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Embroidery in childhood, Peter Grimes  
(Benjamin Britten – libretto by Montagu Slater, based on a poem by George Crabbe) 
 
 
 
Embroidery in childhood was a luxury of idleness.  
[ɪmˈbrɔɪdəri ɪn ˈʧaɪldhʊd wɒz ə ˈlʌkʃəri ɒv ˈaɪdəlnɪs 
 
A coil of silken thread giving dreams of a silk and satin life.  
ə kɔɪl ɒv ˈsɪlkən θrɛd ˈgɪvɪŋ driːmz ɒv ə sɪlk ænd ˈsætɪn laɪf  
 
Now my broidery affords the clue whose meaning we avoid.  
naʊ maɪ ˈbrɔɪdəri ʌˈfɔːdz ðə kluː huːz ˈmiːnɪŋ wiː ʌˈvɔɪd  
 
My hand remembered its old skill – These stitches tell a curious tale.  
maɪ hænd rɪˈmɛmbəd ɪts oʊld skɪl   ðiːz_ˈstɪʧɪz tɛl ə ˈkjʊərɪəs teɪl 
 
I remember I was brooding on the fantasies of children  
aɪ rɪˈmɛmbə(r) aɪ wɒz ˈbruːdɪŋ ɒn ðə ˈfæntʌsiz ɒv ˈʧɪldrən 
 
And dreamt that only by wishing I could bring some silk into their lives.  
ænd drɛmt ðæt ˈoʊnli baɪ ˈwɪʃɪŋ aɪ kʊd  brɪŋ   sʌm  sɪlk ˈɪntu ðeə laɪvz 
 
Now my broidery affords the clue whose meaning we avoid.  
naʊ maɪ ˈbrɔɪdəri ʌˈfɔːdz ðə   kluː huːz    ˈmiːnɪŋ    wiː ʌˈvɔɪd]  
  

 
 


