SUMMER
Sumer is icumen in (c.1240) ............................................................................................... Anonymous
My Lord, what a mornin’ .................................................................. arr. Harry Burleigh (1866–1949)
Viento norte (1967) .............................................................................. Carlos Guastavino (1912–2000)
A Girl’s Garden (1959) ....................................................................... Randall Thompson (1899–1984)
The Pasture (1959) ....................................................................................................Randall Thompson
The Star of the County Down (2001) ..................................................... arr. Linda Gingrich (b.1951)
Soir d’été (1946) ........................................................................................... Henk Badings (1907–1987)
A Boy and a Girl (2002) ......................................................................................Eric Whitacre (b.1970)
Verano porteño (1964/1992) ..................................................................... Ástor Piazzolla (1921–1992)
arr. Oscar Escalada (b.1945)

 intermission 
Take me out to the ball game (1908/c.1995) ....................................... Albert Von Tilzer (1878–1956)
arr. Linda Gingrich
The Plains (2009)................................................................................. Christopher Lee Fraley (b.1967)
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Program Notes, Texts & Translations
Sumer is icumen in

Anonymous thirteenth-century round

Language is a fickle thing. New words are coined every year, only a handful of which are integrated into the conservatively proscriptive dictionaries hither and yon. Over mere decades, meanings alter forever. Traditions in grammar and
orthography (styles of writing, including punctuation, capitalization, and even letters themselves) also steadily evolve.
However, every once in a while, major linguistic shifts happen quite abruptly. Hence English has had three distinct historical periods. The Middle English of Chaucer and Beowulf, which roughly spanned the twelfth through fifteenth centuries, therefore warrants outright translation to be intelligible to today’s speakers of English.
Middle English is also the language of Sumer is icumen in, the earliest surviving canon. Remarkably, it precedes any
other example of six-voice music by over two hundred years. In the original thirteenth-century manuscript, preserved
in an abbey at Reading, England, the principle melody is to be sung by four voices, each entering successively after the
first line of text. The work is sufficiently complex that it could, however, work with as many as twelve voices. There is
also a two-measure bass line, called a pes or foot, which is itself treated in canon. Think of it as “Row, row, row your
boat” sung as a round by four people, but with the addition of a bass line sung as a round by two others. Or, better yet,
don’t think about it at all, and just enjoy the seasonal joie de vivre as the seeds grow, the ewe tends its lamb, and, yes, the
stag farts.
Sumer is icumen in,
lhude sing cuccu!
Groweþ sed and bloweþ med
and springþ þe wode nu,
Sing cuccu!
Awe bleteþ after lomb,
lhouþ after calve cu.
Bulluc sterteþ, bucke verteþ,
murie sing cuccu!
Cuccu, cuccu,
wel singes þu cuccu;
ne swik þu naver nu.

Summer is coming in,
loudly sing, Cuckoo!
Seeds grow and meadows bloom
and woods spring anew.
Sing, Cuckoo!
Ewe bleats after lamb,
cow lows after calf.
The bullock stirs, the buck farts,
merrily sing, Cuckoo!
Cuckoo, Cuckoo,
well you sing, Cuckoo;
may you stop never now.

My Lord, what a mornin’

traditional African-American spiritual
arranged by Harry T. Burleigh (1866–1949)

When the great Czech composer Antonín Dvořák lived in New York for two years, he became exceedingly homesick for
his native Bohemia. In this mindset, he met the African-American baritone Harry Burleigh, who introduced the him to
slave spirituals. Dvořák promptly declared that, if his host country wished to find its own, uniquely American musical
style, they had best develop it from the traditions of its black culture. He was eventually proven right, as jazz and rock
music steadily emerged. Ironically, Burleigh’s own arrangements of spirituals are rather traditional, handling them almost as Dvořák would have handled a Bohemian folksong. Burleigh composed over 265 vocal works, mostly settings of
spirituals as solo art-songs. His choral version of My Lord, what a mornin’ is a fine example of his writing: the text is
clear, the harmonies straightforward and subtle.
My Lord, what a mornin’, when the stars begin to fall.
Done quit all my worldly ways, join that heavenly band.
My Lord, what a mornin’, when the stars begin to fall.
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Viento norte

by Carlos Guastavino (1912–2000)

No. 4 from Indianas [No. 1] (1967)
Carlos Guastavino was the arch-conservative of twentieth-century Argentinean classical music. Born in the city of Santa
Fe, nestled in the Argentinean plains (or pampas), Guastavino gained initial training as a chemical engineer, an interest
which never left him. He then proceeded to study music privately in Buenos Aires. In the 1940s some of his songs, most
notably Se equivocó la paloma (1941) and La rosa y el sauce (1942) became quite popular. Also an accomplished pianist,
Guastavino undertook international tours in the late 1940s and ‘50s, after which he focused his energies increasingly on
composition. Songs, chamber music and piano works poured from him prolifically: for his over two hundred solo songs
Guastavino is known as the “Schubert of the Pampas.” He wrote very little for orchestra and almost nothing for the stage.
Guastavino was strongly opposed to the dissonant modernist trends then receiving critical accolades, declaring: “I do
not like music without a beautiful melody. I do not understand it. That is not music. May the composers of the vanguard forgive me.” Disillusioned by the progress of classical music, he composed nothing in 1975–87. From 1992, he
ceased composing altogether, and lived almost as a hermit in a leafy northern suburb of Buenos Aires.
Indianas, a cycle of six songs for mixed chorus and piano, represents Guastavino at his very best: approachable, pleasing,
always tonal sonorities; succinctly presented, beautifully crafted melodic structures; strong rhythmic drive; and intelligible, engaging text-setting. I n “Viento norte” he embraces the rhythmic pattern of a chacarera, a type of traditional Argentinean folk dance. This rhythm is a juxtaposition of 3/4 meter (triple time, here in the piano’s left hand) and 6/8 meter (duple time, with each beat divided into thirds rather than halves, as in the choir and the piano’s right hand). Think
of Bernstein’s “I want to be in America” from West Side Story, constantly shifting from three to two; now superimpose
both rhythms together, and you have a sense of what Guastavino plays with throughout “Viento norte.” He even adds
frequent syncopation (strong off-beat accents) to emphasize a rhythmic tension that aptly depicts the north wind rushing
across the pampas.
Desgarrado entre los montes
sobre largos arenales
va chillando el viento norte
su grito en los quebrachales.
Un cordaje de tacuaras,
de espinillos y chilcales
bordonean la agonía
del fuego en la roja tarde.

Ripping through the wooded hills
over the dunes
the northern wind screams
its cry in the quebracho woods.
A heavy string of bamboo,
of thorny bushes and chilcales,
plays the agony
of the fire in the red afternoon.

Aire de fragua, viento de fuego
quemando leguas pasa febrero.
El viento brama, fuego en su aliento;
tierra cuarteada, hombre sediento.

Air like a forge, winds of fire
burning miles and miles all through February.
The wind blows, fire in its breath;
cracked land, thirsty man.

Ya está la tierra que mada
está herida mi esperanza
viento norte río bajo
reseca está la barranca
Pobre mi tierra cansada,
no te alcanzan mis sudores
para verte rebrotado milagro
en pampa de flores.

The earth is charred,
my hope is wounded,
northern wind, low is the river,
dry are its banks.
My poor tired land,
my sweat will not be enough
to see you grow again with the miracle
of the flowering pampas.

Aire de fragua…

Air like a forge…

— Isaac Aizenberg
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A Girl’s Garden

by Randall Thompson (1899–1984)

No. 5 from Frostiana: Seven Country Songs (1959)
Randall Thompson has often been hailed as the dean of American choral music. Early in his career, Thompson focused on orchestral works, with three finely crafted symphonies, but by the 1940s he turned predominantly to the choir. Thompson’s
many illustrious positions included the directorship of Philadelphia’s acclaimed Curtis Institute and a professorship at Harvard. His numerous choral compositions form the core of the American repertory, ranging from the idyllic The Peaceable Kingdom to the boisterously patriotic The Testament of Freedom. His brief Alleluia remains perhaps the most frequently performed
piece of American choral music. Not bad for a chap who, as an undergraduate, had failed in his first audition to join the Harvard Glee Club: he later quipped, “My life has been an attempt to strike back.” Thompson’s compositional style is very meticulous—often almost every note on the page has an articulation or related marking—and yet the overall effect is of a spontaneous and sincere reaction to the text.
Frostiana is one of Thompson’s most beloved works. Delightful and urbane, it is a collection of “Seven Country Songs” on texts by
the great American poet Robert Frost. The cycle was composed in the summer of 1959 to fulfill a commission for the bicentennial
of the incorporation of Amherst, Massachusetts. Thompson himself conducted the premiere, which was sung by a volunteer ensemble drawn from throughout the township. Both Thompson and Frost were adopted New Englanders, and Frost was suitably
impressed by the work to direct his estate not to allow other composers to set his poems to music, a ban which continues, more or
less, today. In 1965, Thompson orchestrated the work, and even later made an arrangement for band. Through the course of the
2010–11 season, we will perform the complete original version, with its demanding role for solo piano.
“A Girl’s Garden” is the longest poem used in Frostiana, and in order to render it intelligible to the listener, Thompson directs
all the women to sing it in unison, as a single vocal line. The poem tells the story of a village know-it-all, who, as a young girl,
intended to plant a garden, but instead dumped seeds and fertilizer on an empty plot of land, and “begged the seed” rather
than work hard to sow the garden. The melody is simple, almost folk-like, but the music moves quickly and the singers must
have their wits about them. Also, how often does one get to sing words like “wheelbarrow” and “dung?” That same stanza
includes two moments of remarkably subtle text-painting, as “she always ran away and left / her not-nice load”: the word
“left” is held for a long time, as “not-nice” is given a suitably, er, delicate setting. At the very end, the women finally split into
three-part harmony to depict the lazy girl who now self-righteously instructs others: “It’s as when I was a farmer.”
A neighbor of mine in the village
Likes to tell how one spring
When she was a girl on the farm, she did
A childlike thing.

And hid from anyone passing.
And then she begged the seed.
She says she thinks she planted one
Of all things but weed.

One day she asked her father
To give her a garden plot
To plant and tend and reap herself,
And he said, ‘Why not?’

A hill each of potatoes,
Radishes, lettuce, peas,
Tomatoes, beets, beans, pumpkins, corn
And even fruit trees.

In casting about for a corner
He thought of an idle bit
Of walled-off ground where a shop had stood,
And he said, ‘Just it.’

And yes, she has long mistrusted
That a cider apple tree
In bearing there today is hers,
Or at least may be.

And he said, ‘That ought to make you
An ideal one-girl farm,
And give you a chance to put some strength
On your slim-jim arm.’

Her crop was a miscellany
When all was said and done,
A little bit of everything,
A great deal of none.

It was not enough of a garden,
Her father said, to plow;
So she had to work it all by hand,
But she don’t mind now.

Now when she sees in the village
How village things go,
Just when it seems to come in right,
She says, ‘I know!

She wheeled the dung in the wheelbarrow
Along a stretch of road;
But she always ran away and left
Her not-nice load,

‘It’s as when I was a farmer —’
Oh, never by way of advice!
And she never sins by telling the tale
To the same person twice.
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— Robert Frost (1874–1963)

The Pasture

by Randall Thompson (1899–1984)

No. 2 from Frostiana: Seven Country Songs (1959)
Randall Thompson’s tempo indication reveals just how literal he intends the setting to be: “Lento pastorale,” i.e. “Slow and
pastoral.” The piano ambles along in the traditionally pastoral 6/8 time, but when the tenors and basses enter, the meter shifts
to 4/4, which is more suitable to the scansion of the text. It is particularly appropriate that this poem be set for men’s voices
alone: it could easily be considered from the point of view of the male farm-hand inviting a girl on a casual walk as he goes
about his chores. One delightful moment is the depiction of the mother-cow and her young calf, who “totters when she licks it
her tongue”, as the rhythm suddenly moves faster to represent the tottering. This song also includes one of Thompson’s simplest but most beautiful compositional moments: the delicate downward scales and suspensions for the final statement of “I
sha’n’t be gone long.”
I’m going out to clean the pasture spring;
I’ll only stop to rake the leaves away
(And wait to watch the water clear, I may):
I sha’n’t be gone long. — You come too.

I’m going out to fetch the little calf
That’s standing by the mother. It’s so young
It totters when she licks it with her tongue.
I sha’n’t be gone long. — You come too.
— Robert Frost (1874–1963)

The Star of the County Down

Traditional Irish melody
arranged (2001) by Linda Gingrich (born 1951)

Linda Gingrich is a master of all aspects of the choral art: she is an accomplished composer, arranger, teacher, conductor, and
singer. Born in Austin, Texas, she moved with her family to Washington State as a child. During vocal studies at Pacific Lutheran University and the Cornish College of the Arts in Seattle, she began to discover that she didn’t have a soloistic singing
voice. After a few preliminary studies in composition with Bern Herbolsheimer, she proceeded to a Master’s degree in choral
conducting at the University of Washington. She composed only rarely until starting the Issaquah Chorale (since re-named
Master Chorus Eastside) in 1991, one of the major forces in choral music in the eastern suburbs of Seattle. Eventually, she returned to doctoral work at the University of Washington, where for two years she shared an office with tonight’s conductor.
Linda Gingrich has written the following about the genesis of her arrangement: “The Star of the County Down was composed in
2001 as part of a concert for Master Chorus Eastside’s tenth anniversary year. We had planned a Celtic concert, so I had examined a number of arrangements of Irish and Scottish folksongs for performance. The Star of the County Down appealed to me for
its melody and for its undercurrent of wry humor—the touches of Irish dialect, the young man’s “deludhering lies,” and his
refusal to plow until he wins her—but I couldn’t find an arrangement I liked. So I created my own!”
The arrangement reveals Gingrich’s joyful appreciation of a delightful text and tune. She uses the title words as a background
text, sometimes akin to an instrumental background or link. This gives her the freedom to assign the melody to any voice
while retaining its clarity. Initially, we hear the tale from the point of view of the basses, nominally representing the traveler as
he first spies the beautiful Irish lass. When he asks a local passer-by about her, the answer is given by the tenors as a new character. Gingrich modulates dramatically to depict the speaker’s resolve to meet his desired paramour. Near the end, the sopranos have quick leaps to their higher range, aurally recalling a glistening star in the sky.
Near to Banbridge town in the County Down,
one morning in July,
down a boreen green came a sweet colleen,
and she smiled as she passed me by.

As she onward sped I shook my head,
and I gazed with a feeling quare,
and I said, says I, to a passer-by,
“Who’s the maid with the nut-brown hair?”

She looked so sweet from her two white feet
to the sheen of her nut-brown hair.
Sure the coaxing elf, I’d to shake myself
to make sure she was really there.

He smiled at me, and with pride says he:
“That’s the gem of Ireland’s crown.
She’s young Rosie McCann, from the banks of the Bann.
She’s the star of the County Down.”

From Bantry Bay up to Derry Quay,
and from Galway to Dublin town,
No maid I’ve seen like the sweet colleen
that I met in the County Down.

She’d a soft, brown eye and a look so sly,
and a smile like the rose in June,
and you hung on each note from her lily-white throat,
as she lilted an Irish tune.
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From Bantry Bay …

No pipe I’ll smoke, no horse I’ll yoke,
though my plow with rust turns brown,
‘til a smiling bride by my own fireside
sits the Star of the County Down.

At the crossroads fair I’ll be surely there
and I’ll dress in my Sunday clothes,
and I’ll try sheep’s eyes and deludhering lies
on the heart of the nut-brown Rose.

From Bantry Bay…
— attributed to Cathal MacGarvey (1866-1927)
first published 1936

Soir d’été [Evening of Summer]

by Henk Badings (1907–1987)

from Trois chansons bretonnes [Three Breton Songs] (1946)
Henk Badings, a Dutchman born and orphaned in colonial Indonesia, was a trained paleontologist when he turned to the modernist Willem Pijper for instruction in composition. The illustrious Concertgebouw Orchestra of Amsterdam premiered his
First Symphony in 1930, and he quickly became one of the most noted composers in the Netherlands. Though he had no political sympathies with the occupying Nazi forces during the Second World War, he was installed to the directorship of the State
Conservatory in The Hague, forcibly replacing the Jewish composer Sem Dresden. After the War, Badings insisted that he
merely held the post in an interim capacity, awaiting a time when its rightful possessor could safely return, but even this was
interpreted as collusion with the enemy. This unassuming, apolitical man thus became a subject of great controversy, and for
several years his music was banned from performance in the Netherlands. In the 1950s, Badings embraced newly developing
international trends, such as electronic music, microtones (pitches located “between” the pitches found in a traditional scale),
and music intended for live radio performance. As prolific as he was versatile, Badings wrote fifteen symphonies, six operas,
almost two hundred choral works, and vast quantities of music for wind band, piano, organ, and chamber ensembles of various configurations. He died one of the most respected figures in Dutch music.
Dedicated to the great French choral conductor Felix de Nobel, “Soir d’été” is the third of his Trois chansons bretonnes on poems by
Théodore Botrel, a French singer-songwriter especially popular during the First World War. The text is from the point of view of
a man addressing his lover, Lison, at dusk in summer. Badings frequently divides the chorus to create a richer texture, and often
treats the men’s and women’s voices as two homophonic sections. Beginning as a mercurial scherzo, the music grows increasingly pensive as the text becomes more personal, even spiritual. In a manner perhaps only a Frenchman can achieve, Botrel invokes both Roman mythology (Phoebus, the sun-god) and pious Christianity in an assignation between lovers.
Lison ma câline, quittons la colline,
car le jour décline au rouge horizon,
avant qu’il ne meure, profitons de l’heure:
à notre demeure viens t’en ma Lison!

Lison, my pet, let’s leave the hill,
for day descends to the red horizon;
before it dies, let us profit of the moment:
let us be late as we go, my Lison!

Dans la paix immense du soir qui commence,
monte la romance des petits grillons,
et la plaine rase que Phébus embrase
savoure l’extase des derniers rayons.

In the immense peace of the night that begins,
arises romance from the little crickets,
and the flat plain that Phoebus emblazons
savors the ecstasy of the last rays.

Des voix enjôleuses sortent des yeuses:
ce sont des berceuses, des petits oiseaux.
Et sa porte close, la fermière Rose
chante même chose entre deux berceaux!

Seductive voices come from the oaks:
they are lullabies of the little birds.
And her door closed, the farmer, Rose,
sings the same thing between two cradles!

C’est l’heure très pure où dans la ramure
passe le murmure du grand vent calmé.
C’est l’heure langoureuse, l’heure où l’amoureuse
se suspend heureuse au bras de l’Aimé;

It is the very pure hour when in the branches
passes the murmur of the great calmed wind.
It is the languorous hour, the hour when the amorous
suspends herself happily on the arms of her lover.

c’est l’heure touchante où tous nos enchante,
où la cloche chante l’Angélus au loin.
Et c’est l’heure grise où la douce brise
s’imprègne et se grise de l’odeur du foin:

It is the touching hour when all enchants us,
when the bell sings the Angelus in the distance.
And it is the grey hour when the sweet breeze
impregnates itself and gets drunk on the odor of hay:
continued on next page
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c’est l’heure où tout aime, où, las du blasphème,
le méchant, lui même, est un peu meilleur.
Le cœur se dépouille de tout se qui souille.
L’âme s’agenouille devant le Seigneur!

it is the hour when everyone loves, when, weary of blasphemy,
the wicked one himself [i.e. Satan] is a little better.
The heart strips itself of all that stains it.
The soul kneels before the Lord!

Lison ma petite, prions le bien vite,
pour qu’on ne se quitte de l’Éternité,
et qu’il nous convie à fuir cette vie
à l’heure ravie d’un beau soir d’été.

Lison, my little one, let us pray very quickly,
so that one does not leave the other for Eternity,
and that we will be invited to flee this life
at the ravishing hour of a beautiful summer evening.

— Théodore Botrel (1868–1925)

A Boy and a Girl (2002)

by Eric Whitacre (born 1970)

Eric Whitacre is without question the leading American choral composer of his generation. Growing up in Nevada, his
ambition was to be a rock-star, and he never considered classical music until he began classes at the University of Nevada at Las Vegas. The composer writes: “I was sort of tricked into joining the choir (there were a lot of cute girls in the
soprano section) and on the first day of class we started rehearsing the Kyrie from the Mozart Requiem. My life was profoundly changed on that day, and I became a choir geek of the highest order.” He proceeded to composition studies at
New York’s prestigious Juilliard School, and soon works like Cloudburst (1993), Water Night (1995), and Sleep (2000) became standards for choirs throughout the country and eventually abroad. The first two aforementioned works feature
texts by the twentieth-century Mexican poet Octavio Paz, as does the more overtly erotic A Boy and a Girl. Whitacre’s
hallmark techniques are all present: compact chords voiced so as to seem less dissonant, harmonies featuring the intervals of minor and major seconds, carefully notated silences, and subtle tempo fluctuations.
Stretched out on the grass
a boy and a girl.
Savoring their oranges, giving their kisses
like waves exchanging foam.

Stretched out underground
a boy and a girl.
Saying nothing, never kissing,
giving silence for silence

Stretched out on the beach
a boy and a girl.
Savoring their limes, giving their kisses
like clouds exchanging foam.

— Octavio Paz (1914–1998),
as translated by Muriel Rukeyser

Verano porteño [Summer in Buenos Aires] (1964)
from Las cuatro estaciones porteñas [The Four Seasons of Buenos Aires] (1964–70)
by Ástor Piazzolla (1921–1992)
as arranged (1992) 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 seventeen, Piazzolla played the bandoneón (which is related to the 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 compositional voice by infusing jazz and classical elements into
dance forms, thereby creating a style termed nuevo tango. This “new tango” quickly became popular in the West, but
met with substantial resistance in Argentina. Political oppression in his homeland led Piazzolla to settle in Rome and
Paris, and indeed several of his works—including the famed Libertango—have political overtones.
In 1964, Piazzolla composed the present work as incidental music for Melenita de Oro, a play by Alberto Rodríguez Muñoz (1915–2004), produced the following year at Buenos Aires’s prominent theater, the Teatro General San Martín. He
later re-cast it for his standard tango quintet, and added three more pieces to create a suite, Las cuatro estaciones porteñas.
This was a conscious homage to the famous Four Seasons violin concertos by Baroque composer Antonio Vivaldi. In8

deed, ever since classical musicians began taking up Piazzolla’s works in the 1980s, these two cycles are frequently performed together. Over the course of the 2010–11 season, the Cascadian Chorale will present all four of Piazzolla’s Estaciones porteñas in choral versions made by the Argentinean choral conductor Oscar Escalada in the 1990s.
Buenos Aires is the beating heart of Argentina: its undisputed center of government, culture, population, commerce,
industry, religion, tourism, and sport. With over thirteen million people in its metropolitan area, the city 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 riverwater in South America, Buenos Aires is also one of the world’s most important ports. Indeed, its denizens are simply
called porteños: people of the port. Piazzolla spent much of his life in the city, and was thus intimately familiar with its
temperaments and seasons. Verano porteño is especially vivid in depicting the thick, humid Argentinean summer. The
machinery at port is heard in recurring groups of smashing chords (to which Escalada assigns the syllables “vap, vap,
vap”). The city is not purely industrious, however; the central section features a sweeping melody, surely indicating a
sultry atmosphere that is not purely meteorological.

 intermission 
Take me out to the ball game (1908)

by Albert Von Tilzer (1878–1956)
arranged for mixed chorus (mid-1990s) by Linda Gingrich (born 1951)

John Godfrey Knauff was the son of a Philadelphia organ builder and church choir director. After spending a few years
at sea, he settled in New York City at age 20, embracing life on the stage and adopting the pseudonym Jack Norworth.
In 1908 he unleashed what became one of the era’s iconic songs, Shine on, harvest moon. Meanwhile, Indianapolis native
Albert Gumm began his career working in the publishing house of his older brother. Young Albert soon adopted his
brother’s stage surname of Von Tilzer (their mother’s maiden name, with embellishing honorific) and founded his own
business, The York Publishing Company. Norworth and Von Tilzer (which names, we must confess, do sound a lot better than Knauff and Gumm) were both decently well known as Tin Pan Alley songwriters before joining the cast of the
famed Ziegfeld Follies, a popular Broadway revue, in 1908. That year the two collaborated on one of the most iconic
songs in American history: Take me out to the ball game. Yet neither of them had ever attended a baseball game.
The song’s two verses tell of Katie Casey, whose “young beau / Called to see if she’d like to go / To see a show, but Miss
Kate said, ‘No, / I’ll tell you what you can do.” The now famous refrain is, of course, her subsequent request. (And, having heard a recording of the complete song, I can understand why the verses are largely forgotten today.) The earliest
known performance during an actual baseball game was at a Los Angeles high school in 1934, but now it is thoroughly
ubiquitous, sung by attendees at virtually every game during the seventh inning. Linda Gingrich made the present arrangement for Master Chorus Eastside in the mid-1990s. After the basses state the original tune, the altos take over the
melody, but with the lyrics displaced by two words. (Gingrich has described this effect as “something I probably heard
in childhood and carried around in my brain because it appealed to my sense of the ridiculous.”) The tempo then suddenly quickens as the chorus represents a crowd angered by the umpire’s questionable call on the field: the argument is
represented as basses and altos sing the tune simultaneously, but to their respective sets of words. At the end, all are
reconciled. Our apologies if the arrangement sounds more exciting than a Mariners game…
Take me out to the ball game.
Take me out with the crowd.
Buy me some peanuts and Cracker Jack,
I don’t care if I never get back.
So it’s root, root, root for the home team,
If they don’t win it’s a shame.
For it’s one, two, three strikes, you’re out
At the old ball game!

Program notes and translations
by Gary D. Cannon
Program produced by Barb Fraley

— Jack Norworth (1879–1959)
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The Plains, F.154

by Christopher Lee Fraley (born 1967)

Raised near Philadelphia, Chris Fraley grew up writing “hundreds of songs” for the band in which he played guitar. He
went on to study computer engineering and music composition at Carnegie Mellon University in Pittsburgh. He joined the
fledgling staff of Microsoft in 1989, working as a software code developer. Some of you may remember the delightful computer game Rodent’s Revenge, which was one of Fraley’s creations for Microsoft. He found many fellow musicians at the
company, former professionals and even ongoing freelancers, and thus never neglected his love for music. After nine
years as a self-professed “code monkey,” Fraley left Microsoft to start a new technology firm with his brother in Pittsburgh. He eventually returned to Seattle, continuing his studies with composer Peter Wolf. Until about five years ago,
he focused his musical efforts on orchestral and chamber music, but has recently embraced the choral milieu. Fraley
joined Cascadian Chorale as a tenor in 2008, and will serve as our Composer in Residence during the 2011–12 season.
Fraley imbues his compositions with formal structure, motivic unity, and harmonic consistency. The focus here is on the
pentatonic scale, a five-note scale found in folk music around the world. He also modified the poem slightly to give the
music more structural unity. For example, near the end he interpolates “Only There” to identify the location more securely. This moment is set to the same rhythmic motive that opened the entire piece. That opening salvo is quickly expanded from one line to the full choir, and returns at crucial moments with motivic consistency.
The Plains is an especially fine example of Fraley’s proclivity toward word painting, the skill by which composers depict
the text literally in sound. He has illustrated this technique extensively in the very first line of music: “The piece opens
with a word painting of ‘wide horizons’: the entire first line of music is built from the single pitch B—the first five notes
are all B, and the melody does not stray far from this pitch. This helps illustrate this flat, plain, unbroken horizon of
which the poem speaks. Even more specifically, the word “wide” is nearly three beats long—significantly longer (i.e.
“wider”) than any other. Also, the word “sea” receives a rolling wave-like melodic treatment—although it must not
stray far since the sea is part of this “wide horizon” (it settles back down to a sustained B in the next measure).” Fraley
has also written: “By my count (and not including repeated uses such as the many occurrences of ‘wide’ being set to a
long note), there are approximately twenty-five distinct ‘word paintings’ contained within The Plains. Can you find
them all?”
How one loves them
These wide horizons, whether Desert or Sea,—
Vague and vast and infinite; faintly clear—
Surely, hid in the far away, unknown “There,”
Lie the things so longed for and found not, found not, Here.
Only where some passionate, level land
Stretches itself in reaches of golden sand,
Only where the sea line is joined to the sky-line, clear
Beyond the curve of ripple or white foamed crest,—
Shall the weary eyes
Distressed by the broken skies,—
Broken by Minaret, mountain, or towering tree,—
Shall the weary eyes be assuaged,—be assuaged,—and rest.
— Adela Florence Nicolson (1865–1904)
published in India’s Love Lyrics (1906) under the pseudonym Laurence Hope

As torrents in summer

by Sir Edward Elgar (1857–1934)

from Scenes from the Saga of King Olaf, opus 30 (1894–6)
Modern audiences tend to think of Sir Edward Elgar as the mustachioed Master of the King’s Music, the pinnacle of
English music in a Victorian vein: stoic, stodgy, honest, honorable, noble, and, let’s face it, a bit pretentious. But his origins lay in provincial Worcester, where his father was a piano tuner and ran a music shop. The teenage Elgar was able
to find employment as violin teacher, freelance violinist and occasional conductor, including leading the band at the lo10

cal lunatic asylum. In 1891, after trying his hand as a composer in London and failing, Elgar retreated to the town of
Malvern, in his native Worcestershire.
Soon thereafter Elgar began devoting his efforts to large-scale works for chorus and orchestra, including The Black Knight
(1893) and The Light of Life (1896). Scenes from the Saga of King Olaf was written for the North Staffordshire Festival, and premiered there in 1896. His most acclaimed work to date, it was even heard at London’s famed Crystal Palace early the following year. The cantata’s text is adapted from Longfellow’s version of the medieval Icelandic saga of the exiled Olaf, who
returned to Norway to convert his kingdom to Christianity. (Incidentally, the real-life King Olaf I even baptized explorer
Leif Ericson, circa 997.) After Olaf’s death at the hands of the Danish navy, the full chorus, without orchestral accompaniment, sings a delicate epilogue, “As torrents in summer”, which presages the composer’s later masterful partsongs. Longfellow compares the sudden rise of a summer flood, the result of distant rains, to sudden religious conversion, similarly the
result of distant godly efforts.
Elgar remained in his beloved Malvern as fame steadily took hold, culminating with the orchestral Enigma Variations
(1899) and the oratorio The Dream of Gerontius (1900). After two more major oratorios, two symphonies and a violin concerto, Elgar moved to the northern London neighborhood of Hampstead in 1912, unquestionably the greatest English
composer since the seventeenth century. However, life in the city did not suit him. He largely ceased composing major
works, focusing on miniatures and light music for the theater and ballet.
As torrents in summer,
half dried in their channels,
suddenly rise, though the
sky is still cloudless,
for rain has been falling
far off at their fountains;

so hearts that are fainting
grow full to o’erflowing,
and they that behold it
marvel, and know not
that God at their fountains
far off has been raining!
— Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882),
in The Saga of King Olaf (published 1863)

Reincarnations, opus 16 (1940)

by Samuel Barber (1910–1981)

Samuel Barber is a “one-hit wonder” in an unusual sense. While some argue that his Adagio for Strings alone keeps him
popular, the truth is that he created one, and only one, composition in virtually every standard genre: one piano sonata,
one string quartet, one concerto each for violin, cello, and piano, one symphony (the composer disavowed his later, second symphony). The great exception is vocal music: Barber composed two of the most important American operas, a
great wealth of art songs that forms the backbone of most any American singer’s repertory, and a vast number of fine
choral works. Reincarnations is perhaps his greatest single choral achievement.
The text of Reincarnations has a complex provenance. Antoine Ó Raifteiri (1784–1835), also known as Anthony Raftery,
was a blind minstrel, sometimes called “the last of the wandering bards,” whose songs were based on Irish folk poetry.
James Stephens (1882–1950) was second only to James Joyce as the pre-eminent Irish author of poems, plays, novel, short
stories, and fairy tales, also generally based on traditional folk idioms. In his 1918 volume of poetry entitled Reincarnations, Stephens modernized and re-worked much of the great Irish poetry of preceding generations, including these
three poems attributed to Raftery. Hence the title Reincarnations: a resurrection of various long-forgotten but fine-quality
Irish lyrics.
Barber gained international repute with his Adagio for Strings from 1930, but, as with most composers, still required
steady employment to make ends meet while living in expensive New York. In the late 1930s, he was invited by Randall
Thompson, then director of the Curtis Institute, to establish and conduct a Madrigal Chorus at the famed Philadelphia
conservatory. Barber accepted the position, and for two years commuted from New York every Monday for rehearsals.
He also composed several works for the ensemble, including five settings from Stephens’s volume, Reincarnations. Only
three of these were eventually published under that title. The first, “Mary Hynes” is a jumpy, ecstatic love-song, which
eventually settles to a soft, “lovely and airy” closing. “Anthony O’Daly” goes in the opposite direction: spurred on by
an insistent repetition of “Anthony”, the song builds gradually to a desperate frenzy. The cycle’s conclusion, “The
Coolin,” is in a third vein: gentle, serene, even pastoral, with a rollicking triplet motion throughout (each beat is be subdivided into three parts, rather than two). Reincarnations is among the greatest of American choral music.
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1. Mary Hynes
She is the sky
Of the sun!
She is the dart
Of love!
She is the love
Of my heart!
She is a rune!
She is above
The women
Of the race of Eve
As the sun
Is above the moon!
Lovely and airy
The view from the hill
That looks down Ballylea!
But no good sight
Is good until
By great good luck
You see
The Blossom
Of Branches
Walking towards you,
Airily.

2. Anthony O’Daly

3. The Coolin (The Fair Haired One)

Since your limbs were laid out
The stars do not shine!
The fish leap not out
In the waves!

Come with me, under my coat,
And we will drink our fill
Of the milk of the white goat,
Or wine if it by thy will.

On our meadows the dew
Does not fall in the morn,
For O’Daly is dead!

And we will talk, until
Talk is a trouble, too,
Out on the side of the hill;
And nothing is left to do,

Not a flow’r can be born!
Not a word can be said!
Not a tree have a leaf!
Anthony!
After you
There is nothing to do!
There is nothing, but grief!

But an eye to look into an eye;
And a hand in a hand to slip;
And a sigh to answer a sigh;
And a lip to find out a lip!
What if the night be black!
And the air on the mountain chill!
Where the goat lies down in her track,
And all but the fern is still!
Stay with me, under my coat!
And we will drink out fill
Of the milk of the white goat,
Out on the side of the hill!

— James Stephens (1882–1950), after Antoine Ó Raifteiri (1784–1835)

The Road Not Taken

by Randall Thompson (1899–1984)

No. 1 from Frostiana: Seven Country Songs (1959)
A text memorized by so many of us as schoolchildren, Randall Thompson’s setting of Robert Frost’s “The Road Not
Taken” is scored for mixed choir and piano. (See page 5 for more about the composer and the complete cycle.) The
poem is in four stanzas, and Thompson sets the stage by having the entire choir sing in unison for the first two: a preemptive hint that a traveler can only follow one road. In the third verse, as Frost proclaims “I kept the first for another
day”, Thompson lets the tenors depict that “other road” as they briefly splice from the rest of the choir. The tenors have
another special moment of text-painting on the word “sigh” in the fourth stanza; here Thompson adopts another
method loved of Bach, that of a falling half-step to depict in music a sigh-like vocalization.
Much has been written about Frost’s ambiguity as to whether “the difference” was a positive or negative one, or
whether it even matters. Thompson takes an unusual approach by depicting both possibilities: after the last line of text
is sung, the piano embarks on a playful statement of the main melody, which is concluded by a more somber setting in
the choir. The piano has the last say, however, as the final chords are simply open fifths: there is no third to indicate
whether the music should be considered in D major (i.e. traditionally happy) or D minor (traditionally sad). Frost and
Thompson both allow the listener to draw his own conclusions.

Support Cascadian Chorale at Amazon.com
Make your usual purchases at Amazon.com, and help Cascadian Chorale at the same time.
Enter Amazon.com using the link on the Chorale’s homepage, www.CascadianChorale.org, and
a portion of the revenues will be automatically (and anonymously) donated to the Chorale!
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Two roads diverged in a yellow wood
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I –
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.
— Robert Frost (1874–1963)

Overture to the opera Guillaume Tell [William Tell] (1829)

by Gioachino Rossini (1792–1868)
arranged for mixed chorus (early 1990s) by Linda Gingrich (born 1951)

In the late 1820s, the Italian Gioachino Rossini was the most renowned composer in Europe. He steadily grew weary of
the toil, and his 1829 opera Guillaume Tell proved to be his last. Guillaume Tell tells the story of a fourteenth-century
Swiss folk hero. It is particularly appropriate therefore that the concluding section of the opera’s overture should have
found a new home as the theme song to the 1930s radio show (and later television program) The Lone Ranger, itself about
a fictional folk hero of the American West. Indeed, it has been said that “the definition of ‘sophisticated’ is hearing the
William Tell Overture without thinking of The Lone Ranger.” By this measure, arranger Linda Gingrich embraces and rejoices in our collective lack of sophistication. No doubt Rossini himself, a most unassuming character, would have vigorously agreed.
In the early 1990s, Gingrich arranged Rossini’s famous overture for a Master Chorus Eastside concert entitled “Music
and Mirth”. In doing so, she followed in the footsteps of the London-based vocal ensemble The Swingle Singers, eight
unaccompanied voices who often perform music originally intended for orchestra. Gingrich has written: “I found myself thinking of the overture and The Lone Ranger, and the idea of singing ‘giddy-up’ to the famous melody sort of floated
into my mind. So I found a recording and piano score and started to develop the idea. It is actually quite difficult to
create a choral piece out of an orchestral work, and challenging for choirs to sing such a work. Instruments have a
greater range, more agility, and when combined into an orchestra a vaster array of colors than choirs. But then again,
orchestras can’t say ‘giddy-up!’” How delightfully unsophisticated!

Are you on our email list?

Visit the premier arts events
calendar for the greater Puget
Sound

area.

Music,

dance,

theater – whatever your spirit

Fill out the form in your program and turn it in before you leave after the concert. You will receive:
 News about upcoming Chorale performances
 Director’s thoughts and insights on the music
programmed for upcoming concerts
 Information on how to audition for the Chorale
 Profiles on individual choir members

craves. Take Part in Art, presented by ArtsFund, has it all.
w ww . Tak e Pa rt I nA rt . o r g
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Biographies
Gary D. Cannon, Conductor
Gary D. Cannon is one of the Northwest’s most dynamic choral personalities, active as a conductor,
singer, composer and musicologist. He is, since 2008, Artistic Director of both the Cascadian Chorale
and the Vashon Island Chorale. Also in 2008, the Early Music Guild invited him to found and direct a
Renaissance choir, Sine Nomine. In 2010 he debuted as Principal Conductor of Vashon Opera, in performances of Copland’s The Tender Land. He has been Chorusmaster for the Northwest Mahler Festival since 2001. He has served as Choir Director at Bethel Lutheran Church in Shoreline and at St.
Thomas More Catholic Church in Lynnwood. Cannon has also conducted the Annas Bay Chamber
Choir, the Kirkland Choral Society, and several ensembles at the University of Washington.
As a tenor, Cannon has appeared as a soloist with Pacific Northwest Ballet, Seattle Philharmonic, and
the Auburn, Rainier, and Eastside symphony orchestras. He also sings regularly with The Tudor Choir and Choral Arts.
He has performed with the Kronos Quartet, the Seattle Opera Chorus, and members of the Tallis Scholars. He sings frequently for video game and film soundtracks and trailers. Cannon is formerly an adjunct instructor at Whatcom Community College, where he received the Faculty Excellence Award. His musicological research emphasizes twentieth-century
British music. He holds degrees from the University of California–Davis and the University of Washington, where he is
currently researching a doctoral dissertation on the early life and works of William Walton.

Ingrid Verhulsdonk, Piano
Very active as a freelance accompanist in the area, Ingrid is also principal organist at Sacred Heart
Church in Bellevue and accompanist for The Market Street Singers of Ballard. She holds degrees in
piano performance from the University of Washington and the University of Hawaii. She is on staff at
the University of Washington drama department and has been a regular accompanist with Northwest
Opera In Schools, Etcetera (NOISE) and Cornish College of the Arts.

Linda Gingrich, Composer-in-Residence

Hilling Design

Linda Gingrich wears many hats as a musician—conductor, teacher, author, lecturer—but it is her
work as a composer that has had the most far-reaching impact. Her compositions have been performed around the Puget Sound region and across the country by high school, college, youth, church
and community choirs, and the score of at least one piece has been carried overseas to Iceland. She
brings well-honed skill to her choral compositions due to her many years as a choral conductor and
her instinctive, deeply ingrained sensitivity to the rhythm and beauty of words. And she sometimes
unleashes a sense of humor and playfulness in her work which reveals her joy in music and makes
her pieces a delight to sing.
Dr. Gingrich has D.M.A. and Master’s degrees in choral conducting from the University of Washington and a Bachelor’s degree in voice from Cornish College of the Arts. She is best known locally as the founder, conductor and artistic director of Master Chorus Eastside.
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About Cascadian Chorale
Cascadian Chorale Members
Soprano

Alto

Tenor

Bass

Holly Allin
Pinar Bosschaart
Nancy Dain-Smith
Barb Fraley
Anita Gross
Brenda Kruse
Cristina Sega
Pamela Silimperi *

Carol Fielding
Joanne Hinkle
Mary L’Hommedieu
Elfie Luther
Laurene Kelly
Tara O’Brien Pride *
Katherine Robbs
Elaine Tsang

Christopher Fraley
Corey Fujimoto
Russ Jones *
Özer Özkaraoğlu
Rick Thompson

Ken Black
Dennis Kruse
David Nichols
Trevor Tsang
Doug Wyatt *

* Section Leader

Board of Directors

Artistic Staff

Barb Fraley, President

Gary D. Cannon
Artistic Director

David Nichols, Vice-President
Laurene Kelly, Secretary

Ingrid Verhulsdonk
Pianist

Barbara Baker, Treasurer
Nancy Dain-Smith

Linda Gingrich
Composer-in-Residence

Paula Rattigan
Trevor Tsang

Our Mission
is to express and nurture a love of choral music by:
 inspiring and educating our singers, our audience and the broader community;
 presenting quality performances of fine choral music from various historical, cultural and stylistic

traditions; and
 collaborating with composers, professional musicians and other arts organizations.

Our Vision
a community engaged in great choral music performed with passion and skill.

Support Cascadian Chorale
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 can now accept online credit card donations via PayPal. Visit our website, www.CascadianChorale.org,
and click on the “Donate” button.
For more information about making a donation to Cascadian Chorale, please contact our voicemail at 206286-6028 or email Barb Fraley at president@CascadianChorale.org.
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2011-2012 Season
Save these dates for next season’s concerts:
November 19 & 20, 2011
December 17 & 18, 2011
March 24 & 25, 2012
June 2 & 3, 2012

Follow us on Facebook and Twitter.
Find links at www.CascadianChorale.org.

Supporters
The Cascadian Chorale thanks the following people
and organizations for their generous donations:
Underwriters
David & Sherri Nichols
Lyn & Bill Thomas
Patrons
Chris & Barb Fraley
Arrow & Tara Pride
Paula & Tim Rattigan
Maureen Stone & Doug Wyatt
Sustainers
Sponsors
Barbara Baker
Kelvie Comer
Alice Schoner
Fall City Arts Council

Many thanks to all of our concert volunteers!

16

