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Tu virginum corona
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II. À Cupidon
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IV. Dieu vous garde’
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Myths and Hymns
Programme Notes and Translations

Thank you so much for joining me for my graduating recital, Myths and Hymns. The musical selections in this recital
share a common thread, contemplating on the concepts of mythology, religion, and human belief. These are the
stories that have shaped humanity for centuries - that have explained the unexplainable, and made bearable the

unbearable. Society has always relied on myths and religion to guide the human experience, using gods and
god-like figures to teach our lessons and values. Myths and Hymns is ultimately about human-kind, and the beliefs

that shape us all.

The following texts and translations that have been reproduced in this document may be protected by  copyright and
they are provided to you in accordance with the University of Toronto's Fair Dealing  Guidelines

(http://uoft.me/copyfair) and/or exceptions granted to educational institutions in the  Copyright Act (Canada). The
University of Toronto takes its copyright obligations seriously; if you have  any questions or concerns about the

material available in this document, please contact:  performance.music@utoronto.ca

Exsultate, jubilate
Composed by W. A. Mozart, text anonymous

The sacred motet Exultate, jubilate was composed in 1773, when Mozart was still in his teens. It was written for the
Italian castrato Venanzio Rauzzini, to whome scholars also attribute the text. Full of rejoicing text that alludes to the
Nativity and the birth of Christ, it was intended to be sung as part of a high mass for a celebratory feast day.

Exsultate, jubilate,
o vos animae beatae,
dulcia cantica canendo,
cantui vestro respondendo,
psallant aethera cum me.

Fulget amica dies,
jam fugere et nubila et procellae;
exorta est justis
inexspectata quies.
Undique obscura regnabat nox,
surgite tandem laeti
qui timuistis adhuc,
et jucundi aurorae fortunatae
frondes dextera plena et lilia date.

Tu virginum corona,
tu nobis pacem dona,
tu consolare affectus,
unde suspirat cor.

Alleluia.

Rejoice, shout with joy,
o you blessed souls,
singing sweet songs,
In response to your song,
let the heavens sing with me.

The friendly day shines,
already fled are the clouds and tempests;
risen and righteous
unexpected silence.
Darkness reigned on all sides before,
arise, happy at last,
you who are still afraid
and joyful for this fortunate dawn,
give garlands and lilies with your right hand.

You, o crown of virgins,
grant us peace,
Console our feelings,
from which our hearts sigh.

Hallelujah.

English translation by Camille Labonté



Ferry Me Across the Water (Nantucket Songs)
Composed by Ned Rorem, text by Christina Rosetti (1830-1894)

Christina Rosetti was an English poet, well known for her romantic and devotional poetry, as well as her children’s
poems - of which Ferry Me Across the Water is one. Set in 1979 by Ned Rorem as part of his song cycle “Nantucket
Songs”, this song presents conversational text between a ferry-man and a speaker seeking passage in his boat. The
text of this poem alludes to the Greek myth of Charon, ferrier of souls across the river Styx to the underworld.

“Ferry me across the water,
Do, boatman, do.”
“If you've a penny in your purse
I'll ferry you.”
“I have a penny in my purse,
And my eyes are blue;
So ferry me across the water,
Do, boatman, do.”
“Step into my ferry-boat,
Be they black or blue,
And for the penny in your purse
I'll ferry you.”

The Secret (3 Songs for Coloratura and Piano)
Composed by Robert Owens, text by Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872-1906)

Prolific Black-American poet and writer Paul Laurence Dunbar wrote The Secret as pat of his 1896 poetry collection
“Lyrics of Lowly Life”. It encapsulates the mysticism of nature, and the secrets that can be learned and interpreted
from it. This concept of messages of hidden meanings as part of the world around us feeds directly into mythology,
as myths often derive from a need for explanations for nature’s phenomena. Contemporary composer Robert
Owens sets it in haunting way that furthers a sense of the existence of something beyond our purview.

What says the wind to the waving trees?
What says the wave to the river?
What means the sigh in the passing breeze?
Why do the rushes quiver?
Have you not heard the fainting cry?
Of the flowers that said "Goodbye, goodbye"?

List’ how the gray dove moans and grieves
Under the woodland cover;
List’ to the drift of the falling leaves
List’ to the wail of the lover.
Have you not caught the message heard
Already by wave and breeze and bird?

Come, come away to the river's bank,
Come in the early morning;
Come when the grass with dew is dank,
There you will find the warning-
A hint in the kiss of the quickening air
Of the secret that birds and breezes bear.



The Silver Swan
Composed by Ned Rorem, text anonymous

The Silver Swan has been set many times, by many composers, including its first setting as a Renaissance madrigal
by Orlando Gibbons. The poetry describes the last, and only, song of a dying swan. Her song is not about her life, but
what will come after, as joy ceases to exist. Rorem set the text in 1949, creating a hauntingly beautiful
interpretation, full of melismatic passages representative of the swan’s dying song.

The silver swan, who living had no note,
When death approached, unlocked her silent throat;
Leaning her breast against the reedy shore,
Thus sung her first and last, and sung no more:
“Farewell, all joys; Oh death, come close mine eyes;
More geese than swans now live, more fools than wise.”

Cradle Song (6 Songs for High Voice)
Composed by Ned Rorem, text anonymous 16th century

Ned Rorem’s Cradle Song sets an anonymous 16th century text about worshipping the baby Jesus Christ. Rorem’s
setting draws on the lulling motion of the gentle rocking of his cradle, as the speaker sings their praises and
devotion to him.

O my deir hert, young Jesus sweit,
Prepare thy creddil in my spreit,
And I sall rock thee in my hert
And never mair from thee depart.
But I sall praise thee evermoir
With sangis sweit unto thy gloir;
The knees of my heart sall I bow,
And sing that richt Balulalow!



A Song (3 Songs for Coloratura and Piano)
Composed by Robert Owens, text by Paul Laurence Dunbar

A Song is the first of the “3 Songs for Coloratura and Piano” by Robert Owens. The poetry also comes from Dunbar’s
“Lyrics of Lowly Life”, though it’s published under the title 2 Songs where it is paired with another short poem. As
with A Secret, it draws on the imagery of nature, this time from a more joyful perspective, as it draws on love as a
unifying factor of life.

A bee that was searching for sweets one day
Through the gate of a rose garden happened to stray.
In the heart of a rose he hid away,
And forgot in his bliss the light of day,
As sipping his honey he buzzed in song;
Though day was waning, he lingered long,
For the rose was sweet, so sweet.

A robin sits pluming his ruddy breast,
And a madrigal sings to his love in her nest:
"Oh, the skies they are blue, the fields are green,
And the birds in your nest will soon be seen!"
She hangs on his words with a thrill of love,
And chirps to him as he sits above
For the song is sweet, so sweet.

A maiden was out on a summer's day
With the winds and the waves and the flowers at play;
And she met with a youth of gentle air,
With the light of the sunshine on his hair.
Together they wandered the flowers among;
They loved, and loving they lingered long,
For to love is sweet, so sweet.

Pippa’s Song (6 Songs for High Voice)
Composed by Ned Rorem, text by Robert Browning (1812-1889)

The first of Ned Rorem’s “6 Songs for High Voice”, Pippa’s Song sets a small section from Part I of the verse drama
Pippa Passes. It is a dramatic monologue that tells several short stories, with Pippa as the central character as a
young, naïve passerby. Pippa is a representative of God and morality who brings optimism and light into all the
scenarios she comes across. The song speaks to the philosophy of the romantics, in that youthfulness and blissful
ignorance allow for divine insight.

The year’s at the spring,
And day’s at the morn;
Morning’s at seven;
The hill-side’s dew-pearl’d;
The lark’s on the wing;
The snail’s on the thorn;
God’s in His heaven–
All’s right with the world!



Philomel
Text and music by Justine F. Chen

Justine F. Chen’s “Philomel” is a self-contained dramatic work, more theatrical than the typical song cycle. It follows
the Greek myth of Philomel, from Ovid’s Metamorphoses. Philomel was the younger of two daughters of Pandion I,
King of Athens, and her sister, Procne, was the wife of King Tereus of Thrace. Procne, after five years of marriage,
asks to visit her sister. Tereus agrees to travel to Athens and escort Philomel to Thrace. However, Tereus lusted for
Philomel. Arriving in Thrace, he traps and assaults her, and when Philomel defies his demands to keep silent on his
attack, he cuts out her tongue and abandons her. In the final two selections from the cycle that will be presented
today, Philomel, unable to speak, weaves a tapestry of her story and sends it to Procne, who rescues her sister.
Together, in revenge, they kill Tereus’ son Itys and serve him as a feast to Tereus. Once he becomes aware of their
conspiracy, he pursues them with his sword, and as they flee they are turned into birds by the gods; Procne into a
swallow and Philomel into a nightingale - a particularly poignant fact when one considers that female nightingales
are mute.

IV. Narrator 2
After a year of mourning, Procne is shown the unspeakable truth of Philomel’s absence
and Tereus’ crimes against her family.
This woven testimony gifts Procne the wile to rescue her dear sister and contemplate a
fitting response to Tereus’ humiliating violations.

At the palace, the sisters prepare a sumptuous feast for Tereus.
Enjoying his meal in blissful ignorance, Tereus calls for his child,
‘Itys! Where is that son of ours? Go fetch him, my love.’
Procne smiles, as she tells him that his dear son’s already within.
Confused, Tereus searches the room, underneath table and chair.

In comes Philomel, bloodied and triumphant...
Thrusting the head of Itys into the face Tereus,
Philomel opens her mouth with gleeful ferocity as Tereus shrieks in terror, agony.
His only child!
Wretched, sickened, Tereus claws at his breast, too late to save poor Itys.
Unable to contain his anguish, Tereus grabs his sword and, calling upon the Furies,
Rages after the sisters.

V. Philomel 2
With Tereus at our heels, we race nimbly towards the woods.
The pitter-pattering of our flutter-flighty hearts
Twittering and flittering in fits and starts
The air takes us suddenly, puffing-ruffling our skirts and tresses
Unfurling and hurling us upwards,
Swiftly lifting, insistently the breezes and eddies and gales of gusting blowing flowing
Wafting in the blustery atmosphere we hover, then sail.

Buoyant, breezy, sprightly, ethereal
Our gossamer flight takes us whirling, twirling
Rejoicing our supernatural heights,
Ecstatic cries fill the skies, ringing the stars and heavens.



Der Musensohn (D.764)
Composed by Franz Schubert, text by Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

A prolific composer of art song, Schubert set over 70 of Goethe’s poems including Ganyemed as well as Der
Musensohn. This setting in particular was dedicated to Schubert’s mentor and teach of composition, Antoio Salieri.
The poetry of Der Musensohn describes exactly as the title says - the son of the muses, as he goes about his travels,
exalting on the beauty of nature. However, as the poem progresses, it is revealed that the muses’ son is ultimately
excluded from the ordinary joys of human life, and he laments on when he might be able to rest on the breast of
someone who loves him.

An interesting note about Schubert’s setting is that Goethe’s five verses are set in alternating keys, which can be
seen to represent the cyclical patterns of life and nature.

Durch Feld und Wald zu schweifen,
Mein Liedchen weg zu pfeifen,
So geht’s von Ort zu Ort!
Und nach dem Takte reget,
Und nach dem Mass beweget
Sich alles an mir fort.

Ich kann sie kaum erwarten,
Die erste Blum’ im Garten,
Die erste Blüt’ am Baum.
Sie grüssen meine Lieder,
Und kommt der Winter wieder,
Sing’ ich noch jenen Traum.

Ich sing’ ihn in der Weite,
Auf Eises Läng’ und Breite,
Da blüht der Winter schön!
Auch diese Blüte schwindet,
Und neue Freude findet
Sich auf bebauten Höhn.

Denn wie ich bei der Linde
Das junge Völkchen finde,
Sogleich erreg’ ich sie.
Der stumpfe Bursche bläht sich,
Das steife Mädchen dreht sich
Nach meiner Melodie.

Ihr gebt den Sohlen Flügel
Und treibt, durch Tal und Hügel,
Den Liebling weit von Haus.
Ihr lieben, holden Musen,
Wann ruh’ ich ihr am Busen
Auch endlich wieder aus?

Roaming through field and wood,
whistling my song,
thus I go from place to place!
And all keep time with me,
and all move
in measure with me.

I can scarcely wait for them,
the first flower in the garden,
the first blossom on the tree.
They greet my songs,
and when winter returns
I am still singing my dream of them.

I sing it far and wide,
the length and breadth of the ice.
Then winter blooms in beauty!
This blossom, too, vanishes,
and new joys are found
on the cultivated hillsides.

For when, by the linden tree,
I come upon young folk,
I at once stir them.
The dull lad puffs himself up,
the demure girl whirls
in time to my tune.

You give my feet wings,
and drive your favourite over hill and dale,
far from home.
Dear, gracious Muses,
when shall I at last find rest again
on her bosom?

Translation © Richard Wigmore, author of Schubert: The Complete Song Texts, published by Schirmer Books,
provided via Oxford Lieder (www.oxfordlieder.co.uk)



Ganymed (3 Lieder, Op. 19, no. 3)
Composed by Franz Schubert, text by Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832)

The text for Schubert’s Ganymed, written by prolific German poet, author, and playwrite Johann Wolfgang von
Goethe, is based on the Greek myth of Ganymede and Zeus. In the myth, Ganymede (or Ganymedes) was abducted
and seduced by Zeus while tending sheep, and Zeus, in the form of an eagle, transported him to Mount Olympus. On
Olympus, Zeus granted Ganymede eternal youth and immortality as the official cupbearer to the gods. Goethe’;s text
captures this myth in Zeus, perhaps also representing God, transporting Ganymed to heaven to be by his side.

Wie im Morgenglanze
Du rings mich anglühst,
Frühling, Geliebter!
Mit tausendfacher Liebeswonne
Sich an mein Herz drängt
Deiner ewigen Wärme
Heilig Gefühl,
Unendliche Schöne!
Dass ich dich fassen möcht’
In diesen Arm!

Ach, an deinem Busen
Lieg’ ich, schmachte,
Und deine Blumen, dein Gras
Drängen sich an mein Herz.
Du kühlst den brennenden
Durst meines Busens,
Lieblicher Morgenwind!
Ruft drein die Nachtigall
Liebend mach mir aus dem Nebeltal.

Ich komm’, ich komme!
Wohin? Ach wohin?
Hinauf! Hinauf strebt’s.
Es schweben die Wolken
Abwärts, die Wolken
Neigen sich der sehnenden Liebe.
Mir! Mir!
In euerm Schosse
Aufwärts!
Umfangend umfangen!
Aufwärts an deinen Busen,
Alliebender Vater!

How your glow envelops me
in the morning radiance,
spring, my beloved!
With love’s thousandfold joy
the hallowed sensation
of your eternal warmth
floods my heart,
infinite beauty!
O that I might clasp you
in my arms!

Ah, on your breast
I lie languishing,
and your flowers, your grass
press close to my heart.
You cool the burning
thirst within my breast,
sweet morning breeze,
as the nightingale calls
tenderly to me from the misty valley.

I come, I come!
But whither? Ah, whither?
Upwards! Strive upwards!
The clouds drift
down, yielding
to yearning love,
to me, to me!
In your lap,
upwards,
embracing and embraced!
Upwards to your bosom,
all-loving Father!

Translation © Richard Wigmore, author of Schubert: The Complete Song Texts, published by Schirmer Books,
provided via Oxford Lieder (www.oxfordlieder.co.uk)



Chansons de Ronsard (Op. 223)
Comosed by Darius Milhaud, text by Pierre de Ronsard (1524-1585)

“Chansons de Ronsard” is a short song cycle written in 1940 by French composer Darius Milhaud on poetry by
Pierre de Ronsard. Milhaud composed this work while living in California, having been forced to flee from his
native France by the Nazis. It was written for French-American coloratura soprano Lily Pons, who premiered them
on December 8, 1941 at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel in New York. The songs were intended to showcase the
virtuosity of Pons’ voice, and merge complex coloratura with 20th century music.

À une fontaine is the first song of the cycle. The poetry surrounds multiple facets of mythology, describing the
devoted religious following of a fountain of youth. There are allusions to Ceres, the roman goddess of the harvest
(and counterpart to the Greek Demeter), as well as nymphs who are part of the fountain’s devotees. Milhaud sets it
as a sort of jilting waltz, capturing the pastoral feel and dances set out by the text. In the second of the set, À
Cupidon, the poetry describes the speaker, afflicted with love, begging Cupid to re-aim his arrow so they might be
free from torment. The speaker is plagued by the burning desire of love which will not subside, set by Milhaud with
several musical exclamations. Tais-toi, Babillarde Arondelle, the third song of the cycle, bounces between two
musical characters - a babbling swallow, happily singing a lovely legato coloratura line, and the speaker, who
bemoans its song as it indicates the coming of morning and the parting of ways with their lover, Cassandre. The
final song of the cycle is Dieu vous garde’ Here, the speaker places God’s protection and blessing onto the elements
of springtime. The poetry also creates mythological references. First, in the buds of red flowers spawning from the
blood of Ajax the Greek, as the myth describes. Additionally, it references the myth of Narcissus, who saw his own
reflection in water and fell in love with it, and when he died pining over it, was turned into the flower of the same
name (now more commonly known as the Daffodil).

I. À une fontaine

Écoute moi, Fontaine vive,
En qui j'ai rebu si souvent,
Couché tout plat dessus ta rive,
Oisif à la fraîcheur du vent,
Quand l'été ménager moissonne
Le sein de Cérès dévêtu,
Et l'aire par compas résonne
Gémissant sous le blé battu.
Ainsi toujours puisses-tu être.
En religion à tous ceux
Qui te boiront ou feront paître
Tes verts rivages à leurs bœufs
Ainsi toujours la lune claire
Voie à minuit au fond d'un val
Les Nymphes près de ton repaire
A mille bonds mener le bal!

Listen to me, living fountain,
from whom I oft have drunk,
flat on my belly overlooking your bank,
lazy in the cool breeze
while the summer harvests
Ceres' unclad breast
and the air whimpers
beneath the beaten wheat.
So may you always be
in religion to all those
who drink from you or who pasture
their cattle on your green banks.
So may nymphs
forever dance
around you
in the moonlit midnights.



II. À Cupidon

Le jour pousse la nuit
Et la nuit sombre
Pousse le jour qui luit
D'une obscure ombre.

L'Automne suit l'Été
Et l'âpre rage
Des vents n'a point été
Après l'orage.

Mais la fièvre d'amours
Qui me tourmente
Demeure en moi toujours
Et ne s'alente.

Ce n'était pas moi, Dieu,
Qu'il fallait poindre;
Ta flèche en d'autre lieu
Se devait joindre.

Poursuis les paresseux
Et les amuse,
Mais non pas moi, ni ceux
Qu'aime la Muse.

Day pushes night,
and dark night
pushes gleaming day
with dark shades.

Autumn follows Summer
and the winds
no longer rage
after the storm.

But the love fever
that torments me
burns in me
forever unabated.

I'm not the one
you should have aimed at, god.
Your arrow should have
had another target.

Go after the lazy
and amuse them,
not me or those
who love the Muse.

III. Tais-toi, Babillarde!

Tais-toi, babillarde Arondelle,
Ou bien, je plumerai ton aile
Si je t'empongne, ou d'un couteau
Je te couperai la languette,
Qui matin sans repos caquette
Et m'estourdit tout le cerveau.
Je te preste ma cheminée,
Pour chanter toute la journée,
De soir, de nuit, quand tu voudras.
Mais au matin ne me reveille,
Et ne m'oste quand je sommeille
Ma Cassandre d'entre mes bras.

Quiet, chattering swallow,
or if I get my hands on you
I'll tear the feathers from your wing
or cut out your tongue.
In the morning, your endless cackling
makes my head turn.

You can sing all day,
all evening, all night in my chimney if you want,
but in the morning don't wake me up
when I'm dozing
with my Cassandra in my arms



IV. Dieu vous garde’

Dieu vous gard', messagers fidèles
Du Printemps, gentes hirondelles,
Huppes, coucous, rossignolets,
Tourtres, et vous oiseaux sauvages
Qui de cent sortes de ramages
Animez les bois verdelets.

Dieu vous gard', belles pâquerettes,
Belles roses, belles fleurettes,
Et vous boutons jadis connus
Du sang d'Ajax et de Narcisse,
Et vous thym, anis et mélisse,
Vous soyez les bien revenus.

Dieu vous gard', troupe diaprée
Des papillons, qui par la prée
Les douces herbes suçotez;
Et vous, nouvel essaim d'abeilles,
Qui les fleurs jaunes et vermeilles
De votre bouche baisotez.

Cent mille fois je resalue
Votre belle et douce venue.
Ô que j'aime cette saison
Et ce doux caquet des rivages,
Au prix des vents et des orages
Qui m'enfermaient en la maison!

God be with you, faithful messengers
of Spring, swallows,
hoopoes, cuckoos, little nightingales,
turtledoves and wild birds
who make the greenwood
lively with a hundred sorts of warbles.

God be with you, lovely daisies,
beautiful roses, pretty little flowers,
and you buds, once known
as the blood of Ajax and Narcissus.
And you thyme, anise, wild cherry.
Welcome back.

God be with you, multi-coloured troop
of butterflies sucking
the sweet grasses of the field,
and you, new swarm of bees
kissing the yellow
and red flowers.

A hundred thousand times I salute
your sweet return.
Oh, how I love this season
and the sweet cackling on the banks
after the winds and storms
that have kept me shut in the house!

Chansons de Ronsard Translations  © 2002 by Faith J. Cormier
provided via Lieder.net


