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The harpsichord played in this concert was built by Paul Opel.

Many, many thanks to all the people who performed, coached, advised, and
otherwise helped to prepare this concert, especially to Marianne Finckel.

This concert is being presented in partial fulfillment of the requirements
for the Bachelor of Arts Degree.



Psaume 86

Mon Dieu, preste moy ltaureille, My God, lend me your ear and
Par ta bonté nomparellle°  hear mwe, for I am poor and
Responmoy, car plus n en puis, needy. Keep Thy servant in
Tant povre et affligé suis. the hope of Thee.

Garde je te pri' ma vies
Car de bien faire ay envie:
lon Dieu, garde ton servant
En 1l'espoir de toy vivant.

Psaume 77

A Dieu me voix j'ai haussée, To God I raised up my v01ce,

Et ma clameur addressée and ny God heard mej in time of
A Dieu ma;voix,a nonté, . . trial He was my comfort, and

It mon Dieu m'a escouté., I held out to Him uy hand.

Au jour ce ma grand'destre
Dieu a esté mon addresse,
Tt du soir au lenderain
Je lui ai tendu la mein.

Psaume 137

Eztans assis aux eres aguatiques By the rivers of Babylon, there
De Babylon, plorions nelancolloues, we sat down, yea, we wepl, when

Nous souvenans du pays de Silon: . we remembered Zion. By the

Lt au milieu de l'habitation, Weeping willows we hung up our

Ou de regrets tant de pleurs harps and wept. Alas, how can

eoandlsmes, we 91“' the praises of our Lord
Aux saules verds nos harpes nous  in a ptrange Land?

pel’l(.‘il SMes .

Lors ceux qui 1% captifs nous
emmenérent,

De les sonner fort nous
meortunerent,

Et de Sion les chansons r601ter.

Tag, dimes-nous, qul [ ourrci¢ inciter
“as tristes coeurs 3 chouber la
lovenve : '

De nostre Dieu en une terre estrange?



The Sinking Ship
from
Thirteen by Remy Charlip and Jerry Joyner

This is a very old ship.

In fact it's so old it can hardly float anymore,
In fact it's sinking.

But it doesn't mind.

It's been everywhere

Seen everything.

Beenrn in many battles tool

Toco many.

That's why it's sinking.

And although it has been around the world,

It's going down happy.

Because

It has never been to the bottom of the sea before.

Lost .
Eve Recht (age 11)
from Miracless Poeus by children of the English-speaking world
Collected by Richard Lewis .

He lost it over the dark gray hills
Of wonder-
Where fingerless oaks grows
Where the fruitless orange groves blow
In the merciless
Hungry
Wind.

It nust, by now,

Be torn

Between

The lush brown Barth

And the raging winter sky.

he wind nmust have
ragged it

ver Moors,

iel
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o

ds and Mountains
e he was at home
ying his pipe.
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Chansons Madécasses

(Songs from liadagascar)
I

Nahandove, 0 belle tahancove'

Lioiseau nocturne a commencé ses cris, la pleine lune brille sur ma
téte, et la rosée naissante humecte mes cheveux. Voici l'heure:

qui peut b'arreter, Nahandove, o belle Hahandove? - Le 1lit de feuilles
est prepare° Je l'ai parsemé de fleurs et dherbes odoriférantes,

il est digne de tes charmes, liahandove, 0 belle Naghandovel

Elle vient. J'al reconnu la respiration précipitée que donne une
marche rapide; j'entends le froissement de la pagne qui ltenveloppe:
ctest elle, clest elle, c'est elle, c'est Nahandove, la belle
Nahandove! ' , %
0 reprends haleine, me Jeune amie; repose-toi sur wmes genoux. Que ton
regard est enchanteur, que le mouvement de ton sein est vif et R
délicieux sous la main qui le presse! Tu souris, ilfahandove, © belle
Nahandove! : '

Tes baisers penetrent JUSOU a l'ame, tes caresses brulent tous mes
sens: arréte, ou je vais mourir. Meurt-on de volubte, fahandove,

4 belle Nahandove? .

Le plaisir passe comme une éclair; ta douce haleine staffaiblit,

tes yeux humldeu se referment, ta t€te se penche mollement, et tes
transports s 'éteignent dans la langueur. Jama1° tu ne fus si belle,
ahandove, 6 belle Nahandove! :

Tu pars, et je vals langulr dans les regrcts et les de51rsg Je :
languirai jusqu'au 301r, tu rev¢endr as ce soir, Nahandove, O belle
Nehandove! o

Nahandove, oh beautiful Nahandove!

The night bird has begun its.cries, the ful] moon is shwvdrﬂ on my .
head, and the nascent dew is moistening my hair. The time has coue: .
who can stop you, fahandove, oh beautlful Nahandove? The bed of J:
leaves is prepared; I have strewn it with sweet-smelling flowers and
herbs. It is worthy of your charus, hahandove, oh beaut“”ul '
lahandove!

She is coming. I recognized the rapid breat1ing birrought. on by quick
steps. I hear the rustllnb of the loin~cloth that covers her: it is

che, it is she, it is she, it is Fahandove, the beautiful Nahandove!
Oh, catch your breath, my young friends TPQ* upon my kntos.  How
enchanbing is your gaze, how alive and delicicus is the movameﬂt of

L6

your breast beneath the hand that presses itil Yeou smile, lzhandove
oh beautiful Nahandovel

Your kisses penetrate to my soul; your caresses burn all my seuses:
stop, or I shall die. Can oune die of plpasure, Nahandove, oh

zaubifvl Jahandove?

e pleasure passes like a flash of lightning; your sweet breath

weakens, your moist eyes ClObe, your head bends so¢tly and your
ecs bcsy is extinguished in languor. Never were you so beautiful,

Mzhandove, oh beautiful ilahandove!

Toun 1eave, and I will languish in regrets and desires; I will
Janguish until the evening; you will come back tonight, lNahandove,
oh beautlLul Nanandove!




I1

Aoua! Aoual l{éfiez-vous das blancs, habitans du rivage.

Du tems de nos péres, des blancs descendirent dans cette ile; on
leur dit: Voild des terTes; que vos fenmmes les cultivent. Soyesz
justes, soyez bons, et devene s nos fréres.

Les blancs promirent, et cependant ils faisaient des retranchemens.
Un fort mena ant s'éleva; le tonncrre fut renfermé dans des

bouches d'airain; leurs prétres voulurent nous donner un Dieu que
nous ne connaissons pas; ils parlérent enfin d'obéissance et
d'esclavage: plutdt la mort1 Le« .carnsge fut lonp et terribles
mais, malgré la foudre qu'ils vomlssalent, et qui evraoult des
armées entleLos, ils furent tous exterminés Aoua! Aoual liéfiez-
vous des blancs! '
Nous avons vu de nouveau>{tyrans, plus forts et plus nombreux,
planter leur pavillon sur le rivage: 1le ciel a combattu pour nous;
il & fait tomber sur eux les plules, les t@mpeges et les vents

emp01sonne Ils ne sont plus, et nous vivons, et nous vivons
libres. .
Aoua! Aoual! Mefiez-vous des blancs, habitons du rivage.

Aoua! Aoual! Beware of the whites,who live on the shore.

During our fathers' time, the whites descended upon this islands
we said to them: There is land; let your wives cultlvate it.

Be fair, be good, and become our brothers,

The whites promised, and in the meantime they were building fort-
ifications., A threatening fortress arose; the thunder was en-
closed in throats of bronze; their priests wanted to give us a
God that we did not know; finally they spcke of obedience and of
slavery: Sooner death! The caThage was long and terrible; butl
in spite of the lightning which they vomited, and which crushed
entire armies, they were all exterminated. Aoua! Aocual beware
of the whites!

We have seen new tyrants, stronger and more numeroub, plant their
flag on our shores: the sky has fought for us; it has made rain
fall on them, storms and poisonocus winds. They are no longer,
and we live, and we live free.

Aoua! Aoua! DBeware of the whites, who live on the shore.



111

I1 est doux de se c.Ooucher durant le chaleur sous un arbre touffu,
et d'attendre que le vent du soir améne la fraicheur.

Femnes, approchez.

Tandis que je me repose icil sous un arbre touffu, occupez mon
oreille par vous accens prolongéss; répétez la chanson de la jeune
fille, lorsqup ses doigts tressent la natte, ou lorsqutassiseg
auprés du rlz, elle chasse les oiseaux avides.

Le chant plait 2 mon 4me, la danse est pour moi presou' aussi

douce gu'un baiser. Que vos pas soient lents, qu 113 imitent

les attitudes du plaisir et l'abandon de 1la voluptco Le vent

du soir se 18ve; la lune commence 3 briller au travers des arbres
de la nontaene.

Allez, et preparez le repas.

Iow pleasant it is to lie down during the heat under a shady tree,
and to wait for the evening wind to brlng coolness,

Women, approach.

While I rest here under a shady tree, fill my ear with your pro-
longed tones; repeat the song of the young girl, when her fingers
weave the matting, or when sitting near the rice, she chases away
the greedy birds.

The song is pleasing to my soul, the dance is for me, almost as
gentle as a kiss. HMay your footsteps bhe slow, may they imita

the attitudes of pleasure and the ease of sensuality. The evening
wind is risings; the moon is beginning to shine through the trees
on the mountain.

Go, and prepare the meal.
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