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(The Singing Correspondent is the unofficial and sporadic blogger of Grace Chorale of Brooklyn.) 

I’d Say that I Had Spring Fever… 
seasonal musings from The Singing Correspondent 

Spring, until recently a mischievous February rumor dashed by this year’s mid-March 
blizzard, sprang upon us in full force this month. The magnolias and flowering pear trees in The 
Singing Correspondent’s neighborhood, for example, are bounteous at the moment of this 
writing—but the really cool, umbrella-shaped ornamental cherries are already past it. Why, by 
the time we say so long to cruel April on concert weekend, April 28 and 29, the whole shebang 
may be nearly over. The Correspondent hopes not, as he looks forward to enjoying Sakura 
Matsuri, Brooklyn Botanic Garden’s cherry blossom festival, along with 150,000 or so close 
friends the Sunday after our “Songs of Spring,” and hopes to see at least a few blossoms in situ. 

It seems appropriate that both events should share the weekend. The centuries-old 
Japanese custom of hanami, or flower viewing, was traditionally accompanied by music, and 
Sakura Matsuri, in the Correspondent’s experience, hasn’t disappointed—he recalls fondly, for 
instance, coming across The Persuasions unexpectedly at the end of the Garden’s famous cherry 
allée some years ago in a sort of apotheosis of four-part harmony and hanami. 

We return the favor in tonight’s aptly titled program, presenting songs of spring aplenty 
(Spring Rain; The Spring Time of the Year; Come, Lovely Spring; Five Centuries of Spring); 
featuring some of your favorite months (April Song; Now Is the Month of Maying); and lots and 
lots of flowers (Chères Fleurs; A Red, Red Rose; Green Broom; With a Lily in Your Hand; 
Dirait-on (from Les Chansons des Roses)). 

It’s a choral bouquet for sure, and a mixed one, from the jaunty medieval slyness of Now 
Is the Month to the jaunty 1960s slyness of Ward Swingle’s It Was a Lover and his Lass, from 
Robbie Burns’s straightforward declaration of undying devotion (A Red, Red Rose) to Garcia 
Lorca’s mystical tale of a mysterious night love, in a vivid setting by Eric Whitacre (With a Lily 
in Your Hand). Tonally, it rounds the bases from Morton Lauridsen’s lushly melodic Dirait-on to 
Chen Yi’s largely unpitched abstraction, Spring Rain. 

For the Correspondent’s money, though, the pick of the litter—to crudely mix 
metaphors—is this year’s commissioned work, April Song, by Grace Chorale’s own Matt Podd, 
our accompanist and Assistant Music Director, with which we end the program. Matt has set four 
Sara Teasdale poems—April Song, May Night, The Rose and the Bee, and There Will Come Soft 
Rains—to a wonderfully varied score, and finds the spring-y essence in each. The Correspondent 
is especially partial to the Bossa Nova beat of the bee and rose, which conjures for him (and will 
for others in his age cohort, he predicts with confidence) images of Burt and Angie enjoying a 
Martini & Rossi on the rocks.  

You will, of course, have your own favorites among the offerings. In any event, we hope 
we satisfy your springtime musical itch tonight, without setting off your allergies. If you leave 
thinking, “Dang, I wish they’d sung ‘Green Grow the Lilacs,’” perhaps you’ll return same time 
next year. Hey, you never know. It might as well be spring. 

       Gracefully, 

       The Singing Correspondent 


