‘til thy kingdom come. 
I believe that yes is stronger than no, 
And if we are the future that’s where I want to go. 
 

The child in us all believes in perfection. 
Together we’ll find our way through the door. 
We’ll leave as we came stripped bare of all gain, 
with only our love to remember….. 
I believe that love is stronger than hate. 
 
Stronger, I believe that love is stronger. 
I believe in love.  
Believe in love. 
 
 

We Are The Ones                                                     
Hopi Native American text 

A Hopi elder speaks: 
"You have been telling the people that this is the 
Eleventh Hour, 
now you must go back and tell the people that 
this is the Hour.  
And there are things to be considered: 
Where are you living? What are you doing? 
What are your relationships?  
Are you in right relation? 
Where is your water? 
Know your garden. 
 
It is time to speak your Truth. 
Create your community. 
Be good to each other. And do not look outside 
yourself for the leader."  
 
Then he clasped his hands together, smiled, and 
said, 
" This could be a good time! "   
 
There is a river flowing now very fast. 
It is so great and swift, that there are those who 
will be afraid. 
They will try to hold on to the shore. 
They will feel they are being torn apart and will 
suffer greatly. 
Know the river has its destination. 
The elders say we must let go of the shore, push 
off into the middle of the river, 
keep our eyes open, and our heads above the wa-
ter. 
 
And I say, see who is in there with you and cele-
brate. 
 
At this time in history, we are to take nothing per-
sonally. 
Least of all, ourselves. 

http://www.writespirit.net/resources/peace/
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For the moment that we do, 
our spiritual growth and journey comes to a halt. 
The time of the lone wolf is over. 
 
Gather yourselves! Banish the word struggle from 
your attitude and your vocabulary. 
All that we do now must be done in a sacred man-
ner and in celebration. 
 
We are the ones we have been waiting for. 
 
 

Glorious Chorus / Hosanna 
H. Yeomans 2005 
 
Blessed are the angels, praising ‘hosanna!’ 
Glorious Chorus, sing halleluiah! 
Songs of the ancient, and songs of today.  
Born of creation, ‘til the end of time. 
 
Glory unto me and glory unto you. 
Break down the walls so we can all walk through. 
Sing all together, rejoice as one. 
Sing out your spirit and be free 
 
Lift your spirit, touch the sky,  
Watch your troubles fly away. 
Lift your spirit, touch the sky, freedom is the first 
and foremost birthright of us all. 
 
Praise to thee, hosanna! 
Praise and glory unto thee. 
One love, one heart, one maker, halleluiah! 
 
In this world of ours, we are passengers in time. 
Inheriting the seas, inheriting the land. 
Upon you bestow responsibility, 
The future for our children is in our custody. 
 
You are the sun above and we are the light that 
shines. 
And you are the rain that falls and we are the 
flowers that grow. 
And you are the air we breathe and we are the 
voices singing to you. 
 
Down the road we go, so boldly and so brave. 
Firstly to destroy and finally to save. 
Why do we work so hard to try and reach the 
stars, 
When all that is perfection is already ours? 
 
Praise to thee, hosanna 

Praise to thee, hosanna 
Sing it in the valley, lets all sing it from the hilltops, 
Like the bells that ring and the birds that sing 
We sing our song, we sing our song to you. 
 

Revelation 
Stephanie Bailey, 1992 
 
There cometh a time 

When the chained sublime 

Shall walk chainless. 
 

So be it written 

So be it done 
 

Think not thou art the chosen one, 

For here comes Mother Cruel, turning King into 
Fool. 
  

Peace! For a past 

That is now 

That is here. 
 

Peace! To the holders of the burning spear. 

In peace and love anyhow 

I vow 
 

The time is now. 

 

Line-up! 
H.Yeomans, 2005 
 
Line-up, line-up, woh, for your place in the peace-
able kingdom. Yeah! 
Bring your songs of freedom for a brave new 
world, 
Let me hear you sing, sing now! 
 
The rich and the poor 
The weak and the strong 
The humble and the proud, won’t  u sing out loud! 
The merciful of heart 
The sinner and the saint 
The forgiven and the wrong, find your voice in 
song! 
No differentiation of black and white 
Let the Arab man stand by the Israelite 
There ain’t no creed 
There ain’t no colour 
But the blood that flows through your  
Sister and brother! 

 

End of Show 
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Helen Yeomans’ Story – from fashion buyer to song-
writer... 

Helen Yeomans, who directs and composes all the music for Glorious Chorus, 
has a story to inspire. Having enjoyed a musical childhood, she gave up all 
musical interests at the age of 13 to follow an academic course culminating in 
a degree in Geography from Manchester University. She then pursued a ca-
reer in fashion buying, working for House of Fraser and BHS in their head of-
fices in London.  

In her twenties she went on to travel solo around the world for a year-and-a-
half before returning home in the early 1990’s to build and run her own res-
taurant in Brixton, London. When she became pregnant in 1995 with her first 
child, she moved to the West Country and sold the restaurant, believing her life as a career woman to be 
over. 

Then one morning in her late thirties she awoke with the desire to sing. Finding childcare for her two tod-
dlers, she turned up one evening at the weekly meeting of a local community choir, and the rest is history. 
Everything changed for Helen that night. She felt profoundly moved, as if all the scattered parts of her life 
had finally come home. A couple of years later she composed her first song for choirs, ‘Chanson’, which 
quickly became a favourite encore song and in 2003 she formed her own choir, Glorious Chorus, for which 
she would write and arrange all the music. 

Helen is entirely self-taught, learning how to write music by looking over her old piano books and copying 
the symbols, painstakingly writing everything down in pencil, then in ink pen. She continues to work songs 
out on the piano, the subject matter for her songs coming from stories and themes she reads about and 
hears in her everyday life. Stories that touch the heart of the singers and audiences alike: of love and loss, 
current affairs, the global family and the yearning for peace. Helen aims to move the audience, to touch 
and stir something within that is waiting to be activated and ignited.  

Glorious Chorus is unique in presenting new programmes of original music every year and the songs  – all 
sung acappella – are arranged for both the full choir and smaller ensembles. Helen also writes specifically 
for her male and female soloists, who add extra dazzle. Helen’s songwriting was recognised in 2006 with 
the award of “Honourable Mention Winner” by the Unisong International Songwriting Competition. Her 
songs are taught to choirs all around the country and Helen also writes to commission, the most recent be-
ing for Alice Oswald’s Dart project in 2010.  

Glorious Chorus 

Glorious Chorus is an a-cappella choir, founded in 2003 by director, Helen Yeomans,  It is based in Buckfas-
tleigh in South Devon and attracts singers from all over South Devon. Helen writes all the music for the 
choir - original songs and arrangements with a message that move audiences and performers alike,  cover-
ing topics such as love and loss, care for the environment and the yearning for peace. 

Glorious Chorus comprises approximately 30 people from across the South West, with a wide range of ages 
and backgrounds.  The predominantly amateur singers are all trained in vocal technique and performance 
to achieve polished performances, whilst retaining passion and spontaneity. 

Glorious Chorus caught the attention of the BBC's Last Choir Standing television series in 2009 when they 
were short-listed to compete for the competition finals. However, the choir decided not to compete once 
the singers learnt that they could not perform any original music. The originality of its material and the pas-
sion and polished delivery are what make the choir so unique and watchable. 

Glorious Chorus collaborated with commercial rap artist, Sam Welch, and pop producers, 'The Competi-
tion', last summer (2010) with the release of Fabio World Cup Song. This release coincided with England's 
participation in the World Cup finals and accrued over 200,000 hits on the video website youtube as well as 
airplay on numerous sports TV channels. The song was performed live at Glastonbury last summer at a 
number of the choir's fixtures at the festival.  
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Glorious Chorus scored another publicity hit in December 2010 with the release of their flashmob video of 
Fairytale of New York, Helen's arrangement of The Pogues' classic. This video accrued over 7,000 hits on 
youtube in less than a fortnight over the  Christmas period.  

Glorious Chorus has performed at a range of festivals including Glastonbury, Port Eliot and the Home Festi-
val at Dartington in recent years.  

This year, the choir was thrilled to be invited to perform at the Tagore Festival at Dartington Hall, Devon, to 
celebrate the 150th anniversary of Rabindranath Tagore’s birth 

Details of forthcoming performances , including One World can be found on our website. 

 

Glorious Chorus – the “Transition” choir? 

Just a few miles away from its rehearsal base in Buckfastleigh is Totnes, where Glorious Chorus has its 

roots. Totnes is known as the pioneering 'Transition Town' - the first in the country to receive the full back-

ing of its town council in taking concrete steps towards a less carbon-dependant community. Glorious Cho-

rus's music shares many themes with those of the Transition Town movement, primarily creating aware-

ness of the fragility of our environment, respect for the inter-connectedness of our ecosystems and concern 

at the un-sustainability of our current energy consumption.  

These themes are brought into sharp relief in the One World production. 

Says Lydia Somerville, Green Party Westminster candidate for Totnes; “Helen Yeomans and her choir Glori-

ous Chorus remind us through their beautiful music and lyrics of what we hold dear, what is essential in this 

life, what we must urgently protect for future generations. For me these songs have a profound resonance 

with what Green politics is about: the wise use of precious resources, the humility of understanding our 

place in the universe, how working together is the only effective way forward, and our ultimate depend-

ence on nature's gifts. I wish them an ever wider audience for their powerful message”. 

 

Glorious Chorus auditions and other singing opportunities 
 

Glorious Chorus holds annual auditions for new singers – anyone interested in joining can visit 

www.gloriouschorus.co.uk or telephone 01803 862028.  

Helen also runs a weekly community choir (open to all without audition) in Plymouth called Plymouth 

Voices.  

In April of this year, Helen also started the Totnes Market Choir which meets at Birdwood House, Totnes 

every Friday from 2 til’ 3pm. Again, there are no auditions and the choir is open to everyone. It is also a 

drop-in choir, so no commitment is necessary.  

Finally, Helen also runs Thula Mama, which promotes singing for mothers with their babies. She runs a 

weekly group in Totnes and distributes cds of favourite songs for all the family. Any information about 

these groups can be found by telephoning 01803 862028, and also by visiting www.thulamama.co.uk 

 

Help from you! 

Glorious Chorus is a non-profit making arts organization which receives no external funding. All the creative 

energy and skills come from within the choir. If you would like to be part of the continued success of Glori-

ous Chorus as a sponsor, please contact info@gloriouschorus.co.uk for details. 
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In addition, if you would like to help promote the choir to carry their message and powerful performances 
further afield, please let us know of any opportunities that you feel may be appropriate, again by emailing 
the above address. 

THANKYOU.. 
On behalf of Glorious Chorus, Helen would like to extend thanks to the following for their support and help: 

Ian Comboy, our beloved vocal coach, who trains the choir in vocal technique and turns great songs into 
masterpieces; 

Catherine Wilcox, our choreographer and artistic director, for her patience, creative flair, life force, humour 
and getting the men to move!  

Inez Aponte, for her sensitivity to the readings and bringing out the best from the readers within the choir; 

Lynne Paterson, for her time-consuming pursuit of copyright for the readings and general administration; 

Mike Brooks, for being the choir’s compere & committee chair; 

Adam Griffin, for helping Helen compile the programme 

Neil Hammacott for general management  and Nirmal Prem for his financial wizardry and ticketing;  

Rob Johns as our roadie and staging guru; 

Mark and Beth for the PA and lighting; 

And finally Phil Grote for the One World logo.  
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