
	   	   	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  

©	  	  	  	  RECURSOS	  FONÉTICOS	  ESCM 

 
 
The Ash Grove  (Benjamin Britten – Welsh Folksong) 
 
 
Down yonder green valley where streamlets meander, 
[daʊn ˈjɒndəә   griːn  ˈvæli    weəә   ˈstriːmlɪts   mɪˈændəә 
 
when twilight  is  fading, I   pensively rove,  
wɛn  ˈtwaɪlaɪt ɪz ˈfeɪdɪŋ aɪ ˈpɛnsɪvli   roʊv 
 
Or at the bright noontide in   solitude  wander  
ɔːr_æt ðəә braɪt ˈnuːntaɪd ɪn ˈsɒlɪtjuːd ˈwɒndəә  
 
amid the dark shades of the lonely Ash Grove.  
ʌˈmɪd ðəә dɑːk ʃeɪdz    ɒv ðəә ˈloʊnli æʃ    groʊv 
 
'Twas there while the blackbird was   joyfully  singing, 
twɒz   ðeəә    waɪl ðəә ˈblækbɜːd  wɒz ˈʤɔɪfʊli ˈsɪŋɪŋ 
 
I   first met my  dear one,  the joy  of  my heart;  
aɪ fɜːst mɛt maɪ dɪəә  wʌn   ðəә ʤɔɪ ɒv maɪ hɑːt 
 
around us for   gladness the bluebells were ringing,  
ʌˈraʊnd ʌs fɔː  ˈglædnɪs  ðəә ˈbluːbɛlz   wɜː   ˈrɪŋɪŋ 
 
ah! then little thought I how soon we should part.  
ɑː   ðɛn  ˈlɪtəәl θɔːt      aɪ haʊ suːn wiː  ʃʊd      pɑːt 
 
Still glows the bright sunshine o'er valley and mountain, 
stɪl  gloʊz  ðəә  braɪt ˈsʌnʃaɪn    ɔ:    ˈvæli  ænd ˈmaʊntɪn 
 
still warbles the blackbird  his note from the tree;  
stɪl ˈwɔːbəәlz ðəә ˈblækbɜːd hɪz noʊt frɒm ðəә triː 
 
still trembles the moonbeam on streamlet and fountain, 
stɪl ˈtrɛmbəәlz ðəә ˈmuːnbiːm   ɒn ˈstriːmlɪt   ænd ˈfaʊntɪn 
 
but what are the beauties of nature to me.  
bʌt wɒt   ɑː   ðəә  ˈbjuːtiz    ɒv ˈneɪʧəә tuː miː 
 
With sorrow, deep sorrow, my bosom   is   laden,  
wɪθ ˈsɒroʊ    diːp  ˈsɒroʊ   maɪ ˈbʊzəәm ɪz ˈleɪdəәn 
 
all day I   go    mourning in search of my love.  
ɔːl deɪ aɪ goʊ ˈmɔːnɪŋ     ɪn sɜːʧ     ɒv maɪ lʌv 
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Ye echoes, oh, tell me, where is the sweet maiden?  
jiː ˈɛkoʊz     oʊ  tɛl  miː   weəәr_ɪz ðəә  swiːt  ˈmeɪdəәn 
 
She sleeps 'neath the green turf down by   the Ash Grove. 
ʃiː    sliːps     niːθ    ðəә   griːn   tɜːf  daʊn baɪ ði   æʃ    groʊv] 


