Sacred Music Chorale

NOVEMBER 11, 2018

Concert Program
Miserere mei, Deus.............................................................................. Gregorio Allegri (1582–1652)
Soprano: Juliana Brandon, Phyllis Olson; Mezzo-Soprano: Julia Katz, Penelope Nichols;
Alto: Sam Benson, Lori Hardow; Bass: Pat Rice, Carl Bolstad

Selections from Geistliche Chormusik................................................Heinrich Schütz (1585–1672)
Verleih uns Frieden genädiglich
Selig sind die Toten
Selections from A Procession Winding Around Me......................................... Jeffrey Van (b. 1962)
Guitar: Elizabeth Brown

Beat! Beat! Drums
Reconciliation
Locus Iste..............................................................................................Anton Bruckner (1824–1896)

intermission
Down Upon the Dugout Floor............................................................................ Jim Boyes (b. 1945)
In Flanders Fields.................................................................................... Christine Donkin (b. 1976)
Selections from Songs of Farewell...................................................C. Hubert H. Parry (1848–1918)
Never weather-beaten sail
My soul, there is a country
Selections from Four Anthems........................................................... Herbert Howells (1892–1983)
Organ: Dave Kriewall; Soprano: Juliana Brandon

Like as the hart desireth the waterbrooks
O, pray for the peace of Jerusalem
A Psalm of Life......................................................................................... John Muehleisen (b. 1955)
Trumpet: Zachary Lyman; Piano: Jeff Caldwell

Dr. Anne Lyman, Artistic Director
Anne E. Lyman, DMA, serves as Artistic Director of the
Seattle Bach Choir; Artistic Director of Sine Nomine:
Renaissance Choir; Director of Choral Activities at
Tacoma Community College; and Director of Music
at Skyline Presbyterian Church in Tacoma. She is the
founding and artistic director of the Tacoma Early
Music Ensemble, a professional ensemble of singers
and instrumentalists which has performed throughout
the Puget Sound region and hosts the annual Tacoma
Early Music Workshop. Dr. Lyman currently serves and
the President-Elect of the Washington State chapter
of the American Choral Directors Association. Her
primary musical and scholarly pursuits include the
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Franco-Flemish school of polyphonists, the vocal works
of Peter Philips and other English recusant musicians,
and early 17th-century German sacred music. Her
performances and research have been generously
supported by grants through the Fulbright Foundation,
the Stanley Foundation, the Belgian American Education
Foundation, and the Tacoma Arts Commission.
Dr. Lyman has conducted choirs throughout the United
States and holds degrees from the College of Wooster,
the University of Cincinnati, the University of Iowa,
and the Katholieke Universiteit in Leuven, Belgium. She
lives in Tacoma with her husband, Zach, son, Milo, and
daughter, Eleanor.

Program Notes
When we noticed that our concert would be held on both
Veterans Day and the 100th anniversary of the Armistice
of 1918, our director saw this as a great opportunity to
honor those who have served or are serving our country
through armed service. We are beyond grateful for each
person who has been willing to put his or her life on
the line in this way and hope that our concert will be
an appropriate tribute to those whose service has been
above and beyond what duty has called them to do.
The works we are singing take inspiration from several
Psalms and poems, representing the thoughts of those
who have battled inner turmoil and those who have seen
action in various wars. Not all of these were written to
suggest particular wars, nor even necessarily in response
to war, but each author was alive during the time of a
particular war, and it is interesting to see what has been
represented among them. Some of these texts have been
set by more than one composer, and this program is a
sampling of those.
We open the concert with Gregorio Allegri’s great piece
Miserere mei, Deus. This penitential psalm is from the
Psalms of King David, after he had arranged for his best
friend, Uriah, to head off to war so that David’s conjugal
relation with Uriah’s wife would not be detected. Uriah
was killed in battle and this great psalm is David’s
wail to God, realizing the enormity of the sin he had
committed.
This is followed by two offerings by Heinrich Schütz,
writing in the time of the Thirty Years’ War: Verleih uns
Frieden, a text by Martin Luther, which acknowledges
that God alone can defend us in these perilous times;
and Selig sind die Toten, which honors those who have
died in the Lord, their good works shall follow them.
The perils of war are more than we can control or even
understand, but those who have died in the pursuit of
freedom will have their good works known to us long
after their deaths.
Jeffrey Van’s A Procession Winding Around Me takes
on the poems of Civil War poet Walt Whitman. Some of
you may recognize these poems from Vaughan Williams’
great work, Dona Nobis Pacem, where these powerful
poems are nestled between sacred texts in a plea for
peace. Jeffrey Van has replaced Vaughan Williams’
large orchestra with a solo guitar, for another powerful
rendition of these amazing words. As fierce and horrible
as war is, we lose our memory of the horrors and are
left to wash this soiled world. War has yet to ultimately
change us. Boundaries may change, but the humans

inside those boundaries remain the same, both stained
and perfect.
We close the first half of the program with Locus Iste
by Anton Bruckner. This world was made by God and
is perfect for that reason. Our determination to change
that fact is futile.
In the early summer of 2016, the Seattle Bach Choir
toured the low countries in Europe, which included the
Netherlands, Belgium and Western Germany. That tour
prompted the inclusion of the next two pieces. One of
our members found the first of these, Down Upon the
Dugout Floor, reminiscent of the dugouts where soldiers
hid during World War I. We visited Flanders Fields
in Ypres, now pure and green, a site of battle during
World War I. The powerful poem, In Flanders Fields, by
Lieutenant-Colonel John McCrae, written following the
funeral of his friend, has been set many times. You can
witness the fears of the soldiers in these words, and yet
there is beauty that surrounds those fears.
The next two pieces, set by C. Hubert H. Parry, who
witnessed The Great War, come from 16th and 17th
century poets Thomas Campion and Henry Vaughan.
They both acknowledge the land beyond the stars
and God who will welcome our beaten spirits. Never
weather-beaten sail reminds us that as beaten down as
our bodies can become, through war or other travails,
the soul takes the greatest pounding and desires to set
free to fly to God. My soul, there is a country describes
the many and amazing features of heaven, of a God that
never changes and the sacrifice of his son, a reminder
that there is one who laid his life down for the whole
world.
Our program ends with three psalms, two from the Bible
set by Herbert Howells during the time of World War II.
The first, Like as the hart desireth the waterbrooks, is
a frenzied search for God, who seems to have abandoned
us. Where is God and when shall I come before him? The
second is a prayer for peace in an unlikely place, O, pray
for the peace of Jerusalem. How long have we prayed for
peace in Jerusalem? How many centuries of prayers have
begged for this?
The final poem, A Psalm of Life, is a setting of the words
of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, who wrote about the
Revolutionary War and the Civil War. Local composer
John Muehleisen has undertaken this great poem, a
psalm that instructs us in our efforts in war and life
following war.
— Nan Beth Walton
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Song Texts
Miserere mei, Deus

Gregorio Allegri, text from Psalm 50
Miserere mei, Deus:
secundum magnam misericordiam tuam.
Have mercy upon me, O God,
after Thy great goodness
Et secundum multitudinem miserationum tuarum,
dele iniquitatem meam.
According to the multitude of Thy mercies
do away mine offences.
Amplius lava me ab iniquitate mea:
et a peccato meo munda me.
Wash me thoroughly from my wickedness:
and cleanse me from my sin.
Quoniam iniquitatem meam ego cognosco:
et peccatum meum contra me est semper.
For I acknowledge my faults:
and my sin is ever before me.
Tibi soli peccavi, et malum coram te feci:
ut justificeris in sermonibus tuis, et vincas cum judicaris.
Against Thee only have I sinned, and done this evil in thy
sight: that Thou mightest be justified in Thy saying,
and clear when Thou art judged.
Ecce enim in iniquitatibus conceptus sum:
et in peccatis concepit me mater mea.
Behold, I was shapen in wickedness:
and in sin hath my mother conceived me.
Ecce enim veritatem dilexisti:
incerta et occulta sapientiae tuæ manifestasti mihi.
But lo, Thou requirest truth in the inward parts:
and shalt make me to understand wisdom secretly.
Asperges me hysopo, et mundabor:
lavabis me, et super nivem dealbabor.
Thou shalt purge me with hyssop, and I shall be clean:
Thou shalt wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.
Auditui meo dabis gaudium et lætitiam:
et exsultabunt ossa humiliata.
Thou shalt make me hear of joy and gladness:
that the bones which Thou hast broken may rejoice.
Averte faciem tuam a peccatis meis:
et omnes iniquitates meas dele.
Turn Thy face from my sins:
and put out all my misdeeds.
Cor mundum crea in me, Deus:
et spiritum rectum innova in visceribus meis.
Make me a clean heart, O God:
and renew a right spirit within me.
Ne proiicias me a facie tua:
et spiritum sanctum tuum ne auferas a me.
Cast me not away from Thy presence:
and take not Thy Holy Spirit from me.
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Redde mihi lætitiam salutaris tui:
et spiritu principali confirma me.
O give me the comfort of Thy help again:
and stablish me with Thy free Spirit.
Docebo iniquos vias tuas:
et impii ad te convertentur.
Then shall I teach Thy ways unto the wicked:
and sinners shall be converted unto Thee.
Libera me de sanguinibus, Deus, Deus salutis meæ:
et exsultabit lingua mea justitiam tuam.
Deliver me from blood-guiltiness, O God, Thou that art
the God of my health: and my tongue shall sing of Thy
righteousness.
Domine, labia mea aperies:
et os meum annuntiabit laudem tuam.
Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord:
and my mouth shall shew Thy praise.
Quoniam si voluisses sacrificium, dedissem utique:
holocaustis non delectaberis.
For Thou desirest no sacrifice, else would I give it Thee:
but Thou delightest not in burnt-offerings.
Sacrificium Deo spiritus contribulatus:
cor contritum, et humiliatum, Deus, non despicies.
The sacrifice of God is a troubled spirit:
a broken and contrite heart, O God, shalt Thou not despise.
Benigne fac, Domine, in bona voluntate tua Sion:
ut ædificentur muri Jerusalem.
O be favourable and gracious unto Sion:
build Thou the walls of Jerusalem.
Tunc acceptabis sacrificium justitiæ, oblationes, et holocausta:
tunc imponent super altare tuum vitulos.
Then shalt Thou be pleased with the sacrifice of
righteousness, with the burnt-offerings and oblations:
then shall they offer young bullocks upon Thine altar.

Verleih uns Frieden genädiglich
Heinrich Schütz, text from Da pacem, Domine,
as translated by Martin Luther

Verleih uns Frieden genädiglich, Herr Gott, zu unsern Zeiten.
In these our days so perilous, Lord, peace in mercy send us.
Es ist doch ja kein ander nicht, der für uns könnte streiten,
denn du, unser Gott, alleine.
No God but thee can fight for us, No God but thee defend us,
Thou our only God and Saviour.

Selig sind die Toten

Heinrich Schütz, text from Revelation 14:13
Selig sind die Toten, die in dem Herren sterben, von nun an.
Blessed are the dead, that die in the Lord, from now on.
Ja, der Geist spricht: Sie ruhen von ihrer Arbeit,
und ihre Werke folgen ihnen nach.
Yea, the Spirit speaks: they rest from their labors,
and their works follow them.

Beat! Beat! Drums

Jeffrey Van, text by Walt Whitman
Beat! beat! drums!—Blow! bugles! blow!
Through the windows—through doors—
burst like a ruthless force,
Into the solemn church, and scatter the congregation;
Into the school where the scholar is studying;
Leave not the bridegroom quiet—
no happiness must he have now with his bride;
Nor the peaceful farmer any peace,
ploughing his field or gathering his grain;
So fierce you whirr and pound, you drums—
so shrill you bugles blow.
Beat! beat! drums!—Blow! bugles! blow!
Over the traffic of cities—over the rumble of wheels in the streets:
Are beds prepared for sleepers at night in the houses?
No sleepers must sleep in those beds;
No bargainers’ bargains by day—no brokers or speculators—
Would they continue?
Would the talkers be talking? would the singer attempt to sing?
Would the lawyer rise in the court
to state his case before the judge?
Then rattle quicker, heavier drums—you bugles wilder blow.
Beat! beat! drums!—Blow! bugles! blow!
Make no parley—stop for no expostulation;
Mind not the timid—mind not the weeper or prayer;
Mind not the old man beseeching the young man;
Let not the child’s voice be heard, nor the mother’s entreaties;
Make even the trestles to shake the dead,
where they lie awaiting the hearses,
So strong you thump O terrible drums—So loud you bugles blow.

Locus Iste

Anton Bruckner, text from the Latin gradual
Locus iste a Deo factus est, inæstimabile sacramentum,
irreprehensibilis est.
This place was made by God, a priceless mystery,
it is without reproof.

Down Upon the Dugout Floor
Jim Boyes

Battered down to the ground, down upon the dugout floor.
Hear the whine crease the spine, take me to that other shore.
For I’m here in No Man’s Land and the world has turned to sand
Down upon the dugout floor.
Young in years old in fears, down upon the dugout floor.
Trapped in time between the lines, take me to that other shore.
For I’m here in No Man’s Land and the world has turned to sand
Down upon the dugout floor.
Oh can’t you hear the mournful cry, “We cannot do but only die,”
And here we sit and wonder why, you and I,
battered down to the ground
Down upon the dugout floor.
My soul can never return home on air, or land, or sea, or foam
Condemned forever to roam lost and alone.
Please don’t go I need to know
Down upon the dugout floor.
If part of me has set you free take me to that other shore.
For I’m here in No Man’s Land and the world has turned to sand
Down upon the dugout floor.

In Flanders Fields

Christine Donkin, text by John McCrae
In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

Reconciliation

We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie,
		 In Flanders fields.

Word over all, beautiful as the sky!
Beautiful that war, and all its deeds of carnage,
must in time be utterly lost;
That the hands of the sisters Death and Night,
incessantly softly wash again, and ever again, this soil’d world:

Take up our quarrel with the foe:
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.
If ye break faith with us who die
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
		 In Flanders fields.

Jeffrey Van, text by Walt Whitman

For my enemy is dead—a man divine as myself is dead;
I look where he lies, white-faced and still, in the coffin—
I draw near;
I bend down and touch lightly with my lips
the white face in the coffin.
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Never weather-beaten sail

C. Hubert H. Parry, text by Thomas Campion
Never weather-beaten sail more willing bent to shore.
Never tired pilgrim’s limbs affected slumber more,
Than my wearied sprite now longs to fly out of my troubled breast:
O come quickly, sweetest Lord, and take my soul to rest.
Ever blooming are the joys of Heaven’s high Paradise.
Cold age deafs not there our ears nor vapour dims our eyes:
Glory there the sun outshines whose beams the blessed only see:
O come quickly, glorious Lord, and raise my sprite to thee!

My soul, there is a country
C. Hubert H. Parry, text by Henry Vaughan
My soul, there is a country
Far beyond the stars,
Where stands a wingéd sentry
All skilful in the wars;
There above the noise and danger,
Sweet Peace sits crown’d with smiles,
And One born in a manger
Commands the beauteous files.
He is thy gracious Friend,
And—O my Soul awake!—
Did in pure love descend
To die here for thy sake.
If thou canst get but thither,
There grows the flower of Peace,
The Rose that cannot wither,
Thy fortress and thy ease.
Leave then thy foolish ranges,
For none can thee secure
But One, who never changes,
Thy God, thy life, thy cure.

Like as the hart desireth the
waterbrooks
Herbert Howells, text from Psalm 42, v. 1–3

Like as the hart desireth the waterbrooks,
so longeth my soul after thee, O God.
My soul is athirst for God yea, even for the living God.
When shall I come to appear before the presence of God?
My tears have been my meat day and night,
while they daily say unto me
Where, where is now thy God?

O, pray for the peace of Jerusalem
Herbert Howells, text from Psalm 122, v. 6–7

O pray for the peace of Jerusalem.
They shall prosper that love thee.
Peace be within thy walls and plenteous within thy palaces.
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A Psalm of Life

John Muehleisen, text by
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream!
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.
Life is real! Life is earnest!
And the grave is not its goal;
Dust thou art, to dust returnest,
Was not spoken of the soul.
Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;
But to act, that each to-morrow
Find us farther than to-day.
Art is long, and Time is fleeting,
And our hearts, though stout and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating
Funeral marches to the grave.
In the world’s broad field of battle,
In the bivouac of Life,
Be not like dumb, driven cattle!
Be a hero in the strife!
Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead!
Act,— act in the living Present!
Heart within, and God o’erhead!
Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;
Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main,
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.
Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait.
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Upcoming Concerts
All performances at Trinity Parish Church

Seattle Bach Choir at the 2017 Seattle Sings! Choral Festival

Find Us Online
seattlebachchoir.org

facebook.com/seattlebachchoir

MARCH 10, 2019

seattlesings

A project of the
Greater Seattle
Choral Consortium

This choir is a proud member of the

MAY 12, 2019

View all upcoming choral performances
or ﬁnd a choir to sing with by visiting

www.seattlesings.org
or scan the code below.

JUNE 2, 2019
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