


Program

Leonard Enns (b. 1948, Canada): Cello sonata, 1st movement
Ben Bolt-Martin, cello

Frank Ferko (b. 1950, USA): Elegy from Stabat Mater
Cher Farrell, soprano soloist

John Estacio (b. 1966, Canada): Mrs. Deegan from Four Eulogies
John Estacio: Ella Sunlight from Four Eulogies

Melanie Van Der Sluis, soprano soloist

	

John Tavener (b. 1944, England): Svyati
Ben Bolt-Martin, cello

James Rolfe (b. 1961, Canada): Come, lovely and soothing death 

~~~intermission~~~

Giles Swayne (b. 1946, England): Magnificat 

Arvo Pärt (b. 1935, Estonia):  Magnificat   
Arvo Pärt: Spiegel im Spiegel 

Sarah Flatt, piano
Ben Bolt-Martin, cello

Morten Lauridsen (b. 1943, USA): O magnum mysterium  

Leonard Enns: This amazing day

Please join us for an informal reception following the concert.



Notes & Texts (notes written by L. Enns)

On November 21, 1998 the DaCapo Chamber Choir performed its �rst 
concert here at St John’s. As a �edgling 13-voice ensemble we presented  
a concert including Arvo Pärt’s landmark Magnificat, also on tonight’s 
program. Today we celebrate our tenth anniversary concert; we have 
presented over �fty performances in this time. My one word — to some sixty 
di�erent singers who have been part of the choir over the decade, to our 
board members, to our generous supporters, and especially to our audience 
— is a heartfelt, humble, and grateful thanks!

For this anniversary year we have planned the season by returning to basics by 
considering the four classical elements of our world: earth, water, �re & air. 

Earth — mother earth, that takes old leaves, fallen rotting apples, the stubble 
of the �elds, as well as our spent lives, and turns all into the hope for, and 
reality of, new life; transmuting earth that receives life exhausted and births 
hope and celebration — this is the starting (and startling!) point of our 
concert season. Tonight’s concert exists inside this conceptual framework, 
beginning with lament and funeral music (the great Svyati of John Tavener), 
leading to the song of Mary (in two di�erent settings) and ending with a 
setting by Leonard Enns of E.E. Cummings’ poem, i thank you God for most 
this amazing day.

 

Leonard Enns: Cello Sonata No. 1, first movement
In the summer of 2005 I visited Tiegenhagen, my mother’s childhood home 
in Ukraine, but found no remaining trace of her house or yard at the site 
of this former Mennonite village. Yet here was the beginning of her story,  
of childhood years in revolutionary Russia, before her family �ed for refuge to  
a new homeland in North America in 1920s. �is music is a�ected by what I 
have learned of the intense violence and heart-rending loss of revolutionary 
times; it is not narrative, nor in any way program music, but is imbued with 
a sense of desolation, and a deep lament for a people who su�ered forced 
starvation, terror, and execution, whose experience is echoed daily in our world. 
�e work is unapologetically melodic; in this, perhaps, the Sonata re�ects my 
personal history of choral and congregational singing. I have always loved the 
cello — in my imagination it is a human voice — a �tting beginning to our 
choral concert tonight. 

�e entire Sonata is dedicated to cellist Ben Bolt-Martin, who premiered it 
in Waterloo, Ontario on February 7, 2007. �e �rst movement is recorded on 
the CD, Notes toward, on sale at tonight’s concert.  



Frank Ferko: Elegy from Stabat Mater
Elegy, by Chicago-based composer, organist and conductor Frank Ferko, is 
from his hour-long Stabat Mater. Ferko writes: “…it would be di�cult for 
anyone to ignore the overwhelming number of children and young adults 
whose lives have been lost to the ravages of war, murder, suicide, and crimes 
of hatred, as well as to disease and tragic accidents of all kinds.” Elegy expresses 
a grief muted by a calm assurance, a gentle and hopeful mourning; the words 
are by the American poet and scholar, Sally M. Gall.

My child has said her farewells.
She has stretched out her arms to the sun
— Sun, will it be warm where I lie?
She has stretched out her arms to the moon
— Moon, will you wrap me in silver?
She has stretched out her arms to the river
— River, do not �ow over me long.

Now she is alone with the earth.
She lifts her face to the wind
and remembers organ-scented trees
— Earth, I shall bring you soft blossoms
unwithered and fragrant
and you shall not harm me.

~ Sally M. Gall

John Estacio: Mrs. Deegan and Ella Sunlight (from Four Eulogies)
Estacio is one of Canada’s truly proli�c composers, with a catalogue of works 
including choral, instrumental, orchestral works, and two full-scale operas. 
Premiered by Pro Coro Canada (Edmonton) in 2000, the Four Eulogies were 
performed shortly thereafter by DaCapo in November 2001; tonight we 
include two of the four pieces.

Mrs. Deegan

We all know people who are models of decency, of respectful and engaging 
social exchange, people who bring an aspect of celebration to even the 
seemingly most ordinary of events.  Mrs. Deegan was one of these people; 
this composition mourns the fact that she represents an endangered species 
— her passing is a loss of a “century of memories”. Poet Val Brandt writes: “In 
mourning her, I am also mourning the loss of my last link with womanhood 
as it was de�ned in my youth. Many things from her day-to-day life are now 
trivialized, or found demeaning.” 



And now who will arrange the crystal swans
frame the petit points
roll the ribbon sandwiches

and now who will give me crocheted doilies
and marquisettes
and what will become of Persian lamb coats
and three-button gloves

and who will polish the silver service
and who will spread the cutwork cloth
and set the dainty Aynsley cups in their dainty 
China saucers
and who will remember the sugar tongs
and who will ask me to pour

and who will be the keeper of all the niceties
of modesty and decorum and propriety
and seemliness

and will there still be Easter bonnets
and jaunty pillboxes and sliver lockets

and did I think I would never lose this sweet
and gentle refuge
that there would always be a settee
a book of knowledge facing me
smelling of gardenias and a hint of peppermint
reminiscing of normal school and fancy dance pavilions

and why did I think someone could replace her
the lady with a century of memories

and why does it make me cry that all the
lavender in the world went with her
and there will never be another Trousseau tea

~ Val Brandt



Ella Sunlight

Poet Val Brandt writes: “I know a woman whose only child died at the age 
of four. Her grief was so complete that she could never be consoled. Her 
friends told me it was as if there was no one there for them to console. She 
had been a mother. �at was how she de�ned herself.  �en one day her 
child was gone … and, in a sense, so was she. What could anyone say? ‘I 
know how you feel?’ ‘I understand?’” 

Ella sunlight. Ella sky.
Ella water. Ella air.
Ella movement. Ella life.
Ella music.  Ella dance.
Ella wonder. Ella joy.

Why, after I taught you all your colours
would you paint everything gray?

Why, just when you were learning to run
would the whole world come to a halt?

Why, after you tumbled with fairies
and stumbled with elves
and fell into a giggle
that �lled every corner of my soul
would you take away may faith
my whimsy
my god?

(Pie Jesu Domine
Dona eis requiem)

Ella sunlight.  Ella sky.
Ella water. Ella air.

Where you sent here just to say goodbye?

Ella whisper.  Ella sigh.
Ella shimmer. Ella hush.
Ella why.
		  ~ Val Brandt


