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Where Love Did Sometimes [#@%&!] Go… 

…more unsolicited commentary from The Singing Correspondent 
 
Well, it’s over now, the semester, if you happen to think in academic terms (it’s handy). Herewith, a bit of a 
recap.  

The Prelim 

With Cavalleria accomplished, and the long holiday break behind us, the process accelerated toward 
performance mode for the January concert series, Luminous Night. 
The Singing Correspondent was torn between conflicting loyalties on January 11 of the brand new year, 
to Grace Chorale of Brooklyn, on the one hand, and the Dallas Cowboys on the other. The Cowboys, 
having enjoyed their best season (12-4) since 2007, were in the thick of the NFL playoffs and were to meet 
their old nemesis, the Green Bay Packers, at 1:05 EST that afternoon. Meanwhile, Grace Chorale had been 
invited to participate in something called “Art on the Corner,” a 10-year-old series with the mission of 
delivering “quality, affordable arts programming” to, of all places, Bay Ridge and southwest Brooklyn. Our 
call time: 1:15 EST.  
Grumbling as he drove, and having arranged to record the game at home, the Correspondent sought for 
long minutes a scarce parking spot somewhere within shouting distance of the venue, the Lutheran Church 
of the Good Shepherd at Fourth Avenue and West Somewhere, while listening to the game’s opening 
minutes. His eureka moment happened to coincide with the enemy’s first score of the game, the Packers 
having sliced through the Dallas defense like a hot knife through butter. Turning off the radio in disgust and 
slamming the car door, he set off to sing. Finally, he found 7420 Fourth Avenue and noticed that the area, 
and even the little church, looked surprisingly familiar. And then it came to the Correspondent, with 
disturbing clarity, that he was smack dab across the street from the site where he’d endured his last 
colonoscopy. 
Not wishing to ponder that event a moment longer, the Correspondent hurriedly entered the Church of the 
Good Shepherd to find...what? An intimate, simple, yet inviting place of worship, not much larger than a 
chapel, about four bays deep, with whitewashed stucco walls and an adjoining baptistry with a sort of 
Carpenter Gothic aesthetic going on. Altogether, it was pleasant enough, with a sense of peacefulness about 
it, and light years away from the 7-0 deficit he’d left back at the car. 

 

By and by, Jason herded our recalcitrant troops together to warm us up. It was a smallish space, as 
mentioned, and acoustically responsive, and Jason concentrated carefully on having us listen to the voices 
in our sections in search of more precise tuning—then, of course, came the usual arrangement of sections in 
the new space, and the customary negotiations for placement of bodies within sections. Finally, all settled 
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in, we rehearsed the material. As per usual, eyes clung to scores, and much coaxing was required to pry 
them off the page. We spent a good deal of time on Five Hebrew Love Songs—specifically, the first bar of 
the first piece, “Temuná.” Time well spent, as it happens, as the ladies nailed those first unaccompanied 
notes and gently floated them out to the assembled smallish crowd that gathered at 3:00 pm to hear us. 
It was interesting to try these pieces out on an audience to see (or hear) reactions: to the Love Songs (pretty 
close attention), to The Language of the Birds (stunned stupefaction), to the Three Joyce Poems (still with 
us), to Luminous Night (brought ‘em to their feet, at least a couple of them). Of course, we were sans 
strings (which at that point none of us had yet heard), but Matthew’s accompaniment was more than ample.  
The Singing Correspondent was on his way out the door when he was buttonholed by an audience member. 
She had not been able, she told the Correspondent, to make out the lyrics to The Language of the Birds, 
and wondered why. Back on his heels a bit, the Correspondent muttered some blather or other about 
musical lyrics often being difficult to decipher, why, even English lyrics at the Met are supertitled, 
yaddayaddayadda. He then opened his score and offered to show her the lyrics to “Birdsong,” and gamely 
tried to entice her into coming to the concert at the end of the month, where the lyrics would in fact be 
printed in the program. But it was a hard sell.  
Back on the street, the Correspondent hustled with all dispatch to the car and the results he dreaded: 
Packers 26, Cowboys 21. He consoled himself with the fact that the ‘boys had not embarrassed themselves, 
had given them a darn good game. Only later did he learn of the fatal (and controversial) overturned call on 
Dez Bryant’s astonishing goal-line catch. A heartbreaker it was, allayed only a bit by the remembrance of 
the afternoon’s Five Hebrew Love Songs. 

The Main Event(s) 
So, with a sort of trial run under our collective belt and two weeks before the (real) concerts, back to 
rehearsal we went. The following Wednesday evening proved illuminating. Vince Peterson, this season’s 
commissioned composer and the creator of Three Joyce Poems, visited us, listened, seemed pleased and, 
with Jason’s blessing, proceeded to work with us. For the Singing Correspondent, and, he expects, for 
others, it was an eye opener. The Correspondent does not recall any other composer giving as thorough an 
explanation of the genesis of the work and as accessible an entrée to performing it, focusing, for instance, 
on expressiveness, the story being told, rather than precision of pitch and timing. About which more later. 
At our next and final rehearsal, we were joined by the string quartet, a crucial element, you will agree, for 
any event subtitled “A Concert for Chorus and String Quartet.” Eli Spindel of String Orchestra of 
Brooklyn (SOB), our erstwhile conductor on this season’s Cavalleria Rusticana, was on second violin, with 
some terrific musicians joining him on first violin, viola and cello. They brought out elements of the 
program that we perhaps hadn’t been conscious of missing, but seemed indispensable once we heard them, 
such as the opening bars of the Beethoven and, especially, the sonorous introductory lines of the cello in 
Luminous Night. 

Friday Night 
We gathered at our first performance venue, St. Ann’s of Montague Street, early on Friday evening: 5:30 
pm, some of us dashing from earning our daily bread in faraway places like Manhattan and just making it. 
Jason lost no time in herding us into the sanctuary and deploying us on the risers that stalwart volunteers, 
led by David Behl of the bass section, had heroically procured and set up even earlier. (It should be noted 
here that, post-Cavalleria, our ranks were reduced, some members taking a time-out for whatever reason, 
so the jockeying for position was less intense than is sometimes the case.) 
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Jason put us through our paces, essentially conducting all parts of the program to hear and fine-tune the 
pieces in the space. The strings joined us a bit later, and we worked a bit more before retiring backstage 
about 6:30 to await the audience for a 7:00 pm go.  
When we returned, at approximately 7:10, they were there, of course, but there were so few of them. Or so 
it seemed to the Singing Correspondent, who was perhaps recalling the healthy houses we enjoyed for last 
year’s Carmina Burana or the prior season’s Missa Solemnis, those of course being massive pieces with 
drawing power. Not so, clearly, for a late Beethoven elegy and a collection of pieces by four contemporary 
composers, more’s the pity, especially on a blistering cold night in late January. Rather than a small house, 
however, the Correspondent preferred to think of our guests as a select, even elite, coterie. 
And the elite 100 or so souls listened politely, with enthusiasm at times, especially for the Beethoven 
string quartet, opus 18, no. 4, not programmatically listed but admirably executed by the quartet. When 
the event was over, an hour and change later, many happily joined us for a reception backstage where 
snacks and sweets were served and wine flowed (sort of) freely.  

Saturday Night 

Appropriately, and in keeping with the wintry theme of the concert—Luminous Night—and certainly 
Gordon Reynolds’ evocative design for postcards and flyers—the snows came late Friday night. The 
Singing Correspondent slept in Saturday morning, so it was with renewed vigor that he repaired to All 
Saints Episcopal Church in Park Slope on Saturday at 5:30, to have a second go at it.  
Regarding the previous night’s efforts, Jason noted with satisfaction that he had heard complimentary 
remarks about our rendering of the Beethoven Elegischer Gesang, in which the dynamics are so critical. 
We then ran through the pieces per usual, Jason stressing that, with the live acoustics of the space, we 
didn’t have to work so hard—relax, he urged, and concentrate on bringing out the long lines of the music. 
We concentrated on the Three Joyce Poems, the Correspondent recalls, hoping to root out for once and 
always that consarned “S” being carelessly appended to “Bright cap[s]” and  “did sometime[s] go” by 
some miscreant(s).  It only takes one… 
There was to be no reception following the concert this night, it being felt that the reception space at All 
Saints was too remote and too many stairwells away. Instead, composer Vince Peterson would hold a 
talkback with interested audience members to field questions and discuss the process of setting Three 
Joyce Poems to music. 
Come 7:00, we once again made an entrance, filing through the sanctuary onto the risers to discover that, if 
it came down to, say, a snowball fight between chorus and audience, we stood a pretty good chance. They 
were select indeed in their numbers, or lack of, to the point that it was pretty easy to pick out individual 
faces in the “crowd.” But they were not unresponsive, and the program went well, with no errant esses to 
be heard. 
Post-concert, composer Vince held a group of audience and choristers absorbed while speaking of the 
creative process that brought the Joyce poems from book to score. The Singing Correspondent was late to 
the talk, but was struck by fragments he heard from Vince regarding choral singing and what drove him to 
choose that path as a career. Choral music presents a unique opportunity to the composer, said Peterson, 
because of its power to affect people.  “There’s a psyche attached to the instrument,” he stressed, that 
endows choral literature with the ability to tell a story with an arc that is “both substantial and tangible.” 
The notion of choral music as story-telling: a concept the Correspondent had not really considered much, 
being all gnarled in trying to hit an F natural rather than the F#. 
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Sunday Afternoon 
It was a gloriously crisp winter day. As the Singing Correspondent searched for potables, with which the 
tenors and basses had been tasked for the day’s reception, he mused on Ernie Banks, “Mr. Cub,” who had 
died Friday night. An always sunny optimist who loved the game (baseball, that is) despite playing every 
inning of his storied career with the woeful Chicago Cubs, he is forever associated with the cheery 
sentiment “Let’s play two.” To the Correspondent, the day invited something of the same. Let’s sing two, 
he thought, as he approached the church with the Luminous Night earwig setting up shop in his brain.  
Now, while the team of Gjello and Silvestri (with a nod to St. John of the Cross) won’t soon make us 
forget, say, Lerner and Loewe, there’s a power to Luminous Night of the Soul that’s undeniable. Why, the 
Correspondent found himself getting all moved and welling up at Sunday afternoon’s pre-show rehearsal, 
before he could get a grip, find some composure, and sing. Something about the text, a paean to art and 
those who make or try to make it and the spirit that begets it, combined with those harmonies, and, oh 
heavenly day, the light! Lafayette Avenue Presbyterian, with its rich history (a stop on the Underground 
Railroad, for example) and evocative wall murals of the residents of Fort Greene in the ‘70s (1970s, that is), 
is warm and welcoming, and its Tiffany windows are the glory of the place. But the happy accident of two 
Tiffanys in the western wall being out for restoration allowed the oblique winter light of that luminous 
afternoon to flood the church and bathe the galleries in an ethereal, well, heavenly, sort of radiance. And 
there we were, trying our level best to make art together, trying with Jason to crescendo those first seven 
pages to a resounding “You,” buttressed by Matthew and his expert rendering of that sweet interlude: 
Man, it was worth every cent of $136.  

And then the audience arrived. And a very modest 
one it was, we discovered when we made our 
entrances at 3:05 or so, even more so than the two 
previous evenings. But they were game. Did you 
notice? To the Singing Correspondent, it seemed that 
they were the most attentive and appreciative 
audience of the three. Maybe we were sharper that 
afternoon, maybe more focused, the hydra heads not 
buried in scores, in response to Jason’s appeals. It 
may have been the intimacy of the space at Lafayette. 
Or maybe it was the light, which allowed us to see 
them more clearly and them to be a little enchanted 
and borne along with us on the music. In any case, it 
was tonic for the spirit and a most satisfying way to 
end the semester. 

 
Gracefully, 
 
The Singing Correspondent 

 
 
 
 


