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PROGRAM 

Quatre poemes pour voix, 
alto et piano, Op. 5 

I. La cloche felee (The Riven Bell) 

Charles Martin Loeffler 
(1861-1935) 

How sad it is, yet sweet, on winter's night to sit beside the 
flickering fire, and watch the smoke climb; old recollections 
then will through one's memory flit, awakened by the bells, 
that in the mist are chiming. Ah! Happy is the bell whose 
throat is strong and sound, bell that, in spite of age, keeping 
its strength and beauty, flings ever steadfastly its sacred voice 
around, like some brave old warrior forever there on duty. 

Ah! Riven is my soul; and when in its distress 't would people 
with its songs the cold night's loneliness, there often will 
be times, when its voice, weak and shaken, sounds like the 
wounded groans of one who lies forsaken beside a pool of 
blood, with corpses heaped above, and in an awful struggle 
dies, yet does not move. - Charles Baudelaire 

II Dansons la gigue (Dance the Gigue) 
Dance the Gigue! Above all else I loved her eyes, that shone 
like stars in midnight skies; no malice in them you'd surprise. 

On with the Gigue! She had a way with her, I swear, to drive 
poor lovers to despair, that was delightful, I declare. 

Dance the Gigue ! But now I know that what was best, was 
when her flower-like mouth she pressed to mine. She died 
upon my breast. 

Dance the Gigue! I mind them well, I mind them well -
those hours, and many a happy spell: best luck that ever 
me befell! Dance the Gigue ! - Paul Verlaine 

III Le son du cor s'afflige vers les bois 
(The Horn's Note Sobs and Struggles Toward the Wood) 
The horn's note sobs and struggles toward the wood, filled 
with the sadness of an orphaned cry that flies away, among the 
hills to die, pressed by the winds, sharp-baying for its blood. 

The wolf's soul wailing, in the cry you hear, that at the sunset 
rises in distress; an anguish that is well-nigh a caress that 
charms, yet fills you with a sickening fear. 

As though to enhance that plaintive dying call, in ribboned rifts 
the snow begins to fall across the incarnadined occident; and 
all the air seems like an autumn sigh, so soft it is, beneath the 
dull evening sky, along the peaceful landscape somnolent. 

- Paul Verlaine 
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IV. Serenade (Serenade) 

As though it were the voice of one that cries from where he 
lies buried, hear, lady, to thy chamber window rise my voice 
harsh and wearied. 

My mandolin thine ear a moment long, thine heart, too, sur
render, for thee it was,for thee I made this song, so cruel, so 
tender. 

I'll sing thine eyes that onyx are and gold, clear and unclouded, 
thy Lethe breasts that Stygian tresses hold in dar/..,71ess en
shrouded. 

As though it were the voice of one that cries from where he 
lies buried, hear, lady, to thy chamber window rise my voice 
harsh and wearied . 

Then will I greatly praise, as is their right, beauties without 
number, whose memories still come to me on a night deserted 
of slumber. 

And then, to end, I'll tell thee of thy kiss, all red-lipped and 
human, thy sweetness, with its agonizing bliss : my angel -
my demon! 

My mandolin thine ear a moment long, thine heart, too, sur
render, for thee it was,for thee I made this song, so cruel, so 
tender. 

Zwei Gesange, Op.91 

I Gestillte Sehnsucht (Appeased Desire) 

- Paul Verlaine 

Johannes Brahms 
(1833-1897) 

Steeped in the golden light of evening, how solemnly the forests 
stand! In the soft voices of birds breathes the gentle stirring of 
the evening wind. What whisper the wind and the birds? They 
whisper the world to sleep. Desires which always arise in the 

. heart that is without peace or rest, longings that trouble the 
soul, when will you rest, when will you cease? To the sounds 
of whispering wind and the birds, you longing desires, when 
will you be lulled to sleep? When no longer into golden dis
tances my spirit hastens on wings of dreams, no longer on the 
eternal distant stars my eyes are fixed with a longing gaze; 
then the winds, the birds shall lull my life and my longings. 

- Friedrich Riickert 

II Geistliches Wiegenlied (Sacred Lullaby) 
You who fly above these palm trees in the night and the wind, 
You holy angels, silence the treetops! My child is asleep. You 
palms of Bethlehem, in the raging wind, how can you rustle 
so angrily today, be silent, sway softly and gently. Silence the 
treetops! My child is asleep. The Child of Heaven suffers pain; 
He was so weary of the sorrows of the earth. Now gently soothed 
in sleep, the agony leaves him. Silence the treetops, my child is 
asleep. Bitter cold descends, with what can I cover my child's 
limbs! All you angels, who on wings hover in the air, silence 
the treetops, my child is asleep. - Lope de Vega 



Homages 

I Reflections 

II O Might Those Sighs 
from Divine Meditations 

David Ashley White 
(b.1944) 

O might those sighs and tears return again into my breast and 
eyes, which I have spent, that I might in the this holy discon
tent mourn with some fruit, as I have mourned in vain; in mine 
idolatry what showers of rain mine eyes did waste! What griefs 
my heart did rent! That sufferance was my sin, now I repent; 
because I did suffer I must suffer pain. Th' hypnotic drunkard, 
and night-scouting thief, the itchy lecher, and self-tickling 
proud have the remembrance of past joys, for relief of coming 
ills. To poor me is allowed no ease; for long, yet vehement 
grief hath been the effect and cause, the punishment and sin. 

-John Donne 

III Vertue 

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright. The bridal! of the earth 
and ski: The dew shall weep thy fall into night: for thou must 
die. 

Sweet rose, whose hue angrie and brave bids the rash gazer 
wipe his eye: Thy root is ever in its grave, and thou must die. 

Sweet spring,full of sweet dayes and roses, a box where sweets 
compacted lie; my musick shows ye have your closes, and all 
must die. 

Onely a sweet and virtuous soul, like a season 'd timber, never 
gives; But though the whole world turn to coal, then chiefly 
lives. 

IV. Remembrances 

V. This Is My Play's Last Scene 
from Divine Meditations 

- George Herbert 

This is my play's last scene, here heavens appoint my pilgrim
age's last mile; and my race idly, yet quickly run, hath this last 
pace, my span's last inch, my minute's latest point, and glut
tonous death, will instantly unjoint my body, and soul, and I 
shall sleep a space, but my ever-waking part shall see that 
face, whose fear already shakes my every joint: then, as my 
soul, to heaven her first seat, takes flight, and earth-born body, 
in the earth shall dwell, so,fall my sins, that all may have their 
right, to where they are bred, and would press me, to hell. 
Impute me righteous, thus purged of evil,for thus I leave the 
world, the flesh, and devil. -John Donne 



PERFORMER BIOGRAPHIES 

ANDREA JABER received the first Doctor of Musical Arts degree 

from the Shepherd School of Music in May 2002 having studied with Joyce 

Farwell. A native of Arkansas, she received her Bachelor and Master of 
Music Education degrees from Arkansas State University and was gradu

ated from the Academy of Vocal Arts in Philadelphia, where she was a stu
dent of Nell Rankin. Roles she has performed include Dorabella in Mozart's 
Cosi fan Tutte, Ramiro in Mozart's La Finta Giardiniera, Mariah in Romeo 

Cascarino's William Penn, Lucretia in Britten's The Rape of Lucretia, 
Dryade in Strauss' Ariadne auf Naxos, Nina in Pasatieri's The Sea Gull, 
Cornelia in Handel's Giulio Cesare, and Mother in Menotti's The Consul. 

Dr. Jaber has often appeared as oratorio soloist and in recital, including 
a performance of Elijah with Houston Masterworks Chorus, Beethoven's 
Symphony No. 9 with the Philadelphia Pops Orchestra, recitals with the 

Mozart on the Square Festival, and solos with The Philadelphia Singers. 
For ten years she was the mezzo-soprano soloist at The First Presbyterian 
Church in Philadelphia. She teaches currently at Houston Community Col

lege and the University of Houston. 

Praised by The New York Times for her "superb musicianship," 
KAREN RITSCHER has an unusually diverse career. She is in demand 
as a recitalist, chamber musician, soloist, and teacher. She has been a 
member of the Aureus Piano Quartet, the Steve Reich Musicians, the 
American Composers Orchestra, and the St. Luke's Chamber Orchestra. 
In addition, she has performed with numerous other groups including New 
York Philomusica, BargeMusic, the New York Philharmonic, the New York 
Chamber Soloists, and the Orpheus Chamber Orchestra. As a viola solo
ist, she has played with the Dallas Chamber Orchestra, the Rochester 
Chamber Orchestra, the Malibu Strawberry Creek Festival Orchestra, 
and the Westchester Symphony. A champion of music of living composers, 
she has premiered works by Bruce Adolphe, Wendy Mae Chambers, Tan 
Dun, and Bright Sheng. 

Ms. Ritscher is currently Associate Professor of Viola and Chamber 
Music at the Shepherd School of Music. She has previously taught at the 
Mannes College of Music, the Manhattan School of Music, the Eastman 
School of Music, and the Oberlin Conservatory of Music, as well as serv

ing as an artist faculty member at such festivals as Bowdoin, Round Top, 
Aspen, Domaine Forget, and Musicorda. She has given master classes in 
Korea, Taiwan, Canada, and throughout the US. A member of the board 

of directors of the American Viola Society, she has participated as panel
ist and performer at three International Viola Congresses. She is the string 
consultant for the book by Madeline Bruser, The Art of Practicing; Mak
ing Music From The Heart, published by Bell Tower. She performs on a 

Francesco Goffriller viola made in 1730 in Udine, Italy. 



THOMAS JABER is the Director of the Choral Ensembles at the 

Shepherd School of Music , coaches singers, and is often heard as piano 

accompanist in many concerts annually at the Shepherd School and else

where. Mr. Jaber has often prepared and and conducted operatic pro

ductions of the Shepherd School. Mr. Jaber has degrees in piano from 

Arkansas State University and Indiana University and holds a Perform

er's Certificate from the Curtis Institute of Music. He was a principal 

vocal coach at the Curtis Institute for twelve seasons and also coached 

and conducted many productions at Philadelphia's Academy of Vocal Arts. 

In addition, he was the music director of the opera department of Temple 

University and was the Brown Visiting Professor at Baylor University. 

Long recognized for his musical versatility, Thomas Jaber is also an 

accomplished organist and harpsichordist. Mr. Jaber has collaborated 

in hundreds of concerts with many outstanding singers and instrumental

ists. He had the great fortune to work closely as piano accompanist with 

the great master entertainer Fred Waring. Mr. Jaber's choirs have per

formed in important venues in the US. and abroad. He was the Organist

Choirmaster of First Presbyterian Church in Philadelphia and was heard 

regularly in recital on the Alexander McCurdy Organ. He is currently the 

Director of Music at Chapelwood United Methodist Church in Houston, 

where he oversees one of the country's largest parish music programs. 
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