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Thanks to the generous support of our donors, Cantabile is able to offer our singers, our
audience members, and our community excellent performances of the full range of choral
music. We invite you to help us continue this great tradition by making a charitable
contribution at cantabilesingers.org/support.
Cantabile also receives funding from the Scientific and Cultural Facilities District.
Thanks to Terry Crull, Director of Choral Activities at Fort Hays State University, Hays,
Kansas for the use of John Corigliano’s L’Invitation au Voyage scores.

JOIN US IN SINGING MOZART’S MASS IN C MINOR

Robert Levin

Cantabile invites you to be part of a community choral event on May 9 and May
11, 2014: we will bring Mozart's C minor Mass to life! Robert Levin embarked
on the task of completing this amazing work for the anniversary of Mozart's
birth in 2006. It was met with wide acclaim in the U.S. and Europe, thanks to
Levin's expert reconstruction, which uses Mozart's own music and preserves
Mozart's own spirit. Cantabile is excited to join forces with superb soloists,
excellent instrumentalists, and dedicated local singers in bringing to life the
Colorado premiere of this magnificent work. If you are interested in
participating, email Cantabile at info@cantabilesingers.org.

PROGRAM
IN PARADISUM (2004)

NATHANIEL HARNACK (B. 1981)

“In Paradisum” began in 2001 following my experience performing the piece “Songs of Children” by Robert
Convery—a cantata on nine poems written by children interned at the Terezin concentration camp. The
power of this piece inspired me to write for choir as well. After having a strong melody and half of the music
complete, I put it away until the events of 9/11 prompted me to find the appropriate text and finish the piece.
“In Paradisum” embodies a person's path from sadness and mourning to acceptance and finally approval
following the death of someone close to them. The direct result is a feeling of uplift and peace. The message
should be apparent without knowing a single word of Latin. It is to give hope where all hope is thought to be
lost.
—Nate Harnack
In paradisum deducant te Angeli; in tuo adventu
suscipiant te Martyres, et perducant te in civitatem
sanctam Jerusalem.

May angels lead you into paradise; upon your arrival,
may the martyrs receive you and lead you to the holy
city of Jerusalem.

Chorus Angelorum te suscipiat, et cum Lazaro
quondam paupere æternam habeas requiem.

May the ranks of angels receive you, and with
Lazarus, once a poor man, may you have eternal rest.

LOVE SPEAKS ITS NAME (2008)

JEFFREY NYTCH (B. 1964)

“Love Speaks Its Name” was commissioned by the Renaissance City Choir, the LGBT community choir in
Pittsburgh, PA. Since the pieces were to be premiered at a Valentine's Day concert, I decided to choose love
poetry by LGBT writers but that was not explicitly homoerotic: love, after all, is universal. After choosing the
first two texts by Willa Cather and Vita Sackville-West, I decided I also wanted to make another statement:
that all love is divinely inspired. And so I turned to the Song of Solomon, the book from the Hebrew Bible in
which love is portrayed in all its forms—including the homoerotic. And so after one song of devotion and
another of stormy love and loss, this triptych concludes on a spiritual note: a recognition of the mystical and
transcendental nature of all love.
—Jeff Nytch
I. Save Only Love*

Text by Willa Cather

Dear love, what thing of all the things that be
Is ever worth one thought from you or me,
Save only Love?

One thing of all dim things I know is true,
The heart within me knows, and tells it you,
And tells it you.

The days so short, the nights so quick to flee,
The world so wide, so deep and dark the sea,
So dark the sea;

So blind is life, so long at last is sleep,
And none but Love to bid us laugh or weep,
Save only Love.

So far the suns and ev'ry listless star,
Beyond their light—Ah! dear, who knows how far,
Who knows how far?

*Cather presents a dark view of life in which truths can be known only dimly, time is fleeting, and the
universe incomprehensible. But in the midst of this pessimistic vision, there is one bright exception, which the
heart knows is true, and that is love.
—Douglas Burger
II. No Obligation†
Come on the wings of great desire,
Or stay away from me.
You're not more stable than the day,
Or than the day less free.
The dawning day has clouds in store;
Desire her cloudy moods;

Text by Vita Sackville-West
And sunlit woods of morning may
By noon be darkened woods.
So be you free to come or stay
Without a reason giv'n.
As free as clouds that blot the light
Across the face of heaven.

†In her life and writings, Vita Sackville-West celebrated free love—free from the boundaries of gender,
conventional morality, and long-term commitment. Here she asserts that after the initial “great desire” of
love, change will come to cloud and darken it, and that is to be expected. In love, there is “No Obligation.”
—Douglas Burger
III. Rise Up, My Love

Song of Solomon

Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come away.
For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone;

countenance, let me hear thy voice; for sweet is thy
voice, and thy countenance is lovely.

The flowers appear on the earth; the time of the
singing has come, and the voice of the turtledove is
heard in our land;

Until the day break, and the shadows flee away,
turn, my beloved, like a roe or a young hart upon the
mountains of Bethel.

O my dove, thou art in the clefts of the rock, in
the secret places of the stairs, let me see thy

Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come away.

KYRIE (2006)

KURT M. MEHLENBACHER (B. 1985)

“Kyrie” was written at the beginning of the last year of my undergraduate studies, and marks the start of
what would blossom into a strong and continuing relationship with my writing for the voice. As my first work
for choir (and currently only one of two in my catalogue), I was advised to select a simple, yet meaningful text
to set. Despite having little to no religious affiliation, I was drawn to the language and power of the Kyrie
text. Its Greek origins provide a remarkably open set of vowels and very crisp consonants that are rarely
problematic for a choir, but the inherent meaning of the words is what really drew me in. My concept of the
text is not really pleading for mercy (I realize the literal meaning of the text is “Lord have mercy, Christ have
mercy”), but searching and yearning for direction and understanding—a feeling that most artists of all types
experience at some point in their development. My Kyrie is a work that came early in my writing as a way for
me to continue the search for my direction in life.
—Kurt Mehlenbacher
Kyrie eleison.
Christe eleison.
Kyrie eleison.

Lord, have mercy.
Christ, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.

L’INVITATION AU VOYAGE (1971)

JOHN CORIGLIANO (B. 1938)

Charles Baudelaire (1821-1867) exemplified the urban hipster long before the term gained currency. He
squandered his detested stepfather’s legacy on a life devoted to sensuous pleasure, seeking a synergy between
erotic and spiritual intensity. His esthetic foreshadowed the arrival of Modernism in literature, music and art.
“L’invitation au Voyage” derives from a two-volume cycle of poems entitled “Les Fleurs du Mal” (The Flowers
of Evil) first published in a censored version in 1861. Although it is not evident from this particular text, the
whole work followed Edgar Allen Poe’s lead in linking the beautiful to the sinister. Here, Baudelaire offers an
invitation to dally in a world of carnal delight to a persona who simultaneously embodies an idealized female
partner and the poet’s own creative imagination.
—Joanne Karpinski
Text by Charles Baudelaire
Translated by Richard Wilbur (1956)

Translated by Joanne Karpinski (2013)

My child, my sister, dream
How sweet all things would seem
Were we in that kind land to live together
And there love slow and long,
There love and die among
Those scenes that image you, that sumptuous
weather.

My child, my sister,
Dream about the sweetness
Of going there to live together!
To love at leisure,
To die of pleasure
In the land that reflects who you are!

Drowned suns, that glimmer there
Through cloud-disheveled air
Move me with such a mystery as appears
Within those other skies
Of your treacherous eyes
When I behold them shining through their tears.

The humid suns
Of those burning skies
Have charms for my spirit
As mysterious
As your treacherous eyes
Brilliant behind your tears.

There, there is nothing else but grace and measure
Richness, quietness, and pleasure.

There, nothing but order and beauty,
Voluptuous calm and luxury.

Furniture that wears the lustre of the years,
Softly would glow within our glowing chamber
Flowers of rarest bloom proffering their perfume
Mixed with the vague fragrances of amber;

Gleaming furnishings,
Burnished by the years
Will decorate our chamber:
The rarest blooms,
Mingling their perfumes
With vague scents of amber;

Gold ceilings would there be,
Mirrors deep as the sea,
The walls all in Eastern splendor hung,
Nothing but should address
The soul's loneliness,
Speaking her sweet and secret native tongue.

The opulent ceilings,
The deep-reflecting mirrors,
The oriental splendor—
Everything revealing
To the soul, in secret,
The sweetness of its mother tongue.

There, there is nothing else but grace and measure
Richness, quietness, and pleasure.

There, nothing but order and beauty,
Voluptuous calm and luxury.

See, sheltered from the swells
There in the still canals
Those drowsy ships that dream of sailing forth;
It is to satisfy
Your least desire, they ply
Hither through all the waters of the earth.

See, on these canals,
Sleep these vessels
Whose mood is vagabond;
It is to serve
Your least desire
That they come from the world’s end.

The sun at close of day,
Clothes the fields of hay,
Then the canals, at last the town entire
In hyacinth and gold
Slowly the land is rolled
Sleepward under a sea of gentle fire.

The suns, as they go down,
Invest the fields,
The canals, the entire town
In hyacinth and gold;
The world goes off to sleep
In one warm light.

There, there is nothing else but grace and measure
Richness, quietness, and pleasure.

There, nothing but order and beauty,
Voluptuous calm and luxury.

INTERMISSION
NIGHT CADENCE (2013—WORLD PREMIERE)

ROBERT S. COHEN (B. 1945)

When I received the poem “Night Cadence,” I was immediately struck by its extraordinary expression of
universal truth and the abundance of musical metaphors contained within its text, e.g. cadence, rhythm, beat,
pulse, drum etc. As a composer drawn to storytelling, my goal was to take the listener on a musical journey
that both dramatizes the unfolding narrative and establishes a complementary growing emotional
undertone.
—Robert S. Cohen
Text by Nanci Bern
Before we are born an angel presses a finger to our
lips
“Shush, forget the secret of the essence of your
soul.”
It is the mystery that you will chase your entire life.
It is the scent that you can smell in the distance.
It is the true perfume you long to wear.
Where does our longing come from that wakes us in
the night.
The persistent pang that in the dark sits us up from
sleep.
We feel its presence like a ghost who is there but
will not speak.
When we are alone it comes with prying fingers
reaching for our dreams.
Our dreams shimmer with longing’s thrust.
Our souls wake to them.

What is the beat of a dream,
The undertone of pulse, a constant drum.
What is the tale of a dream,
The words that are barely said yet breathe with
aspiration.
And what is the truth of our dreams when we are
not reaching for morning.
When our spirits feel them like water over a fall.
Somewhere in the dark,
In the smooth sheet of sleep that coats the air slate
cool
There is a deep pulse.
Somewhere in the dark,
In the restless grind of time that turns its dreams
There is a constant rhythm.

Somewhere in the dark,
In the deep wooded heart that is verdant moist
There is a beckoning beat.

There is a steady pace.
There is a stroking wind.

Somewhere in the dark,
Somewhere in the dark,
In the dark, in the dark we can only feel
In the rustic shade of faith that holds the heat at bay The night cadence.

NO. 10/SUPREME VIRTUE (2000)

MARK ADAMO (B. 1962)

No. 10/Supreme Virtue allowed me the opportunity to enter the world of one of my favorite texts and to find
there music alternately kinetic and songful, simple and otherworldly. The singers are divided into two SATB
semi-choirs. First, they intone "Can you?" words which will open so many of the questions to follow. Then, as
the choir's women, in purest C-minor, intone the text's first challenge, the men refract their words into
marimba-like repeated notes, as if the women's song were subjected to a kind of aural strobe. The men take
up the questions, the women the instrumental commentary, and as the challenges become tougher so do the
sounds; tenors and altos interrupt the texture with horn-like insistency, and the phrase "Can you?" disrupts
the unwavering four-four rhythm with outbursts of three and two. At a peak of intensity, a looping soprano
and alto line spirals away from the urgent rhythms; first, into a melodic meditation based on the vowels of
"can you?", and next into a cadenza, in which chords appear and vanish into a shimmering, ever-present
curtain of sound. The cadenza leads to a vision of equanimity ("Acting without expectation/Leading without
trying to control), intoned in the open fifths of both Asian and western chant; and then, elated by its discovery
("This is the supreme virtue") the chorus reworks its "Can you?" motive; the nudging half-step grows to a
whole step, the harmony brightens into a varied B-flat, and in rhythms grown jubilant rather than insistent,
the score spins to closure—though not without a last iteration of "Can you?"
—Mark Adamo
Text by Lao-tsu from the Tao te Ching
Translated by Stephen Mitchell
Can you coax your mind from its wanderings
and keep to the original oneness?
Can you let your body become
supple as a newborn child?
Can you cleanse your inner vision
until you see nothing but the light?
Can you love people and lead them
without imposing your will?
Can you deal with the most vital matters
by letting events take their course?
Can you step back from your own mind
and thus understand all things?
Giving birth and nourishing,
having without possessing:
acting with no expectation,
leading without trying to control:
This is the supreme virtue.

HOW DO I LOVE THEE? (2011)

DEBRA SCROGGINS

“How Do I Love Thee?” is one of three settings of Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s Sonnets from the Portuguese
which together are titled Songs of Love. This, the last piece in the set of three which were commissioned by
the Texas Music Teachers Association, describes a deep and abiding love that once shared knows no end. I
dedicate this piece to my loving husband, Tom.
—Debra Scroggins
Text by Elizabeth Barrett Browning
How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.
I love thee to the level of everyday's
Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.
I love thee with a passion put to use
In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose
With my lost saints, —I love thee with the breath,
The smiles, the tears, of all my life!—and, if God
choose,
I shall love thee better after death.

SIM SHALOM (2010)

DANIEL KELLOGG (B. 1976)

“Sim Shalom” is a traditional Hebrew prayer for peace. The title literally means “grant peace.” This anthem
was first performed at the CU College of Music Holiday Festival. I found it an inspiring text for a holiday
concert and certainly an appropriate text for these volatile times. The music moves from quiet pleas for peace
to a dramatic outpouring of emotion demanding peace. My favorite moment is the very quiet music towards
the end which prays, “Father, in the light of Your presence we are all as one, grant peace.”
—Daniel Kellogg
Sim shalom tovah uvrachah,
Chen vachesed varachmim,
Aleinu veal kol Yisreal,
Aleinu veal kil haolam kulo,
Barcheinu Avinu Kulanu Keechad Beor paneicha,
Sim shalom.

Establish peace, well-being and blessing,
Grace, loving-kindness and compassion
Upon us and upon all of Israel,
And upon the entire world.
Bless us, our Father, all of us as one with the light of
Your countenance.
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