MEG BLANE: A RHAPSODY
OF THE SEA FOR
MEZZO-SOPRANO SOLO,
CHORUS, AND ORCHESTRA



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649433131

Meg Blane: A Rhapsody of the Sea for Mezzo-Soprano Solo, Chorus, and Orchestra by Robert
Buchanan & S. Coleridge-Taylor

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



ROBERT BUCHANAN & S. COLERIDGE-TAYLOR

MEG BLANE: A RHAPSODY
OF THE SEA FOR
MEZZO-SOPRANO SOLO,
CHORUS, AND ORCHESTRA

ﬁTrieste






NOVELLO'S ORIGINAL OCTAVO EDITION.
TO MISS WAKEFIELD.

J‘t‘-/J
/F1r—

MEG BLANE

' A RHAPSODY OF THE SEA

FOR MEZZO-SOPRANO SOLO, CHORUS, AND ORCHESTRA

THE WORDS WRITTEN BY

ROBERT BUCHANAN

THE MUSIC COMFOSED BY

S. COLERIDGE-TAYLOR.

(Or. 48.)

FIRST PERFORMED AT THE SHEFFIELD MUSICAL FESTIVAL, 1goz.

Price Two SHILLINGS.
Tonic Sol-fa, Ninepence.

Loupon: NOVELLO AND COMPANY, LiMiTED

AND
NOVELLO, EWER AND CO, NEW YORK.

Copyright, 19oa, by Novello & Company, Limited.

The right of Public Rep tation and Perf i1 reserved.
The purchase of Scores and Parts carries with ii the right of Public Prrformance. If it is desived to wst hired
or borrowed copies of Scores or Parts, the permission of the Publishers must be first obtained.

G.SCHIRMER, JR.
Beston Musaio Co.)

26 WES| Sl -~ - BUSTON

-]



MEG BLANE

A RHAPSODY OF THE SEA.

PROLOGUE.

* Lord, hearken to me !
Bave all poor souls at sea !
Thy breath is on their cheeks—
Their cheeks are wan with fear;
No man speaks,
For who could hear ?

The wild white water sereams,
The wind eries loud ;

The fireflanght gleams
On gh:a.ﬂ and shroud !

Under the red mast- hght

The hissing surges u?
Thick reeks the storm of night

Round him that steers the ship—
And his eyes are blind,

And he knows not where they run.
Lord, be kind !

Whistle back Thy wind
For the sake of Christ Thy Son | ™

. Black was the oozy lift,

Blant ‘were the sea and land ;

Hither and thither, thick with foam and drift,
Did the deep waters shift,

Swinging with iron clash on stone and sand.,
Faintlier the heavy rain was falling,
Faintlier, faintlier the wind wae f
With hollower echoes up the drifting dark !
While the swift rockets shooting h the

Flnshn?l;m the fosm-fleck'd reef with phantom
o
An;mu the pﬁbcins outline of the bark,
and falling like a living thing,
huddering, sshi i
“'h.lie huwlmg hnsﬂm white breakers

Bpat blmdmss in the dank eyes of despair.

Then one crizd, ' Bhe has sunk!"—and on
the shore
Men shook, and on the heights the women eried ;
But, lo! the outline of the bark once more !
While flashing faint the blue light rose and died.

Ah, God, put out Thy hand ! all for the sake

Of little ones, and weary hearts that wake

Be gentle ! chain the fierce waves with a chain |

Let the gaunt seaman's little boys and girla

Bit on his knee and play with his black curls
Yet once again |

And breathe the frail lad safely shrough the

Back to the hungry mother in her home !

And gpare the bad man with the frenzied eye ;
Kisg h.l.\;l for Clrist's sake, bid Thy death
Heha.t.h io héart to die !

Now faintlier blew the wind, the thin rain ceasad,
The thick cloud cleared like smoke from off
the sirand,
For, lo! & bright bine glimmer in the East—
God putting out His hand.

And overbead the rack grew thinner too,
And through the smoky gorge
The mﬁ drave past the stars, and faint they

Like sparks blown from s forge.
And now the thousand foam-flames o' the sea

Hither and thither flashing visibly;
And gray lights hither and thither came and

Like dim searching for the drownéd dead;
And where thesa shapes most thickly glimmer'd

by,
Out on the oruel reef the black hulk lay,
And cast, against the ];mcl]uﬁ astern sky,
Its shape gigantic on rouding spray.



MEG BLANE.

Silent upon the ghore, the fishers fed
Their eyes on horror, waiting for the close,
When in the midst of them s shrill voice rose:

“ The boat ! the boat | "' it said.

Like creatures startled fromn a trance, they
roed

tu
To her who epake : tall in the midst stood she,
With arms nplifted, and with eyes that yearned
Out on the murmuring sea.

Bome shrugging shoulders, homeward furned
their eyes,

And others answered back in brutal speech ;

But some, strong-hearted, uttering shouts and

cries,
Followed the fearless woman up the beach.

A rush to seaward— black confusion—then
A struggle with the surf upon the strand—
'Mid shrieks of women, cries of desperate men,
The ion ogrs smite, the black boat springs
from 1

Around the thick spray flies;
The waves roll on and seem to overwhelm,
With blowing hair and onward gazing eyes
Tl‘;a lwoman stands erect, and grfpca the
helm. . . .

Now fearless heart, Meg Blane, or all must die !
Let not the skilled band thwart the steadfast
eye.

The crested wave comes near—crag-like it towers

Above you, seattering round ils chilly showers :

One flutter of the hand, and all is done!

Now steel thy heart, thou woman-learted one |
Boftly the good helm gnides ;

Bound btheliquidddgeﬂmbmtlmpa light—

Hidden an instant—on the foaming ;:ig:t.,

Dripping and quivering like s bird it

Athwart the rift the moon looms pale,
Driven before the gale,

And meking silvern shadows with her breath,

Where on the shining sea it shimmereth ;

And, lo! the light illumes the reef ; "tis shed

Full on the wreck, as the dark boat draws nigh.

A crash |—the wreck upon the reef ia fled ;

A seream |—and all is still beneath the sky,

Bave the wild waters as they whirl and cry.

EPILOGUE.

“ Liord, hearken to me |
Bave all poor souls at sea!
Thy breath is on their checks—
Their cheeks are wan with fear ;
No man
For who could hear ?

The wild white water sereams,
The wind eries loud ;

The fireflaught gleams
On tattered sail and shroud !

Under the red mast-light

The hissing surges slip ;
Thick reeks the storm of night

Round him that steers the ship—
And his eyes are blind,

And be knows not where they run.
Lord, be kind !

Whistle back Thy .
For the sake ofClmst Thg Botn fire

Rosert BucHaNaw,




MEG BLANE

A Rhapsody of the Sea.

FROLOGUE.
Robert Buchanan. 8. Coleridge - Taylor Op.48.
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