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Throughout the program, you will see tributes from chorus members to those people 
who have encouraged their love of music. On this Mother’s Day weekend, we honor 
all of our musical “mothers,” female or male, and all those who, in calm seas and 
in rough waves, have steered our course through the tides of life.  
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Welcome to our concert of music inspired by the sea. We begin by singing of the sea 
as part of creation, and then of the mysterious mythic beings who rule or inhabit it. 
Then, mostly through folk songs, we sing of the experience of those who go to sea to 
fish, some never to return, and finally of the exuberance of sailors’ life on shore. 

 

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

In principio (In the Beginning) Patricia Van Ness (b. 1951) 
 

In principio, spiritus Dei 
ferebatur super aquas. 

 
Laudate eum sol et luna, 

omnes stellae lumines, 
Caeli caelorum 

et aquae quae super caelos sunt. 
Laudate Dominum de terra, 
Draconnes et omnes abyssi, 

ignis et grando nix et glacies. 
 

In scapulis suis obumbrabit tibi 
et sub alis eius sperabis. 

Amen. 
 

In the beginning, the spirit of God  
moved upon the face of the waters. 
 
Praise God, sun and moon,  
all the stars of light, 
the heavens of heavens, 
and the waters that be above the heavens. 
Praise God from the earth, 
you dragons and all deeps, 
fire and hail, snow and vapour. 
 
God shall cover thee with his feathers, 
and under God’s winds shall thou trust. 
Amen.

Patricia Van Ness is Composer in Residence at First Church in Cambridge, Massachusetts. Her years as a 
rock violinist honed her fine sense of melodic development, but it was not until she discovered the 
sonorities of medieval music that she began composing. With the exception of a choral paean to the Boston 
Red Sox, all her choral compositions are in Latin, and partake of the modes and rhythms of Gregorian 
chant and medieval motet. 
 
The Source of the Waters Nancy Telfer (b. 1950) 
 

He that will learn to pray, let him go to sea. 
The sea is the source of the waters . . . 
the father of clouds, of rivers and of winds. 
Listen to the sound of the sea, 
the waves beating, the earth’s great heart . . . 
The sea drowns out humanity and time; 
it has no sympathy with either, 
for it belongs to eternity . . . 
The sea speaks of all things, of all times, 
Then . . .  now . . .  yet to be. 

 

blue sea, azure blue, 
indigo waters, sapphire blue, 
blue jewel of the sea, 
amethyst waves, lilac water, 
moon shadow, violet waves, 
lavender blue, sea swell, 
foam white, rush wind, 
high tide, sea swell, 
soft blue, star flower, 
indigo blue, blue sea . . . 
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Nancy Telfer was born in Canada. She has composed and arranged extensively for chorus, and is the author 
of choral voice production and sight-singing methods. “The Source of the Waters” portrays the rippling 
motion of waves with echoed figures in the inner voices, and the majesty of the sea in the broad melodic 
lines of Soprano I and Alto II, mostly in octaves. 
 
 
Yism’chu (Let the Heavens be Glad)  Karen A. Tarlow (b. 1947) 
 

Yism'chu hashamayim 
v'tageil haarets, 

Yiram hayam um'lo-o. 
Ya-aloz sadai v'chol asher bo. 

Az y'ran'nu kol atsei ya-ar; 
 

Lifnei Adonai ki va,  
Ki va lishpot ha-arets. 

Yishpot teiveil b'tsedek 
V'amim be-emunato. 

 

Let the heavens be glad 
and the earth rejoice; 
Let the sea roar, and all within it give praise. 
Let the field and all within it exult; 
Let all the trees of the forest sing. 
 
Before the Lord, as He comes; 
He comes to judge the earth, 
To judge the world in righteousness, 
And the nations by His truth. 

Karen A. Tarlow has recently retired from the composition faculty of the music department at the 
University of Massachusetts, Amherst. “Yism’chu” is the second of the Seven Sabbath Songs composed for 
the Smith College Chorale, all simple but all interesting and different from one another. The irregular 
rhythms at the beginning of “Yism’chu” express the gladness of creation’s rejoicing; and the repeated 
phrase at the end, the inexorability of the Lord’s truth. 
 
 
To Be Sung on the Water Samuel Barber (1910-1981) 

Spring Ensemble 
 

Beautiful, my delight, Pass, as we pass the wave, 
Pass, as the mottled night Leaves what it cannot save, 
Scattering dark and bright, Scattering dark and bright. 
 
Beautiful, pass and be Less than the guiltless shade 
To which our vows were said; Less than the sound of the oar, 
Less than the sound of its blade Dipping the stream once more. 
 
Beautiful, my delight, Pass, as we pass the wave. 
Pass, as the mottled night Leaves what it cannot save. 
Less than the sound of its blade Dipping the stream once more. 

 
Like most of Samuel Barber’s choral and vocal work, “To Be Sung on the Water” first published for 
women’s voices in 1969, is tonal, romantic, small-scale, and traditional in structure. Resolutely turning his 
back on serialism and associated compositional movements of the twentieth century, Barber wrote music of 
well-crafted lyricism, and twice won the Pulitzer Prize.  
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Tximeletak (Butterflies) Eva Ugalde (b. 1973) 
 

Tximeleta haiek hegal egiten 
itsasoaren barren aldera, 
milaka tximeleta beilegi 

uhinen gainetik. 
 

Kostalderik berezi ziren 
laino ttiki bat bezalaxe, 

baporeak atzera utziz 
galdu egin ziren. 

 
Ez dago irlarik, 

Ez dago harkaitzik; 
Itsasoan ez dago 
ur iluna besterik. 

 
Tximeleta haiek hegal egiten 

itsasoaren barren ixiltasunerantz; 
Ez Joan, ez joan, itsaso horretan 

pausalekurik ez da. Tximeleta. 

Those butterflies 
flying towards the inside of the sea, 
Those butterflies flying by, 
the thousands on top of the waves. 
 
They moved away from the coast 
like a small cloud, 
and leaving behind the ships, 
they disappeared in the distance. 
 
It has no islands; 
It has no rocks. 
That sea has only water, 
Dark water…. 
 
Those butterflies 
Flying toward the silence of the sea…. 
Do not go! Do not go! You will not find in that sea 
A place where you can settle on. Butterflies….

 
Eva Ugalde was born in San Sebastian, Basque Country, Spain, and studied music composition and choral 
conducting at the university there. She is a member of Javier Busto’s semi-professional women’s choir, 
Kanta Cantemus Coroa, founded in 1995. The choir preserves and renews Basque culture by performing 
traditional Basque folk songs and new settings of modern Basque poetry, as well as repertoire in other 
languages. Ms. Ugalde dedicated this 1999 composition to her fellow singers. Its pulsing beats in irregular 
groupings suggest the movement of a cloud of butterflies moving out to sea, into danger. 
 
In praise of Neptune John Ireland (1879-1962) 
 

Of Neptune’s empire let us sing, 
At whose command the waves obey; 
To whom the rivers tribute pay, 
Down the high mountain sliding: 
To whom the scaly nation yields 
Homage for the crystal fields 
Wherein they dwell: 
And ev’ry seagod pays a gem 
Yearly out of his wat’ry cell 
To deck great Neptune’s diadem. 

 

The Tritons dancing in a ring, 
Before his palace gates do make 
The water with their echoes quake, 
Like the great thunder sounding: 
The sea nymphs chant their accents shrill, 
And the sirens, taught to kill 
With their sweet voice, 
Make ev’ry echoing rock reply 
Unto their gentle murmuring noise, 
The praise of Neptune’s empery.

Born in England, John Ireland studied composition with Sir Charles Villiers Stanford at the Royal College 
of Music in London. Best known to American church musicians as the composer of a fine setting for “My 
song is love unknown,” Ireland displays here as well a talent for fine text setting and for effective rhythmic 
development of a soaring melody. 
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From the Green Heart of the Waters Samuel Coleridge-Taylor (1875-1912) 
 

From the green heart of the waters, 
we, old ocean’s daughters, 
have floated up with mortal man to play. 
Out of the deep translucent night, 
up to the purple earthly light, 
to dance with creatures of a day. 
 
For alas! We have seen the sailor asleep, 
when the anchor rusts on the ooze of the deep, 
but never, never, never before  
have we seen a mortal dance on the long seashore. 

 

See, see Ulysses, heavy and hire! 
Sing low, sing low, with downcast eyes, 
for he rouses at last, 
and his eyes are cast  
to the land where his spirit would be, 
over the violet sea. 
 
Alas! For the arms that yearn, 
Alas! For the eyes that burn. 
Ulysses! Ulysses!  
Ah! Ah! Ah!

Samuel Coleridge-Taylor’s father was a British-trained doctor from Sierra Leone, his mother a white 
Englishwoman. Dr. Taylor enjoyed success as an assistant physician, but found white patients reluctant to 
support him in his own practice, and so returned to Sierra Leone. Left behind in England, the young Samuel 
grew up amidst an entirely white European culture. 
 
Coleridge-Taylor’s musical gifts asserted themselves early, attracting benefactors who saw to it that he 
received excellent musical training, first as a choirboy in Croyden, then as a violin student at the Royal 
College of Music, London. He studied composition with Sir Charles Villiers Stanford, and in 1893 won an 
open composition competition, and the College fellowship in composition. The “Nymphs’ Song” from his 
opera Ulysses captures the moment of the Sirens’ longing and loss as Ulysses resists their deadly 
attractions, sailing out of reach of their fatal charms.  
 
Barcarolle, Op. 28, No. 1  Amy Marcy Cheney Beach (1867-1944) 

Marie-Louise Catsalis, piano 
 
Amy Beach was a pianist-prodigy, making her professional debut with the Boston Symphony Orchestra at 
the age of 16.  She concentrated on composition after her marriage two years later, but resumed her concert 
career after the death of her husband in 1910.  She toured Germany and Italy between 1911 and 1914, often 
playing her own piano concertos. 
 
Composed in 1894, this harmonically lavish barcarolle with its typical compound meter gives an ‘ebbing 
and flowing’ rhythm, depicting the rise and fall of the gondola on the waves. 
 
 
Audrey Gowing – Thanks, Mom , 

for encouraging my love of 
music. ("Onward, Christian 

Soldiers" was never the same!!) 
Happy Mother's Day. 

I love you. -  Sharon Smith 

In gratitude for my musical heritage: my mother’s 
Saturday opera broadcasts, the church choirs in my 
father’s churches, my sisters’ 45s and piano lessons, 

stories about my missionary grandfather’s playing his 
guitar and singing hymns in China, family singing 
on long car trips: Music Everywhere!  Susan E. Brown 
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The Sea-Fairies, Op. 59 Amy Marcy Cheney Beach (1867-1944) 
 

Slow sail'd the weary mariners and saw, Betwixt the green brink and the running foam, 
Sweet faces, rounded arms, and bosoms prest To little harps of gold; and while they mused, 
Whispering to each other half in fear, Shrill music reach'd them on the middle sea. 
Whither away, whither away, whither away? Fly no more. 
Whither away, from the high green field, and the happy blossoming shore? 
Day and night to the billow the fountain calls; 

Down shower the gamboling waterfalls From wandering over the lea; 
Out of the live-green heart of the dells They freshen the silvery-crimson shells, 
And thick with white bells the clover-hill swells High over the full-toned sea. 
O, hither, come hither and furl your sails, Come hither to me and to me;  
Hither, come hither and frolic and play; Here it is only the mew that wails;  
We will sing to you all the day. 

Mariner, mariner, furl your sails, For here are the blissful downs and dales, 
And merrily, merrily carol the gales, And the spangle dances in bight and bay, 
And the rainbow forms and flies on the land Over the islands free; 
And the rainbow lives in the curve of the sand; Hither, come hither and see; 
And the rainbow hangs on the poising wave, And sweet is the color of cove and cave, 
And sweet shall your welcome be. 

O, hither, come hither, and be our lords, For merry brides are we. 
We will kiss sweet kisses, and speak sweet words; 
O, listen, listen, your eyes shall glisten With pleasure and love and jubilee. 
When the sharp clear twang of the golden chords Runs up the ridged sea. 
Who can light on as happy a shore All the world o'er, all the world o'er? 
Whither away? Listen and stay; mariner, mariner, fly no more. 

Soloists:  Joan Troy, Soprano; Virginia Byers Kraus, Soprano; Mary Hoover, Alto 
 

Amy Beach, born in Henniker, New Hampshire, startled her mother by improvising a harmonically correct 
alto part to Mrs. Cheney’s lullaby—before the age of two. A natural musical genius, the young Amy was 
given piano lessons, and some tutoring in theory and composition, when the family moved to Boston to 
further her musical training. She became a concert pianist.  
 
Married to the musical, socially prominent, and middle-aged Dr. Beach at the age of eighteen, Amy Beach 
used her subsequent retirement from the concert stage to teach herself composition. She first translated 
Berlioz’s treatise on orchestration from French to English, then mastered its contents in a rigorous self-
administered program of score study and note-taking attendance at Boston Symphony concerts. 
 
Amy Beach was attracted to Tennyson’s poem, asking her publisher whether there were many competing 
settings. When Boston’s Thursday Morning Musical Club approached her with a commission, she took the 
opportunity to write this setting, which they premiered in 1905. Performances followed within the next few 
months by the Euridice Chorus in Philadelphia, the Musical Art Society of East Orange, New Jersey, and 
the Tuesday Musical Club of Detroit, and at the meeting of the Federation of Women’s Musical Clubs in 
St. Paul. 
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The Sea-Fairies is a free-form evocation of the Sirens’ luring of passing sailors onto the land which can 
only be their doom. In this setting, the very soft a cappella chords at the end seem to portray, from the 
mariners’ point of view, the sound of the Sirens’ song fading into the distance: in this piece, the sailors get 
away.  
 
Audience sing-along: 
What Shall We Do With a Drunken Sailor? Traditional sea shanty 
 

1. What shall we do with a drunken sailor? What shall we do with a drunken sailor?  
What shall we do with a drunken sailor? Ear-lye in the morning! 

Refrain Way, hay, up she rises! Patent blocks of different sizes,  
Way, hay, up she rises! Ear-lye in the morning! 

2. Put him in the longboat, till he’s sober. 
3. Put him in the scuppers with a hosepipe on him. 
4. Give him a dose of salt and water. 
5. Shave his belly with a rusty razor. 
 

One of the oldest known Anglo-Saxon sea shanties, this windlass and capstan work song has accreted 
dozens of verses, most of them rude. While some of the newer additions (e.g., “Make him skipper of an 
Exxon tanker” and “Make him sing the ‘Brady Bunch’ song”) have a robust charm, we ask you to join us in 
a selection of the cleaner traditional verses.  
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The Waterman Gary Mitchell, arranged by Bill Lycan 
 

Wake up in the morning 
'fore the sun rears his head 
The world is peaceful now, 
Get my coffee, cut the radio on. 
Check the weather on the sound. 
There's a wind blowin' in from the northeast, 
Thirty or forty knots today. 
My boots are on 
'cause those crabs won't last long 
Just then I hear her sweet voice say, 
"Darlin' don't go." 
Your boat is too small 
for the waves and the blow, 
Stay here with me, it's warm by the fire, 
I'll need you tomorrow so darlin' don't go. 

 

It's March first the water's cold, 
and the wind's sure howlin, 
chills a man right to his bones, 
But my pots are set, the crabs are thick, 
and the price is soarin 
I gotta work'em 'fore they're gone 
Nobody said it would be easy,  
workin the water ev'ry day, 
But I love this life that I've chosen, 
and I love that woman when she'll say, 
"Darlin' don't go." 
Your boat is too small 
for the waves and the blow, 
Stay here with me, it's warm by the fire, 
I'll need you tomorrow so darlin' don't go.

Soloists: Diane Wold and Anne Menkens, Soprano; Rhonda Matteson, Alto 
 
Gary Mitchell, the lead guitar and songwriter for the Ocracoke-based Molasses Creek trio, wrote this song 
and performs it frequently. It is rare in its point of view of the family the fisherman leaves behind. Mr. 
Mitchell very generously gave us permission to arrange this song for women’s chorus.  
 
Bill Lycan is a philosophy professor at UNC-Chapel Hill. He loves altos. The descant in this arrangement is 
taken largely from an obbligato by Dave Tweedie, Molasses Creek’s fiddle player. 
 
Wasserfahrt (I lean’d against the tow’ring mast) Felix Mendelssohn (1809-1847) 
 

Ich stand gelehnet an den Mast, 
und zählte jede Welle, 

Ade! mein schönes Vaterland! 
mein Schiff, das segelt schnelle. 

 
Ich kam schon Liebchens Haus vorbei,  

die Fensterscheiben blinken, 
ich seh’ mir fast die Augen aus; 
doch will mir niemand winken. 

 
Ihr Thränen, bricht mir aus dem Aug’, 

dass ich nicht dunkel sehe, 
du armes Herze, brich mir nicht  

vor allzugrossem Wehe. 
 

I lean’d against the tow’ring mast, 
And saw the shores receding, 
Farewell, my own fair native land! 
Away our ship is speeding. 
 
The windows in my darling’s house 
Shine bright while on we’re fleeting, 
Howe’er I gaze with straining eye, 
I see no farewell greeting. 
 
Ye teardrops, do not fill mine eyes, 
To dim yon shores receding, 
Poor heart, be strong to bear thy woes, 
Tho’ sorely thou art bleeding.

This duet gives us the point of view of the sailor who leaves home, his heart aching at the separation from 
his sweetheart.  
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Frobisher Bay James Gordon (b. 1955) 
 

Chorus: Cold is the Arctic Sea. 
Far are your arms from me, 
Long will this winter be, 
frozen in Frobisher Bay, 

 
"One more whale!" our captain cried. 
"One more whale then we'll beat the ice!" 
But the winter star was in the sky,  
the seas were rough, the winds were high. 
Chorus 

 

Deep were the crashing waves, 
that tore our whaler's mast away, 
and dark are these sunless days 
waiting for the ice to break.  Chorus 
 
Strange is the whaler's fate 
to be saved from the raging waves, 
only to waste away,  
frozen in this lonely grave. 
Chorus 

Based in Guelph, Ontario, James Gordon is the founder of the Canadian folk trio TAMARAC. He 
composes original songs about Canada’s identity and heritage. Frobisher Bay is in the southeast corner of 
Canada’s Baffin Island, on the passage between Hudson Bay and the Labrador Sea, across the Labrador 
Sea from Greenland, and only a few degrees south of the Arctic Circle. Its average January temperature is 
below zero. 
 
I’se the B’y Canadian folk song, arranged by Nancy Telfer 
 

I'se the b'y that builds the boat; 
I'se the b'y that sails her! 
I'se the b'y that catches the fish 
And takes 'em home to Lizer. 

 
Chorus: Hip yer partner, Sally Tibbo! 

Hip yer partner, Sally Brown! 
Fogo, Twill-in-Gate, Morton's Harbour, 
All around the circle. 

 
Sods and rinds to cover yer flake, 
Cake and tea for supper, 
Codfish in the spring of the year 
Fried in maggoty butter.  Chorus 

 

I don't want your maggoty fish. 
That's no good for winter. 
I could buy as good as that 
Down in Bonavister.  Chorus 
 
I took Lizer to a dance 
And faith but she could travel! 
And ev'ry step that she did take 
Was up to her knees in gravel.  Chorus 
 
Susan White, she's out of sight, 
Her petticoat wants a border; 
Old Sam Oliver, in the dark, 
He kissed her in the corner.  Chorus

Hip yer partner and 'round you go; 
Hip yer partner and 'round once more. 
All around the circle. 

 
Small group: Sue Gidwitz, Susannah Hough, Virginia Byers Kraus, 

Rhonda Matteson, Diane Wold 
 
This popular Newfoundland folk song about women, fishing, and dancing names some of the remote 
outports, or fishing villages, of Newfoundland.  
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The Maid on the Shore Stella terHart (b. 1960) 
Spring Ensemble 

 
‘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 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.” 
 
‘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. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Stella Claire terHart was born in Saskatchewan, and received degrees in music education, performance, 
composition, and theory from the Toronto Conservatory of Music. Since 1982 she has taught music in 
Saskatchewan, Alberta, Ontario, and New Brunswick, and she is an opera accompanist and recitateur. “The 
Maid on the Shore,” her original setting of a traditional Newfoundland text, tells how a clever young 
woman outwits and escapes sailors who have kidnapped her. 
 
 

In memory of Florence Lackey 
Buckmaster, my mother, who believed 
I could accomplish whatever I wanted.  

Gail Freeman 

In honor of Adele Bretzfeld Gidwitz, 
thanks Mom for all your encouragement 

and support, and for instilling in me 
your love of music.  Sue Gidwitz 
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Roulez jeunes gens roulez (Roll, young folks, roll)  traditional French folk song, 
 arranged by Joseph Gregorio 
 

A la Rochelle est arrivé 
(Roulez jeunes gens, roulez.) 

Trois beaux navires chargés de blé 
(Roulez, roulez, jeunes gens roulez. 

J’ai mis l’oiseau dans la cage, 
Mais l’oiseau s’est envolé.) 

 
Trois dames s’en vont les marchander: 

“Marin, marin, combien ton blé?” 
 

“Embarquez belle, vous le saurez!” 
La plus belle eut le pied levé. 

 
Le capitaine s’est écrié: 

“Larguez devant, larguez derriere! 
 

Larguez les focs, les voiles d’étais!” 
La belle s’est mise à pleurer. 

 
“Qu’avez-vous donc la belle 

à pleurer?” 
“Vous avez eu mon pucelage! 

 
Vous avez eu mon pucelage, 

Mais je n’ai pas eu votre argent!” 
 

At La Rochelle arrived 
(Roll young folks, roll.) 
Three beautiful ships laden with wheat. 
(Roll young folks, roll. 
I put the bird in the cage, 
But the bird flew away.) 
 
Three ladies went off to haggle with them: 
“Sailor, sailor, how much for your wheat?” 
 
“Come aboard, beautiful, you’ll find out!” 
The most beautiful one raised her foot. 
 
The captain exclaimed, 
“Unfurl, fore and aft! 
 
Unfurl the jibs, the staysails!” 
The most beautiful one began to cry. 
 
“What’s wrong, then, beautiful, 
to make you cry?” 
“You took my maidenhood! 
 
You took my maidenhood, 
But I didn’t get your money!”

Joseph Gregorio has studied choral conducting at Cornell and Yale, and is presently a composition student 
of David Conte at the San Francisco Conservatory. This dockside ditty is rife with innuendo which barely 
achieves the level of double entrendre. “Roulez,” as applied to ships, means to rock back and forth. The 
excited captain may be speaking of sails—or of petticoats. In any case, when sailors come into port, and 
young women go down to the docks to meet them, conversations and other transactions will occur. 
 
 

In memory of my daughter 
Jennifer Ann Sherman, 
who loved sailing the seas. 

-  Ann Sherman 

In honor of my father whose violin and love 
of music filled our house and to my 
daughter who is carrying this on. 

-  Jessyka Glatz 

In honor of our mother and grandmother, 
Marlene Koschmann, who made singing an 

integral part of our lives. 
-  Karla and Jen Byrnes 

Mom, thanks for always being a fan and 
for sharing with me so many musical 

experiences over the years. 
Love, Elizabeth 
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Upcoming Events 
Deep Dish Theater Company will present “Quilters,” a musical celebration of home life on 
the American frontier, from Thursday, April 28, through Saturday, May 21. The play is 
directed by Deep Dish Artistic Director Paul Frellick. The musical director is Deborah 
Coclanis, long-time accompanist for Women’s Voices Chorus. Deep Dish is located in 
Chapel Hill’s University Mall. Thursday through Saturday performances begin at 8 p.m., 
with Sunday matinees at 3:00 p.m. For reservations and information, call 968-1515.  
www.deepdishtheater.org 
 
Saturday, May 14, 8:00 p.m. Chapel Hill Community Chorus, directed by Sue T. 
Klausmeyer, in a program entitled Of Love and Roses, featuring music by Brahms, 
Gwyneth Walker, Meredith Wilson, George Gershwin, and James Mulholland. At Chapel 
Hill High School, Hanes Auditorium. www.chapelhillcommunitychorus.org 

 
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 
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 attending our next open rehearsal on Monday, August 29, or by participating in our 
summer chorus. 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 are invited to join us for six Monday evening rehearsals in June and 
July, followed by a short evening musicale. 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 rehearsals will be held on June 13, 20 and 27 and July 11, 18, and 25, from 
7:30 to 9:00 p.m. at The Chapel of the Cross, 304 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill. The 
musicale will be on Wednesday, July 27 at 7:30 p.m. This summer the chorus will be 
conducted by our Soprano I section leader, Roberta Yule Owen, who recently moved to the 
Triangle from Hong Kong, where she had been teaching and conducting. 
The summer chorus is lightly auditioned, with no sight-reading requirement.  For more 
information, call Mary Lycan at 919-932-5455. 
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Thanks to our donors 
(2004  –  2005 Season) 

 
Anonymous Carol Haynes 

Hannah Andrews Janet Huebner 

Betty Bergstrand Mary Lycan 

Meg Berreth Eszter Karvazy, MD  

Louise Bower-Gold Ben Keaton 

Susan E. Brown Susan and Dick Kosempa 

Virginia Byers Kraus Anne Manley 

Jen and Karla Byrnes Rhonda Matteson 

Drs. Champion and Champion, PA  

Marianne Desua Gail A. McKinnis 

Elizabeth Earle Anne Menkens 

Mrs. John B. Earle Fiona Morgan 

Muriel Easterling Florence Peacock 

Jeanette Falk Barbara Pipkin 

Gail Freeman Addie Randolph 

Dr. Gerald and Anita Gershten  

Adele Gidwitz Susan Regier 

Sue Gidwitz Lila Rosa 

Jessyka Glatz Jill Shires 

Beth Hauser Charlotte Thomas 

Kate Holland and Jim Lynch  

GlaxoSmithKline Joan B. Troy 

Ken Gray Frances Widman 

Eugene Gross Jennifer Williams 

Beth Hauser Diane Wold 
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CDs and tapes of tonight’s performance may be ordered in the lobby. 

 
 

Special thanks to 
Chapel Hill Kehillah, for rehearsal space 

Vicki Johnson, graphic artist 
Merranie Stewart, web mistress 

Penny Ward, web mistress emerita 
Timothy Baker, Director of Music at UUMC 
John Samulski, Facilities Manager at UUMC 

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. 
 
 

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 or share our mailing 
list, ever. 

 
 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. 


