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Women’s Voices Chorus 
 

Songs of Innocence and Dreams 
 

Sunday, May 4, 2008, 4:00 p.m. 
University United Methodist Church 

Chapel Hill, North Carolina 
 

Allan Friedman, Artistic Director • Deborah Coclanis, Accompanist 
 

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

~Program~ 
 
Little Innocent Lamb Traditional spiritual 

Arr. Allan Friedman (b. 1976) 
Shipra Patel, solo 

 
Done Foun’ My Lost Sheep African-American spiritual 

Arr. Marylou India Jackson (ca. 1900 – 1969) 
Megan Kauffmann, solo 

 
The Lamb Tim Blickhan (b. 1945) 

Rebecca Knickmeyer, solo 
 

Three Songs of Innocence Craig DeAlmeida (b. 1976) 

The Echoing Green 

Nurse’s Song 

Laughing Song 
 
Three Choruses from “Alice in Wonderland” Irving Fine (1914 – 1962) 

The Lobster Quadrille Chamber Choir 

Lullaby Of The Duchess Chamber Choir 
Rebecca Knickmeyer, solo 

Father William with Chamber Choir 
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Songs of Innocence Lost 

Down by the Salley Gardens Traditional Irish, arr. Michael Cleveland (b. 1937) 

I'm Only Nineteen Kentucky mountain tune, arr. Charles Winter 

The Maid on the Shore Stella ter Hart (b. 1960) 
Virginia Byers Kraus, solo; Lisa Miller, percussion 

 
Songs of Wisdom Gained 

No Thank You, John Ruth Morris Gray (b. 1961) 

The Old Woman in a Basket Traditional British, arr. Lana Walter (b. 1948) 
 

~  Intermission  ~ 
 
In These Delightful, Pleasant Groves Henry Purcell (1658 – 1695) 
 
Psalm 23 Franz Schubert (1797 – 1828) 
 
Lullabies from Around the World 

Dormi, Jesu! Jonathan D. Green (b. 1964) 

Seal Lullaby Paul Carey (b. 1954) 

Suo Gân Traditional Welsh lullaby 
Arr. Thomas Edward Morgan (b. 1962) 

Kate Hurley, solo 

Malolo (Lullaby on a Samoan text) Annea Lockwood (b. 1939) 
Chamber Choir 

Virginia Byers Kraus, solo 
 

Two Shaker Hymns 

Simple Gifts Traditional, arr. Irving Fine (1914 – 1962) 

Followers of the Lamb New York Shaker hymn, arr. Allan Friedman (b. 1976) 
Judy Moore, solo; Lisa Miller, percussion 

 
CDs of tonight’s performance may be ordered in the lobby. 

CDs of past performances are also available in the lobby and through our 
website: www.womensvoiceschorus.org 
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~Program Notes~ 
Today’s concert takes its title in part from William Blake’s collection of poems “Songs of 

Innocence,” four of which are to be sung by the chorus today.  This concert also features the poetry of 
several other British poets and their reflections on innocence lost and wisdom gained.  Images of 
sheep, lambs, springtime, and other youthful symbols abound throughout today’s music. 

The first half of the program starts with two spirituals about lambs.  The Bible is full of allegories 
about lambs, and in Little Innocent Lamb, the lamb is represented as Jesus, whose innocence is 
contrasted with the wily Satan.  Done Foun’ My Lost Sheep, arranged by Marylou India Jackson, is a 
setting of the paraphrase of Matthew 5:12-13 in which Jesus said there will be more rejoicing over 
reclaiming one sinner (represented as lost sheep) than maintaining possession of ninety-nine others 
who never went astray.  Miss Jackson earned a professorship at Bennett College for Women in 
Greensboro in 1930 and was instrumental in developing a four-year music program at the college.  
Done Foun’ My Lost Sheep was originally in a collection of music called Negro Spirituals and Hymns, first 
published in 1935.  In The Lamb, a setting of William Blake by Illinois composer Tim Blickhan, Jesus 
is once again portrayed as an innocent child and lamb. 

In Craig DeAlmeida’s settings of Blake’s Songs of Innocence, playfulness “is depicted through the 
use of never-quite-settled harmonies and rhythms.”  The pieces were written in 2000, prior to 
DeAlmeida earning his PhD in composition from Duke.  Originally commissioned by the North 
Carolina Governor’s School Chorus in Winston-Salem, the infectious energy and bright harmonies of 
these pieces are well-suited to younger voices.  One of the most pleasant aspects of these pieces is the 
way in which Blake’s speakers are personified by different tones and tempos, especially in the second 
of the set of three, Nurse’s Song.   

The three pieces that follow the Three Songs of Innocence are settings of texts from Alice in 
Wonderland by Lewis Carroll.  This set is one of two written by Irving Fine based on the famous tale.  
The almost nonsensical text of each piece is matched by Fine’s playful piano parts and sprightly vocal 
lines.  Though much of Fine’s later work focused on the serial techniques of Schoenberg, these 
choruses owe a debt to Stravinsky in their obsessively repetitive melodies and rhythmic vitality. 

Like Father William’s fond memories of youth in the final piece by Fine, the Irish tune Down By 
the Salley Gardens also reflects on innocent youth, and how fragile it can be.  The delightful harmonies 
and countermelodies of this piece, as arranged by Michael Cleveland, call to mind the pleasant 
memories of young affection blooming out in the natural world.  Turning from Ireland to Kentucky, 
the mountain tune I’m Only Nineteen, arranged by Charles Winter, also speaks of the impermanence of 
young love, and the ease of escaping from the grief that often accompanies it.  Stella ter Hart’s setting 
of The Maid on the Shore turns the tables on the perception of a young maiden’s innocence, as she 
craftily takes advantage of a whole ship full of sailors that were looking to take advantage of her.   

“No Thank You, John” is a delightfully biting poem by Christina Rossetti on two people perceiving 
the same relationship from very different perspectives.  Ruth Morris Gray’s playful setting helps mock 
poor John with her sarcastic musical declamation.  The first half of today’s concert ends with Lana 
Walter’s arrangement of a traditional British tune “Lilli Burleo” paired with the words of an English 
nursery rhyme, The Old Woman in a Basket.  Though the text speaks of an old woman, the singer’s 
rollicking tone is clearly in the voice of a young person. 
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The music of Henry Purcell opens up the second half of today’s concert with a charming 
arrangement of In These Delightful, Pleasant Groves.  The singers’ rhythms and melodies dance around 
each other in this hymn to Spring.  Franz Schubert’s Psalm 23, commonly known as the shepherd 
psalm, is a piece I’ve wanted to conduct for many years.  Schubert’s combination of striking melody 
and powerful harmony has rarely been matched in the history of western music, and this piece is no 
exception.   The treacherous harmonies at the text “though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death” and the peaceful and assured climax of this miniature masterpiece perfectly enhance the 
psalmist’s words.   

Dormi, Jesu!, a text which was translated into English by Samuel Taylor Coleridge, is matched 
with the music of Jonathan D. Green, a contemporary composer who manages to capture the warmth 
and tenderness of the nativity of Jesus in just a few short bars.  Seal Lullaby, from Rudyard Kipling’s 
jungle book, takes the perspective of a mother seal talking to her baby through deceptively simple 
music.  As Paul Carey, the composer writes, “the mother seal’s pentatonic choral melody, [is] sweet 
and lovely, yet with a hint of melancholy.”  The third melody of this set, Edward Morgan’s 
arrangement of Suo Gân, comes from Wales and is sung in the traditional Welsh.  While this piece is 
often associated with the movie Empire of the Sun or Christmastide, the text is a traditional lullaby that 
speaks of a baby sleeping softly on a mother’s breast.  Malolo is a lullaby on a Samoan text, written by 
native New Zealander Annea Lockwood, in which a few pertinent words of the melodic language are 
repeated over and over to the baby as a sort of mantra. 

The final two pieces of the concert are both Shaker songs.  The first is the very famous Simple 
Gifts, here adapted by Aaron Copland and arranged for chorus by Irving Fine.  The simple, bold 
nature of the harmonization and piano accompaniment perfectly augment the message of the text.  
Followers of the Lamb, a New York Shaker Hymn seemed to be a perfect way to end this concert about 
innocence.  The simple, proud melody and its rough harmonization display the strength and appeal of 
innocence in the Shaker faith and of youth in general.  

 –   Allan Friedman 

         
 

Our Artistic Director, Allan Friedman, has a BA in music from Duke, an MA in music 
from UNC, and a DMA in choral conducting from Boston University. He has studied with 
Ladysmith Black Mambazo in South Africa and has written a dissertation on Jewish 
choral music in early 20th century Russia. He has extensive experience conducting a 
variety of choirs and is also a composer. Allan is also the Conductor of the Duke Vespers 
Ensemble, Duke Divinity School Choir, and an instructor in OLLI, Duke’s Continuing 
Education department.. 
 

Our Accompanist, Pianist Deborah Coclanis, keeps an active playing and teaching 
schedule in Chapel Hill.  In addition to chamber music and vocal recitals, she has 
accompanied Women’s Voices Chorus since 1995.  She also plays harpsichord continuo 
for Chapel Hill’s annual community Messiah-sing.  Keenly interested in innovative 
programming, Deborah has provided music for “Shakespeare in September,” a production 
of Shakespeare & Originals in Durham and “Vincent,” a lyric entertainment based on the 
life and works of Edna St. Vincent Millay.  She is currently at work on a new theater 
project, “Baltimore in Words and Song.”  
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Women’s Voices Chorus 
 
 

Soprano I Alto I Artistic Director  
Betty Bergstrand Janet Buehler Allan Friedman 
Dolores Brine Eva Marie Click   
Audrey Busch  Deborah Coclanis  Accompanist 
Kate Hurley Jan French Deborah Coclanis 
Val Huysentruyt  Susan Gidwitz  
Megan Kauffmann Madeleine Grumet  
Nora Lincoln Michelle Langston Board of Directors 
Kate Neece  Jacqueline Little Susan Gidwitz, President 
Marilyn Strother  Rhonda Matteson  Rhonda Matteson, 
Mary Terzian Susan McMichaels  Vice President 
Justine Way Lisa Miller Ann Sherman, Treasurer 
Carli Webb  Marielle Prince  Diane Wold, Secretary 
 Susan Regier Hannah Andrews 
Soprano II Pauline Robinson Karla Byrnes 
Hannah Andrews Caroline Sherman  Lisa DiMaria 
Patricia Bare  Doris Sigl Joan Holland 
Patty Daniel   Judy Moore 
Lisa DiMaria  Alto II  
Jeanette Falk Susan E. Brown   
Beth Hauser  Jen Byrnes    
Shelley Hedtke Karla Byrnes   
Claire Hermann  Cindy Clark  
Rebecca Knickmeyer  Elisabeth Curtis  
Virginia Byers Kraus  Gail Freeman  
Allison Mangin Chris Hagenberger  
Shipra Patel  Patti Holland  
Franzi Rokoske  Janet Huebner   
Ann Sherman Judy Moore   
Ellen Weig Stephanie Sieburth  
Darcy Wold  Sharon Smith   Section Leader 
Diane Wold  Barbara Tremblay  Social Chair 

 



7 

~Texts and Translations~ 
 

Little Innocent Lamb Traditional spiritual 
 Arr. Allan Friedman (b. 1976) 

 

Little lamb, little lamb, little innocent lamb 
I’m a-gonna love thee till I die. 
 

Hypocrite, hypocrite tell you what he do, 
He’ll talk about me, 
and he’ll talk about you. 
Little lamb, little lamb . . . 
 

Devil, he’s got a slippery shoe. 
Now, if you don’t mind, 
he’s gonna slip it on you. 

 

‘Cause there ain’t no dyin’ over there, 
In that heavenly land, There’ll be joy. 
 

Just take one brick from Satan’s wall. 
Satan’s wall 
gonna tumble and fall. 
Little lamb, little lamb . . . 
 

‘Cause there ain’t no dyin’ over there, 
In that heavenly land, There’ll be joy! 
In that heavenly land. 

 
 
Done Foun’ My Lost Sheep African-American spiritual 

Arr. Marylou India Jackson (ca. 1900 – 1969) 
 

Done foun’ my los’ sheep, Hallelujah! 
My Lord had one hundred sheep. 
One of dem did go astray, 
dat jes lef Him ninty nine. 
Go to de wilderness seek an’ fin’. 
Ef you fin’ him, bring him back, 
Cross yo’ shoulders, cross yo’ back 
Tell de neighbors all aroun’ 
dat los’ sheep has done bin foun’. 
Done foun’ my los’ sheep. 
 

In dat Resurrection Day 
Sinner can’t fin’ no hidin’ place, 
Go to de mountain, de mountain move; 
Run to de hill, de hill run too, 
Sinner man trablin’ on trem’lin groun’, 
Po’ los’ sheep ain’t never bin foun’, 
Sinner why don’t you stop an’ pray?  
Den you’d hear de shepherd say:  
Done foun’ my los’ sheep. 

Text based on Matthew 5:12-13 

 
The Lamb Tim Blickhan (b. 1945) 

 

Little Lamb, who made thee?  
Dost thou know who made thee?  
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed,  
By the stream and o'er the mead;  
Gave thee clothing of delight,  
Softest clothing, woolly, bright;  
Gave thee such a tender voice,  
Making all the vales rejoice?  
Little Lamb, who made thee?  
Dost thou know who made thee? 
 

Little Lamb, I'll tell thee,  
Little Lamb, I'll tell thee.  
He is called by thy name,  
For He calls Himself a Lamb.  
He is meek, and He is mild;  
He became a little child.  
I a child, and thou a lamb,  
We are called by His name.  
Little Lamb, God bless thee!  
Little Lamb, God bless thee!  

Text: William Blake (1757 – 1827) 
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Three Songs of Innocence Craig DeAlmeida (b. 1976)  
 

The Echoing Green The sun does arise, And make happy the skies. 
The merry bells ring To welcome the spring. 
The skylark and thrush, The birds of the bush, 
Sing louder around, To the bells’ cheerful sound, 
While our sports shall be seen On the echoing green.  
 

Old John with white hair Does laugh away care, 
Sitting under the oak, Among the old folk. 
They laugh at our play, And soon they all say: 
‘Such, such were the joys When we all, girls and boys, 
In our youth-time were seen On the echoing green.’ 
 

Till the little ones weary No more can be merry; 
The sun does descend, And our sports have an end. 
Round the laps of their mother Many sisters and brothers, 
Like birds in their nest, Are ready for rest; 
And sport no more seen On the darkening green.  

 
Nurse’s Song When the voices of children 

are heard on the green, 
And laughing is heard on the hill, 
My heart is at rest 
within my breast, 
And everything else is still. 
"Then come home, my children, 
the sun is gone down, 
And the dews of night arise; 
Come, come, leave off play, 
and let us away, 
Till the morning appears in the skies." 

"No, no, let us play, 
for it is yet day, 
And we cannot go to sleep; 
Besides, in the sky 
the little birds fly, 
And the hills are all covered with sheep." 
"Well, well, go and play 
till the light fades away, 
And then go home to bed." 
The little ones leaped, 
and shouted, and laughed, 
And all the hills echoed. 

 
Laughing Song  When the green woods laugh with the voice of joy, 

And the dimpling stream runs laughing by; 
When the air does laugh with our merry wit, 
And the green hill laughs with the noise of it; 
 

When the meadows laugh with lively green, 
And the grasshopper laughs in the merry scene, 
When Mary and Susan and Emily 
With their sweet round mouths sing "Ha, ha, he!" 
 

When the painted birds laugh in the shade, 
Where our table with cherries and nuts is spread: 
Come live, and be merry, and join with me, 
To sing the sweet chorus of "Ha, ha, he!" 

Texts: William Blake (1757 – 1827) 
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Three Choruses from “Alice in Wonderland” Irving Fine 
The Lobster Quadrille 

"Will you walk a little faster?" said a whiting to the snail, 
"There's a porpoise close behind us, and he's treading on my tail. 
See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance. 
They are waiting on the shingle, will you come and join the dance? 
Will you, won't you, will you, won't you, will you come and join the dance? 
 

"You can really have no notion how delightful it will be 
When they take us up and throw us, with the lobsters, out to sea." 
But the snail replied "Too far, too far!" and gave a look askance. 
Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he could not join the dance. 
Would not, could not, would not, could not join the dance. 
 

"Oh, what matters it how far we go?" his scaly friend replied. 
"There’s another shore, you know” he said, upon the other side. 
And the further off from England, yes the nearer ‘tis to France. 
Then turn not so pale, beloved snail, but come and join the dance. 
Will you, won't you, will you, won't you, will you come and join the dance? 

 
Lullaby Of The Duchess 

Speak roughly to your little boy, And beat him when he sneezes; 
He only does it to annoy, because he knows it teases. 
Cry, cry! you ugly, ugly baby, you ugly pig baby, cry, cry! 
I speak, sir, I speak severely to my boy, I beat him when he sneezes; 
For he can thoroughly enjoy the pepper when he pleases. 

 
Father William 

You are old, Father William," the young man said, 
"And your hair has become very white. 
And yet you incessantly stand on your head. 
Do you think, at your age, it is right?" 
 

"In my youth," Father William replied to his son,  
"I feared it would injure the brain;  
But now that I'm perfectly sure I have none, 
Why, I do it again and again."  
 

"You are old," said the youth, "and your jaws are too weak  
For anything tougher than suet;  
Yet, you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak--  
Pray, how did you manage to do it?"  
 

"In my youth," said his father, "I took to the law,  
And argued each case with my wife;  
And the muscular strength which it gave to my jaw 
Has lasted the rest of my life."  

Texts: Lewis Carroll (1832 – 1898) 
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Songs of Innocence Lost 
 
Down by the Salley Gardens Traditional Irish 
 Arr. Michael Cleveland (b. 1937) 

Down by the salley gardens my love and I did meet; 
She passed the salley gardens with little snow-white feet. 
She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the tree; 
But I, being young and foolish, with her would not agree. 
 

In a field by the river my love and I did stand, 
And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-white hand. 
She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs; 
But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears. 

Text: William Butler Yeats (1856 – 1939) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I'm Only Nineteen Kentucky mountain tune 
 Arr. Charles Winter 
 

Oh, Johnny’s on the ocean. 
Let him sink or let him swim; 
If he can live without me, 
I can live without him. 
 

Oh, Johnny is a young boy, 
But younger am I; 
How often he has told me 
He’d wed me or die! 
 

Oh, meeting is a pleasure 
And parting is grief, 
But an inconstant true love 
Is worse than a thief. 
 

A thief can but rob you 
And take all you save, 
But an inconstant lover’ll 
Take you to your grave. 

The grave will decay you 
And turn you to dust; 
Is there one man in twenty 
A young girl can trust? 
 

They will court you and kiss you 
And make your heart warm, 
But as soon as your back’s turned 
They’ll laugh you to scorn. 
 

Forsaken, forsaken, 
Forsaken am I. 
But he’s certainly mistaken 
If he thinks that I’ll cry. 
 

I’ll take off this black dress 
And I’ll flourish in green. 
I don’t care if I’m forsaken 
For I’m only nineteen. 
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The Maid on the Shore Stella ter Hart (b. 1960) 
 

‘Twas of a young maiden, 
she lived all alone, 
She lived all alone 
on the shore-ee-i-ee-o. 
There was naught she could find  
for to fancy her mind 
But to roam all alone 
on the shore-ee-i-ee-o. 
 
‘Twas of a young captain 
who sailed the salt sea, 
Let the winds blow high, 
blow low-ee-i-ee-o. 
“I will die, I will die,” 
the young captain did cry, 
“If I can’t have that maid 
on the shore-ee-i-ee-o.” 
 
He had lots of silver, 
he had lots of gold. 
He had lots of costly 
ware-ee-i-ee-o. 
“I’ll divide, I’ll divide,” 
the young captain did cry, 
“If you’ll bring me that maid 
on the shore-ee-i-ee-o.” 
 
After much persuasion 
they got her aboard, 
Let the winds blow high, 
blow low-ee-i-ee-o, 
And they made her to go 
in his cabin below, 
“Here’s adieu to all sorrow 
and care-ee-i-ee-o.” 

 

She laid herself down 
in his cabin so bold, 
Let the winds blow high, 
blow low-ee-i-ee-o, 
She’s so pretty and sweet, 
she’s so neat and complete, 
She sang captain and sailors 
to sleep-i-o. 
 
Then she robbed him of silver,   
she robbed him of gold, 
She robbed him of costly 
ware-ee-i-ee-o, 
And took his broad sword 
to serve as an oar, 
And paddled her way 
to the shore-ee-i-ee-o. 
 
“Well, me men must be drunken, 
me men must be mad, 
Me men must be deep in 
despair-ee-i-ee-o, 
For to let you away, 
with your beauty so gay, 
And to set theeself back 
on the shore-ee-i-ee-o.” 
 
“Your men was not crazy, 
your men was not mad, 
Your men was not deep in 
despair-ee-i-ee-o. 
I deluded your sailors 
as well as yourself, 
I’m a maiden again 
on the shore-ee-i-ee-o.” 
 

Text: Traditional Newfoundland 
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Songs of Wisdom Gained 
 
No Thank You, John Ruth Morris Gray (b. 1961) 
 

I never said I loved you, John: 
Why will you tease me day by day, 
And wax a weariness to think upon 
With always "do" and "pray"? 
 

You know I never loved you, John; 
No fault of mine made me your toast: 
Why will you haunt me with a face as wan 
As shows an hour-old ghost? 
 

I dare say Meg or Moll would take 
Pity upon you, if you'd ask: 
And pray don't remain single for my sake 
Who can't perform that task. 
 

I have no heart? - Perhaps I have not; 
But then you're mad to take offense 
That I don't give you what I have not got: 
Use your own common sense. 
 

In open treaty. Rise above 
Quibbles and shuffling off and on: 
Here's friendship for you if you like; 
but love, No, thank you, John. 

Let bygones be bygones: 
Don't call me false, who owed not to be true: 
I'd rather answer "No" to fifty Johns 
Than answer "Yes" to you. 
 

Let's mar our pleasant days no more, 
Song-birds of passage, days of youth: 
Catch at today, forget the days before: 
I'll wink at your untruth. 
 

Let us strike hands as hearty friends; 
No more, no less; and friendship's good: 
Only don't keep in view ulterior ends, 
And points not understood. 
 

In open treaty. Rise above 
Quibbles and shuffling off and on: 
Here's friendship for you if you like; 
but love, No, thank you, John. 
 

No, thank you, John. 
No, thank you, John. 
No thank you, thank you, John. 
No, thank you, John!

Text: Christina Rossetti (1830 – 1894) 
 
The Old Woman in a Basket “Lilli Burlero” traditional British 
 Arr. Lana Walter (b. 1948) 
 

There was an old woman 
Tossed up in a basket 
Seventy times as high as the moon. 
Where she was going 
I could not but ask it, 
For in her hand she carried a broom. 

“Old woman, old woman, 
Old woman,” said I, 

“O whither, O whither, 
O whither, so high?” 

“To sweep the cobwebs From the sky 
And I’ll be with you By and by!” 

Text: English nursery rhyme 
 

~  Intermission  ~ 
 
In these Delightful, Pleasant Groves Henry Purcell (1658 – 1695) 
 

In these delightful, pleasant groves, let us celebrate our happy loves. 
Let’s pipe and dance and laugh and sing. 
Thus every happy living thing revels in the cheerful spring. 
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Psalm 23 Franz Schubert (1797 – 1828) 
 

Gott ist mein Hirt, 
Mir wird nichts mangeln. 
Er lagert mich auf grüne Weide, 
Er leitet mich an stillen Bächen, 
Er labt mein schmachtendes Gemüt, 
Er führt mich auf gerechtem Steige 
Zu seines Namens Ruhm. 
Und wall' ich auch im 
Todesschattens Tale, 
So wall' ich ohne Furcht, 
Denn Du beschützest mich, 
Dein Stab und Deine Stütze 
Sind mir immerdar mein Trost. 
Du richtest mir ein Freudenmahl 
Im Angesicht der Feinde zu, 
Du salbst mein Haupt mit Öle 
Und schenkst mir volle Becher ein; 
Mir folget Heil und Seligkeit 
In diesem Leben nach, 
Einst ruh' ich ew'ge Zeit 
Dort in des Ew'gen Haus. 
 

The Lord is my shepherd; 
I shall not want. 
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: 
he leadeth me beside the still waters. 
He restoreth my soul. 
He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness 
for his name's sake. 
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil: 
for thou art with me; 
thy rod and thy staff 
they comfort me. 
Thou preparest a table before me 
in the presence of mine enemies: 
Thou anointest my head with oil: 
my cup runneth over. 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me 
all the days of my life: 
and I will dwell 
in the house of the Lord for ever. 

Text: Old Testament 
 
Lullabies from Around the World 
 
Dormi, Jesu! Jonathan D. Green (b. 1964) 
 

Dormi, Jesu! Mater ridet, Sleep, Jesu! Mother smiles, 
quae tam dulcem somnum videt, who sits sweetly beside you; 
Dormi, Jesu! Blandule! Sleep, Jesu! Slumber! 
 
Si non dormis, mater plorat. If you don’t sleep, your mother is sad. 
Inter fila cantans orat: Singing as her wheel turns: 
Blande, veni, somnule, somnule. Come, soft slumber, balmily, balmily. 
 
Sleep, sweet babe! My cares beguiling: 
Mother sits beside thee, smiling; 
Sleep my darling, tenderly! 
 
If thou sleep not, mother mourneth, 
Singing as her wheel she turneth: 
Come, soft slumber, balmily, balmily! 

Text: Anonymous Latin, trans. Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772 – 1834) 
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Seal Lullaby Paul Carey (b. 1954) 
 

Oh! Hush thee, my baby, the night is behind us, 
And black are the waters that sparkled so green. 
The moon, o’er the combers, looks downward to find us, 
At rest in the hollows that rustle between. 
Where billow meets billow, then soft be thy pillow, 
Oh weary wee flipperling, curl at thy ease! 
The storm shall not wake thee, nor shark overtake thee, 
Asleep in the arms of the slow swinging seas!  

Text: Rudyard Kipling (1865 – 1936), from The Jungle Book 
 
Suo Gân Traditional Welsh lullaby 
 Arr. Thomas Edward Morgan (b. 1962) 
 

Huna blentyn ar fy mynwes, 
Clyd a chynnes ydyw hon; 
Breichiau mam sy'n dynn amdanat, 
Cariad mam sy dan fy mron. 
 
Ni cha dim amharu'th gyntun, 
Ni wna undyn â thi gam; 
Huna'n dawel, annwyl blentyn, 
Huna'n fwyn ar fron dy fam. 
 
Paid ag ofni, dim ond deilen 
Gura, gura ar y ddôr;  
Paid ag ofni, ton fach unig 
Sua, sua ar lan y môr. 
 
Huna blentyn, nid oes yma 
Ddim i roddi iti fraw; 
Gwena'n dawel yn fy mynwes 
Ar yr engyl gwynion draw. 

Sleep, child, at my bosom, 
Where you are snug and warm; 
Mother's arms are fast about you, 
Mother's love is in my heart. 
 
Nothing shall disturb your sleeping, 
No one will do you harm; 
Sleep softly, dear child, 
Sleep gently on your mother's breast. 
 
Don't be frightened, it's only a leaf 
That's knocking, knocking at the door; 
Don't be frightened, it's only a lonely little wave 
That's lulling, lulling at the sea-shore. 
 
Sleep child, here there's nothing 
to be afraid of; 
Smile softly in my embrace 
At the blessed angels far away. 

Trans. Stephen P. Rees 
 
Malolo (Lullaby on a Samoan text) Annea Lockwood (b. 1939) 
 

Mellifluous Samoan lull words, like "manulele" (bird) and "suamalie" (sweet), are the basis for 
this hypnotic lullaby of repeated and recombined pentatonic patterns.  

 
lelei good 
suamalie sweet 
manulele bird 
pele beloved 
malolo rest 
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Two Shaker Hymns 
 
Simple Gifts Traditional 

Arr. Irving Fine (1914 – 1962) 
 

‘Tis the gift to be simple, ‘tis the gift to be free,  
“Tis the gift to come down where you ought to be, 
 And when we find ourselves in the place just right, 
‘Twill be in the valley of love and delight. 
 

 When true simplicity is gained,  
 To bow and to bend we shan’t be ashamed. 
 To turn, turn will be our delight 
‘Till by turning, turning we come out right. 
 

‘Tis the gift to be simple, ‘tis the gift to be free,  
“Tis the gift to come down where you ought to be, 
 And when we find ourselves in the place just right, 
‘Twill be in the valley of love and delight. 

 
Followers of the Lamb New York Shaker hymn 
 Arr. Allan Friedman (b. 1976) 

O sisters ain’t you happy 
 Ye followers of the Lamb. 
 Sing on dance on followers of Emanuel 
 Sing on dance on ye followers of the Lamb 
 

O brethren ain’t you happy  
 Ye followers of the Lamb. 
 Sing on dance on followers of Emanuel 
 Sing on dance on ye followers of the Lamb 
 

I’ll cross my ugly nature . . . 
 Ye followers of the Lamb. 
 Sing on dance on followers of Emanuel 
 Sing on dance on ye followers of the Lamb 
 

I’m glad to be a Shaker . . . 
 Ye followers of the Lamb. 
 Sing on dance on followers of Emanuel 
 Sing on dance on ye followers of the Lamb 
 

I mean to be obedient . . . 
 Ye followers of the Lamb. 
 Sing on dance on followers of Emanuel 
 Sing on dance on ye followers of the Lamb 

 
+  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  +  + 
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 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 share our 
mailing list with anyone, ever. 
 

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 early September 
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 will hold auditions for next 
season through September 8, 2008. To schedule an audition, 
contact Allan Friedman, 919-684-3855, email allan@duke.edu. 
We also invite interested sopranos and altos to attend our next 
open rehearsals on Monday, September 1 and Monday, 
September 8.  
 
 
 
 

Easy To Talk To 
about career, family, relationships, 
marriage, and personal situations 

Effective 
Interactive Problem-Solving 
Creative Solutions 

Ph.D. Psychologists 
Susan Griffith & Richard Cooper 

Experienced, Confidential 
Smart, Warm, Fun 

and we love Women's Voices! 
Feel better. 

Info at www.EasyToTalkTo.com 
Health insurance applies. 

Additonal discounts. 
Chapel Hill and Burlington 

(919)942-3229    (336)229-9857



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 111 East Main Street Phone: 919-933-1117 
 Carrboro, NC  27510 Fax: 919-933-5046 
 www.spotteddogrestaurant.com 
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THANKS TO OUR DONORS 
(April 2007-April 2008) 

 

Angel ($1,000+ ) Patron (continued) Friend (continued) 
Anonymous Audrey H. Gowing Gail  McKinnis 

Adele Gidwitz Gilbert K. Gray Steven C. Overom 
John D. Gidwitz Elizabeth R. Hauser Roberta Yule Owen 

Patricia Lewy Gidwitz Shelley M. & Steven F. Hedtke Jean Anne Ferrier Ramsey 
Richard Gidwitz Valoree Huysentruyt Tom Rokoske 
Susan Gidwitz Sherry Kinlaw & Sue Jarrell Sharon Szymanski  

 Mary Louise Markert Leslie D. Tobin 
Benefactor ($500 - $999) Susan W. McMichaels  

Anonymous Laurie McNeil & Patrick Wallace  Associate ($15 - $49) 
GlaxoSmithKline Foundation Joan Troy Ontjes  Joanne Belanger & G. S. Rakauskas 

Joan Marie Holland Cathy & William Primack Dolores R. Brine 
Harold Keyserling Joyce P. & Jon L. Regier Rebecca F. & Daniel S. Broun 

Rhonda J. Matteson Susan M. Regier Mary Ellen Brown 
Florence Peacock David F. Ritchie Paul D. Cummings 
Ann M. Sherman Wyndham Robertson Claudia & Hilton Eades, Jr. 

Diane & Allen Wold Pauline M. Robinson Craig F. Everhart 
 Janet V. Sanford Tobias D. Falk 

Sponsor ($250 - $499) Doris M. Sigl Benjamin P. Filene 
Deborah & Peter Coclanis Sharon L. Smith Lolette S. Guthrie 

Gail Freeman Frances K. Widmann Barbara Harris 
Lois M. Goodman Rodney Wynkoop Arline H. & Richard G. Henry 

Josephine Kay  Janet L. Huebner 
Judy Moore Friend ($50 - $99) Allison Mangin 

Barbara L. Tremblay Mary S. & Alan C. Bushnell Marion Martini 
 Betty Elliott Janice G. Obrand 

Patron ($100 - $249) Karen J. & Adam F. Falk Shipra Patel 
Hannah P. W. Andrews Linda Frank  Jill J. & John E. Paul 

Betty & Robert Bergstrand Bruno Freeman Margaret & Philip Rees 
Susan E. Brown Betsey Granda Betty Sanders & Milton Heath, Jr. 

Janet Sanford Buehler R. B. Havill Caroline Sherman 
Audrey L. Busch Carol & Jimmie Haynes  Kathy A. Silbiger 

Karla & John Byrnes  Christine E. Heady Irma Stein  
Elisabeth O. Curtis Richard N. & Scott B. Hill Patricia & John Stokes  
Muriel Easterling Katherine Holland R. Lee Tooly  

Jeanette Falk Sue Klausmeyer & Scott Goodwin Jennie Vaughn 
Alana M. Friedman Marlene & E. G. Koschmann Penny S. Ward 

Allan Friedman Virginia Byers Kraus Carl F. Webb 
Elizabeth Gervais-Gruen   

 

Our Deepest Thanks To Our 
MATCHING GRANT DONORS! 

 

We offer our sincere thanks to a group of anonymous donors for their extraordinary matching 
grant. Their generosity, which doubled, and in many cases tripled, all donations and pledges 
received through December 31, 2007, inspired a major fundraising drive with results beyond our 
wildest dreams.  This support will tremendously enrich our mission of bringing the best of 
women’s choral music to the community! 
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Special thanks to: 
• Chapel Hill Kehillah, for regular rehearsal space 

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

• Roy Lunsford, Custodian at UUMC 
• Roberta Yule Owen, proof-reading 
•  Dave Ritchie, poster photography 

• Vicki Johnson, graphic artist 
• Our advertisers: please patronize them 

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

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

 
 

WCPE, 89.7 FM/TheClassicalStation.org 
 

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 
 

TriangleSings! (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. e-mail: wvcinfo@yahoo.com 
 P.O. Box 2854 phone: 919-684-3855 
 Chapel Hill, NC 27515-2854 website: www.womensvoiceschorus.org 
 

Women’s Voices Chorus Inc. is a private, non-profit organization, 
tax-exempt under Section 501(c)(3) of the Internal Revenue Code. 




