
South Brent Last Night of the Proms 
 
See the Conquering Hero Comes 
√ = pause 
 
See the conqu’ring he-e-e-e-e-ro comes! 
Sou-ou-ou-ou-ound the trumpets, 
Bea-ea-eat the drums! 
 
(Horns/Trumpets) 
 
Spor-or-or-or-orts prepar-ar-ar-are, 
The Lau-au-aurel bring, 
So-o-o-o-ongs of triumph to-o-o-o him sing! 
 
Sports pre-e-pare,√ 
The Lau-au-au-au-aurel bring, 
So-o-o-o-ongs of triumph to-o-o him sing! 
 
See the Godlike you-ou-ou-ou-outh advance, 
Brea-ea-ea-ea-eathe the flutes √ 
And lea-ea-ea-ead the dance. 
 
(Quieter) 
See the Godlike you-ou-ou-ou-outh advance, 
Brea-ea-ea-ea-eathe the flutes √ 
And lea-ea-ea-ead the dance. 
 
My-y-y-y-yrtle wreaths and ro-o-oses twine, 
To de-e-e-e-eck the hero’s 
Bro-o-o-ow divine! 
 
Myrtle wreaths √ and ro-o-o-o-oses twine, 
To-o de-e-e-e-eck the hero’s 
Bro-o-ow divine! 
 
See the conqu’ring he-e-e-e-e-ro comes! 
Sou-ou-ou-ou-ound the trumpets, 
Bea-ea-eat the drums! 
 
See the conqu’ring he-e-e-e-e-ro comes! 
Sou-ou-ou-ou-ound the trumpest, 
Bea-ea-eat the drums! 
 
Spor-or-or-or-orts prepar-ar-ar-are, 
The Lau-au-aurel bring, 
So-o-o-o-ongs of triumph to-o-o-o him sing! 
 
See the conqu’ring he-e-e-e-e-ro comes! 
Sou-ou-ou-ou-ound the trumpets, 
Bea-ea-eat the drums! 

 
 
Land of Hope and Glory 
 
Land of Hope and Glory, 
Mother of the Free, 
How shall we extol thee, 
Who are born of thee? 
Wider still and wider 
Shall thy bounds be set; 
God, who made thee mighty, 
Make thee mightier yet. 
God, who made thee mighty, 
Make thee mightier yet. 
 
(Repeat) 
 
 
Jerusalem 
 
And did those feet in ancient time walk upon 
England’s mountains green? 
And was the holy Lamb of God on England’s 
pleasant pastures seen? 
And did the countenance divine shine forth 
upon our clouded hills? 
And was Jerusalem builded here among those 
dark satanic mills? 
 
Bring me my bow of burning gold! Bring me my 
arrows of desire! 
Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold! 
Bring me my chariot of fire! 
I will not cease from mental fight, 
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand, 
Till we have built Jerusalem in England’s green 
and pleasant land. 
  



Rule, Britannia! 
 
(We are singing the choruses in BOLD) 
 
1 
(Solo)  When Britain first at Heav’ns command, 
Arose from out the azure main, 
Arose, arose, arose from out the azure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels sung this strain: 
“Rule, Britannia! Britannia, rule the waves; 
Britons never will be slaves” 
 
(Chorus) 
“Rule, Britannia! Britannia, rule the waves; 
Britons never will be slaves” 
 
2 
(Solo) The nations not so blest as thee, 
Must in their turn to tyrants fall, 
Must in their turn to tyrants fall; 
While thou shalt flourish, shalt flourish great 
and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
“Rule, Britannia! Etc” 
 
(Chorus) 
 
3 
(Solo) Still more majestic shalt thou rise, 
More dreadful from each foreign stroke; 
As the loud blast that tears the skies, 
Serves but to root they native oak. 
“Rule, Britannia! Etc” 
 
(Chorus) 
 
4 
(Solo) Thee, haughty tyrants ne’er shall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arouse thy gen’rous flame, 
To work their woe, and thy renown. 
“Rule, Britannia! Etc.” 
 
(Chorus) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
5 
(Solo) To thee belongs the rural reign, 
They cities shall with commerce shine; 
All thine, shall be the subject main, 
And ev’ry shore it circles, thine. 
“Rule, Britannia! Etc” 
 
(Chorus) 
 
6 
(Solo) The muses, still with freedom found, 
Shall to they happy coast repair; 
Blest Isle! With matchless beauty crown’d, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
“Rule, Britannia! Etc” 
 
(Chorus) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Practice at home - links to songs 
www.brentsingers.org.uk/singingclub 


