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Abegg Variations, Op. 1
by Robert Schumann (1810-1856)

(YH)

Songs of Robert and Clara Schumann (1819-1896)
Widmung, Op. 25 no. 1 (Robert)
Liebeszauber, Op. 13 no. 3 (Clara)
Meine Rose, Op. 90 no. 2 (Robert)
Liebst du um Schénheit, Op. 12 no. 2 (Clara)

(Y5

3 pieces for piano and cello
by Nadia Boulanger (1887-1979)
Transcribed for flute by Evan Pengra Sult
Moderato
Sans vitesse et a I’aise
Vite et nerveusement rythmé

Intermission
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2 pieces for flute and piano
by Lili Boulanger (1893-1918)
Nocturne
Courtege

(O]

Chansons Madécasses

by Maurice Ravel (1875-1937)
Nahandove

Auoa
Il est doux

()
3 Songs
by Errollyn Wallen (b.1958)
My feet may take a little while

Daedalus
Beehive

(S

Summerland
by William Grant Still (1895-1978)
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Hailey McAvoy
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Evan Pengra Sult
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Bethany Pietroniro
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Musician biographies
are available at

SoundSalonMusic.org/
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ProGrAM NOTES by Hailey McAvoy

When Byron first approached me about curating a program for Sound Salon, I
had recently become interested in the healing and comfort people can provide
each other through proximity, community, and touch.

In my own life, alongside my work in music, I had recently committed to
training to teach the Alexander Technique (AT). AT is a mind-body awareness
practice that is taught through verbal instruction and conversation combined
with the light touch of a teacher’s hands to help a student come to a more easeful
use of their own body. As a singer with cerebral palsy, AT lessons have brought
me truly profound healing that has been facilitated through gentle touch.

This theme inspired the creation of the program—ultimately a meditation on
what it means to offer healing and comfort in a troubled world, and a look at
the ways that personal and systemic illness shape creative output.

We begin with Opus no. 1 of Robert Schumann (1810-1856), the Abegg
variations, written when the composer was twenty years old. Shortly after
writing these variations, Schumann began experiencing partial paralysis of

the right hand, which led him to focus his efforts on composition rather than
virtuosic pianism. He would also shortly meet and fall in love with his piano
teacher’s daughter and star pupil, Clara Wieck (1819-1896). Though her father
did not approve of the match, Robert and Clara fought in court for their right
to marry without Herr Wieck’s consent. They won and were married, starting a
family and embarking on a life shaped by music—both composed, both played;
Clara often served as editor of Robert’s works. The couple even shared a diary.

Robert faced challenges with mental health throughout his life and experienced
a severe mental health crisis in 1854. At his own request, he left home to live in
a sanatorium. Because Clara was a woman, she was not permitted to visit him
and had to rely on Brahms to visit and update her on her husband’s condition.
She was only permitted to visit when it was clear he would die, breaking a two-
years separation two days before his death, when he was 46 and she 39. She
spent the remainder of her life performing internationally and teaching piano.
When she died at 76, she was buried, at her request, next to Robert.

The next relationship our program explores is that of sisters Nadia (1887-1979)
and Lili Boulanger (1893-1918). The Boulanger sisters were born to musical
parents. Their father, Ernest, was a composer who had won the prestigious
Prix de Rome when he was twenty years old; their mother studied singing
with him. Nadia expressed interest in music from an early age, and Lili often
remained in the room for her sister’s music lessons until she was old enough
to take lessons herself. Both women studied composition and, in their father’s

Q PAGE 2 9



tradition, entered the Prix de Rome. Nadia entered first, competing four times and ultimately winning second
place. Rather than enter a fifth time, Nadia decided to support Lili in her own entrance of the competition. At
just 19 years old, Lili became the first woman ever to win the Prix de Rome.

Lili contracted prolonged pneumonia at the age of two, and lived the rest of her life with a weakened immune
system and chronic illness until her death at 24. Nadia served not only as her chief caretaker and champion of
her music during her life, but also as the chief proponent of her music after her death. After Lili’s death, Nadia
stopped composing and dedicated herself to teaching. She became one of the most influential composition
teachers in history, and also made history as the first woman to conduct many orchestras in Europe and
America, and as the first woman to teach at several universities. Nadia dedicated much of her life and work to
her sister’s memory. The two are buried beside each other, with their parents.

The last three pieces on our program fit into the discussion of touch, healing, and supporting one another not
through the composer’s biographies, but through the subject matter they address.

Ravel’s Chansons Madécasses set prose poems by Evariste de Parny, a French poet who was born in Madagascar.
The songs present questions when performed today. On one hand, the poetry and accompanying music fall
into the category of exoticism, in which white Europeans sought to depict “distant lands” inhabited by people
of color. On the other hand, in this case, the poet was born in this distant land before returning to France.

The sentiments of the poetry are not only sensual, but also, in “Aoua,” the second movement, vehemently
anti-colonialist. Nonetheless, a European voice depicts the scene. The hardship depicted in this poem is set in
between two others which dwell in the world of the sensual—touch, fragrance, sound, food. The speaker and
others in the poems turn to each other for comfort.

And we as the audience? How do we reconcile music that references or has roots in painful histories? Do we
exclude it? Or is that one more way of erasing history, particularly if we are not proud of it? And when we leave
the concert hall? What do we resolve? What do we remember?

I cannot claim to answer these questions with more authority than anyone else. I can speak only from my own
experience—that, as the theme of this program suggests, the daily path is one of connection and community;
one of touch and nearness.

This program concludes with songs by Errollyn Walen and Williams Grant Still's Summerland. Errollyn Walen’s
poems explore the ways we move forward in the world--in hope or grief, or just trying not to get stung by the
bee! Summerland offers a moment of contemplation.
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SonG TExTS

WIDMUNG

Du meine Seele, du mein Herz,

Du meine Wonn', o du mein Schmerz,
Du meine Welt, in der ich lebe,

Mein Himmel du, darein ich schwebe,
O du mein Grab, in das hinab

Ich ewig meinen Kummer gab!

Du bist die Rub, du bist der Frieden,
Du bist vom Himmel mir beschieden.
Dass du mich liebst, macht mich mir wert,
Dein Blick hat mich vor mir verklirt,
Du hebst mich liebend iiber mich,

Mein guter Geist, mein bessres Ich!

LIEBESZAUBER

Die Liebe safS als Nachtigall
Im Rosenbusch und sang;

Es flog der wundersiiffe Schall
Den griinen Wald entlang.

Und wie er klang, - da stieg im Kreis
Aus tausend Kelchen Dufft,

Und alle Wipfel rauschten leis),

Und leiser ging die Luft;

Die Biche schwiegen, die noch kaum
Geplitschert von den Hoh'n,

Die Rehlein standen wie im Traum
Und lauschten dem Getin.

Und hell und immer heller flof¢

Der Sonne Glanz berein,

Um Blumen, Wald und Schlucht ergof¢
Sich goldig roter Schein.

Ich aber zog den Wald entlang
Und hérte auch den Schall.

Ach! was seit jener Stund’ ich sang,
War nur sein Widerhall.
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DEDICATION

You my soul, you my heart,

You my delight, oh you my pain,

You the world I live in,

You the heaven where I float,

Oh you, the grave into which

I have buried my sorrows forever!
You are rest, you are peace,

You are bestowed on me from heaven.
That you loves me makes me more worthy,
You glance has transformed me,

You raise me lovingly above myself,
My good spirit, by better self!

Love’s Magic

Love sat, a nightingale

Singing in the rose bush;

Its wonderfully sweet song flew
Along the green forest.

And where it sounded, there rose

A scent from a thousand chalices of blossom,
And all the tree tops rustled softly,

And the wind was gentle,

The brooks grew silent, barely bubbling
To the heavens,

The fawns stood as if in a dream

And listened to the sound.

And the sun’s brilliance streamed down,
Brighter and brighter,

Pouring red-golden light

Over the flowers, woods, and glen.

I walked along the woods

And heard the sound, too.

Oh! Everything I've sung since that hour
Has echoed it!




MEINE ROSE

Dem holden Lenzgeschmeide,
Der Rose, meiner Freude,

Die schon gebeugt und blasser
Vom heissen Strahl der Sonnen,
Reich ich den Becher Wasser
Aus dunklem, tiefen Bronnen.

Du Rose meines Herzens!

Vom stillen Strabl des Schmerzens
Bist du gebeugt und blasser;

Ich méchte dir zu Fiissen,

Wie dieser Blume Wasser,

Still meine Seele giessen!

Konnt ich dann auch nicht sehen

Dich freudig auferstehen.

LiEBST DU UM SCHONHEIT

Liebst du um Schonbeit,
O nicht mich liebe!
Liebe die Sonne,

Sie trigt ein goldnes Haar.
Liebst du um Jugend,

O nicht mich liebe!
Liebe den Friihling,

Der jung ist jedes Jahr.
Liebst du um Schiitze,
O nicht mich liebe!
Liebe die Meerfrau,

Sie hat viel Perlen klar.
Liebst du um Liebe,

O ja, mich liebe!

Liebe mich immer,
Dich lieb’ ich immerdar.

My RosE

To the dear jewel of the spring,
The rose, my joy,

Which is already stooped and pale
From the hot rays of the sun,

I bring a cup of water

From a dark, deep well.

You, the rose of my heart!

You, too, are stooped and pale

From quiet rays of pain.

Just as I gave the rose water,

I would like to quietly pour out my soul
At your feet.

Then, couldn’t I see you

Rising again, joyful?

IF YOU LOVE FOR BEAUTY

If you love for beauty,

Oh, don’t love me!

Love the sun,

Who has golden hair.

If you love for youth,

Oh, don’t love me!

Love the springtime,
Which is young every year.
If you love for treasure,
Oh, don’t love me!

Love the mermaid—

She has many clear pearls.
If you love for love,

Oh yes! Love me!

Love me always

And I will love you forever.

/ DEc
UrcoMING CONCERTS [(Euisesgael 28
All concerts are Pay-as-you-wish.

Seating is limited so tickets are required. MOZART & MORE F§’
TEMPLE DE LA GLOIRE IA§R

Guest Curator: Guillermo Salas-Sudrez

Tickets ¢ details
May May
SOUNDSALONMUSIC.ORG QUuUEER CLAssICS 29 31
.
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NAHANDOVE

Nabandove, 6 belle Nahandove! L'oiseau nocturne a
commencé ses cris, la pleine lune brille sur ma téte, et la rosée
naissante humecte mes cheveux.

Voici I'heure; qui peut tarréter,

Nahandove, 6 belle Nahandove!

Le lit de feuilles est préparé; je l'ai parsemé de fleurs et
d’herbes odoriférantes; il est digne de tes charmes, Nahandove,
0 belle Nahandove!

Elle vient. ] ai reconnu la respiration précipitée que donne
une marche rapide; jentends le froissement de la pagne qui
Lenveloppe; cest elle, c’est Nahandove, la belle Nahandove!

Reprends haleine, ma jeune amie; repose-toi sur mes genoux.
Que ton regard est enchanteur! Que le movement de ton sein
est vif et délicieux sous la main qui le presse!

Tu souris, Nahandove, 6 belle Nahandove!

1es baisers pénétrent jusqu'a I'dme; tes caresses britlent tous
mes sens;

Arréte, ou je vais mourir. Meurt-on de volupté,
Nahandove, 6 belle Nahandove!

Le plaisir passe comme un éclair. Ta douce haleine saffoiblit,
tes yeux humides se referment, ta téte se penche mollement, et
tes transports séteignent dans la langueur. Jamais tu ne fus si

belle,
Nahandove, 6 belle Nahandove!

Tu pars, et je vais languir dans les regrets et les désirs.

Je languirai jusqu’au soir. Tureviendras ce soir,
Nahandove, é belle Nahandove!

NAHANDOVE
Nahandove, oh beautiful Nahandove! The nocturnal bird

has begun its cries, the full moon shines above my head,
and fresh dew moistens my hair.

The hour has come; what could be delaying you,
Nahandove, oh beautiful Nahandove?

The bed of leaves is prepared; I have scattered flowers
and fragrant herbs; it is worthy of your charms,
Nahandove, oh beautiful Nahandove!

She comes. I recognized the rapid breathing that comes with
a hurried stride; I hear the rustle of the fabric wrapped around
her; it is she. It is Nahandove, the beautiful Nahandove!

Catch your breath, my young friend. Rest yourself on my
knee. You face is enchanting! The movement of your breast
is lively and delicious against my hand that caresses it.

You smile, Nahandove, oh beautiful Nahandove!

Your kisses penetrate my soul; your caresses set all my
senses on fire;

Stop, or I will die. Can one die of delight,
Nahandove, oh beautiful Nahandove!

Pleasure passes like lightning. Your sweet breath falters;
your moist eyes close, your head falls gently forward, and
your delights give way to languor. You have never been
so beautiful,

Nahandove, oh beautiful Nahandove!

You leave, and I languish in regret and desires.

I will languish until this evening. You will return this
evening, Nahandove, oh beautiful Nahandove!

CONTRIBUTE TO A VIBRANT COMMUNITY

THAT CHERISHES THE “Power o CMusic

With your support, we can rise above the challenges the arts and non-profit
sectors are grappling with nationwide. Your contribution empowers SOUND
SALON to build a brighter future where music thrives, echoing Byron’s vision

of a more inclusive and vibrant community.

SOUNDSALONMUSIC.ORG/DONATE
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Aoua

Aoua! Aoua! Méfiez-vous des blancs, habitans du rivage.
Du tems de nos peéres, des blancs descendirent dans cette ile.
On leur dit: Voila des terres, que vos femmes les cultivent;
soyez justes, soyez bons, et devenez nos fréves.

Les blancs promirent, et cependant ils faisoient des
retranchements.

Un fort menagant séleva; le tonnerre fut renfermé dans des
bouches d airain;

leurs prétres voulurent nous donner un Diew Que nous ne
CONNOISSONs pas;

ils parlérent enfin d’obéissance et d’esclavage.

Plitot la mort! Le carnage fut long et terrible;

mais malgré la foudre qu’ils vomissoient et qui écrasoit

des armées entiéres, ils furent tous exterminés.

Aoua! Aona! Méfiez-vous des blancs.

Nous avons vu de nouveaux tyrans, plus forts et plus nombreux,
planter leur pavillons sur le rivage.

Le ciel a combattu pour nous. 1l a fait tomber sur eux les pluies,
les tempétes et les vents empoisonnés. Ils ne sont plus,

et nous vivons, et nous vivons libres. Aona Aoua!
M¢éfiez-vous des blancs, habitans du rivage.

IL EST DOUX

1] est doux de se coucher, durant la chaleur,

sous un arbre touffu, et d'attendre que le vent

du soir améne la fraicheur.

Femmes, approc/yez. Tandis que je me repose ici sous
un arbre touffu,

occupez mon oreille par vos accens prolongés.
Répétez la chanson de la jeune fille, lorsque ses
doigts tressent lanatte,

ou lorsqu’assise auprés du riz, elle chasse

les oiseaux avides.

Le chant plait & mon dme. La danse est pour moi
presque aussi douce qu'un baiser.

Que vos pas soient lents; qu’ils imitent les attitudes
du plaisir et l'abandon dz la volupté.

Le vent du soir se léve; la lune commence a briller
au travers des arbres de la montagne.

Allez, et préparez le repas.
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Aovua

Aoua! Aoua! Inhabitants of the shore, beware of the white men.
In the time of our fathers, the white men came to this island.
We said to them, here is land; let your women cultivate it;

Be just, be good, and become our brothers.

The white men made promises, but meanwhile, they made
entrenchments.

A menacing fort was built; thunder was trapped in cannons’
iron mouths;

Their priests wanted to give us a God whom we

don’t know;

Finally, they spoke of obedience and slavery.

Sooner death! The carnage was long and terrible;

But despite the thunder they spewed and which crushed whole
armies, they were all wiped out.

Aoua! Beware of the white men.

We have seen new tyrants, stronger ones, and more well-known,
Plant their tents on this shore.

Heaven has fought for us. It let rain crash down on them...
floods and poison winds. They are no more,

And we live, and we live in freedom. Aoua!

Inhabitants of the shore, beware of the white men.

IT 1S SWEET

It is sweet to lie down, when it is hot,

Beneath a leafy tree, and to wait for the

Refreshment of the evening wind.

Women, approach. While I rest here beneath

A leafy tree,

Occupy my ear with your drawn out tones.

Repeat the song of the young girl, while her

Fingers braid her hair,

Or while she sits next to the rice and chases away the
greedy birds.

The song pleases my soul. The dance is, for me,
Almost as sweet as a kiss.

Let your steps be slow; let them imitate the moods of
pleasure and the abandon of pleasure.

The evening wind begins to blow; the moon shines
Through the trees on the mountain.

Go, and prepare the evening meal.




MY FEET MAY TAKE A LITTLE WHILE

To walk the way of my dreaming heart
The more I walk, the more I breathe
The more I breathe, the less I know

There is a song I was taught
Of hills and streams and all
The hopes and fears of living things

Are written there in me

DAEDALUS

Is this the life you would have hoped for?
Is this the life you would have died for?

But how things change
Yet stay the same

Is this the life you would have wished for?
Is this the life you would have killed for?

But how things change
Yet stay the same

Can you still find him?
Can you still find him?
Will you still find him?

BEEHIVE

Oh, I’ve seen so much of that
Seen so much of that

That thing, that desperate thing
Those desperate tears

The wailing and the gnashing and the beating of breasts
The fighting and the clawing

But for me

That bee has no sting

Take me to that beautiful place
Drop me in the water

Curl my eyes into my toes
Take this lamb to slaughter
Pray for sinners everywhere

The hive is high

They’ve done so much of that
Done so much of that

That sin, that terrible sin
The sin of them all
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My feet are slower than my heart
Slower than my dreams, than my will
I'll walk a million miles

I've walked a million miles of innocence

My feet may take a little while

To walk the way of my dreaming heart
The more I walk, the more I breathe
The more I breathe, the less I know

He is fallen
Fallen to the sea

Are these the things you would have talked about?
Are these the things you would have dreamed about?

But how things change
Yet stay the same

Can you still find him?
Can you still find him?
Will you still find him?

The shirking and the lying and the staying out late
The fighting and the boozing and the stealing
And the cheating and the fornicating and the
blaspheming

Oh Lord

That bee’s gonna, sure gonna

Sting

Take me to that beautiful place
Drop me in the water

Curl my eyes into my toes
Take this lamb to slaughter
Pray for sinners everywhere
There’s nowhere to hide

Buzz goes the bee
Buzz goes the bee
Buzz goes the bee

But I'm strong enough

And I'm good enough not to be
Stung

By the

Bee
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musical mission, vision, and values by providing ongoing
operational support.

THANK YOU TO OUR GRANTORS

( <821116]{}7
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EARLY MUSIC AMERICA
Sound Salon Past Board Members
Board Members Deborah Bogin Cohen
Dahae Cheong Maria Coldwell
Susan Gulkis Assadi Kitt Day
Dave Morgan Robert DeLine
Lee Peterson Susan Gins
Joy Sherman Flora Lee
Sam Sitzmann Tom Lewandowski
Debbie Massarano
Donna McCampbell
Peggy Monroe
Mar;j Press
Mark Rodgers
Wyatt Smith
Chris Sondreal
Fox Spears
Valerie Yockey
Zhenyu Zhao

THANK YOU TO OUR PARTNERS

Let your légbt continue to shine f{y leaving a legacy gift

to Sound

alon. Have you alrea

ly included us in your

estate planning? Please let us know! Contact ED
Melinda Abendroth (melinda@soundsalonmusic.org)

F 1

M 98.]
ClassicalKING.org

INSPIRE
WASHINGTON

Opening doors to science,
heritage, and the arts.

Early

Music \ Jigsaw
Se: |||(. Chamber
h Ensemble
Staff

Byron Schenkman,
Artistic Director

Melinda Abendroth,

Executive Director

Isa Pagel, Marketing &
Operations Manager

Margy Crosby,

Executive Director Emerita

Contact

1211 E Denny Way, #179
Seattle WA 98122-2516
(360) 525-3459
marketing@
soundsalonmusic.org

WWW.SOUNDSALONMUSIC.ORG
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classical

SEATTLE ey

BACH@

FESTIVAL

BYRD@ENSEMBLE

..|.||||||“||H|.
NOCCO

UP CLOSE AND UNCONDUCTED

Non Profit Tax ID
Sound Salon is a
non-profit 501(c)(3)
organization.

Tax ID# 81-5182891.

Safe Space

Sound Salon provides

a diverse and inclusive
space for all members

of our community to
celebrate the full dignity
of all human beings. This
is a safe environment for
artists, audiences, staff, &
volunteers.




