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Sunday, June 8 at 5:30pm
Aldersgate United Methodist Church
1301 Collingwood Rd, Alexandria, VA

$15 Suggested Donation
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A Placein Time

Voice on the Wind Sarah Quartel
(b.1982)

Radiant Stars, Above the Mountains Glowing Cesar Antonovich Cui

My Spirit Sang All Day Gerald Finzi
(1901-1956)
My Flight for Heaven Blake Henson
Prayer of the Children arr. Andrea S. Klouse
Perhaps They Are Not Stars Robert Schlidt
Nothing Gold Can Stay *** David Pegel
(b.1986)
INTERMISSION
Down to the River to Pray arr. Jace Wittig
Due West Stephen Chatman
Train (b.1950)
Prairie Lullaby
Wasps
Sunset
Chickadee
Shenandoah arr. Jack Schrader
(b.1942)
Rise, My Soul arr. Susan LaBarr
(b.1981)
Will the Circle Be UnBroken arr. J. Donald Moore

***Designates World Premier




Mount Vernon Chamber Singers
Kevin Lackie, Artistic Director

Sopranos
Annemarie Allen
Rebekah Bridges

Katie Carbone
Chelsea Molisso
Catherine Tolpa

Tenors
Cody Payne
Peter Roden
Benjamin Whelan-Morin
James Wolter

Altos Basses
' Will Jones
Erin Causey Svid Pesel
Deborah Jones ShaVI Segfh
Katie Pekala-Ballou 2nia Sl
Nelly Solares
Who We Are

The Mount Vernon Chamber Singers are comprised of members
who are musically skilled and passionate about choral music. Most
ensembles of the caliber to which we aspire are not close by and
often include a lengthy commute. MVCS provides singers with the
opportunity to perform great choral music locally and to engage
our community in the experience of hearing it. Our singers are
teachers, active choir singers, recent college graduates, retirees,
and working professionals. Our vision is to seek out gifted singers
of a diverse background so that our ensemble’s music can reach an
inclusive audience and be a positive influence on our community.



Texts and Translations

Voice on the Wind

| heard a voice on the summer wind
Who she is | can’t explain

| heard a voice on the summer wind
Blowing free and blowing strong
Strength and spirit in her song.

| heard a voice on the summer wind
Sounds familiar like my own

| am the voice on the summer wind
Strong and sure where €’er | stand
-Sarah Quartel (b. 1982)

My Spirit Sang All Day

My spirit sang all day

O my joy.

Nothing my tongue could say,
Only My joy!

My heart an echo caught

O my joy

And spake,

Tell me thy thought,

Hide not thy joy.

My eyes gan peer around,

O my joy

What beauty hast thou found?
Shew us thy joy.

My jealous ears grew whist;
O my joy

Music from heaven is't,
Sent for our joy?

She also came and heard;

O my joy,

What, said she, is this word?
What is thy joy?

And | replied,

O see, O my joy,

'Tis thee, | cried, 'tis thee:
Thou art my joy.

-Robert Bridges (1844-1930)

Radiant Stars, Above the Mountains Glowing

Radiant stars, above the mountains glowing
Gently smile upon the slumb’ring land;
Through the vale the quiet river flowing,
Softly murmurs on the moonlit sand.

Darkness, over all her soft wings sweeping,
Balmy fragrance draws from leaf and flower;
Tranquil eyes above their watch are keeping,

Guarding all things in the midnight hour.

O’er the village, in the moonlight gleaming,
Broods the stillness of a world asleep;

Night holds all in calm and peaceful
dreaming;

Earth and heav’n are hush’d in slumber deep.
-English version by Miriam Chase

My Flight for Heaven

Charm me asleep, and melt me so
With thy delicious numbers,
That, being ravish'd, hence | go
Away in easy slumbers.

Ease my sick head,

And make my bed,

Thou power that canst sever
From me this ill,

And quickly still,

Though thou not kill

My fever.

Fall on me like the silent dew,
Or like those maiden showers
Which, by the peep of day, do strew
A baptism o'er the flowers.
Melt, melt my pains

With thy soft strains;

That, having ease me given,
With full delight

| leave this light,

And take my flight

For Heaven.

-Robert Herrick (1591-1674)



Prayer of the Children

Can you hear the prayer of the children?
On bended knee, in the shadow of an
unknown room

Empty eyes with no more tears to cry
Turning heavenward toward the light

Crying who will help me

To see the morning light-of one more day
But if | should die before | wake,

| pray my soul to take

Can you feel the hearts of the children?
Aching for home, for something of their very
own

Reaching hands, with nothing to hold on to,
But hope for a better day a better day

Crying who will help me

To feel the love again in my own land

But if unknown roads lead away from home,
Give me loving arms, away from harm

Can you hear the voice of the children?
Softly pleading for silence in a shattered
world?

Angry guns preach a gospel full of hate,
Blood of the innocent on their hands

Crying who will help me

To feel the sun again upon my face,

For when darkness clears | know you're near,
Bringing peace again

Dali cujete sve djecje molitive?

(Croatian translation:

'Can you hear all the children's prayers?')
Can you hear the prayer of the children?
-Kurt Bestor (b. 1958)

Perhaps They Are Not Stars

Perhaps they are not stars,

but rather openings in heaven

where the love of our lost ones pours
through

and shines down upon us to let us know
they are happy.

-Inuit Proverb

Nothing Gold Can Stay

Nature’s first green is gold,
Her hardest hue to hold.
Her early leaf’s a flower;

But only so an hour.

Then leaf subsides to leaf.
So Eden sank to grief,

So dawn goes down to day.
Nothing gold can stay.
-Robert Frost (1874-1963)

Down in the River to Pray

As | went down in the river to pray,
Studyin’ about that good old way,
And who shall wear the starry crown,
Good Lord, show me the way.

Refrain:
O sisters,* let’s go down,
Let’s go down, come on down,
O sisters* let’s go down
Down to the river to pray.

As | went down in the river to pray
Studying about that good old way

And who shall wear the robe and crown
Good Lord show me the way

Refrain repeats with “brothers,” “fathers,”
and “mothers”

-Traditional



Due West

I. Train

All aboard!

Chuga chuga chuga chuga

Clickity clack

Engine coal car flat car box car

Stock car freight car dome car mail car

Il. Prairie Lullaby

The patchwork quilt has tucked you in,
The swallows come to rest,

A little polish on the moon

The night falls in the West.

Refrain:

Lilac, lilac, mauve and blue,

Prairie orchid, midnight dew,

| rock you gently sweet one, | love you.

Sweet berry stains smile on your lips,
Deep plums, a sticky red,

The bramble bushes scratched your knees.

Now rest your sleepy head.
Refrain

The wind delights in bringing hope,
Each breeze and brand new start,
It sways the fields of tender wheat
and softens bitter hearts.

Refrain

I1l. Wasps

This movement is onomatopoetic;
there are only nonsense syllables

to create the picture of flying wasps.

IV. Sunset

When the sun sets West,

Feathered shift of sky,

Satin clouds undress,

Heaven’s kiss bids the flat light goodbye.
Endless calm, red mist,

Glist’ning golden beams,

Gently they are kissed,

By night’s dark melting blaze of dreams.

V. Chickadee

Chickadee dee dee flying free
Come to me Chickadee dee

Bob in glee

Carefree double knee bob in glee
Carefree Chickadee flying free
Carefree chickadee come to me
Chickadee fly away

-Tara Wohlberg

Shenandoah

Oh, Shenandoah, | long to see you,
Away, you rolling river

Oh, Shenandoah, I long to see you,
Away, I’'m bound away, across the wide
Missouri.

-Traditional



Rise, My Soul

Rise, my soul, and take thy wings,
Thy better portion trace;

Rise from transitory things,
Toward Heaven, thy native place:
Sun and moon and stars decay,
Time shall soon this earth remove;
Rise, my soul, and haste away

To seats prepared above.

Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor stay in all their course;

Fire ascending seeks the sun;
Both speed them to their source:
So my soul, that’s born of God,
Longs to view His glorious face,
Forward tends to His abode,

To rest in His embrace.

Will the Circle Be Unbroken
Refrain:

Will the circle be unbroken

by and by, Lord, by and by,
There’s a better home a-waitin’
if we try, Lord, if we try.*

| was singing with my sisters and my
brothers,

| was singing with my friends

And we all can sing together,

‘cause the circle never ends.
Refrain

| was born down in the valley
where the sun refuse’ to shine

But I’m climbing up to the highland
gonna make that mountain mine!
Refrain repeated with “in the sky”

-Original refrain by Ada R. Habershon
(1861-1918), additional words by Betsy
Rose, Cathy Winter, and Marcia Taylor

Fly me riches, fly me cares,

Whilst | that coast explore;
Flattering world, with all thy snares,
Solicit me no more.

Pilgrims fix not here their home;
Strangers tarry but a night;

When the last dear morn is come,
They’ll rise to joyful light.

Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn,
Press onward to the prize;

Soon our Savior will return,
Triumphant in the skies:

Yet a season, and you know

Happy entrance will be given

All our sorrows left below,

And earth exchanged for Heaven.
-Robert Seagrave (1693-1759)
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Our Mission
To deliver high quality and meaningful choral
performances that foster musical engagement in our
Alexandria community.

Our Vision
To bring people together with a shared appreciation for
choral music, and in doing so encourage our friends and
neighbors to grow as a shared community.
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March 21, 2026 June 6,2026




