PROGRAM NOTES –April 7, 2003

I

The solo motet, Laudate Dominum in sanctis ejus, is found in the collection “Selva morale et spirituale” published by Claudio Monteverdi in Venice in 1641.  The text is from verses one, three, four and five of Psalm 150 in the Old Testament of the Bible.

Praise God in his sanctuary:  praise Him in the firmament of His power.

Praise Him with the sound of the trumpet:  praise Him with the psaltery and harp.

Praise Him with the timbrel and dance.

Praise Him upon the loud cymbals:  praise Him upon the high sounding cymbals.

Let everything that hath breath praise the Lord.

Alleluia.

II

Landini lived in Florence and, although blind from early childhood, played the organ, lute, and flute and became one of the representative composers of the Trecento.  The 14th century was a golden age of Italian poetry, yet unfortunately the authors of the amorous poems presented this evening remain anonymous.  The two madrigals by Jacopo are purely Italian in style, but the four works by Landini represent a merging of Italian and French styles that occurred towards the end of the century. 

Fenice fu’ e vissi pura e morbida,

Et or sun trasmutat’in una tortora,

Che vollo con amor per le belle ortora.

Arbore secho mai n’aqua torbida,

No’ me deleta may per questo dubito,
Va ne l’astate l’inverno ven de subito.

Tal vissi et tal me vivo e posso scrivere

C’ha donna non è più che honestà vivere.

O cieco mondo di lusinghe pieno,

Mortal veleno in ciascun tuo dilecto,

Fallace pien d’inganni e con sospetto.

Foll’è colui c’ha te diriga’l freno,

Quando a per men che nulla quell ben perde,

Che sopr’ogni altr’amor luç’é sta verde.

Però giàmai dite colui no curi,

Che’l frutto vuol gustar di dolci fiori.

Adiu, adiu dous dame yolie,
Kar da vous si depart lo corps plorans

Mes a vous las l’esprit et larme mie.

Lontan da vous, aylas, vivra dolent.

Byen che loyal sera’n tout ma vie.

Poyr tant, ay! clere stele, vos prie

Com lermes e sospirs tres dousmante

Che loyaute haies pour vestra amye.

I’ priego amor et la vostra biltate

Che de mie ‘ffanni prenda pur pietate.

Alter’ onest’ e bel legiadra in vista

Con tutte forçe vi formò natura.

Pero pur spera l’anima mie trista,

Per ben servir, suo metro in tal creatura.

Che mal saria così nobil figura

Celato stesse sdegno e crudeltate.

A phoenix I was, and lived soft and pure,

and now am changed into a turtledove

which loving flies through the fair gardens.

No dry tree nor turbid water

delights me ever because of this fear: 

that after the summer, winter quickly follows.

Thus have I lived and do live, and I can write

that for a woman there is no more than to live chaste.

O blind world full of blandishments, 

Mortal poison [is] in each of your delights,

deceptive, full of ruses and suspicion. 

Mad is he who guides your reins, 

when for less than nothing he loses that treasure, which above all others shines and is green.

Therefore let him care nothing for you, 

if he wishes to taste the fruits of the sweet flowers.

Farewell, farewell, sweet, lovely lady,

for my weeping body leaves you

but my spirit and soul, alas, remain.

Far from you, alas, I will live in sorrow,

though I will be faithful all my life.

But oh! bright star, I pray you very tenderly

to keep faith with him who loves you.

I pray love and your beauty

to take some pity on my sufferings.

Proud, virtuous, and charming to see,

nature did form you with all her power.

Therefore my sorrowing soul does hope,

through good service, [to receive] its like in such a creature.

For it would be ill indeed if so noble an appearance

were to conceal cruelty and scorn.

Ochi dolente mie, che pur piangete, 

Po che vedete, 

Che solper honestà non vi contento.

Non a diviso la mente’l disio

Con voi che tante lagrime versate,

Perche da voi si cela el viso pio,

Il qual privato m’a da libertate.

Gran virtù è rafrenar volontate 

Per honestate,

Che seguir donna è sofferir tormento.

Per allegreçça del parlar d’amore

S’accese fiamma rilucent’e chiara,

Che non si sent’avara

A dar letiçia nel suo grand’ardore.

Quest’allegreçça, se Saturno turba,

A te, Cupido, la vendetta resta.

Fa ch’al presente nella sacra turba

La dolce fede ti sia manifesta.
Si che ciascuna nel parlar sia presta

S’aquesto servo è stato tolto’l core,

Dieglisi con gran festa

Quel di colei ch’egli ama a tant’onore.

My sorrowing eyes, why do you weep 

when you see

that it is for virtue’s sake alone that I do not content you?

My mind has not shared its desire

with you, who shed so many tears, 

because the holy face hides itself from you

which has deprived me of my freedom. 

A great virtue it is to restrain desire

out of virtue, 

for to pursue a woman is to suffer torment.

From the joy of speaking of love

a fire flamed out, bright and shining,

which is not miserly

in giving delight, in its great ardor.

If this joy troubles Saturn,



the vengeance rests, Cupid, with you.

Now make it so that in the holy crowd

sweet faith be manifest to you,

So that each in speech be eager.

If this servant's heart has been stolen,

then let him be given -- with great rejoicing --that of her whom he loves with such great honor.

Translations by Professor Regina Psaki, 

Romance Languages

III

NOTE (from the composer):  The title and text of Forever and Sunsmell are from 26, one of 50 poems (1940) by e.e. cummings.  Some lines and words have been omitted, others have been repeated or used in an order other than that of the original.  The humming and vocalise (not part of the poem) are an interpolation by the composer.  The original poem is as follows:
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IV

Taylor Street

From the composer:

“Taylor Street” refers to three Taylor Streets, one in Manhattan (New York City), one in San Francisco, and one in Eugene, Oregon.  The composition features a “James Bond-esque” vamp with a melody layered over it.  “Taylor Street” is an abstract impression, and has been performed in Paris, New York, San Francisco, Stuttgart, Santa Cruz, CA, and Eugene, OR.”

Dowd performs on a wide-bar Musser vibraphone, with gold bars, custom-made for him at the La Grange, Illinois, factory.

V

As Dusk in Paradise

From the composer:

“There are strong links among the visions of the mystical nuns of the Middle Ages.  Their concept of the soul and god is one of voyage out and return.  The soul’s greatest desire is to return to God.  God’s greatest desire is to enfold the soul.  Numbers have spiritual significance.  Their language uses continually the vocabulary of light and vision:  mystical vision, metaphorical allusions to light and sight or lack of light and sight, actual looking and seeing, the metaphor of daylight, the sun, lanterns, etc.  Their imagery is one of the natural world.

Here in these songs I place the words of their visions in a circular context of seeking, sensing, seeing, circling, sinking, soaring, salve.  Like the visions of Hildegard and the narrative of Mechtild the circles are really spirals that lead the soul forward toward God and the light.  It may be that one can enter the circle anywhere, that any of the inner songs can be a starting place, and that they can be sung in any order.  Of the seven inner songs all are circling the core concept of vision and they are framed by two outer songs, a prologue and an epilogue.  The prologue is from Kassia, 300 years before Hildegard, the epilogue from Catherine of Sienna, 100 years after Julian.  This makes a total of nine songs, a most auspicious number, both to them and to us, for it is circular, it is the three times three.  It is the three-dimensional triangle that is the strongest of the geometrical shapes, a shape that supports bridges from one world to another, that supports the foot that begins the journey, that supports the vision of light.

The placement of the musicians is of some importance, I think.  The percussion is a kind of border, a boundary, the wall, the cloister, a semi-circle around the singer and the oboist.  The oboe surely is the voice of the spirit and the singer is the soul.  They circle each other within the wall.  Their voices are illuminated by the wall.

I feel I understand, however slightly, these women of Northern Europe.  Their visions are informed by learning and intellect.  None were uneducated.  And all are certain of their faith, their visions, their connection to a God that spoke to them directly.  There is a confidence in their voices and an asperity, a dryness that occasionally borders on humor.  They are passionate, but they are smart and they are not afraid.  They are bold in their address to the clergy.  All of them except Julian were, at one time or another and generally near the end of their life, harassed by the church.  All of them, save Hadewijch, were protected in some way, so that they could complete their work.  I admire their courage and their creative intellects.  I am grateful to those who protected them and supported them.  And I feel that their words can convey, shaped by the music, something of worth today:  sight and insight, light and sound, bridges, inner strength.”

Prologue:  Petition (Kassia of Constantinople, 9th Century)

Lord, this woman, who encountered her shadow, perceives the numinous in you.  

Alas, what a desp’rate night I’ve traveled through.

Lord, accept this spring of tears, bend to the pain in my heart.

I will wash your feet with kisses, dry them with my tears,

Feet that Eve once heard in paradise, as dusk in paradise, then hid in fear.

Lord, you who are limitless mercy, who will trace a life, or evaluate weakness?

Lord, I ask remember me, if nothing else, as one who lived.

Seeking:   Hadewijch I (Hadewijch I of Antwerp, 13th Century)

In the beginning Love satisfies.

When Love first spoke to me of love how I laughed at Love.

But then she turned me to the hazel trees, made me like the hazel trees 

which blossom early in the season of darkness and bear fruit slowly.

Seeing:     Julian (Julian of Norwich, 14th Century)

Alleluia.  I saw God and sought God; and I had God, I wanted God.

God will be seen and God will be sought:

God will be abided and God will be trusted.

See!  I am God:  

See!  I am in all things:

See!  I do all things:

See!  I lift never mine hands off my works, nor ever shall without end:

See, I lead all things to the end, I ordained it from the beginning, by the same might,

Wisdom and love whereby I made it.

How should anything be amiss?

Sinking:   Mechtild (Mechtild of Magdeburg, 13th Century)

At such a time, when the light in the lantern goes out,

The beauty of the lantern can no longer be seen.

At such a time when the light of the lantern burns out,

The beauty is gone.

Circling:   Hadewijch II (Hadewijch II of Antwerp, 13th Century)

Tighten to nothing the circle, that is the world’s things.

Then the naked circle can grow wide, enlarging, extending, embracing all.

Sensing:   Hildegard (Hildegard of Bingen, 12th Century)

Sophia!  You of the whirling wings, circling, encompassing, heart of the light of God.

You quicken the world in your clasp,

One wing soars in heaven.  One wing sweeps the earth.

And the third flies all around us.

All praise to Sophia!  Let all the earth praise her.

Soaring:   Mechtild (Mechtild of Magdeburg, 13th Century)

I cannot dance, oh Lord, unless you lead me.

If you will that I leap with joy then you must let me see you dance and sing.

Then and only then, will I leap into love, 

Then will I soar into love, from love into knowledge

From knowledge into harvest, that sweetest fruit beyond all human sense.

There will I stay with you whirling, turning, and dancing, to circle forever more.

Salve!:     Hildegard (Hildegard of Bingen, 12th Century

Spirit of God, Life giving life.

Root of the world tree and wind in its boughs, 

scrubbing out all sin, rubbing balm into wounds.

She is glistening life, alluring all praise, all awakening, resurrecting all.

Epilogue:  Benediction (Suor Juana Inez de la Cruz of Mexico, 17th Century)

Seraphim come, come here and ponder.

A rose when it’s cut lives all the longer.
