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Welcome to our airborne program of music inspired by things that fly: angels, birds, and witches. Beginning 
with the Easter angel who proclaimed the rising of the Lord, and ending with Macbeth’s witches who 
prophesy the doom of a king, these creatures are messengers of good news and bad news too much for 
mortals to comprehend. Their small feathered cousins, the birds, seem closer to our humanity, especially in 
the domestic setting of the Emily Dickinson poems we sing tonight.  

~Program~ 
Please turn off your pagers, cell phones, and watch alarms 

Alleluia. Angelus Domini descendit (Alleluia. The angel of the Lord descended) Plainchant 
Cantors:  Virginia Byers Kraus, Jen Byrnes , Susan Gidwitz, Rhonda Matteson, Jennie Vaughn 

 
Alleluia. 

Angelus Domini descendit de caelo: 
et accedens revolvit lapidem, 

et sedebat supereum. 
Alleluia. 

Alleluia. 
The angel of the Lord descended from heaven, 
and came and rolled back the stone, 
and sat upon it. 
Alleluia. 

 
Text: Matthew 28:2  This chant, the Alleluia verse for Easter Monday, is unusual in its repetition of a tone-
painting figure apparent to modern ears: the full choir’s first “Alleluia,” repeated on the word “revolvit” 
near the end of the chant, portrays the rolling of the stone away from Jesus’ tomb. 
 
Surrexit Pastor bonus, Op. 39, No. 3 Felix Mendelssohn  (1809-1847) 

Soloists: Joan Troy and Mary Hoover, sopranos; Penny Ward and Janet Huebner, altos 
Susan Moeser, organ 

 
Surrexit pastor bonus 

qui animam suam posuit pro ovibus suis. 
Et pro grege suo mori dignatus est. 

Alleluja! 
 

Tulerunt Dominum meum, 
et nescio ubi posuerunt eum. 

Si tu sustulisti eum,  
dicito mihi et ego tollam. 

 
Surrexit Christus spes mea! 
Praecedet vos in Galilaeam. 

Alleluja! 
 

The good shepherd has arisen 
who gave his life for his sheep. 
And was deemed worthy to die for his flock. 
Alleluia! 
 
They have taken away my Lord 
and I know not where they have placed him. 
If you have taken him away,  
tell me and I will take him away. 
 
Christ my hope has arisen! 
He will go before you into Galilee. 
Alleluia! 
 

The third and least-known of Mendelssohn’s motets for women’s choir and organ, this Easter mini-drama 
begins with pastoral rhythms in the accompaniment, suggestive of the “Pastor bonus” (good shepherd), 
Jesus. The duetto portrays the anxious women at the tomb, looking for their Lord, in a duet of questions 
addressed to the angel there. The angel’s very short reply tells the good news, at which the assembled hosts 
sing an extended “Alleluia.” 
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When Gabriel’s Awful Trump Shall Sound  
   William Walker’s The Southern Harmony (1854) 
 

When Gabriel's awful trump shall sound,  
And rend the rocks, convulse the ground, 
And give to time her utmost bound,  
Ye dead, arise to judgment. 
 
See lightnings flash and thunder roll,  
See earth wrapt up like parchment scroll; 
Comets blaze, Sinners raise,  
Dead amaze, Horrors seize 
The guilty sons of Adam's race,  
Unsaved from sin by Jesus. 

 

The Christian filled with rapturous joy, 
Midst flaming worlds he mounts on high, 
To meet the Saviour in the sky, 
And see the face of Jesus; 
 
The soul and body reunite. 
And filled with glory infinite, 
Blessed day, Christians say! 
Will you pray, that we may 
All join the happy company,  
To praise the name of Jesus. 

This shape-note hymn setting is unusual in its rhythmic structure: choppy three-syllable phrases in the 
second half may remind us of blasts upon Gabriel’s trumpet. The text, with its triumphant Revelation-based 
theology, seems to rejoice as much in the destruction of the earth at the end of time as in the joy of the 
saved. One hundred and fifty years later, this brand of American religious thought is flourishing. 
 
 
Good News arranged by Marylou India Jackson (d. 1969) 

Soloists: Anne Menkens, soprano; Judy Moore, alto 
 

Good news!  Chariot's a comin', good news! 
Chariot's a comin', I don't want her leave a me behin'. 
 
Gwine a git up in de chariot to carry me home, 
An' I don't want her leave a me behin' 
 
Dere's a long, white robe in de heav'n I know, 
An' I don't want her leave a me behin' 
 
Dere's a golden harp in de heav'n I know, 
An' I don't want her leave a me behin' 
 
Good news!  Chariot's a comin', good news! 
Chariot's a comin', I don't want her leave a me behin' 

 
Marylou India Jackson arranged 25 spirituals for the Bennett College Choir in Greensboro in the 1930’s; 
we have sung many of them. With echoes of “Swing low, sweet chariot,” the text of this Revelation-based 
spiritual portrays Heaven as a glorious home, where the believer will wear a white robe and play a golden 
harp. The driving choral rhythms of Miss Jackson’s setting suggest the rolling of the chariot wheels. 
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The Mater Admirabilis Chapel Violet Archer (1913–2000) 
Jennifer Cox Bell, clarinet 

 
There are pigeons on the roof of the little chapel that belongs to the Mother of God; 
White and purple and grey and dapple, they preen their feathers and promenade. 
Come out, come out, come out, O Mother of God; 
Come out, for the sun is bright and radiant as God's own face, 
and the pigeons dance to do you grace; 
Come out into the light. 
 
They wheel in the air and they turn in the light and they walk in stately procession, 
while the Virgin near God's altar white makes her endless intercession. 
Come out, come out, come out for the sky is blue; 
yes, bluer than your painted robe is heaven's dome above this globe,  
is heaven's dome above this globe, 
and the pigeons dance for you. 
 
Yet a morning will come, so dewy and fair, 
that the Mater Admirabilis will leave her pale candles and her prayer 
To watch the pigeons' holy bliss. 
Come out, come out, come out, O Mother of God; 
Come out this very day,  
for the pigeons pirouette for you,  
on a golden roof, under heaven's deep blue, 
they dance that cannot pray. 

 
Violet (Balestreri) Archer was born in Montreal, studied music at McGill University, composition 
with Bartók in New York and Hindemith at Yale, and musicology with Otto Kinkeldy. In the 
course of a long career she taught composition at Cornell and at universities in Texas, Oklahoma, 
Edmonton, and Calgary, among others. “The Mater Admirabilis Chapel” is beautifully crafted in 
ABA form, with section solos evocative of plainchant, spare contrapuntal lines with sevenths and 
ninths reminiscent of Hindemith, and not a note of its spare texture wasted. 
 
The poet, Alberta Bass (1892-1988), was a Cherokee who attended Mount Holyoke and wrote 
many books on Native American tribes of the North American plains. Is it too much of a reach to 
view her text as a plea for traditional Christianity, personified by the statue of the Virgin Mary 
inside the chapel, to embrace the nature-based spirituality of the Native American? 
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Duo Seraphim (Two Angels) Tomas Luis de Victoria (ca. 1548-1611) 
Spring Ensemble 

 
Duo Seraphim clamabant alter ad alterum: 

Sanctus Dominus Deus Sabaoth. 
Plena est omnis terra gloria ejus, 

Tres sunt qui testimonium dant in coelo, 
Pater et Verbum, et Spiritus sanctus; 

et hi tres unum sunt. 
 

Two angels cry aloud unto each other: 
Holy, Lord God of Sabaoth. 
All the world is full of his glory, 
Three which give testimony in heaven, 
Father, Word and Holy Spirit; 
And all these three are one. 
 

The text of this motet is loosely based upon Isaiah 6: Isaiah’s vision of seraphim calling back and forth in 
the Temple, singing “Holy, holy holy.”  This exquisite example of Renaissance polyphony, a favorite 
among women’s choirs, picks up the numbers in the text for tone-painting wordplay: voices are paired, 
antiphonally, at “duo,” are stacked in three at “tres,” and open out into a full texture and static rhythms for 
“plena.” 
 
So Many Angels! Gwyneth Walker (b. 1947) 
 

All night, all day 
angels a-watching over me, my Lord, 
All night, all day 
angels a-watching over me. 
 
Now I lay me down to sleep, 
angels a-watching over me, my Lord, 
I pray the Lord my soul to keep 
angels a-watching over me. 
 
And if I die before I wake, 
angels a-watching over me, my Lord, 
I pray the Lord my soul to take, 
angels a-watching over me. 
 
Heaven's right before my eyes, 
angels a-watching over me, my Lord, 
I'm riding my chariot across the skies, 
angels a-watching over me. 

 

Angels in the morning, angels at noon, 
angels in the closet, angels in my bedroom! 
Angels in the sofa and angels in the chair, 
angels, angels, EVERYWHERE! 
 
Angels in my coffee and angels in my tea, 
Those angels, I think, are flirting with me! 
Angels on the porch and angels on the stair 
I even think I found some angels in my hair! 
 
Angels smiling, angels poking fun, 
angels getting into everything under the sun! 
Angels in the supermarket today; 
there are so many angels, I just have to say that: 
 
All night, all day, angels are watching, 
they keep right on watching, 
those angels are watching over me. 
Don't you ever stop watching over me, gal! 
Lord, my Lord! 

 
Gwyneth Walker graduated from Brown University in 1968 (a classmate of Mary Lycan’s) and studied 
composition at the Hartt School in Hartford, Connecticut. She lives and composes on a dairy farm in 
Vermont; her works, which are always vocally grateful, are in high demand by college and community 
choruses. “So Many Angels!” was commissioned by Bella Voce in Reno, Nevada. 
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Audience Sing-along: Ye Watchers and Ye Holy Ones, 
 Hymn # 90, The United Methodist Hymnal 
 
Hope Is the Thing Emma Lou Diemer (b. 1927) 
 Emily Dickinson (1830–1886) 
Poems by Emily Dickinson used by arrangement with the publishers and the Trustees of Amherst College from The 
Poems of Emily Dickinson, Thomas H. Johnson, ed., Cambridge, Mass.: The Belknap Press, Copyright © 1951, 1955, 
1979, 1983 by the President and Fellows of Harvard College. All rights reserved. 
 
1.  Hope is the thing with feathers 
 

Hope is the thing with feathers 
That perches in the soul, 
And sings the tune without the words, 
And never stops at all, 
 
And sweetest in the gale is heard; 
And sore must be the storm 
That could abash the little bird  
That kept so many warm. 
 

I’ve heard it in the chillest land,  
And on the strangest sea; 
Yet, never in extremity, 
It asked a crumb of me. 
 
 
 
 
 

2.  A Bird came down the walk 
 

A bird came down the walk: 
He did not know I saw; 
He bit an angleworm in halves 
And ate the fellow, raw. 
 
And then he drank a dew 
From a convenient grass, 
And then hopped sidewise to the wall 
To let a beetle pass. 
 

Like one in danger; cautious, 
I offered him a crumb, 
And he unrolled his feathers 
And rowed him softer home 
 
Than oars divide the ocean, 
Too silver for a seam, 
Or butterflies, off banks of noon, 
Leap, splashless, as they swim. 

 
He glanced with rapid eyes 
That hurried all abroad, 
They looked like frightened beads, I thought 
He stirred his velvet head 

 
3.  My life closed twice before its close 
 

My life closed twice before its close; 
It yet remains to see 
If immortality unveil 
A third event to me. 

 

So huge, so hopeless to conceive, 
As these that twice befell.  
Parting is all we know of heaven, 
And all we need of hell. My life closed. 
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4.  If you were coming in the fall 
 

If you were coming in the fall, 
I’d brush the summer by 
With half a smile and half a spurn, 
As housewives do a fly. 
 
If I could see you in a year, 
I’d wind the months in balls, 
And put them each in separate drawers, 
Until their time befalls. 
 
If only centuries delayed,  
I’d count them on my hand, 
Subtracting till my fingers dropped 
Into Van Diemen’s* land. 

 

If certain, when this life was out, 
That yours and mine should be, 
I’d toss it yonder like a rind, 
And taste eternity. 
 
But now, all ignorant of length 
Of time’s uncertain wing, 
It goads me, like the goblin bee, 
That will not state its sting. 
 
 

*Van Dieman’s land was the original English name 
for Tasmania, way down under below the southeast 
corner of Australia. 

 
5.  Some things that fly there be 
 

Some things that fly there be, 
Birds, hours, the bumble bee. 
Of these no elegy. 
 
Some things that stay there be, 
Grief, hills, eternity.  
Nor this behooveth me. 

 

There are, that resting, rise. 
Can I expound the skies? 
How still the riddle lies! 
 
 
 
 

A doyenne of choral composition in America, Emma Lou Diemer is particularly skilled at writing pieces 
that leap off the page when sung. Like the poems of Emily Dickinson, their simplicity can be underrated if 
they are read but not heard. 
 
The five poems of “Hope Is The Thing” provide, on their surface, familiar natural and domestic images, of 
bees, birds, and balls of yarn. Their setting by Emma Lou Diemer centers around themes of hopes and 
fears, based on the passage of time. 
 
In “Hope is the thing with feathers,” the relentless 9/8 piano rhythms mirror the urgent fluttering of a bird 
that never gives up. In “A Bird came down the walk,” the stiff-legged rhythms of the spoken choral line, 
and sung melodic leaps up a seventh and down again, give us a picture of the bird which, in spite of its 
fears, walks jerkily along the path in search of food. In “My life closed twice before its close,” the thicker 
choral texture abounds in long note values and dissonances, reflecting the anguish of a loss in the past, and 
dread of future suffering. “If you were coming in the fall” is a gentler meditation on the elasticity of time 
during separation from the beloved: if we knew how long the separation were to be, it would seem shorter, 
but uncertainty makes the time stretch on. “Some things that fly there be” reflects upon those things that 
vanish, and those which last for all time. 
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I’m Always Chasing Rainbows  Harry Carroll, arranged by Kirby Shaw 
 

I’m always chasing rainbows, 
watching clouds drifting by. 
My schemes are just like all my dreams, 
ending in the sky. 
 
Some people look and find the sunshine, 
I always look and find the rain. 
Some people make a winning sometime, 
I never even make a gain. 
 
Believe me, I’m always chasing rainbows, 
waiting to find a little bluebird in vain. 
 

The tune of this song (sung by Judy Garland in “The Ziegfield Girl”) comes from a Chopin 
Fantaisie Impromptu in C-sharp minor; the lyrics were written by Joseph McCarthy. 
 
 
Los Bilbilicos (The Nightingales) Judeo-Spanish folk song 
 arranged by Paula Foley Tillen 

Soloists: Darcy Wold and Diane Wold 
Jennifer Cox Bell, clarinet 

 
Los bilbilicos cantan 

con sospiros del amor. 
Mi neshama s'escurese 

sufriendo del amor. 
 

La rosa enflorese 
en el mes de mai 

Mi neshama y mi ventura 
estan en tu poder 

 
Mas presto ven palomba, 

mas presto ven con mi 
Mas presto ven, querida, 

corre y salvame. 
 

The nightingales are singing 
with sighs of love. 
My soul withers away, 
Suffering from love’s pain. 
 
The rose blooms 
in the month of May. 
My soul, my fate 
are in your power. 
 
Come more quickly, dove, 
more quickly come with me. 
Come more quickly, beloved, 
run and save me. 

This haunting Ladino song expresses the pain of longing for the beloved. Melody, harmonization, 
and clarinet obbligato all employ the harmonic minor scale, and the chorus has low ostinato 
chords under the solo. 
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Cuckoo Is a Pretty Bird traditional American, arranged by James E. Clemens (b. 1966) 
 

Cuckoo is a pretty bird, she sings as she flies, 
brings us glad tidings and tells us no lies. 
She sips from sweet flowers to make her voice clear, 
and she never sings “cuckoo” till the spring of the year. 
 
Cuckoo is a pretty bird, she sings as she flies, 
brings us glad tidings and tells us no lies. 
She flies the hills over, the whole world above, 
then back to the mountain to mourn for her love. 
 
Come, all fair maidens, and listen to me: 
Don’t place your affections on a green growing tree, 
for the leaves they will wither, and the roots they will die, 
and you’ll be forsaken but never know why. 
 
Meeting is a pleasure, parting is grief; 
false-hearted lovers are worse than a thief. 
They’ll hug and kiss you, and tell you more lies 
than the leaves on the willow or the stars in the skies. 
Cuckoo is a pretty bird, she sings as she flies. 

 
This minor but jaunty melody is both a tribute to the faithful cuckoo and a warning to young 
maidens about faithless lovers. The setting gives fragments of the melody, in fragments, to all the 
parts, in a style that sounds improvisational, but is carefully crafted after the style of Alice Parker, 
Mr. Clemens’s teacher. 
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Who Killed Cock Robin American Folk Song 
Soloists:  Jennie Vaughn, Darcy Wold, Diane Wold, Susan Gidwitz,  

Virginia Byers Kraus, Rhonda Matteson, Jen Byrnes 
 

Who killed Cock Robin? Who killed Cock Robin? 
“I,” said the sparrow, “with my little bow and arrow. 
It was I, O it was I.” 
 
Who caught his blood-o? Who caught his blood-o? 
“I,” said the fish, “with my little silver dish. 
It was I, O it was I.” 
 
Who sewed his shroud-o? Who sewed his shroud-o? 
“I,” said the eagle, “with my little thread and needle. 
It was I, O it was I.” 
 
Who made the coffin? Who made the coffin? 
“I,” said the snipe, “with my little pocket knife. 
It was I, O it was I.” 
 
Who dug his grave-o? Who dug his grave-o? 
“I,” said the owl, “with my little wooden shovel. 
It was I, O it was I.” 
 
Who lowered him down-o? Who lowered him down-o? 
“I,” said the crane, “with my little golden chain.” 
It was I, O it was I.” 
 
Who sang the preachment? Who sang the preachment? 
“I,” said the rook, “with my little holy book. 
It was I, O it was I.” 

 
This song first appeared in an 18th-century English nursery rhyme collection. It has been taken as 
an allegory for the intrigues that brought about the fall of the government of Sir Robert Walpole, 
used as the basis of a Disney short cartoon in 1935, and served as the inspiration for an Australian 
choral lament for the environment (the “arrow” is DDT). We present it in a shortened, American 
version, unarranged. 
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Mulligatawny Macbeth John E. Govedas. (1950–2005) 
Witches:  Joan Holland, Judy Moore, Roberta Yule Owen 

 
“Thrice the brinded1 cat hath mew’d.” 
“Thrice and once the hedge-pig whined.” 
“Tis time! Tis time!” 
Round about the cauldron go; 
In the poison’d entrails throw. 
 
“Toad, that under cold stone  
Days and nights has thirty-one 
Swelter’d2 venom sleeping got, 
Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot!” 
Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn and cauldron bubble. 
 
Fillet of a fenny3 snake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake; 
Eye of newt,4 and toe of frog,  
Wool of  bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder’s fork and blind-worm’s5 sting. 
Lizard’s leg and howlet’s6 wing 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

 
 

Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
Witches’ mummy,7 Maw and gulf8 

of the ravin’d9 salt sea shark, 
Root of hemlock digg’d i’ the dark. 
 
Liver of blaspheming shrew. 
Gall of goat and slips of yew 
Sliver’d in the moon’s eclipse. 
Nose of Turk and Tartar’s lips, 
Finger of birth-strangled babe, 
Ditch-delivered by a drab,10 
Make the gruel thick and slab.11 
Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron,12 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. 
Eye, toe, tongue, leg, liver, lips, finger. 
 
Cool it with a baboon’s blood. 
Then the charm is firm and good. 
By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes. 

William Shakespeare, Macbeth IV,1 
 

1brinded = brindled; having dark streaks or 
spots on gray or tawny background. 

2swelter’d = sweated 
3fenny = from the marshes 
4newt = water lizard 
5blindworm = a limbless European lizard 
6howlet = owlet, baby owl 

7mummy = gum that oozed from embalmed bodies; 
used as a medicine 

8maw and gulf = mouth and stomach 
9ravin’d = ravenous 
10drab = a dirty, slatternly woman; or prostitute 
11slab = glutinous 
12chaudron = entrails 

 
Beware! This is the only piece with which we have ever issued a medical advisory: if sudden loud 
noises make your heart jump, you may wish to listen from the lobby. 
 
This setting of the witches’ song from Macbeth was commissioned by the Oakville (Ontario) 
Children’s Choir, Glenda Crawford, conductor, on the occasion of their tenth anniversary. John 
Govedas, their accompanist, also freelanced as an accompanist for Toronto church, school, and 
community choirs. He earned his Bachelor of Music degree in vocal music education and 
composition at the University of Toronto. Women’s and treble choirs sing so much angel music, 
and women are generally socialized to be so nice, that we are grateful to Mr. Govedas for this 
opportunity to be bad girls. 
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CDs of tonight’s performance may be ordered in the lobby. 
CDs of past performances are also available: 

• in the lobby 
• through our  website  -  www.womensvoiceschorus.org 

• from Womancraft 
 

About Women’s Voices Chorus 
Women’s Voices Chorus, Inc. is a community-based chorus for sopranos and altos. We sing 
classical sacred and secular music, folk song settings, spirituals, and a little bit of jazz. Half our 
repertoire is by women composers. 
From late August through early May, we rehearse on Mondays from 7:30 to 9:30 p.m. at the 
Chapel Hill Kehillah. We give a winter concert in January or February, and a spring concert in 
May. 
We welcome new members, and invite all interested sopranos and altos to get acquainted by 
participating in our summer chorus (see below). 
Auditions are scheduled by appointment with Mary Lycan, 919-932-5455. 

Visit our web site at www.womensvoiceschorus.org 
 

The Women’s Voices Low-Impact a cappella Summer Chorus 
Sopranos and altos of high school age and older are invited to join us for six Monday evening 
rehearsals in May and June, followed by a short evening concert, with guest conductor Marie-
Louise Catsalis. This ensemble generally sings easier repertoire than we perform during our 
regular season. It is a fine gateway experience for newcomers, especially those who have not 
sung for a while. 
The summer chorus is lightly auditioned, with no sight-reading requirement. There is a tuition fee 
of $35, but scholarship money is available: no one is ever turned away for financial reasons. 
The rehearsals will be held on Mondays May 15 and 22, and June 5, 12, 19, and 26, from 7:30 to 
9:00 p.m. at The Chapel of the Cross, 304 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill (next to the Planetarium). 
The concert will be on Wednesday, June 28 at 7:30 p.m., also at the Chapel of the Cross. To 
schedule a tryout between May 11 and May 15, call Mary Lycan at 919-932-5455. 
 

Cyber-Song 
 

Cyber-Song is the e-newsletter for Women's Voices Chorus, Inc. To join the e-mail group and 
subscribe to the newsletter, send an email message to: womensvoiceschorus-
subscribe@yahoogroups.com.  As a member of this group you will receive periodic 
announcements about concerts, performances, and other events that may be of interest to you.  
We do not sell to, or share our mailing list with, anyone, ever. 
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THANKS TO OUR DONORS 
(May 2005-April 2006) 

Angel 
Anonymous 

Adele Gidwitz  
Estate of Katharyn Sherman 

Benefactor 
Lois M. Goodman Charlotte Thomas
Joan Holland 

Sponsor 
Susan Gidwitz James and Edwina May 
Kate Holland and Jim Lynch Florence Peacock 

Patron 
JoAnne and Shelley Earp Ken Gray 
Muriel Easterling Tricia Little
Jeanette Falk Joseph and Elise Matteson
John D. Gidwitz Barbara Pipkin
Patricia L. Gidwitz Kathleen Thompson 
GlaxoSmithKline Foundation Joan Troy 
Anonymous Diane Wold 

Friend 
Cynthia L. Clark Karla Reed 
Anne Manley Lila Rosa 

Associate 
Betty Bergstrand Beth Hauser
Meg Berreth Mathilda Kissell
Edith Borroff Rhonda J. Matteson 
Susan E. Brown Susan W. McMichaels 
Betsy Champion Dr. Lisa Oskardmay 
Drs. Lawrence and Margaret Champion 
Julian and Ann Chinatti Susan Regier
Elizabeth Curtis Ann Sherman
Mrs. John B. Earle Karen Vradelis 
Jessyka Glatz Jennifer Williams
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WVC Children's Concert June 28: It's free, it's short, it's fun! 
 

Please join us on Wednesday, June 28 at 7:30 p.m. for an interactive, participatory children's 
concert, entitled "All Around the World." The 25-minute program will include a South African 
freedom song, a folk song from the Torres Strait, a newly-arranged spiritual, and a massed 
performance of "Itsy Bitsy Spider." The WVC Summer Chorus, with guest conductor Marie-
Louise Catsalis, will perform. The concert will take place at the Chapel of the Cross, 304 E. 
Franklin St., Chapel Hill. 
 
 

Special thanks to 
• Chapel Hill Kehillah, for regular rehearsal space 

• University United Methodist Church for occasional rehearsal space 
• Timothy Baker, Director of Music at UUMC 
• John Samulski, Facilities Manager at UUMC 

• Roy Lunsford, Custodian at UUMC 
• Vicki Johnson, graphic artist 

• David Ballantyne, WCPE radio, 89.7 FM 
• Our advertisers: please patronize them 

• Our numerous volunteers, within and without the chorus, without whom.... 
 

Women’s Voices would like to express our gratitude 
for support of choral music in the Triangle to: 

 
Classical Voice North Carolina (www.cvnc.org), an online arts journal 

for music, drama, and dance, with particularly strong calendar 
and review coverage of Triangle musical events 

 
TringleSings! (www.TriangleSings.org), an online clearing house for choral music information in 

the Triangle, with an events calendar, chorus directory, bulletin board for auditions and calls, 
links to chorus web sites, and an email newsletter service 

 
These services are free to all of us, but cost their hard-working proprietors money to maintain. 

Visit them to see how you can help. 
 
 

 Women’s Voices Chorus, Inc. Women’s Voices Chorus Inc. is a private,  
 P.O. Box 2854 non-profit organization, tax-exempt under  
 Chapel Hill, NC 27515-2854 Section 501(c)(3) of the Internal Revenue Code. 




