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Life, the Universe, and EVERYTHING
Music of Life and Death, Love and Nature

Today we present a program of choral music whose texts do not so much tell stories as address
themes of our very existence and our connection to the universe—humanity’s relationship
with the creation and the Creator. Texts include selections from the Psalms, the book of Job,
and the Song of Solomon, and Tennyson; even carols and lighthearted love poetry. Emotions
run the gamut, from the depths of despair, such as in Lobo’s Versa est in luctum, to the peaceful
calm of Rutter’s Loving shepherd, to the heights of joy expressed in Tye’s Sing unto the Lord and
Nicolson’s Cantate Domino. And a few English madrigals depict the idealized carefree idylls of
another kind of shepherd as well as the sting of unrequited love.
As you enter into these musical expressions of Life, the Universe, and Everything, enjoy these
thoughts from other great minds.
Look up at the stars and not down at your
feet. Try to make sense of what you see, and
wonder about what makes the universe exist.
Be curious.
—Stephen Hawking
Look at the sky. We are not alone. The whole
universe is friendly to us and conspires only
to give the best to those who dream and
work.
—A. P. J. Abdul Kalam
He who lives in harmony with himself lives
in harmony with the universe.
—Marcus Aurelius
Music in the soul can be heard by the universe.
—Lao Tzu
For most people, we often marvel at the
beauty of a sunrise or the magnificence of a
full moon, but it is impossible to fathom the
magnitude of the universe that surrounds us.
—Richard H. Baker
For beautiful eyes, look for the good in
others; for beautiful lips, speak only words
of kindness; and for poise, walk with the
knowledge that you are never alone.
—Audrey Hepburn
The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise
man knows himself to be a fool.
—William Shakespeare, As You Like It

There is neither happiness nor misery in the
world; there is only the comparison of one
state with another, nothing more. He who has
felt the deepest grief is best able to experience
supreme happiness. We must have felt what it
is to die, Morrel, that we may appreciate the
enjoyments of life.
Live, then, and be happy, beloved
children of my heart, and never forget, that
until the day God will deign to reveal the
future to man, all human wisdom is contained
in these two words, ‘Wait and Hope.
—Alexandre Dumas
Compassion hurts. When you feel connected
to everything, you also feel responsible for
everything. And you cannot turn away. Your
destiny is bound with the destinies of others.
You must either learn to carry the Universe
or be crushed by it. You must grow strong
enough to love the world, yet empty enough
to sit down at the same table with its worst
horrors.
—Andrew Boyd, Daily Afflictions:
The Agony of Being Connected to
Everything in the Universe
The universe is big, it’s vast and complicated,
and ridiculous. And sometimes, very rarely,
impossible things just happen and we call
them miracles.
—Steven Moffat (British television producer,
known for Dr. Who and Sherlock)

Limitless undying love which shines around
me like a million suns it calls me on and on
across the universe.
—John Lennon
All you really need to know for the moment
is that the universe is a lot more complicated
than you might think, even if you start
from a position of thinking it’s pretty damn
complicated in the first place.
—Douglas Adams
Tune your television to any channel it doesn’t
receive and about 1 percent of the dancing
static you see is accounted for by this ancient
remnant of the Big Bang. The next time you
complain that there is nothing on, remember
that you can always watch the birth of the
universe.
—Bill Bryson, A Short History of
Nearly Everything
The Universe is very, very big. It also loves a
paradox. For example, it has some extremely
strict rules.
Rule number one: Nothing lasts forever.
Not you or your family or your house or
your planet or the sun. It is an absolute rule.
Therefore when someone says that their love
will never die, it means that their love is not
real, for everything that is real dies.
Rule number two: Everything lasts
forever.
—Craig Ferguson, Between the Bridge
and the River
The world, we are told, was made especially
for man — a presumption not supported by
all the facts.
—John Muir, A Thousand-Mile
Walk to the Gulf
Through our eyes, the universe is perceiving
itself. Through our ears, the universe is
listening to its harmonies. We are the
witnesses through which the universe
becomes conscious of its glory, of its
magnificence.
—Alan W. Watts

The Cosmos is all that is or was or ever
will be. Our feeblest contemplations of the
Cosmos stir us—there is a tingling in the
spine, a catch in the voice, a faint sensation,
as if a distant memory, of falling from a
height. We know we are approaching the
greatest of mysteries.
—Carl Sagan, Cosmos
You’re the ruler of the universe. Try to show
a little taste!
—Ed Wood
In the beginning God created the heavens
and the earth . . . Then he said, Let there
be light. Which means he made the entire
universe in the dark! How [expletive] good
is that? He’s brilliant.
—Ricky Gervais
Each soul has its own note to sing in
the divine chorus and no voice is more
important than another. (94)
—Prem Prakash, The Yoga of Spiritual
Devotion A Modern Translation of the
Narada Bhakti Sutras
The perfect orchestration of the symphony
of life is one of the Creator’s greatest and
most beautiful miracles.
—Suzy Kassem, Rise Up and Salute the Sun
The only kind of universe that I can even
begin to conceive is an inconceivable one.
—Ilyas Kassam
Doesn’t it make you melancholy—looking at
the stars?
—Virginia Woolf, Jacob’s Room
When God turns on his outside light, the
whole universe lights up with a heavenly
glow. When I turn on my outside light, I
usually end up attracting loads of insects
—Anthony T.Hincks
I say to myself, at last you are in tune with
the universe.
—William Boyd, The New Confessions

P R O G R A M
Sing unto the Lord

Christopher Tye (1505–1572)

Psalm 30: 4, 11–13

Sing unto the Lord, ye that are his saints: and give thanks with a remembrance of his
holiness. The Lord hath heard me, and hath taken mercy upon me. The Lord is made my
helper. Thou hast turned my sorrow into joy. Thou hast put off my sackcloth, and hath
compassed me with gladness, that my glory may sing to thee without grief. O Lord my
God, I shall evermore give thanks to thee.

Loving shepherd of thy sheep

John Rutter (b. 1945)

words: Jane Leeson (1807–1882)

Loving shepherd of thy sheep
Keep thy lamb, in safety keep;
Nothing can thy power withstand,
None can pluck me from thy hand.

Loving shepherd, ever near,
Teach thy lamb thy voice to hear;
Suffer not my steps to stray
From the straight and narrow way.

I would praise thee every day,
Gladly all thy will obey,
Like thy blessed ones above,
Happy in thy perfect love.

Where thou leadest I would go,
Walking in thy steps below,
Till before my Father’s throne
I shall know as I am known.

Lord, let me know mine end

Maurice Greene (1696–1755)

Psalm 39: 5–8, 13, 15

Lord, let me know mine end, and the number of my days, that I may be certified how
long I have to live. Behold, thou has made my days as it were a span long: and mine age
is even as nothing in respect of thee; and verily every man living is altogether vanity. For
man walketh in a vain shadow, and disquieteth himself in vain; he heapeth up riches and
cannot tell who shall gather them. And now, Lord, what is my hope? truly my hope is in
thee. Hear my prayer, O Lord, and with thine ears consider my calling. Hold not thy peace
at my tears. O spare me a little, that I may recover my strength, before I go hence and be
no more seen.
Chrissy Spencer, Linda Bush, sopranos
Murray Somerville, organ

Versa est in luctum

Alonso Lobo (c. 1555–1617)

source: Liber primus missarum…, Madrid, 1602

Composed for the funeral of Philip II, Catholic King of Spain.
Versa est in luctum cithara mea,
et organum in vocem flentium.
Parce mihi, Domine,
nihil enim sunt dies mei.

My harp is turned to mourning,
any my organ into the voice of those
that weep. Spare me, O Lord,
for my days are nothing.

Northern Lights

Ola Gjeilo (b. 1978)

words from The Song of Solomon (Canticum Canticorum)

Gjeilo’s own commentary on Northern Lights: “Most of all, this piece and its text is about
beauty. About a ‘terrible’, powerful beauty, although the music is quite serene on the
surface.…Looking out from the attic window that Christmas [2007] in Oslo, over a wintry
lake under the stars, I was thinking about how this ‘terrible’ beauty is so profoundly
reflected in the northern lights, or aurora borealis, which, having grown up in the
southern part of the country, I have only seen once or twice in my life. It is one of the most
beautiful natural phenomena I’ve ever witnessed, and has such a powerful, electric quality
that must have been both mesmerizing and terrifying to people in the past, when no one
knew what it was and when much superstition was attached to these experiences.”
Pulchra es amica mea,
suavis et decora sicut Jerusalem,
terribilis ut castrorum acies ordinata.
Averte oculos tuos a me
quia ipsi me avolare fecerunt.

Cantate Domino

Thou art beautiful, O my love,
sweet and comely as Jerusalem,
terrible as an army set in array.
Turn away thy eyes from me,
for they have made me flee away.
Amen.

Richard Nicoloson (c. 1563–1639)

words: Psalm 149: 1–2

Richard Nicolson spent most of his career as Informator Choristarum (Master of the
Choristers, i.e., choir boys) at Magdalen College, Oxford, and was later appointed the
Heather Professor of Music for the university. These two pieces show his mastery of the
complex polyphonic motet and the “verse anthem” for soloists and full choir. Cantate
Domino was most likely written for the purposes of earning his Oxford music degree.
Cantate Domino canticum novum: laus
ejus in ecclesia sanctorum.
Laetetur Israel in eo qui fecit eum:
Et filii Sion exsultent in rege suo.

O Lord, consider my distress
O Lord, consider my distress,
and now with speed some pity take,
My sins forgive, my faults redress,
good Lord, for thy great mercy’s sake.
Wash me, O Lord, and make me clean
from this unjust mad sinful act,
And purify me once again
from this foul crime and bloody fact.
Remorse and sorrow do constrain
me to acknowledge my excess,

Sing unto the Lord a new song, his praise
in the congregation of saints.
Let Israel rejoice in him that made him: let
the children of Zion be joyful in their King.

Richard Nicolson

words: metrical paraphrase of Psalm 51
My sins alas do still remain
before my face without redress.
For thee alone I have offended,
committed evil in thy sight;
And if I were therefore condemnèd,
yet were thy judgments just and right,
Turn back thy face and frowning ire,
for I have felt enough thine hand;
And purge my sins, I thee desire,
which do in number pass the sand.

Make new my heart within my breast,
and frame it to thy holy will;
Thy constant Spirit in me let rest,
Which may these raging enemies kill.

Lord, unto Zion turn thy face,
pour out thy mercies on thy hill,
And on Jerusalem thy grace,
build up the wall, and love it still. Amen.

Chrissy Spencer, Linda Bush, Adrin Akins,
Tom Elston, John Carter: ensemble
Murray Somerville, organ

Rutland

William Billings (1746–1800)

words by Isaac Watts (1674–1748)

My flesh shall slumber in the ground,
Till the last Trumpet joyful sound,
Then burst the Chains with sweet surprise,
And in my Savior’s Image rise.
This life’s a dream, an empty show,
but the bright world to which I go
Hath Joys substantial and sincere.
When shall I wake and find me there?

Two English Madrigals
All creatures now

John Bennett (c.1575–1614)

All creatures now are merry minded.
The shepherds’ daughters playing,
The nymphs are fa-la-laing.
Yond bugle was well winded.
At Oriana’s presence each thing smileth.
The flowers themselves discover;
Birds over her do hover;
Music the time beguileth.
See where she comes with flowery garland crowned,
Queen of all queens renowned.
Then sang the shepherds and nymphs of Diana:
Long live fair Oriana.

The spring is past

Michael East (c.1580–1648)

The spring is past, and yet it hath not sprung,
The fruit is dead, and yet the leaves be green.
My youth is gone, and yet I am but young;
I saw the world, and yet I was not seen,
My thread is cut, and yet it is not spun,
And now I live, and now my life is done.
Chrissy Spencer, Linda Bush, Adrin Akins, Tom Elston, John Whitt, Ensemble

Crossing the Bar

Charles Hubert H. Parry (1848–1918)

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!
And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea,
But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again home.
Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!
And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;
For, tho’ from out our bourne of time and place
The flood may bear me far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crossed the bar.

O where shall wisdom be found?

William Boyce (1711–1779)

excerpts from Job 18

O where shall wisdom be found? And where is the place of understanding? Man knoweth
not the price thereof: neither is it found in the land of the living. The depth saith, it is not
in me: and the sea saith, it is not with me. It cannot be gotten for gold, neither shall silver
be weighed for the price thereof. No mention shall be made of coral, or of pearls: for the
price of wisdom is above rubies. Whence then cometh wisdom? and where is the place of
understanding? seeing it is hid from the eyes of all living.
God understandeth the way thereof, and He knoweth the place thereof.
For he looketh to the ends of the earth, and seeth under the whole heaven: to make the
weight for the winds; and He weigheth the waters by measure. When he made a decree for
the rains, and a way for the lightning of the thunder; then did He see it, and declare it: He
prepared it, yea, and searched it out. And unto man he said, Behold, the fear of the Lord,
that is wisdom: and to depart from evil is understanding.
The fear of the Lord, that is wisdom: and to depart from evil is understanding.
Chrissy Spencer, Linda Bush, Adrin Akins,
Tom Elston, John Carter, ensemble
Murray Somerville, organ
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Atlanta Schola Cantorum welcomes the interest of qualified new singers. Admission to the
choir is by audition with the director. If interested, please send a message through the links on
our website or via our Facebook page. Auditions may take place at any time by appointment.

Atlanta Schola Cantorum kindly thanks
Nigel Potts, Parks Greene, the Very Rev. J. Michael A. Wright, and the staff of
Grace Church Cathedral for their support of musical excellence, and their hospitality,
Murray Somerville, for fearlessly stepping in as organist,
Bill Schlitt and The Company Company, Inc., and
Alicia Evans and The City of Charleston Office of Cultural Affiars
for their support of music and the arts,
The Atlanta Early Music Alliance (AEMA) for their generous support, and
Formetco, Inc. for generously donating the program printing and to
AlphaGraphics Duluth for assistance in printing of publicity.
Piccolo Spoleto, the official outreach program of Spoleto Festival USA,
is administered by the City of Charleston Office of Cultural Affairs.

ATLANTA SCHOLA CANTORUM

Atlanta Schola Cantorum is a choir specializing in the performance of choral music of the
Renaissance, notably the works of Josquin, Palestrina, Victoria, Tallis, and Byrd. This focus
on Renaissance polyphony sets Schola apart from other Atlanta choirs. During the European
Renaissance, “the world was an extremely wretched and dangerous place,” according to music
critic Pierre Ruhe (December 2009, Atlanta Journal-Constitution). Yet, he notes, “perhaps
as a call to an otherworldly paradise, sacred church music was an escape of extraordinary,
timeless beauty.” Schola strives to present authentic, engaging performances of this timeless but
little-known music. Describing a May 2006 Schola performance, Ruhe writes, “The music is
exhilarating, sweet, agonizing and intensely poignant…. Yet, true to form, everything is perfect
in balance, structure and sensibility…. Such depth of expression—a fusion of harmonies and
texts—was the hallmark of [Atlanta Schola Cantorum] throughout the concert.”
Schola also performs rarely heard medieval chants and songs, including early Spanish music
from the Codex Las Huelgas and Llibre Vermell de Montserrat. In addition, the group’s extensive
repertory includes early baroque music and works by contemporary composers such as Pärt,
Tavener, Lauridsen, and Whitacre.

JOHN WHITT

John J. Whitt was appointed Music Director of Atlanta Schola Cantorum in 2007. In addition
to directing the Schola, he serves as Organist and Choirmaster at St. Bede’s Episcopal Church
and currently sings in the Schola Cantorum of St. Bartholomew’s Episcopal Church in Atlanta.
Whitt holds degrees from Westminster Choir College and the University of North Carolina,
Chapel Hill. He has performed with professional as well as church affiliated choirs and studied
conducting with Joseph Flummerfelt, David Willcocks, Frauke Haasemann, and Robert Porco.
As an organist, he studied with Rudolf Kremer, Thomas Warburton, Fenner Douglass, and
Mark Brombaugh.

Atlanta Schola Cantorum
needs your support
Without the enthusiastic support of our audience and singers, Atlanta Schola Cantorum
would be unable to continue performing concerts in Atlanta and the Southeast. Your support
will enable the continued performances of beautiful choral works by dedicated and talented
vocalists, as well as lay the groundwork for expansion of our offerings in the community.
Please become a Friend ($50.00), Benefactor ($150), or Sustainer ($250) by writing a check
payable to Atlanta Schola Cantorum, Inc. and mail it to:
Atlanta Schola Cantorum, Inc.
529 Cherokee Avenue SE
Atlanta, Georgia 30312
Atlanta Schola Cantorum is classified as a 501(c)(3) organization by the IRS. Your contribution
is wholly tax deductible. Your name (unless you direct otherwise) will be included in our next
program as a Friend, Benefactor, or Sustainer.
Join our mailing list by sending an email to atlantaschola@gmail.com. Keep informed of our
concerts and other activities by liking us on Facebook.
www.atlantaschola.org

Facebook: AtlantaScholaCantorum

Thank You to our Supporters
Sustainer
Ms. Linda Bush

