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PROGRAMME

Kaddish (Deux mélodies hébraïques, no. 1) Maurice Ravel
(1875-1937)

Grief William Grant Still+
(1895-1978)

Perduta ho la pace (6 Romanze, no. 5) Giuseppi Verdi
(1813-1901)

Lähtö (Syksy, no. 2) Leevi Madetoja
(1887-1947)

Ich hab’ ein glühend messer (Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen, no.3) Gustav Mahler
(1860-1911)

Matches (Involuntary Love Songs, no. 2) Jocelyn Morlock*
(b. 1969)

Altitude Francesca Hauser*
(b. 2001)

Mond so gehst du wieder auf (Lieder des Abschieds, no.3) Erich Wolfgang Korngold
(1897-1957)

Reflets d’âme Carmen Brouard*+
ii. Plus qu’ennuyée (1909-2005)
vi. Prière

Verborgenheit (Mörike Lieder, no. 12) Hugo Wolf
(1804-1875)

INTERMISSION

We wish to acknowledge this land on which the University of Toronto operates. For thousands of years it has been the
traditional land of the Huron-Wendat, the Seneca, and the Mississaugas of the Credit. Today, this meeting place is still the
home to many Indigenous people from across Turtle Island and we are grateful to have the opportunity to work on this
land.



Serenity Prayer Jerrell R. Gray+
(b. 1989)

Knoxville: Summer of 1915 (arr. Sean Parker*, b. 2001) Samuel Barber
(1910-1981)

This recital is in partial fulfilment of the Bachelor of Music Degree in Performance.
Sarah Mole is a student of Wendy Nielsen.

*Denotes Canadian Composer
+Fulfills the Underrepresented Composers/Poets Repertoire Requirement

N.B. Canadian Repertoire Requirement previously fulfilled.

TRANSLATIONS & PROGRAM NOTES

Kaddish (Deux mélodies hébraïques, no. 1) Maurice Ravel  (1875-1937)

Ravel had a lifelong interest and love of folk culture, and this included European Jewish culture, especially its music. The
unusual scales, the energetic dance rhythms, and the vocal embellishments especially fascinated him. This is evident in his
Deux mélodies hébraiques completed in 1914. The Kaddish is often used to refer specifically to "The Mourner's Kaddish,"
which is chanted as part of the mourning rituals in Judaism in prayer services, as well as at funerals and memorials. Mourners
recite Kaddish to show that despite the loss they still praise God. The mood of Ravel’s setting is one of ecstasy, and tension
which builds out of the jarring melismas of the voice and the simple accompaniment.

Kaddisch
Text: Anonymous

Yitgaddal veyitqaddash shmeh rabba
Be’alma di vra khir’utheh
Veyamlikh malkhuteh
Behayeikhon uvyomeikhon
Uvhaye dekhol bet yisrael
Ba’agala uvizman qariv ve’imru amen.

Yitbarakh veyishtabbah veyitpa’ar veyitromam
Veyitnasse veyithaddar veyit’alleh veyithallal
Shmeh dequdsha berikh hu.
Le’ella min kol birkhata
Vershirata tushbehata venehemata
Da’amiran be’alma ve’imru amen.

Kaddish
Translation: Richard Stokes

Exalted and sanctified be His great name
In the world which He created according to His will!
May He establish His kingdom
During your lifetime and during your days
And during the lifetimes of all the House of Israel,
Speedily and very soon! And say, Amen.

Blessed and praised, glorified and exalted,
Extolled and honoured, adored and lauded
Be the name of the Holy One, blessed be He,
Above and beyond all the blessings,
Hymns, praises and consolations
That are uttered in the world! And say, Amen.



Grief William Grant Still (1895-1978)

Leroy V. Brant, the poet  was accompanying Theodore Simmons, one of his music students, to a local cemetery, where he saw a
common statue of an angel with their head down, enclosed in their arms, weeping. The statue inspired Brant to write the lyrics
as a poem, which he then sent in a letter to Still, who then set it to music.

Weeping Angel
Text: Leroy V. Brant

Weeping angel with pinions trailing
And head bowed low in your hands.
Mourning angel with heart-strings wailing,
For one who in death’s hall stands.

Mourning angel, silence your wailing
And raise your head from your hands.
Weeping angel on your pinions trailing
The white dove, promise, stands!

Perduta ho la pace (6 Romanze, no. 5) Giuseppi Verdi (1813-1901)

Perduta ho la pace is the Italian version of Goethe’s quintessential text from Faust, most well known from Schubert’s Gretchen
am Spinnrade. Verdi, choosing the same key of D minor, illustrates instead Gretchens inescapable depression, with a doleful
throbbing heartbeat and a vocal line that alternates between the lyrical effusion of her memories and the numbed
hopelessness of her present. The Italian translation is by Luigi Balestra, and the song was published in 1838 in Verdi’s very
first collection of romances.

Perduta ho la pace
Original Text: Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
Italian Translation: Luigi Balestra

Perduta ho la pace, ho in cor mille guai;
Ah, no, piu non spero trovarla piu mai.
M'e buio di tomba ov'egli non e;
Senz'esso un deserto e il mondo per me.
Mio povero capo confuso travolto;
Oh misera, il senno m'e tolto!

Perduta ho la pace, ho in cor mille guai;
Ah, no, piu non spero trovarla piu mai.
S'io sto al finestrello, ho gli'occhi a lui solo;
S'io sfuggo di casa, sol dietro a lui volo.
Oh, il bel portamento; oh, il vago suo viso!
Qual forza e nei sguardi, che dolce sorriso!
E son le parole un magico rio;
Qual stringer di mano, qual bacio, mio Dio!

Perduta ho la pace, ho in cor mille guai;
Ah, no, piu non spero trovarla piu mai.
Anella con giungersi al suo il mio petto;
Potesssi abbracciarlo, tenerlo a me stretto!
Bacciarlo potessi, far pago ii desir!
Baciarlo! e potessi baciata morir.

My peace is gone
Translation: Sarah Mole

My peace is gone, my heart is heavy,
I will find it never and never more.
Where I do not have him, that is the grave,
The whole world is bitter to me.
My poor head is crazy to me,
My poor mind is torn apart.

My peace is gone, my heart is heavy,
I will find it never and never more.
For him only, I look out the window
Only for him do I go out of the house.
His tall walk, his noble figure,
His mouth's smile, his eyes' power,
And his mouth's magic flow,
His handclasp, and ah! his kiss!

My peace is gone, my heart is heavy,
I will find it never and never more.
My bosom urges itself toward him.
Ah, might I grasp and hold him!
And kiss him, as I would wish,
At his kisses I should die!



Lähtö (Syksy, no. 2) Leevi Madetoja (1887-1947)

Acclaimed during his lifetime, Leevi Madetoja today is seldom heard outside of the Nordic countries, although widely
recognized as one of the most significant Finnish contemporaries of Jean Sibelius, under whom he studied privately from 1908
to 1910. His cycle Syksy (Autumn) consists of six settings of his wife L. Onerva’s poetry. In her works, she often dealt with
tension in women's lives concerning freedom and commitment, which evident in this selection. She speaks the internal
struggle one faces when you’re making the decision to choose yourself in a harmful situation in which you’ve learned to find
comfort.

Lähtö (Runoja, 1908)
Text: Hilja Onerva Lehtinen

Yksin
meren kuultoa vasten ja taivaan,
yksin
yön vihkimä vaaraan ja vaivaan.
Ah, hyvästi jääkää!
Konsana en minä palaa.

Ankkurit poikki ja pohjaan!
Itseni irti nyt ohjaan.
Sallikaa, jumalat korkeat, kantava tuuli
sille ken kutsunne kuuli!
Luokaa lempeä hauta, ell'en ma yllä
kunne mun sieluni halaa!

Departure
Translation: Sarah Mole

Alone
against the shimmer of sea and the sky,
alone
initiated by night into danger and toil..
Ah, farewell!
I shall never return.

Cut the anchors!
I shall steer myself away..
Grant me, oh high gods, a favourable wind to me
who has heard your call!
Create for me a gentle grave if I never get to the place
where my soul yearns to be!

Ich hab’ ein glühend messer (Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen, no.3) Gustav Mahler (1860-1911)

Composed in 1884-85, Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen is one of Mahler's earliest works and a cornerstone of the German art
song repertoire. A setting of his own text reflects themes of heartbreak, rejection, anger, and pain of lost love, in the wake of the
end of his love with soprano Johanna Richter. The wayfarer compares the agony they feel from losing their love to having a
blade piercing their heart. They become obsessed to the point where everything reminds of an aspect of the lover.

Ich hab’ ein glühend messer
Text: Gustav Mahler

Ich hab’ ein glühend Messer,
Ein Messer in meiner Brust,
O weh! O weh!
Das schneid’t so tief
In jede Freud’ und jede Lust,
So tief! so tief!
Es schneid’t so weh und tief!

Ach, was ist das für ein böser Gast!
Nimmer hält er Ruh’,
Nimmer hält er Rast!
Nicht bei Tag,
Nicht bei Nacht, wenn ich schlief!
O weh! O weh! O weh!

Wenn ich in dem Himmel seh’,
Seh’ ich zwei blaue Augen steh’n!
O weh! O weh!

I have a glowing knife
Translation: Richard Stokes

I have gleaming knife,
A knife in my breast,
Alas! Alas!
It cuts so deep
Into every joy and every bliss,
So deep, so deep!
It cuts so sharp and deep!

Ah, what a cruel guest it is!
Never at peace,
Never at rest!
Neither by day
Nor by night, when I’d sleep!
Alas! Alas! Alas!

When I look into the sky,
I see two blue eyes!
Alas! Alas!



Wenn ich im gelben Felde geh’,
Seh’ ich von fern das blonde Haar
Im Winde wehn! O weh! O weh!

Wenn ich aus dem Traum auffahr’
Und höre klingen ihr silbern Lachen,
O weh! O weh!
Ich wollt’, ich läg’ auf der schwarzen Bahr’,
Könnt’ nimmer die Augen aufmachen!

When I walk in the yellow field,
I see from afar her golden hair
Blowing in the wind! Alas! Alas!

When I wake with a jolt from my dream
And hear her silvery laugh,
Alas! Alas!
I wish I were lying on the black bier,
And might never open my eyes again!

Matches (Involuntary Love Songs, no. 2) Jocelyn Morlock (b. 1969)

"Matches" uses imagery of fire to portray a person who is in a wild and desperate state. The tighter and tighter circles that the
protagonist is running in suggest a sort of imploding introversion, where incredible energy, fear and denial have nowhere to go.
The music here is also very energetic – the vocal part is full of short, almost breathless phrases. The piano part is very dense
with chords; indeed, the piano threatens to overwhelm the singer at times.

Matches
Text: Alan Ashton

Oh I remember I recall
I tell myself I keep telling me
That I'm not I am not but
I keep telling myself I'm not
And the more I do
The more I tell myself I'm not
The more that part of myself
The part that I deny
I deny myself
The part that I tell myself that I am not That part there
The more I deny the more that part runs free and wild like a spreading fire
the fire that I deny
For I am not no not on fire
And I run free and I'm trailing smoke And I run and run and I run
trailing smoke and flame in the dark
In the darkest night I've never seen
In tighter circles sending signals to a sky That I can not see
I deny the sky the fire
with an eye to the part that I deny
the inner part
I circle a child cold and shy
lighting matches
Oh I recall
the inner dark that I deny
the tighter circles cold and shy
I am not no I tell myself I'm not
I tell myself
I deny
I'm trailing smoke
But I am not
no not on fire



Altitude Francesca Hauser (b. 2001)

Francesa Hauser is a Toronto-based multifaceted musician who divides her time equally between singing, composing, and
recording a variety of music ranging from art song, choral works, to folk tunes. Altitude was written for Sarah Mole in 2022,
and explores the notion of longing for the things we cannot have, and belief that the grass is greener on the other side. Placing
yourself in solitude at the peak of a mountain, you look to  the valleys below wondering what life must be like. The pain of
solitude in the vast expanse attempts to take over, but after bargaining, you trust that where you are is exactly where you’re
supposed to be.

Altitude (Sun-up and Other Poems, 1920)
Text: Lola Ridge

I wonder
how it would be here with you,
where the wind
that has shaken off its dust in low valleys
touches one cleanly,
as with a new-washed hand,
and pain
is as the remote hunger of droning things,
and anger
but a little silence
sinking into the great silence.

Mond so gehst du wieder auf (Abschiedslieder, no.3) Erich Wolfgang Korngold (1897-1957)

The Abschiedslieder, with their burnished Mahlerian colours and wide-spun melodic arcs, date from the old Vienna. They were
written in 1920 when the 23-year-old Korngold was enjoying his greatest successes in the concert hall and opera house.
Although his music was blossoming, he was dealing with the profound effects of the First World War and a forbidden Love. The
Abschiedslieder bring together disparately written texts on the theme of death, love and farewell, with “Mond so gehst du
wieder auf” grapples with nurturing yourself, and learning how to accept a new reality while grieving.

Mond, so gehst du wieder auf
Text: Ernst Lothar

Mond, so gehst du wieder auf
überm dunklen Tal der ungeweinten Tränen?
Lehr, so lehr mich's doch, mich nicht nach ihr zu sehnen
blaß zu machen Blutes Lauf,
dies Leid nicht zu erleiden
aus zweier Menschen Scheiden.

Sieh, in Nebel hüllst du dich.
Doch verfinstern kannst du nicht den Glanz der Bilder,
die mir weher jede Nacht erweckt und wilder.
Ach! im Tiefsten fühle ich:
das Herz, das sich mußt' trennen,
wird ohne Ende brennen.

Moon, thus you rise once more
Translation: Richard Stokes

Moon, thus you rise once more
Over the dark valley of unwept tears!
Teach, teach me not to yearn for her,
To make my blood run pale,
Not to suffer this sorrow,
Caused when two souls part.

See, you shroud yourself in mist.
Yet you cannot darken the bright images
That the night arouses in me with wilder and fiercer pain.
Ah! I feel in the depths of my being:
The heart that has suffered separation
Will burn eternally.

Reflets d’âme Carmen Brouard (1909-2005)

Reflets d’âme was written in the mid 1930’s, and contains 6 pieces set to texts by an assortment of poets. “Plus qu’ennuyée” is a
setting of French painter and printmaker Marie Laurencin’s text (1883-1956). In 1915 in Barcelona, where she spent some
time in exile during World War I, Laurencin wrote this poem of an abundance of emotions. Each one more severe than the last,
we can see the emotional turmoil she dealt withm in love, life, and art.



Brouard sets her brother's words to music in “Prière,” and there would be no better word to describe the piece than a prayer..
Carl Brouard (1902-1965) struggled much of his life with depression and alcoholism, especially when he broke out of Haitian
Voudou and became a devout Catholic. Carmen Brouard was always interested in Haitian rhythms and said that it was a way to
represent her country. She followed by saying that her music is romantic, folkloric and rhythmic.

Plus qu’ennuyée (Le Calmant)
Text: Marie Laurencin

Plus qu’ennuyée
Triste.

Plus que triste
Malheureuse.

Plus que malheureuse
Souffrante.

Plus que souffrante
Abandonnée.

Plus qu’abandonnée
Seule au monde.

Plus que seule au monde
Exilée.

Plus qu’exilée
Morte.

Plus que morte
Oubliée.

Prière
Text: Carl Brouard

Seigneur,
donnez-moi d'être la lampe
qui brûle, ardente et paisible
à tes pieds.
Que ton amour,
seigneur,
soit le rhum qui m'enivre
éternellement.

More than annoyed (The Sedative)
Translation: Sarah Mole

More than annoyed
Sad.

More than sad
Unhappy.

More than unhappy
Suffering.

More than suffering
Abandoned.

More than abandoned
Alone in the world.

More than alone
Exiled.

More than exiled
Dead.

More than dead
Forgotten.

Prayer
Translation: Sarah Mole

Lord,
allow me to be the lamp
which burns, intense and peaceful,
at your feet.
That your love,
Lord,
may be the rum which intoxicates me
eternally.

Verborgenheit (Mörike Lieder, no. 12) Hugo Wolf (1804-1875)

Considered one of Wolf's most powerful and intense works, showcasing his exceptional ability to convey emotions through
music, "Verborgenheit" is the 12th of the 53 Mörike-Lieder. Translating to Secrecy, the text reflects themes of loss, longing, and
sadness. He shows the dark side of the human mind in taking pleasure in flirting with the crude reality of human suffering.
Wolf's piano accompaniment is simple yet haunting, complementing the voice line beautifully. The harmonies are chromatic,
imbuing the piece with a sense of longing and sorrow, while the use of tonal ambiguity keeps the listener captivated
throughout.



Verborgenheit
Text: Eduard Mörike

Lass, o Welt, o lass mich sein!
Locket nicht mit Liebesgaben,
Lasst dies Herz alleine haben
Seine Wonne, seine Pein!

Was ich traure, weiss ich nicht,
Es ist unbekanntes Wehe;
Immerdar durch Tränen sehe
Ich der Sonne liebes Licht.

Oft bin ich mir kaum bewusst,
Und die helle Freude zücket
Durch die Schwere, so mich drücket
Wonniglich in meiner Brust.

Lass, o Welt, o lass mich sein!
Locket nicht mit Liebesgaben,
Lasst dies Herz alleine haben
Seine Wonne, seine Pein!

Secrecy
Translation: Richard Stokes

Let, O world, O let me be!
Do not tempt with gifts of love,
Let this heart keep to itself
Its rapture, its pain!

I do not know why I grieve,
It is unknown sorrow;
Always through a veil of tears
I see the sun’s beloved light.

Often, I am lost in thought,
And bright joy flashes
Through the oppressive gloom,
Bringing rapture to my breast.

Let, O world, O let me be!
Do not tempt with gifts of love,
Let this heart keep to itself
Its rapture, its pain!

INTERMISSION

Serenity Prayer Jerrell R. Gray (b. 1989)

Jerrell R. Gray (b. 1989) wrote his Serenity Prayer in late 2019/early 2020. In his own words “This prayer of petition is humble,
personal and universal. I was inspired to write this piece after my dear mother died. As I was healing from the passing of my
grandmother, my mother had a major stroke two weeks before my college graduation. I stopped everything to be with my
mother in ICU. She fought for a month and a half on a ventilator and outlived the doctor’s predictions! After watching my
mother leave this world on Jan. 8, 2019, I found myself uttering the very words of this prayer, hoping for an ounce of peace to
fill my mind and heart. After a period of reciting this daily, I began to hear music. After confirmation from the Holy Spirit, I
penned my heart’s song into the lines and spaces of every measure. This piece is polytonal and polymodal. It is incumbent upon
the performer to personalize the text. I encourage the performer to reflect on the trials and tribulations they have faced, are
facing, and will face. Consider the agony and uncertainty of life during this COVID-19 Epidemic. Let all of those emotions help
tell your story, thus bringing the music and your performance to life. Ultimately, this prayer talks to God, so place yourself at
His feet.”

Serenity Prayer
Text: Reinhold Niebuhr

God, grant me serenity
To accept the things I cannot change, I need serenity;
Courage to change the things that I can;
and the wisdom to know the difference!

Living one day at a time, enjoying one moment at a time,
accepting hardship as the pathway to peace.
I need serenity!
Taking as You did, this sinful world as it is,
not as I would have it!



Trusting that You will make all things right,
if I surrender to Your will!
That I may be reasonably happy in this life,
and supremely happy with You, forever in the next!

I need serenity!
God, grant me serenity.
Amen.

Knoxville: Summer of 1915 (arr. Sean Parker, b. 2001) Samuel Barber (1910-1981)

Originally written in 1949 for his Father, Samuel Barber later arranged Knoxville: Summer of 1915 for piano reduction. The
text was taken from James Agee’s piece of prose by the same name. He wrote it in 1935 while in 20’s as an experiment in free
form writing. He later said he sat and wrote the prose totalling five pages in 90 mins. The Summer of 1915 signifies Agee’s last
summer with a full intact family. A year later (1916) his father passed, and slowly other family members did too. On the surface
level, he describes a summer in his hometown, but further it explores childhood memory, the mundane parts of life, and the
imagery is rooted in the comfort and security felt by a loving family. We finish with a sense of awe, mystery, fragility, and a quiet
acceptance of morality.

Knoxville: Summer of 1915
Text: James Agee

…It has become that time of evening when people sit on their porches, rocking gently and talking gently and
watching the street and the standing up into their sphere of possession of the trees, of birds' hung havens, hangars.
People go by; things go by. A horse, drawing a buggy, breaking his hollow iron music on the asphalt; a loud auto; a
quiet auto; people in pairs, not in a hurry, scuffling, switching their weight of aestival body, talking casually, the
taste hovering over them of vanilla, strawberry, pasteboard and starched milk, the image upon them of lovers and
horsemen, squared with clowns in hueless amber

A streetcar raising its iron moan; stopping, belling and starting; stertorous; rousing and raising again its iron
increasing moan and swimming its gold windows and straw seats on past and past and past, the bleak spark
crackling and cursing above it like a small malignant spirit set to dog its tracks; the iron whine rises on rising speed;
still risen, faints; halts; the faint stinging bell; rises again, still fainter, fainting, lifting, lifts, faints foregone: forgotten.
Now is the night one blue dew

Now is the night one blue dew, my father has drained, he has coiled the hose
Low on the length of lawns, a frailing of fire who breathes....
Parents on porches: rock and rock. From damp strings morning glories hang their ancient faces

The dry and exalted noise of the locusts from all the air at once enchants my eardrums
On the rough wet grass of the back yard my father and mother have spread quilts. We all lie there, my mother, my
father, my uncle, my aunt, and I too am lying there....They are not talking much, and the talk is quiet, of nothing in
particular, of nothing at all. The stars are wide and alive, they seem each like a smile of great sweetness, and they
seem very near. All my people are larger bodies than mine,...with voices gentle and meaningless like the voices of
sleeping birds. One is an artist, he is living at home. One is a musician, she is living at home. One is my mother who
is good to me. One is my father who is good to me. By some chance, here they are, all on this earth; and who shall
ever tell the sorrow of being on this earth, lying, on quilts, on the grass, in a summer evening, among the sounds of
the night. May God bless my people, my uncle, my aunt, my mother, my good father, oh, remember them kindly in
their time of trouble; and in the hour of their taking away

After a little I am taken in and put to bed. Sleep, soft smiling, draws me unto her: and those receive me, who
quietly treat me, as one familiar and well-beloved in that home: but will not, oh, will not, not now, not ever; but will
not ever tell me who I am.

The texts and translations that have been reproduced in the document above 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


