From Couch to Chorus: Autumn Edition 2026
No.2 Chorus & Dance of the Peasants (from Eugene Onegin) – Tchaikovsky 
(English translation by Martin Pickard)
SOPRANO 
I can march no more, for my feet are sore! 
I can bind no more, for my hands are sore! 
With grief I’ll cry for my heart is broken, my heart’s broken, now and ever more! 
I’ll weep ever more for the one that I adore! 
I can march no more, for my feet are sore! 
I can bind no more, for my hands are sore!

Greetings, Matushka, from us all! 
Greetings, queen of our festival! 
Look on these offerings, e-v’ry one! 
Fruit of the earth and the summer sun! 
See now our harvest is done! 

PART 2
We’d be delighted, Ma’am, we’ll sing a song for you! 
Let’s gather close together. 
Come nearer! Come in closer! Come in closer! 

Little bridge, who have you brought us from across the river waters?
Fa la la la la la la la 
From across the river waters?
‘Tis a lover, young and merry, 
Cheeks as rudy as a cherry.
Fa la la la la la la la cheeks as rudy as a cherry. 
Little bridge, what does he carry?
Will he go or will he tarry? Fa la la la la la la la. 
Will he go or will he tarry? 
Pipe and tabor he’ll be bringing,
‘neath a window he’ll be singing, Fa la la la la la la la 
‘neath a window he’ll be singing.
In the night we will discover who comes running to the lover. 
Fa la la la la la la la! 
Who comes running to the lover? Is it Sasha, is it Masha, 
Or the beautiful Parasha? Fa la la la la la la la! Or the beautiful Parasha? 
Sasha or the beautiful Parasha?
Sasha, is it Masha or the beautiful Parasha, is it Sasha, is it Masha or the beautiful Parasha? 
Fair Parasha ‘tis who races to the lover boy’s embraces,
Fa la la la la la la la 
To the lover boy’s embraces, 
see our lover boy a staring at how little she is wearing! 
Though she shivers in the gloaming, 
out to-go-ther they go roaming,
Fa la la la la la la la la la 
Though she shivers in the gloaming out together they go roaming! Fa la la la la la 
Fa la la la la la, Fa la la la, Fa la la la,  fa la la la, fa la la la la la la la la la la la 





Chorus of Scottish Refugees (from Macbeth) – Verdi (English translation by Jeremy Sams)
SOPRANO
Land of torture! Land of terror
Beloved mother, hear your sons and daughters cry
For the children who you love are condemned to waste and die.
How the weeping and the mourning of the widows and the orphans
Rises up with each new morning 
Vainly reaching for the sky
Heaven hears our lamentation turning grief into an echo
Which resounds through all creation oh my country, this vale of tears! 
Let the death knell ring through the nation,
There is no one to speak against it,
For it echoes our desolation and embodies our deepest fears.
There is none to hear our sorrow or to soothe our deepest fears,
Land of torture! Land of terror! My homeland!
No 3 Opening Chorus (from Idomeneo) – Mozart 
(English translation by David Parry)
SOPRANO
The war is over: may love and reason, 
and reason draw out hatred’s poison and bring new joy,
Draw out hatred’s poison and bring new joy, 
And bring new joy, and bring new joy. 
Praise to the warrior who ends the fighting
The world uniting in peace today 
The world uniting in peace today 
The world uniting in peace today
The war is over:
May love and reason 
Draw hatred’s poison and bring new joy, 
And bring new joy, 
And bring new joy 

The war is over:
May love and reason, and reason
Draw out hatred’s poison 
And bring new joy. Draw out hatred’s poison 
Draw out hatred’s poison
And bring new joy
The war is over: is over: may love and reason
Draw out the poison: the poison
And bring new joy and bring new joy
And bring new joy 

