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Shall We Dance? 
 

Stomp your foot (1954) ............................................................................ Aaron Copland (1900–1990) 

Liebeslieder Walzer, op.52 (1868–9) ................................................... Johannes Brahms (1833–1897) 

1. Rede, Mädchen, allzu liebes 

2. Am Gesteine rauscht die Flut 

3. O die Frauen 

4. Wie des Abends schöne Röte 

5. Die grüne Hopfenranke 

6. Ein kleiner, hübsche Vogel nahm den Flug 

7. Wohl schön bewandt 

8. Wenn so lind dein Auge mir 

9. Am Donaustrande, da steht ein Haus 

10. O wie sanft die Quelle 

11. Nein, est ist nicht auszukommen 

12. Schlosser auf, und mache Schlösser 

13. Vögelein durchrauscht die Luft 

14. Sieh’, wie ist die Welle klar 

15. Nachtigall, sie singt so schön 

16. Ein dunkeler Schacht ist Liebe 

17. Nicht wandle, mein Licht dort auβen 

18. Es bebet das Gesträuche 

 intermission  

Las cuatro estaciones porteñas ................................................................ Ástor Piazzolla (1921–1992) 

1. Verano porteño (1964/92) arr. Oscar Escalada (b.1945) 

2. Otoño porteño (1969/94) 

3. Invierno porteño (1969/94) 

4. Primavera porteña (1969/94) 

Der Geist hilft unser Schwachheit auf (1729) ........................... Johann Sebastian Bach (1685–1750) 

1. Der Geist hilft unser Schwachheit auf 

2. Der aber die Herzen forschet 

3. Du heilige Brunst, süβer Trost 

The Circus Band (c.1898/9) ........................................................................... Charles Ives (1864–1954) 

 

Gary D. Cannon, conductor 

Ingrid Verhulsdonk, piano 

Sarah Silvia, piano 
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 Program Notes, Texts & Translations 

Stomp your foot, from The Tender Land (1952–4)  by Aaron Copland (1900–1990) 

The notion of a “most American” American composer may be absurd, but the fact that Aaron Copland assuredly wins the title is nev-

ertheless telling.  His worthiness is clear in three great ballets—Billy the Kid (1938), Rodeo (1942), and Appalachian Spring (1944)—but 

also the neglected opera The Tender Land, written initially for television but premiered by the New York City Opera in 1954.  It was 

inspired by Let Us Now Praise Famous Men, a multimedia volume about Depression-era farmers by James Agee and photographer 

Walker Evans.  The Tender Land tells the tale of a Midwest girl graduating from high school whose optimism becomes challenged 

when she falls in love with a rough itinerant farmhand.  Act 2 begins with her graduation party: the whole town joins in a rousing 

square dance. 

Stomp your foot upon the floor. 

   Throw the windows open. 

   Take a breath of fresh June air, 

   and dance around the room. 

The air is free, the night is warm, 

   the music’s here, and here’s my home. 

Men must labor to be happy, 

   plowing fields and planting rows. 

But ladies love a life that’s easy, 

   churning butter, milking cows. 

Churning butter, milking cows, 

   gathering eggs, feeding sows, 

mending, cooking, cleaning, ironing, 

   raising families. 

Ladies love their fine amusement, 

   putting patches in a quilt, 

but men prefer to bend their shoulder 

   to something that will stand when built. 

Dancing ladies, making matches, 

   playing games, singing snatches, 

romping, frisking, winking, whistling, 

   raising families. 

Stomp your foot upon the floor…. 

 — Horace Everett, aka Erik Johns (1927–2001)  

Liebeslieder Walzer, opus 52 (1868–9)  by Johannes Brahms (1833–1897) 

What were you like at age twenty?  Perhaps you were in college, training for a career.  Perhaps you had already embarked on that 

career, with varying degrees of confidence and trepidation.  Perhaps you saw a life of many diverse opportunities yet awaiting you.  

Recall yourself at age twenty and imagine that the world’s leading authority in your field crowned you the next global genius.  Would 

this increase your confidence?  Or would it cause a new wave of self-criticism, even fear of inevitable failure?  Thus was Brahms’s 

blessing and curse when Robert Schumann, the pre-eminent figure in German concert music, acclaimed his younger colleague in the 

October 1853 issue of his newspaper, Neue Zeitschrift für Musik.  Brahms was seen by the few who had heard his piano music as the 

Chosen One who would lead a generation of German composers. 

Brahms’s life had been relatively unprepossessing.  He was born in the port city of Hamburg.  His father was a freelance musician, 

playing at taverns and in the militia band.  Young Brahms himself soon played professionally in restaurants and theaters.  In 1853, 

while touring Germany as the accompanist for an expatriate Hungarian violinist, he met Joseph Joachim, the greatest violinist of the 

day, who encouraged Brahms to introduce himself to Robert Schumann, which he did in September 1853.  The very next month, the 

master-composer introduced his new young friend to the world.  And four months later, Schumann suffered a mental breakdown and 

attempted suicide, leading to his incarceration in an asylum.  His wife, Clara, one of the nineteenth century’s greatest pianists, reener-

gized her concertizing throughout Europe.  Brahms joined their household in Düsseldorf to assist in family and business duties.  He 

grew particularly close to Clara, accompanying her on concert tours.  After Robert died in July 1856, Brahms himself began to perform 

with greater frequency throughout Germany.  

He eventually moved to Vienna and began to develop a reputation as an important composer of chamber music, piano works, and art 

songs.  Most importantly, the death of his mother in February 1865 inspired Brahms to begin the large-scale choral Ein deutsches Requi-

em (A German Requiem).  Its first performances, in 1867–9, were greeted with mixed reaction.  While he continually revised and ex-

panded his Requiem, Brahms also penned a flurry of songs, following in Robert Schumann’s footsteps.  In 1868 alone, Brahms pub-

lished twenty-five songs in five sets.  In this state of mind, in the summer of 1869, he vacationed at Lichtenthal in eastern Bavaria.  

Clara Schumann and her children were also there.  He visited them daily.  Of his particular interest was twenty-four-year-old Julie, 

gentle and caring, though often sickly.  With his heart secretly full of love for Julie—a love which she never hinted at returning—he 

had been composing a series of eighteen waltzes he called Liebeslieder: “Love Songs.”  Brightness and optimism burst through these 

works, and we have Julie to thank for them.  Mere months after completing the Liebeslieder, Brahms learned of Julie’s engagement to a 
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1. Rede, Mädchen, allzu liebes, 

Das mir in die Brust, die kühle, 

Hat geschleudert mit dem Blicke 

Diese wilden Glutgefühle! 

Willst du nicht dein Herz erweichen, 

Willst du, eine Überfromme, 

Rasten ohne traute Wonne, 

Oder willst du, daβ ich komme? 

Rasten ohne traute Wonne, 

Nicht so bitter will ich büβen. 

Komme nur, du schwarzes Auge, 

Komme, wenn die Sterne grüβen. 

Tell, maiden so lovely, 

who in my cool breast 

has hurled, with your glances, 

these wild, fervent emotions! 

Will you not soften your heart; 

will you, exceedingly pious one, 

remain without courageous joy, 

or will you that I come to you? 

To remain without courageous bliss, 

so bitter a fate I would not suffer. 

Come then, with your dark eyes, 

come, when the stars greet us. 

Program notes by Gary D. Cannon 
 

Program produced by Barb Fraley 
 

Graphic design by Elaine Tsang 

young, handsome, Italian noble.  He was desolate, composing his philosophical, dour Alto Rhapsody as “my bridal gift.”  Her death 

three years later inspired the more pessimistic Neue Liebeslieder, a second set of waltzes.  Brahms remained a lifelong bachelor. 

The choice of the Liebeslieder’s scoring demonstrates Brahms’s practical goal: sales.  Sure, he hoped that the Requiem and other 

“serious” works would form the basis of his reputation as a composer.  But he needed to make a living.  In the days before recordings 

and radio, middle-class families gathered at the piano and made music together.  Works for piano four-hands (two pianists playing at 

the same piano) were ubiquitous, including Brahms’s Sixteen Waltzes, op.39 (1865) and first set of Hungarian Dances (1868).  In fact, 

Brahms also arranged the Liebeslieder for performance without singers; he and Clara played them that summer.  By adding vocal quar-

tet, even more members of the family could join in.  And waltzes had been all the rage for four decades: Johann Strauss’s An der 

schönen, blauen Donau (On the Beautiful, Blue Danube) had been published two years before the Liebeslieder.  This market of Hausmusik 

(“house music”) is how composers survived financially in the late nineteenth century.  

Brahms’s chosen texts for the Liebeslieder were translations of Hungarian, Polish, and Russian dance-songs prepared by the German 

poet-philosopher Georg Friedrich Daumer for his two volumes titled Polydora (1855).  (Brahms eventually set fifty-four different po-

ems by Daumer.)  All eighteen Liebeslieder are in 3/4 time, but Brahms varies them fascinatingly though style of melody, implied tem-

po, diverse counterpoints, duration (some are barely a minute long), voicing (including duets and solos), balance between men and 

women, and the usage of individual voices within quartet movements, such as brief independent lines for each voice.  They sound as 

a united cycle, notwithstanding some striking shifts of mood or key.  While the Liebeslieder do not tell a specific story, they embody 

both the cheery hope and the unreliability of youthful love. 

2. Am Gesteine rauscht die Flut, 

Heftig angetrieben; 

Wer da nicht zu seufzen weiβ, 

Lernt es unterm Lieben. 

To the rocks roar the flood, 

heavily powered. 

Whoever knows not how to sigh, 

he will learn through loving. 

3. O die Frauen, o die Frauen, 

Wie sie Wonne tauen! 

Wäre lang ein Mönch geworden, 

Wären nicht die Frauen! 

O women, O women, 

with what bliss they melt the heart! 

Long ago I would have become a monk, 

were it not for women! 

4. Wie des Abends schöne Röte 

Möcht’ ich arme Dirne glüh’n, 

Einem, einem zu gefallen, 

Sonder Ende Wonne sprüh’n. 

Like an evening’s beautiful redness 

would I, a poor maiden, glow– 

to please one, one alone, 

a special, blissful end would sparkle. 
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5. Die grüne Hopfenranke, 

Sie schlängelt unf der Erde hin. 

Die junge, schöne Dirne, 

So traurig ist ihr Sinn! 

Du höre, grüne Ranke! 

Was hebst du dich nicht himmelwärts? 

Du höre, schöne Dirne! 

Was ist so schwer dein Herz? 

Wie höbe sich die Ranke, 

Der keine Stütze Kraft verleiht? 

Wie wäre die Dirne fröhlich, 

Wenn ihr der Liebste weit? 

The green tendrils of the vine, 

they coil toward the ground. 

The young, beautiful maiden, 

so sad in her senses! 

You hear, green tendrils! 

Why do you not rise toward heaven? 

You hear, beautiful maiden! 

What is so heavy in your heart? 

How can the tendrils rise, 

their little supports gain strength? 

How can the maiden be joyous, 

when her lover is away? 

6. Ein kleiner, hübscher Vogel nahm den Flug 

Zum Garten hin, da gab es Obst genug. 

   Wenn ich ein hübscher, kleiner Vogel wär’, 

   Ich säumte nicht, ich täte so wie der. 

Leimruten Arglist lauert an dem Ort; 

Der arme Vogel konnte nicht mehr fort. 

   Wenn ich ein hübscher, kleiner Vogel wär’, 

   Ich säumte doch, ich täte nicht wie der. 

Der Vogel kam in eine schöne Hand, 

Da tat es ihm, dem Glücklichen, nicht and. 

   Wenn ich ein hübscher, kleiner Vogel wär’, 

   Ich säumte nicht, ich täte doch wie der. 

A little, pretty bird took flight 

to the garden, bountiful with fruit. 

   Were I a pretty little bird, 

   I would not hesitate; I would do the same. 

Lime-branches’ guile lie in wait in that place; 

the poor bird cannot fly off. 

   Were I a pretty little bird, 

   I would hesitate; I would not do the same. 

The bird came to a beautiful hand, 

such that he, the lucky little one, wanted not. 

   Were I a pretty little bird, 

   I would not hesitate; I would do the same. 

8. Wenn so lind dein Auge mir 

Und so lieblich schauet, 

Jede letzte Trübe flieht, 

Welche mich umgrauet. 

Dieser Liebe schöne Glut, 

Laβ sie nicht verstieben! 

Nimmer wird, wie ich, so treu 

Dich ein andrer lieben. 

When so warmly and lovely 

your eyes look to me, 

every last trouble flees, 

disappearing from me. 

These loves, beautiful glow, 

let them not vanish! 

Never will another, as I,  

so truly love you. 

7. Wohl schön bewandt 

War es vorehe 

Mit meinem Leben 

Mit meiner Liebe. 

Durch eine Wand, 

Ja, durch zehn Wände 

Erkannte mich 

Des Freundes Sehe, 

Doch jetzo, wehe, 

Wenn ich dem Kalten 

Auch noch so dicht 

Vor’m Auge stehe, 

Es merk’ts sein Auge, 

Sein Herze nicht. 

How beautiful 

all did seem 

with my life, 

with my love. 

Through a wall— 

yes, through ten walls— 

would reach to me 

my lover’s gaze. 

But now, alas, 

when I stand before him 

even so very close, 

stopped in front of his eyes, 

his eyes do not see, 

neither his heart. 

9. Am Donaustrande, da steht ein Haus, 

Da schaut ein rosiges Mädchen aus. 

Das Mädchen, es ist wohl gut gehegt, 

Zehn eiserne Riegel sind vor die Türe gelegt. 

Zehn eiserne Riegel—das ist ein Spaβ; 

Die spreng ich, als wären sie nur von Glas. 

On the Danube’s shore there stands a house, 

out of which a rosy maiden looks. 

The maiden, she is well guarded: 

ten iron bolts are fixed to the door. 

Ten iron bolts—that’s but a joke!— 

I’ll explode them as though they were glass. 
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10. O wie sanft die Quelle sich 

Durch die Wiese windet! 

O wie schön, wenn Liebe sich 

Zu der Liebe findet! 

Oh, how gentle is the stream 

that winds through the meadow! 

Oh, how beautiful, when love 

finds itself a love! 

11. Nein, es ist nicht auszukommen 

Mit den Leuten; 

Alles wissen sie so giftig 

Auszudeuten. 

Bin ich heiter, hegen soll ich 

Lose Triebe; 

Bin ich still, so heiβt’s, ich wäre 

Irr, aus Liebe. 

No, there is no coming to terms 

with these people; 

they know things; so stingingly 

they point. 

When I’m mirthful, [they say] I nurture 

loose desires; 

when I’m calm, that means I would 

be mad with love. 

12. Schlosser auf, und mache Schlössser, 

Schlösser ohne Zahl! 

Denn die bösen Mäuler will ich 

Schlieβen allzumal. 

Locksmith, come, and make me padlocks, 

padlocks without number! 

So that malicious mouths will I 

close, once and for all. 

13. Vögelein durchrauscht die Luft, 

Sucht nach einem Aste; 

Und das Herz ein Herz begehrt’s, 

Wo es selig raste. 

A little bird whooshes though the wind, 

searching for a branch; 

and the heart seeks a heart 

where it can rest in bliss. 

14. Sieh, wie ist die Welle klar, 

Blickt der Mond hernieder! 

Die du meine Liebe bist, 

Liebe du mich wieder. 

See, how the waves are clear, 

the moon looking from above! 

You who are my love, 

love me again. 

15. Nachtigall, sie singt so schön, 

Wenn die Sterne funkeln. 

Liebe mich, geliebtes Herz, 

Küsse mich im Dunkeln! 

Nightingale, who sings so beautifully, 

when the stars sparkle. 

Love me, beloved heart, 

kiss me in the dark! 

16. Ein dunkeler Schacht ist Liebe, 

Ein gar zu gefährlicher Bronnen; 

Da fiel ich hinein, ich Armer 

kann weder hören noch seh’n, 

Nur denken an meine Wonnen, 

Nur stöhnen in meinen Wehn. 

Love is a dark pit, 

an all-too-dangerous well; 

I fell in, poor me 

can neither hear nor see. 

only thinking of my delights, 

only groaning in my pain. 

17. Nicht wandle, mein Licht, dort auβen 

Im Flurbereich! 

Die Füβe würden dir, die zarten, 

Zu naβ, zu weich. 

All überströmmt sind dort die Wege, 

Die Stege dir; 

So überreichlich tränte dorten 

Das Auge mir. 

Wander not, my light, out there 

in the meadow! 

To your tender feet it would be 

so wet, so soft. 

All overflowing are the paths, 

the walkways, too; 

so copiously do weep 

my eyes. 
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18. Es bebet das Gesträuche, 

Gestreift hat es im Fluge 

Ein Vögelein, 

In gleicher Art erbebet, 

Die Seele mir erschüttert 

Von Liebe, Lust und Leide, 

Gedenkt sie dein. 

It trembles, the shrub; 

streaking through it, in flight, 

is a little bird. 

In the same manner does shake 

my soul, shocked 

by love, desire, and suffering, 

when it remembers you. 

 —Assorted folk songs, as translated by Georg Friedrich Daumer (1800–1875) in Polydora:  

  Ein Weltpoetisches Liederbuch [A World-Poet’s Songbook] (1855)  

Las cuatro estaciones porteñas [The Four Seasons of Buenos Aires] (1964–69) by Ástor Piazzolla (1921–1992) 

 as arranged for mixed chorus (1992/4) by Oscar Escalada (born 1945) 

Born in the coastal Argentine city of Mar del Plata, Ástor Piazzolla was raised in New York City.  Returning to Argentina at age sev-

enteen, Piazzolla played the bandoneón (similar to an accordion) in prominent tango bands while studying with Alberto Ginastera, 

Latin America’s leading modernist composer.  After a year of further studies with Nadia Boulanger in Paris, he found his unique com-

positional voice by infusing jazz and classical elements into dance forms, thereby creating a style termed nuevo tango.  This “new tan-

go” quickly became popular in the West but met with some resistance in Argentina.  Political oppression in his homeland led Piazzol-

la to settle in Rome and Paris, and indeed several of his works—including the famed Libertango—have political overtones. 

Buenos Aires is the beating heart of Argentina: its undisputed center of government, culture, population, commerce, industry, reli-

gion, tourism, and sport.  With over thirteen million people in its metropolitan area, it is comparable in population to Los Angeles or 

London.  Located at the estuary of the Rio de la Plata, which drains one-fifth of the river-water in South America, it is also one of the 

world’s most important ports.  In fact, its denizens are simply called porteños: people of the port.  Piazzolla was intimately familiar 

with the city’s temperaments and seasons.  In the mid-1960s, he crafted a cycle of Las cuatro estaciones porteñas as a conscious homage 

to Vivaldi’s Four Seasons.  Sometimes the two cycles are even performed together. 

Piazzolla’s standard instrumentation for nuevo tango was a quintet of bandoneón, violin, piano, electric guitar, and string bass, though 

his music has been arranged for various types of instrumental configurations.  In the 1980s, Argentinian conductor Oscar Escalada 

began arranging Piazzolla’s tangos for chorus.  Escalada’s text is scat syllables, reinforcing a link between nuevo tango and jazz.  The 

basses usually sing a walking bass line, moving steadily with the beat in a Baroque manner.  Verano porteño is especially vivid in de-

picting the thick, humid Argentinian summer.  The machinery at port is heard in recurring groups of smashing chords (to the sylla-

bles “vap, vap, vap”).  The city is not solely industrial, however; the central section features a sweeping melody, surely indicating a 

sultry atmosphere that is not purely meteorological.  In Otoño porteño, Escalada evokes autumn partly by embracing the dark, rich 

character of the alto timbre.  Sometimes he gives the piano a prominent role: Invierno porteño includes chromatic cadenza and an ex-

tended middle section in which the choir merely supplies back-up chordal structure as the piano sings the wintry melody.  At the end 

of Invierno porteño, snow magically, aurally, gently falls.  Burgeoning energy springs forward in Primavera porteña, especially when bits 

of the melody are tossed among the different sections of the choir.  

Der Geist hilft unser Schwachheit auf, BWV 226 (1729) by Johann Sebastian Bach (1685–1750) 

Ah, Bach…. Perhaps no name in the history of music from any culture is steeped in such hallowed grandeur.  Yet to his contemporar-

ies the great Johann Sebastian Bach was not at all known outside his native Germany.  Even his own countrymen perceived Bach 

mostly as an organist and educator in the commercial town of Leipzig.  As a composer, he was considered second-rate, too entranced 

by chromatic harmony and complex counterpoint to be a major voice. How times have changed. 

Over the course of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, the extended Bach family provided over 70 noted musicians throughout 

east-central Germany.  After training in Eisenach, Ohrdruf, and Lüneberg, Bach undertook minor positions in Weimar, Arnstadt, and 

Mühlhausen.  Then, returning to Weimar, he served in the illustrious post of court organist and then Konzertmeister.  Most compos-

ers might have been content to finish their career in his next post, that of Kapellmeister at Cöthen, thirty miles from Berlin: after all, he 

was the second-highest-paid court official.  But he didn’t truly settle down until accepting a major position at Leipzig in 1723.  His 

contract included three primary components.  First, as cantor at the Thomasschule (St. Thomas School), he was responsible for the 

musical training of 50–60 boy choristers.  As Director Musices Lipsiensis (Director of Music in Leipzig), he oversaw music-making for 

civic occasions and for the city’s four major Lutheran churches, including the prestigious Thomaskirche (St. Thomas Church).  He also 

held a largely ceremonial role as director of music for the University of Leipzig, the most prestigious educational institution in Ger-

many.  
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During his first two years at Leipzig, Bach composed a new liturgical cantata for every Sunday and major feast day, in some cases 

revising works from Weimar.  Over the years he composed over three hundred cantatas, of which about three-fifths survive today.  

For his first Christmas in Leipzig Bach composed a major Magnificat, and the following Good Friday saw the first presentation of his 

St. John Passion.  The late 1720s saw his first publications (the keyboard partitas), and 1727 brought the St. Matthew Passion.  As if all 

that didn’t keep him busy enough, he maintained a schedule of teaching private students and of touring as a concert organist to near-

by cities such as Dresden and Kassel.  The civic authorities were quite justified when they complained in 1729 that Bach neglected his 

teaching duties at the Thomasschule and that he routinely traveled without leave.  Nevertheless, in the same year of 1729, Bach began 

to direct the local collegium musicum, a volunteer collection of professional and student instrumentalists who presented weekly con-

certs at a coffee-house.  

On October 16, 1729, the rector of the Thomasschule, Johann Heinrich Ernesti, died.  He had achieved only mixed results at the 

school, as student discipline and building maintenance had diminished under his tenure.  But Ernesti was also a venerated professor 

at the university, which commissioned a new funeral motet from his erstwhile colleague, Bach.  The result, Der Geist hilft, was heard 

at the memorial service on October 20.  Its first movement begins in a lively triple meter, dominated by an extended melisma (many 

notes for one syllable) on the word “Geist” (“Spirit”), with figures akin to those of an organ toccata.  The two choirs toss back and 

forth three-note declarations of “der Geist hilft” (“the Spirit helps”) to reinforce the core importance of the text.  The second section is 

a brief fugue (“sondern der Geist…”).  The word “Seufzen” (“sighing”) is given prominence with syncopated falls, long lines, and 

two-note interjections.  

Bach then moves to a four-part texture for one of his more elaborate choral fugues.  The main subject begins with a leaping fourth or 

fifth (“Der aber…”).  The second main section of text (“denn er vertritt…”) brings a second theme with short, repeated notes, which 

would make this a standard double-fugue, which in and of itself isn’t too rare.  But the second theme’s countermelody, with its easily 

identifiable fall of a fifth and return, is equally prominent as the fugue progresses.  To try to identify every instance of each motive is 

like playing a game of musical whack-a-mole, or perhaps Pokémon.  I challenge you to “catch ’em all!” 

It has been proposed, due to a lack of instrumental parts in the original source, that the concluding chorale was not part of the origi-

nal motet but was instead sung at the graveside after the service.  Nevertheless, at some point Bach chose to include a chorale tune 

and text written by Martin Luther himself, though harmonized as no one but Bach could.  

Du heilige Brunst, süßer Trost, 

nun hilf uns fröhlich und getrost 

in deinem Dienst beständig bleiben, 

die Trübsal uns nicht abtreiben. 

O Herr, durch dein’ Kraft uns bereit 

und stärk des Fleisches Blödigkeit, 

dass wir hie ritterlich ringen, 

durch Tod und Leben zu dir dringen. 

   Halleluja! Halleluja!  

You, holy fire, sweet comforter, 

now help us, the happy and consoled, 

in your service steadfast to remain, 

for grief does not deflect us. 

O Lord, with your power prepare us 

and strengthen the flesh’s reluctance, 

that we here valiantly struggle, 

through death and life, to reach you. 

   Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 — Romans 8:26–27  

Der Geist hilft unser Schwachheit auf, 

   denn wir wissen nicht, was wir beten sollen, 

   wie sich’s gebühret; 

sondern der Geist selbst vertritt uns aufs beste 

   mit unaussprechlichem Seufzen. 

Der aber die Herzen forschet, 

   der weiß, was des Geistes Sinn sei; 

   denn er vertritt die Heiligen 

   nach dem, das Gott gefället. 

The Spirit helps our weakness, 

   for we know not what we should pray, 

   nor how is proper; 

but the Spirit itself represents us at our best, 

   with inexpressible sighing. 

But he searches our heart, 

   he knows what the spirit is thinking; 

   for he represents the saints, 

   for thus is God pleased. 

 — Martin Luther (1483–1546),  

      from the chorale Komm, heiliger Geist, Herre Gott (“Come, holy spirit, Lord God”, 1524)  
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All summer long, we boys  

dreamed ‘bout big circus joys! 

Down Main Street comes the band,  

Oh! “Ain’t it a grand and glorious noise!” 

Horses are prancing, knights advancing,  

helmets gleaming, pennants streaming, 

Cleopatra’s on her throne! 

That golden hair is all her own.  

Where is the lady all in pink? 

Last year she waved to me, I think. 

Can she have died? Can! that! rot! 

She is passing but she sees me not. 

Where is the clown, that funny gink? 

Last year he winked at me, I think. 

Can he have died? Oh, can that rot! 

He’s still a winkin’ but he sees me not. 

   Final descant: 

Riding down from Bangor on the midnight train, 

Rip, slam, bang we do, sir, right on thro’ the rain. 

When in after years we take our children on our knee, 

We’ll teach them that the alphabet begins with D. K. E.  

The Circus Band (c.1898–9, adapted and revised c.1920–1, c.1932–3 ) by Charles Ives (1874–1954) 

 arranged by Alexander Dashnaw  

Once when I was a teenager, I sat in my bedroom listening loudly to one of Ives’s more dissonant and raucous symphonies.  My 

mother, having heard the ruckus from across the house, asked me what this aural mess was.  When I answered “Charles Ives,” she 

replied, “You mean the insurance guy?” And she was quite right.  Ives revolutionized the insurance industry as much as he did the 

course of American music.  He passed his days in his office, high in a Manhattan skyscraper, and during his lunch break took music 

manuscript paper out of his desk drawer and composed what is possibly the most inventive corpus in music history.  Most of his mu-

sic remained in that desk drawer, unheard for decades.  Ever the curmudgeon, Ives’s response to winning the Pulitzer Prize for his 

Third Symphony (some thirty-six years after its completion) was that “prizes were for boys, and I’m all grown up”: He gave the prize 

money to the young Lou Harrison, who had conducted the premiere only a year earlier. 

Circus Band, however, was an early work.  In 1898, Ives graduated from Yale.  His composition teacher had been the archconservative 

Horatio Parker, who balked at the young man’s obstreperous First Symphony.  So Ives began his insurance career in New York but 

also worked as church organist and choirmaster in nearby Bloomfield, New Jersey.  And he composed works like the piano march, 

Circus Band.  At some point over the ensuing decades—dating Ives’s output precisely is nigh unto impossible—he adapted it as a solo 

song and also for chamber orchestra with optional chorus.  The text is Ives’s own.  Ives knew marches well:  His bandmaster father 

would position young Charles at a central podium as two bands, playing two different marches in different keys and tempos, would 

cross the field in front of him.  The same raucous disregard for traditional harmony and meter is present in Circus Band, mingled with 

the energy and joy of youth.  The text could have been sung by children, running alongside as the circus makes its way into town.  

Sometimes they fall behind the beat and must catch up (“big circus joys,” “is all her own”).  Nestled amid the cacophony of the final 

verse is a tribute—in the wrong meter, I should add—to Delta Kappa Epsilon, his fraternity at Yale.  “Why?” you might justifiably 

ask.  The answer is simple: “Charles Ives.”  



10 

 

Very active as a freelance accompanist in the area, Ingrid Verhulsdonk became the Cascadian Chorale's 

staff pianist in 2011.  She is also principal organist at Sacred Heart Church in Bellevue and accompanist 

for The Market Street Singers of Ballard.  She is on staff at the University of Washington drama depart-

ment, and has been a regular accompanist with Northwest Opera In Schools, Etcetera (NOISE) and 

Cornish College of the Arts. 

Ingrid has been the recipient of numerous awards and scholarships.  She has performed as a soloist 

with the University of Hawaii Symphony Orchestra as winner of the 2001 student concerto competi-

tion, and was a finalist in the Ladies Musical Club competition. 

Ingrid holds degrees in piano performance from the University of Washington and the University of 

Hawaii.  She also thoroughly enjoys teaching, and operates a small piano studio in the area. 

Ingrid Verhulsdonk, Pianist 

Biographies  

Gary D. Cannon, Conductor 

Dr. Gary D. Cannon is one of Seattle’s most versatile choral personalities, active as conductor, singer, 

and musicologist.  Since 2008 he is Artistic Director of Cascadian Chorale and of the 100-voice Vashon 

Island Chorale.  In 2016 he founded the Emerald Ensemble, a professional chamber choir.  At the invi-

tation of the Early Music Guild, he founded and directed a Renaissance choir, Sine Nomine (2008–15).  

He has conducted for Vashon Opera three times, and has also directed Anna’s Bay Chamber Choir, 

Choral Arts, Earth Day Singers, Kirkland Choral Society, and the Northwest Mahler Festival. 

As a tenor soloist, he has appeared with Pacific Northwest Ballet, Seattle Philharmonic, and the Au-

burn, Eastside, Rainier, and Sammamish Symphony Orchestras, as well as many Seattle-area choirs.  

He lectures for Seattle Symphony and provides program notes for choirs across the country.  His inde-

pendent musicological research has a special emphasis on the music of William Walton.  A California native, Dr. Cannon 

holds degrees from the University of California at Davis and the University of Washington. 

Sarah Silvia, Pianist 

Local accompanist and piano teacher Sarah Silvia completed a Master’s Degree in Piano Performance at the University 

of Washington where she studied with Patricia Michaelian. She has maintained a regular performing schedule with 

young musicians at festivals and competitions, as well as playing for a children’s choir and singing in an adult choir as 

an alto. She enjoys teaching a full piano studio in Kirkland that includes students with a wide variety of ages. Silvia is 

married to bass-baritone Jonathan Silvia, and she regularly accompanies for his voice students in addition to her own 

teaching. Together, they performed Schubert’s song cycle Winterreise last winter, along with baritone Ryan Bede. Silvia’s 

next performance will be at State Solo Ensemble in Ellensburg. When she’s not practicing, teaching, or performing, she 

enjoys reading, knitting, and Living History events throughout the summer.  
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Cascadian Chorale Members 

Soprano 
Frances Acheson 

Holly Allin   

Kari Einset 

Shiloh Gillespie 

Anita Gross 

Heather Irwin  *  

Brenda Kruse  § 

Sue Maybee 

Genie Middaugh 

Kara Montague   

Ruth O’Brien 

Billie Shung   

Cami Woodruff   

Alto 

Cravixtha Acheson  ‡ 

Christine Dunbar 

Carol Fielding 

Barb Fraley   

Alecia Hawthorne-Heyel 

Laurene Kelly 

Tara O’Brien Pride *  ‡ 

Debra Schilling 

Nikki Schilling 

Pamela Silimperi   

Elaine Tsang 
 

Tenor 
Christopher Fraley   

David Hendrix 

Russ Jones * 

Dustin Kaspar  § 

 

 

Bass 
Ken Black 

Jeremy Kings   

Dennis Kruse †   
David Nichols   

Don O’Brien 

Trevor Tsang   

Jim Whitehead   

Doug Wyatt *  

Robin Wyatt-Stone 

 

 

‡   Percussion in Piazolla     §   Solo in Brahms *  Section Leader    †  Voice Coach 

From a young age, Jeremy was constantly exposed to music through his peers and family.  On Sun-

day mornings, he could often be found sitting next to his mother, the church organist, unwittingly 

internalizing the trembling harmonies and low drones that came thundering out of the pipes in the 

rear of the sanctuary.  It wasn’t until he was enrolled into the high school freshman boys’ choir, 

however, that he fell in love with singing and the choral art form.  A year later, he discovered com-

puter software for electronic music production.  From that point forward, there has rarely been a 

time in which Jeremy has not been involved in at least one choir, and he always has one or more mu-

sical projects in the works. 

Jeremy’s choral compositions have been premiered by singers and ensembles in Illinois and Washington.  His instru-

mental works are written with visual media such as film and video games in mind.  Most of these are notated, per-

formed and produced using computer software known as Digital Audio Workstations or DAWs, though he does occa-

sionally write more traditional scores for live performance.  He is currently working on a full-length album of original 

music, which he intends to release sometime next year. 

At present, Jeremy sings with the Cascadian Chorale, a Bellevue chamber chorus, and Vox16, a new professional vocal 

ensemble in Seattle.  When he’s not engaged in singing or writing music, Jeremy teaches high school students how to 

program video games.  In the time left over, he enjoys playing and occasionally creating games of many varieties, in-

cluding board games, tabletop role-playing games and, of course, video games. 

Jeremy Kings, Composer-in-Residence 
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Remember Cascadian Chorale in your Charitable Giving 

The Cascadian Chorale is a 501(c)3 non-profit organization.  Ticket sales cover only 30% of organizational 

costs, with gifts from supporters making up the remainder.  Your tax-deductible gift is welcome and 

appreciated.   

We accept online credit card donations via PayPal; you can even choose to subscribe to make automatic monthly 

donations. Visit our website, www.CascadianChorale.org, and click “Contribute” under “Support Us”. 

For more information about making a donation to Cascadian Chorale, please contact our voicemail at 425-

606-4586 or email Anita Gross at president@CascadianChorale.org. 

Supporters  
The Cascadian Chorale thanks the following people and organizations 

for their generous donations during the past twelve months: 

Angel  ($2500+) 

David & Sherri Nichols 

Stone-Wyatt Family 

 

Patron  ($1000-$2499) 

4Culture Grant 

Google Matching Funds 

Russ Jones 

Arrow & Tara O’Brien Pride 

Katherine Robbs 

 

Associate  ($500-$999) 

Frances Acheson 

Chris & Barb Fraley 

Anita Gross 

Alecia Hawthorne-Heyel 

Laurene Kelly 

Genie Middaugh 

Kara Montague 

Don & Ruth O’Brien 

Paula Rattigan 

Jim Whitehead 

 

Donor  ($250-$499) 

Apple Matching Funds 

General Electric Matching Funds 

Donor  (continued) 

T-Mobile Matching Funds 

Holly Allin 

Ken Black 

Christine Dunbar 

Carol Fielding 

Heather Irwin 

Jeremy Kings 

Tim MacNary 

Özer Özkaraoğlu 

Debra Schilling 

Nikki Schilling 

Billie Shung 

Trevor & Elaine Tsang 

 

Contributor  ($100-$249) 

Kitt Bradley 

Rick Commo 

Joy DeCoursey-Porter 

Terri Conner 

Gary Cannon 

Julianna Hensey 

Brenda and Dennis Kruse 

Corrine Rahmig 

Pamela Silimperi 
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 Other Eastside Concerts 
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Join Us For Our Next Concert  

Welcome Home CD  
Enjoy Cascadian Chorale over and over by purchasing a Welcome Home 

CD, recorded in 2014 in celebration of Cascadian Chorale’s 50th Anniver-

sary.  CDs are available for purchase today at the ticket table.  Both physi-

cal CDs and digital downloads are also available on the internet.  Look 

for links at cascadianchorale.org, or search directly on CD Baby, iTunes 

(through CD Baby), Amazon, and GooglePlay. 

Stormy Weather 

Here in the Northwest we are used to dealing with the weather, so let’s celebrate it in song. Of 

course rain features prominently, especially in Eric Whitacre’s Cloudburst and a new arrange-

ment of Stormy Weather by Cascadian’s own Jeremy Kings. John Rutter, Carlos Guastavino, and 

William Billings deftly depict winds strong and calm. Two works were written in response to 

Hurricane Katrina by Jeffery Ames and local composer Melinda Bargreen. We will sing music by 

composers old and new, ranging from Brahms and Elgar to Joy Porter and Joan Szymko. And 

don’t worry: there is plenty of sunlight too. 

Saturday, June 2, 2018 

7:30 p.m. 

Church of the Holy Cross 

11526—162nd Avenue NE 

Redmond, WA 

Sunday, June 3, 2018 

3:30 p.m. 

St. Thomas Episcopal Church 

8398 NE 12th Street 

Medina, WA 


