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Penitentia
Stabat mater dolorosa	 			   Plainchant

Kyrie fons bonitatis	 				    Codex Engelberg 314, 14th c.

Dolens Adam						     Brigittine chant, 14th c.

Mittendus predicitur					    Ms. Tours 927, 13th c.

Libera me / Bone Jesu dulcis cunctis		  Ms. Paris 10581, 15th c.

Or piangiamo, ché piange Maria			   Florence Laudario, 14th c.

Kyrie salve						      Anonymous

Homo miserabilis / Brumas est mort		  Codex Las Huelgas, 13th c.

Audi pontus, audi tellus				    Codex Las Huelgas

Invocabit me	 					     Anonymous

O mens cogita					     Philip the Chancellor (c. 1160-1236) 

Dolens Adam	 					     Anonymous

De Profundis						     Peter Seibert

Stabat iuxta Christi crucem				    Codex Las Huelgas

Clama ne cesses / Alleluia	 			   Codex Las Huelgas

Sanctus / Osanna salvifica	 			   Codex Calixtinus, 12th c.

Processit in stipites					     Ms. Tours 927

Breve dies hominis					     School of Notre Dame, 13th c. 

Italics indicate instrumental pieces.

Erika Chang, soprano 

Marian Seibert, soprano

Marjy Fiddler, hurdy-gurdy

Bill McJohn, harp

Directed by Eric Mentzel
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Lent, the penitential season preceding 
Easter, is a time for reflection upon 
human frailty, sorrow for our sinful nature, 
and the desire to make amends. There
is a rich tradition of medieval song, 
both liturgical and non-liturgical, that 
reflects this practice, inspiring believers 
to repent and guiding them on the path 
towards salvation. 

One striking aspect of many of the texts 
sung tonight is their deeply personal and 
evocative nature. It is not enough to merely 
state that Christ died for our sins; these 
texts sometimes go into uncomfortable 
detail, describing the lashes He endured, 
the blood running down His body, the 
nailing to the cross. They elicit empathy, 
as well as a painful realization that the 
sin common to all humans is responsible 
for bringing this terrible fate down upon 
the cherished Savior, the embodiment of 
divine love.

Another device that is deployed to soften 
the heart of the sinner is the prominent 
role of the Virgin Mary as a character in 
this awful drama. Everyone can understand 
and feel the intense pain that a mother 
would feel watching her son’s brutal 
execution, and so some of these pieces 
place her, and us, at the center of the scene. 
The text of our first piece, Stabat mater 
dolorosa, contains a detailed description 
of her mental torment, asking: “Who 
would not weep, seeing the Mother of 
Christ in such agony?” It closes with the 
words: “I wish to stand next to the cross 
with you and join with you in lamenting.” 
Mary’s pain is the pain of all Christendom, 
which joins in her lament. Similar themes 
are explored by Stabat iuxta later in the 
program, and in the Italian lauda, Or 
piangiamo, where we overhear the Virgin
Mary herself crying out to her crucified son. 
 
The compare-and-contrast juxtaposition of 
Eve and the Virgin Mary, embodiments of 
disobedience and compliance, or the way of 
sin and the path to salvation, is a common 
trope that forms the basis of Dolens Adam. 
Here Adam mourns the pride of his wife, 
Eve, which led to the Fall, but rejoices 
in the humility of his daughter, Mary, 
through whom we will be redeemed. 

There is a strong dose of moral exhortation 
in many of our selections tonight, such as 
Homo miserablis (You are weak and doomed. 
Why do you not mourn your fate?), Audi 
pontus (The day of judgement is at hand. 
Why do you pursue false happiness?). 
O mens cogita (Earthly joys are fleeting. 
Prepare for the end.), and Breves dies homini 
(Life is short, and we keep pursuing the 
forbidden. Repent now!). 

The practice of troping is also strongly 
represented in this program. A trope, or 
prosa, was often inserted into a piece of 
pre-existing chant to customize it for 
a particular feast or express a particular 
sentiment. For example, Kyrie eleison means 
simply, “Lord have mercy,” but the addition 
of the “Fons bonitatis” trope turns it into a 
multi-layered prayer of praise and entreaty. 
The “Bone Jesu” text added to Libera me 
asks Jesus, Mary, and a long list of saints 
to intercede with God for the forgiveness 
of sin, and a further penitential prosa is 
attached to the Sanctus from the Codex 
Calixtinus.

Tonight we are especially pleased to offer 
the world premiere of De profundis, by 
Seattle composer Peter Seibert. This piece 
sets verses 1-5 of Psalm 130, “Out of the 
depths I cry to you, Lord.” Commissioned 
in honor of the 35th Anniversary of 
the Medieval Women’s Choir, it uses 
contemporary harmonic language to evoke 
medieval chant and early polyphony. 
We wish to thank Peter for creating this 
beautiful work for us, and we hope you 
enjoy hearing it as much as we enjoy 
singing it!

Eric Mentzel

Program Notes

Artistic Director Eric Mentzel 
has enjoyed an international career as a singer, 
teacher, and ensemble director. During 15 years 
living abroad he appeared at major venues 
across Europe, including the Holland Festival, 
the Edinburgh Festival, the Amsterdam 
Concertgebouw, the Cité de la Musique, and the 
Brussels Palais de Beaux Arts, and as far afield as 
Japan and Australia. He has also worked closely 
with some of the most highly regarded ensembles 
in the early music field, including Sequentia, the 
Ferrara Ensemble, and the Huelgas Ensemble, 
and has appeared on more than 50 CDs for Sony, 
Decca, BMG, Harmonia Mundi, Arcana, Opus 
111, Raumklang, and Naxos. His recordings 
have been awarded numerous European prizes. 
Mentzel, a Professor of Voice at the University of 
Oregon, has also taught at the Royal Conservatoire 
in The Hague, Netherlands; the Schola Cantorum 
in Basel, Switzerland; and the State University of 
Music and Performing Arts in Stuttgart, Germany.

Assistant Director Marian (Molly) Seibert 
studied early music at Indiana University and has 
performed with many vocal ensembles, including 
the Trinity Consort. Our audience knows her best 
as a frequent soloist and artistic partner of the 
Medieval Women’s Choir. In her “other” life, she 
works for a letterpress print shop.
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Stabat Mater dolorosa
iuxta crucem lacrimosa
Dum pendebat Filius.

Cuius animam gementem 
Contristatam et dolentem
Pertransivit gladius.

O quam tristis et afflicta
Fuit illa benedicta
Mater Unigeniti!

Quae maerebat et dolebat,
Pia Mater, dum videbat
Nati poenas incliti.

Quis est homo qui non fleret,
Christi si videret
In tanto supplicio?

Quis non potest contristari,
piam Matrem contemplari
dolentem cum Filio?

Pro peccatis suae gentis
vidit Jesum in tormentis,
et flagellis subditum.

Vidit suum dulcem natum
morientem desolatum,
dum emisit spiritum.

Eia Mater, fons amoris,
me sentire vim doloris
fac, ut tecum lugeam.

Fac ut ardeat cor meum
In amando Christum Deum,
ut sibi complaceam.

Sancta Mater, istud agas,
crucifixi fige plagas
cordi meo valide.

Tui nati vulnerati,
Tam dignati pro me pati,
poenas mecum divide.

Fac me vere tecum flere,
crucifixo condolere,
donec ego vixero.

Juxta crucem tecum stare,
ac me tibi sociare
in planctu desidero.

Virgo virginum praeclara,
mihi iam non sis amara:
fac me tecum plangere.

Fac ut portem Christi mortem,
passionis fac me sortem,
et plagas recolere.

Fac me plagis vulnerari,
cruce hac inebriari,
et cruore Filii.

Flammis urar ne succensus,
per te Virgo, sim defensus
in die iudicii.

Fac me cruce custodiri,
morte Christi praemuniri,
confoveri gratia.

Quando corpus morietur,
fac ut animae donetur
Paradisi gloria.

The sorrowful Mother
stood weeping beside the cross
where her Son was hanging.

Through her groaning soul,
sorrowful and grieving,
a sword passed.

O how sad and afflicted 
was that blessed Mother
Of the only-begotten [Son],

[She] who mourned and sorrowed,
the Holy Mother, when she saw
the torment of her glorious son.

Who is the man who would not weep 
if he saw the Mother of Christ
in such agony?

Who could not be saddened
on beholding the holy Mother
suffering with her Son?

For the sins of his people
she saw Jesus in torment,
And brought low with scourges.

She saw her sweet Son 
dying desolate,
while he let his spirit go.

O Mother, fountain of love,
make me feel the power of your sorrow,
that I may grieve with you.

Grant that my heart may burn 
in loving Christ my God,
that I may please him.

Holy Mother, do this:
affix the wounds of the crucified one
strongly in my heart.

Share with me the torments 
of your wounded Son,
who was so worthy to suffer for me.

Let me truly weep with you,
sorrowing for the crucified one,
as long as I shall live.

I wish to stand next to the cross 
with you and to join with you
in lamenting.

Brightest Virgin of virgins, 
(for to me you are not bitter):
let me weep with you.

Let me bear the death of Christ, 
let me recall his fate of suffering,
and his stripes.

Let me be wounded with his stripes, 
drunk with this cross
and the blood of the Son.

May I be defended by you,
Virgin, lest I be burned by flames
on Judgment Day.

Let me be guarded by the cross,
fortified by the death of Christ,
cared for by grace.

When my body dies,
let the glory of Paradise
be given to my soul.

Stabat Mater

Kyrie, fons bonitatis 
pater ingenite, 
a qua bona cuncta procedunt: eleison.
Kyrie eleison.

Kyrie, qui pati natum 
mundi pro crimine, 
ipsum ut salvaret misisti: eleison.
Kyrie eleison.

Kyrie, qui septiformis 
dans dona pneumatis, 
a quo cælum, terra replentur: eleison
Kyrie eleison.

Christe, unice dei patris 
genite quem de virgine  
nasciturum mundo mirifice, 
sancti prædixerunt 
prophetæ: eleison.
Christe eleison. 
 
Christe hagie, cæli compos regiæ, 
melos gloriæ cui semper adstans 
pro numine angelorum 
decantat apex: eleison.
Christe eleison. 
 

Lord, fount of goodness, 
Father unbegotten,
from whom all good comes, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.

Lord, who was born because 
of the crimes of the world 
He came to save, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.

Lord, who fills the world 
with the sevenfold 
gifts of the spirit, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.

Christ, one God, begotten of the Father, 
miraculously born of the Virgin 
into the world, 
as announced by the prophets, 
have mercy.
Christ, have mercy. 
 
Christ most holy, King of Heaven, 
the power of whom the angels sing 
glorious melodies from on high, 
have mercy.
Christ, have mercy. 
 

Kyrie fons bonitatis
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Dolens Adam ex famine, 
quod Eve serpens edidit, 
lugens ex poenitudine, 
quod ipsa sibi credidit.

Gavisus est de Virgine, 
quam novit deum parere, 
suggestoris intelligens
verbis hanc numquam credere.

Luxit uxorem propriam 
fuisse superbissimam, 
gaudens prescivit filiam 
in omnibus humillimam.

Quae per obedientiam 
coeli portas aperuit,
quas mater per superbiam 
cunctis precludi meruit.

Maria Mater gratiae, 
Mater misericordiae,
tu nos ab hoste protege, 
et hora mortis suscipe.

Gloria tibi domine,
qui natus es de virgine, 
cum patre et sancto spiritu, 
in sempiterna saecula, Amen

Adam sorrowed by the hunger
which the serpent caused through Eve
weeping from regret,
because she believed the serpent.

He rejoiced in the Virgin,
who he knew would bear God,
understanding the tempter’s words, 
never believing them.

He mourned that his own wife 
had been most proud, but rejoicing, he 
foresaw that his daughter would be in 
all things most humble.

Who through obedience 
opened the gates of heaven, 
which her mother through pride 
caused to be shut to all.

Mary, Mother of grace, 
Mother of mercy,
protect us from the enemy,
and receive us at the hour of death.

Glory to You, O Lord,
who were born of the Virgin,
with the Father and the Holy Spirit, 
forever and ever, Amen.

Dolens Adam

Christe cælitus adsis nostris precibus,
pronis mentibus quem in terris 
devote colimus, 
ad te pie Jesu clamantes: eleison.
Christe eleison.

Kyrie, spiritus alme, 
cohærens patri natoque, 
unius usiæ consistendo flans ab 
utroque: eleison.
Kyrie eleison.

Kyrie, qui baptizato in Jordanis 
unda Christo,
effulgens specie columbina 
apparuisti: eleison.
Kyrie eleison.

Kyrie, ignis divine, 
pectora nostra succende, 
ut digni pariter te proclamare
possimus semper: eleison.
Kyrie eleison.

Christ, be inspired by the zeal of our prayers;
The zeal of our souls, which on earth, 
shouts out to you 
merciful Jesus, have mercy.
Christ, have mercy.

Lord, spirit of love, who proceeds 
from both the 
Father and the Son, 
have mercy.
Lord, have mercy

Lord, baptized as the Christ 
in the waves of Jordan, 
appeared radiant in the form of a dove, 
have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.

Lord, divine fire, 
fill our hearts,  
that we may be worthy to proclaim 
your power always, have mercy. 
Lord, have mercy.

Mittendus predicitur,
Morte vite vincitur,
Et predictus mittitur, 
concipitur, et nascitur,
Magnum consilium. 
Morte vite vincitur, et tollitur.
Et moritur 
mortis dominium.

Deus homo nascitur
Morte vite vincitur,
Et propter nos traditur, 
conspuitur, contenditur,
Et fit opprobrium.
Morte vite vincitur, et tollitur.
Et moritur 
mortis dominium.

In cruce suspenditur,
Morte vite vincitur,
Sanguis aqua labitur, 
redimitur, et regitur,
Mundi flagicium.
Morte vite vincitur, et tollitur.
Et moritur 
mortis dominium.

Consolemur igitur
Morte vite vincitur,
Surrexit non moritur, 
absconditur, et creditur 
Nostrum iudicium.
Morte vite vincitur, et tollitur.
Et moritur 
mortis dominium.

It was predicted that he would be sent, 
By death life conquers
And the prophesied one was sent, 
conceived, and born,
[And] was the great plan. 
By death life conquers, and
Death’s rule is taken away, 
death dies itself.

God is born man
By death life conquers
And for our sake is taken, 
is reviled, and struck,
And made an object of scorn.
By death life conquers, and
Death’s rule is taken away, 
death dies itself.

On the cross He is suspended
By death life conquers
And blood flows with water, but 
redeemed, and guided
Is the sin of the world.
By death life conquers, and
Death’s rule is taken away, 
death dies itself.

Therefore, let us be comforted;
By death life conquers 
He is arisen and is not dead, 
and hidden, and credited,
Is our sentence.
By death life conquers, and
Death’s rule is taken away, 
death dies itself.

Mittendus predicitur
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Libera me, Domine, de morte æterna, 
in die illa tremenda
Quando cœli movendi sunt et terra
Dum veneris iudicare sæculum per ignem.

Tremens factus sum ego, et timeo, 
dum discussio venerit,
atque ventura ira
Quando cœli movendi sunt et terra.

Dies illa, dies iræ, calamitatis et miseriæ, 
dies magna et amara valde
Dum veneris iudicare sæculum per ignem.

Requiem æternam dona eis, Domine: 
et lux perpetua luceat eis.

Bone Jesu dulcis cunctis 
eterni patris filius.
Te precamur pro defunctis 
assis eis propicius.
Vulnera pande citius 
atri pro tuo famulo.
Ut fruatur uberius
tui perhenni gaudio. 
Quando cœli movendi sunt et terra.

Maria fons dulcedinis 
imperatur seculorum. 
Dei mater et hominis 
consolatio mestorum. 
A carcere tormentorum 
educas hunc prece pia.
Melodiis angelorum
iungas in celi curia. 
Dum veneris iudicare sæculum per ignem.

Stephane qui meruisti 
prothomartirem affore. 
Laurenti levita christi 
magne gygas christofore. 
O martires cum fervore 
dulcem iesum postuletis.
Ut exutam a corpore
animam collocet letis.	
Quando cœli movendi sunt et terra.

O Maria Magdalena 
Agnes, Martha, Katherina. 
Clara facie serena 
Elizabeth et Christina.
Virginum o vos agmina 
exhortare deum pium.
Ut iam defuncti crimina
tollat post hoc exilium.	
Dum veneris iudicare sæculum per ignem.

Libera me / Bone Jesu
Deliver me, O Lord, from death eternal 
on that fearful day,
When the heavens and the earth shall be moved, 
When thou shalt come to judge the world by fire.

I am made to tremble, and I fear, 
till the judgment be upon us, 
and the coming wrath,
When the heavens and the earth shall be moved.

That day, day of wrath, calamity and misery, 
day of great and exceeding bitterness,
When thou shalt come to judge the world by fire.

Rest eternal grant unto them, O Lord: 
and let light perpetual shine upon them.

O Jesus, good and kind to all, 
Son of the eternal Father,
We pray to you for the dead; 
Grant them your favor.
Hasten to show the Father your wounds 
On behalf of your servant,
So that they may abundantly delight
In your eternal joy.	
When the heavens and the earth shall be moved.

Mary fount of sweetness, 
Ruling from age to age, 
Mother of God and man, 
Consolation of mourners:
From this prison of torments 
Lead us with your pious prayer
And unite us with the angel choirs
In heaven’s court.	
When thou shalt come to judge the world by fire.

O Stephen who has merited 
The name of protomartyr, 
Laurence, deacon of Christ, 
Great Christopher the giant:
O martyrs, pray ardently 
To sweet Jesus
That the soul laying aside the body
Shall rest in joy.	
When the heavens and the earth shall be moved.

O Mary Magdalene, 
Agnes, Martha, Catherine, 
Clara, serene visage, 
Elizabeth and Christina:
O you throngs of virgins 
Exhort holy God
To expunge the sins of the dead
As they leave this exile.	
When thou shalt come to judge the world by fire.

Motetus:

Homo miserabilis,
tu nunquam stabilis
quomodo letaris?
Vita tua debilis,
et mors tua flebilis
quare non tristaris?
Nam per mortem transies
et non revereris,
fragilis ut glacies
et cras moveris
somelmori in hac vita est tua sors,
certus esto ne dubita brumas est mort.

Tenor: Brumas est mort

Homo miserabilis / 
Brumas est mort

Or piangiamo, ché piange Maria,  
in questa dia sovr’ogna dolente.

Si doloros’a la croce piange,
tutta s’infrange guardando lo suo amore; 
e tempestosa battaglia la tange:
ben mille lance pare che senta al core. 
Con grande dolore l’alta imperadrice piangendo 
dice, lui così vegente:
Or piangiamo,

“A cui rimango da ch’io t’ò perduto? 
Al core venuto m’è si grande coltello, 
laxa, c’ora piango lo dolze salute 
annuntiato da san Gabriello;
si grande flagella lo dolzore del parto! 
Se mi diparto morrò di presente.
Or piangiamo,

“Vegiomi sola, figliuolo, di te, madre, 
confitto in quadre, di sangue vermiglio; 
[spo]sa it figliuola di te, dolce pa[dre];
da gente ladre mi sé tolto, figlio.
A cui m’apiglio? Lassa, tapinella
una donzella così rimanente.”
Or piangiamo,

Or piangiamo
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Motetus:

Wretched man, 
you are never stable, 
how can you rejoice?
Your life is weak, 
and your death is pitiable, 
why do you not mourn? 
For through death you will pass 
and will not return,
fragile like ice,
and tomorrow you will be moved.
Once-dead in this life is your fate, 
be certain and do not doubt, the winter is death.

Tenor: Brumas est mort

Let us now weep, since Mary is weeping, 
on this day sadder than any other.

So sadly does she cry at the cross,
she tears at herself looking at her love; 
and a stormy battle rages in her:
it seems she feels a thousand spears in her heart.
With great pain the high empress cries and says, 
as He looks on:
Let us now weep,

“To whom am I left, since I have lost you? 
Such a great knife penetrates my heart, 
That, alas, I now regret the sweet salutation 
announced by Saint Gabriel;
the sweetness of giving birth was such a great calamity! 
If I am parted from You, I will die immediately.
Let us now weep,

“I see myself a mother deprived of You, my Son, 
nailed to the cross, red with blood;
spouse and daughter I am to you, sweet Father; 
by thieves, my Son, You are stolen from me.
To whom can I cling? Alas, miserable 
is a maid who is left like that.”
Let us now weep,

Or piangiamo

O mens cogita, quod preterit 
mundi figura; fugit subita,
sic interit quasi pictura.
Floret ut cucurbita, 
cum ingerit se nox obscura, 
brevis orbita cum steterit, 
cito lapsura.

Dulcescit, sed inserit 
amara plura. 
Quis nescit quod leserit
fallax mixtura?
Tabescit, et deperit tamquam litura; 
vanescit, cum fugerit non reditura.

Quanta vanitas, 
sublimitas casura,
umbra fragilis, nec stabilis 
neque secura. 
Quanta vilitas est dignitas 
mundana, spuma gracilis,
flos sterilis, spes vana.

O qualis, quam misera
mors est, quam dura,
penalis et aspera nec moritura.

Iam recogita de temporis 
iactura, sis solicita 
de corporis fractura.

Culpam caveas et veniam procura, 
Tremens paveas 
de iudicis censura.

O mind, think deeply that the figure of 
the world passes by; it is suddenly fleeting, 
and thus it perishes like a painting.
It flourishes like a gourd, 
when dark night comes in;
its course is short while it lasts,
and it suddenly fails.

It grows sweet, but sows
many bitter things. 
Who does not know that its false
potion does great harm? 
It fades, and perishes like an erasure; 
it vanishes, while it flees never to return.

How great is vanity, 
sublimity which soon will pass, 
a fragile shadow, not stable, 
nor secure.
How low is worldly dignity,
it is a graceful spray, 
a sterile flower, a vain hope.

O what a death! How wretched, 
how hard death is; 
punitive and harsh, and will itself not die.

So now think of time’s 
passing, be solicitous 
for your body’s failing.

Beware of fault and seek pardon; 
and trembling, fear
the censures of the judge.

O mens cogita

Audi, pontus, 
audi, tellus;
audi, marls magni limbus; 
audi, homo;
audi, omne quod vivit sub sole: 
prope est, veniet.
Ecce iam dies est,
dies ilia, dies invisa, dies amara, 
qua celum fugiet,
sol erubescet,
luna fugabitur,
sidera super terram cadent. 
Heu, miser, heu, miser, 
heu, cur, homo ineptam
sequeris leticiam?

Hear, O sea;
hear, O earth;
hear, O great earth-girdle of the ocean; 
hear, O man;
hear, all that lives beneath the sun. 
He is near, He will come.
See: the day is already here,
that day, that hated day, that bitter day 
when the heavens will flee,
the sun blush,
the moon be put to flight, 
the stars fall to earth.
Alas, O wretched; 
alas, O man, why
do you pursue false happiness?

Audi pontus
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De profundis clamavi ad te, Domine; 
Domine exaudi vocem meam.

Fiant aures tuae intendentes
in vocem deprecationis meae.

Si iniquitates observaveris, Domine,
Domine, quis sustinebit?

Quia apud te propitiatio est,
et propter legem tuam, sustinui te, 
Domine.

Sustinuit anima mea in verbo eius; 
speravit anima mea in Domino.

Out of the depths I cry to you, Lord;
Lord, hear my voice.

Let your ears be attentive
to my cry for mercy.

If you, Lord, kept a record of sins,
Lord, who could withstand you?

But with you there is forgiveness,
And because of your law, I endured, 
Lord.

My soul endured in his word,
My soul trusted in the Lord.

De Profundis

Stabat iuxta Christi crucem 
Stabat videns vite ducem
Vite valefacere;

Stabat mater, nec iam mater, 
Et quid sit eventus ater,
Novo novit funere.

Stabat virgo spectans crucem,
Et utramque pati lucem, 
Set plus suam, doluit;

Illa stabat, hic pendebat, 
Et que foris hic ferebat
Hec intus sustinuit.

Intus cruci conclavatur,
Intus sui iugulator 
Mater agni gladio,

Intus martir consecratur,
Intus tota concrematur 
Amoris incendio.

Modo manus, modo latus, 
Modo ferro pes foratus 
Occulis resumiter,

Modo capud spinis tutum, 
Cuius orbis totus nutum
Et sentit et sequitur.

Os verendum lutum sputis
Et flagellis rupta cutis
Et tot rivi sanguinis,

Probra, risus et que restant, 
Orbitati tela prestant
Et dolori virginis.

Nunc, nunc parit, nunc scit vere,
Quam maternum sit dolere, 
Quam amarum parere,

Nunc se dolor orbitati 
Dilatus in partu nati, 
Presentat in funere.

Eya mater, eya leta,
Fletus tui nox expleta
Lucesit in gaudium,

Nostre quoque, letum mane,
Nocto plusquam triduane
Tuum redde filium
Amen.

Near the cross of Christ
she stood, seeing the lord of life 
bid life farewell;

She stood, the Mother no longer mother; 
and knew what the dark happening 
was from the new death.

The Virgin stood and saw the cross, 
and grieved at what both lives suffered, 
but more at His.

She stood there, He hung there, 
and what He bore on his body
she suffered inwardly.

She inwardly is nailed to the cross; 
inwardly the lamb’s mother
is slaughtered by the sword,

Inwardly is consecrated a martyr,
inwardly is all on fire
with the flames of love.

Now His hands, now His side,
now His feet pierced with iron,
is noted by her eyes,

Now His head covered with thorns, 
the head whose nod
the whole world feels and obeys.

His noble head made mud for spitting, 
His skin cut by whips;
the innumerable streams of blood, 

The insults and the laughter:
all these give a sharp edge
to the Virgin’s bereavement and grief.

Now, now she gives birth; now she knows 
what a mother’s grief is,
how bitter it is to give birth;
 
Now the pain, deferred
in her giving Him birth, presents itself 
to her bereavement at His death.

Ah, Mother, ah happy Mother:
The night filled with your mourning
shall shine with joy.

To our night also,
To our night of more than three days
give your Son, our happy morning.
Amen.

Stabat iuxta
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Clama ne cesses, Sion filia, 
Jerusalem fit Babilonia, 
Sub precio ponitur gracia,
Sancta venduntur pro pecunia. 
Fons caritatis perit in prelatis, 
Nihil datur gratis 
In ecclesia.

Cry out without ceasing, daughter of Zion, 
Jerusalem becomes Babylon,
Grace is placed under a price, 
The holy is sold for money,
The fountain of charity perishes among 
the prelates, Nothing is given freely 
In the Church.

Clama ne cesses

Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus Domine 
Deus Sabaoth, 
Pleni sunt celi et terra gloria tua.
Osanna in excelsis
Benedictus qui venit in nomine 
domini.

Osanna salvifica tuum plasma, 
qui creasti potens omnia.
Temet, laus, honor decet et Gloria, 
Rex eterne in secula.
Qui de patris gremio genitus 
advenisti summo.
Redimere perditum hominem 
sanguine proprio.
Quem deceperat Lucifer 
fraude nequam callidissime 
serpentine coniugis dente.
Quem expulerat propere 
hoc innexo crimine
paradise lumine atque limite.
Nun dignare salvare. 
Jesu Christe superne.
in excelsis.

Holy, holy, holy Lord
God of Hosts, 
Heaven and earth are full of Your glory. 
Hosanna in the highest.
Blessed is he that comes in the name of 
the Lord.

Hosanna, save your creation, 
you with the power to create all.
To you, eternal King, be praise, honor, 
and glory forever.
You who came from the Father’s
high heart
To redeem fallen man 
with your own blood.
The man that Lucifer deceived 
with the woman’s evil fraud 
through the serpent’s tooth,
And had cast out of the doors of 
paradise, since he was involved 
in the same crime,
Now we beseech you to save us, 
Jesus Christ above all,
in the highest.

Sanctus / Osanna salvifica

Processit in stipite,
Omnes gentes plaudite,
Processit in capite
Nostra resurrectio.
Omnes gentes plaudite
Manibus per gaudio.

Regi nostro psallite,
Omnes gentes plaudite,
Sensu tamen sobrio,
Qui dormitis surgite.
Omnes gentes plaudite
Manibus per gaudio.

De mundi naufragio
Omnes gentes plaudite,
De mundi naufragio
Suspensum in stipite.
Omnes gentes plaudite
Manibus per gaudio.

Advance to the stake, 
All people clap 
Advance to the head, 
Our salvation.
All people clap
their hands for joy.

Sing psalms to our King.
All people clap
Yet with sober feeling, 
Whoever sleeps, arise.
All people clap
their hands for joy.

From the shipwreck of the world,
All people clap
From the shipwreck of the world, 
Hung on the cross.
All people clap
their hands for joy.

Processit in stipites

Breves dies hominis,
Mundi vita, 
Humane propaginis 
Que sit vita, cogita!

Nitimur in vititum, 
Caro contra spiritum.

Pelle moram, propera, 
Mora non est libera.

Mundo nil immundius, 
Que facis, fac citius!

Corpus quod corrumpitur, 
Animam persequitur.

Et bonum propositum, 
Revocat in irritum.

Alios quod doceo, 
Ipse docens impleo.

Christum ne exasperem, 
Pauper sequor pauperem.

Corpus meum corrigo, 
Et in servum redigo.

Short are the days of man
In this world’s life, 
Of the human race, 
Ponder, what is life!

We strive for the forbidden, 
The flesh against the spirit.

So hasten, drive out delay, 
Delay is not free.

Nothing is filthier than the earth, 
So what you do, do quickly.

The body, which is corrupt, 
Follows the bidding of the soul.

And good resolution,
It calls back into vain effort.

What I teach others,
I myself teaching fulfill.

Lest I should irritate Christ, 
Poor, I follow the poor.

I correct my body,
And restore it to servitude.

Breves dies hominis
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The medieval women’s choir is an exempt organization (5012c3) and donations 
made to the MWC are tax-exempt as permitted by law. We gladly accept gifts 
through donor advised funds, employer matching, 
and legacy or estate planning. 

St. James is the Cathedral Church for the Catholic Archdiocese of Seattle and its Archbishop,
the Most Reverend Paul D. Etienne. We are also a parish church for a vibrant faith community
of 2,500 households, with a long history that reaches back to Seattle’s early days.
We are an inner-city parish with an extensive social outreach to the homeless
and disadvantaged of our city. We are a diverse community that welcomes, accepts,
and celebrates the differences we all bring.
 
The Cathedral is also a center for many musical, cultural, and ecumenical events,
and a crossroads where ideas and challenges both old and new are explored in the light
of the Gospel of Jesus Christ. The Cathedral is a place where the rich and ongoing
tradition of sacred music and art is treasured and expanded. 

Above all, St. James Cathedral is a community of prayer.

We welcome you to St. James Cathedral.
Find out more at www.stjames-cathedral.org.

Welcome to St. James Cathedral
St. James Cathedral

The Most Reverend Paul D. Etienne 
Archbishop of Seattle
 
The Very Reverend Michael G. Ryan
Pastor of St. James Cathedral 

Joseph Adam
Director of Music and Cathedral Organist 

Christopher Stroh
Assistant Director of Music and Organist 

Stacey Sunde
Director of Youth Music 

Marjorie Bunday
Administrative Assistant for Music
and Concert Manager 

Corinna Laughlin
Director of Liturgy

Peter Seibert’s (b. 1936) choral
music has been performed locally
by several organizations. His 
Requiem and two masses are 
among the works that have been 
sung by the St. Mark’s Cathedral 
Choir. Additional works have 
been performed by the Medieval 
Women’s Choir, Cascadian Chorale, 
and Vox 16. He has published 
numerous works for recorder and 
viola da gamba consort that have 

now appeared on five continents. 
He was founding director of the 
Northwest Chamber Chorus 
(1968) and of the Port Townsend 
Early Music Workshop (1983). 
For 45 years, he held the post 
of music director of the Seattle 
Recorder Society and has been
active with Early Music Seattle
since its founding in the 1970’s.
Peter was music director at The 
Lakeside School (1965-1993)
and concurrently taught recorder
at the UW School of Music.
He has been a teacher and
conductor at early music
workshops in the U.S., Canada,
and the U.K. since 1968.

35th Anniversary Commission Composer

Our Special Thanks To

Michael LaGaly 
(texts and translations)
Rev. Cara Tanis 
(Woodlawn Center)
Thábata Regiani 
(program layout / season art 
direction)

Board & Staff

Stephanie Burkemoore, At large
Beth Davis, At large
Goodwin Deacon, At large
Susan Ferrell, Treasurer
Jamia Hansen-Murray, At large
Thábata Regiani, Co-President
Michelle Urberg, At large
Ginger Warfield, Co-President
Beatrix Widmer, Secretary

Scott Kovacs, Executive Director
Eric Mentzel, Artistic Director
Sally Mitchell, Education and 
Outreach Director
Marian Seibert, Assistant Director

The Medieval Women’s Choir would 
like to acknowledge that we are on 
the traditional land of the first people 
of Seattle, the Duwamish People past 
and present, and honor with 
gratitude the land itself and the life 
of all the Coast Salish Tribes.
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Closing the Gap
We’re celebrating our 35th season of sharing the joy 
of medieval women’s choral music here in the Pacific 
Northwest. As part of that, we’re trying to raise $35,000 
to help us keep going for 35 more years. Interested? 
Learn how to donate by following the QR Code:

This season is made possible, in 
part, by a grant from King County 
4Culture’s Sustained Arts Program.

Adam Engineering
Johann Adam
Mary Alberg
Dimitri & Anne Foster Angelou
Sally & Bradley Bagshaw
Lee Baugh

in honor of Michelle Urberg
Julieanne Belle
Alisa Bishop and Patrick Bradley
Barbara Bishop-Sand
Joyce & David Brewster
Stephanie Burkemoore
Kate Campbell
Marni & Greg Campbell
Robert & Mary Casey
Joan Cochran
Nancy Cochran
Leslie Cohn
Frank & Joan Conlon
Cooper-Newell Foundation
Elaine Dale
Goodwin & Theodore Deacon
Linette Demers & James Storhoff
Frank Denman
Don Dillinger
Christine Disteche
Marisha Doan
Alice Dubiel & Jim Hopfenbeck
Fay Durk
Ray Emery
Mary Lynne Evans
Jean Feagin
Eric Feldman & Susan Folk
Will & Susan Ferrell Peterman
Aly Gardner & Bill Shelby
Peter Gerber
Talner Family Giving
Kathryn & Ron Glowen
Mary Ann Hagan
Erk Hayward
Beatrice Herlihy
Sid & Laura Sue Hoover

Jeri Howe
Erin Johnson
Marian & Todd Johnson
Julia Tracy
Mary Kenny

in memory of Margriet Tindemans
DJ Kunigonis
Bernita Lacroix
Sandra Larkman Heindsmann & 
William Clark
David Lawson
Maureen & Ian Lawther
Kathleen Lofstedt
Miriam Long
Erika Ludwig
Barbara Mandola
Anna Mansbridge
Carol & Peter Martin
Janice Mathisen
Donna J. McCampbell
Gene & Bonya McGarrity
William McJohn
Carol McNamara
Sally Mitchell & Michael LaGaly
Peggy Monroe
Patricia Naumann
Henry Noble
Jeanette Nyder
Kevin O‘Connor & Julia Paulsen
Dan Overgard
Meiler Page & Sandy Cobel
Judith Paulsen Bamforth
Elaine R. Peskind
Mary Pigott
Harriet Platts
Christine Purdy
Cordelia Puttkammer
Nancy Quense
Doug & Kathie Raff
Wendy & Murray Raskind
Richard Rayos
Thábata Regiani
Lisa Richmond
Michael & Edith Ruby
Marta Schee
Helen & Michael Scheurich

in honor of Leslie Cohn

Ellen & Peter Seibert
Marian Seibert
ERA Freeman & Associates
Keely Smith
Charlotte Spang
Judith Suther
Cara Tanis
Marie Tilson
David & Linda Tosti-Lane
Matt Tracy & Erika Chang
Tjkitske & Pieter Van der Meulen
Carolyn Wallace
Virginia M. Warfield & Rosh Doan
John P. Webber
Michael Weidemann
Alice & Joe Wesley
Beatrix Wiedmer & Carl Bolstad
April Williamson
Lawrence & Janet Wilson
Janet Worthen

Donors and Supporters

Anonymous
Anne Foster Angelou
Barb Bishop-Sand
Sharon d’Amico
Goodwin & Theodore Deacon
Peggy Dolane
Peter & Katherine Gerber
Jeri Howe
Erin & Daniel Johnson
Marian & Todd Johnson
Carol Martin
Sally Mitchell & Michael LaGaly
Carol Nelson
Basha Osinski
Julia Paulsen
Christina Purdy
Wendy & Murray Raskind
Ellen Seibert
Susan Starbuck
Carolyn Wallace
Ginger Warfield & Rosh Doan
Beatrix Wiedmer & Carl Bolstad

Commission Consortium
Donors 

Donations received since March 
2024, including those in support 
of our 35 for 35 campaign.

Choir Members

Anne Foster Angelou
Jessica Bergamino
Alisa Bishop
Barbara Bishop-Sand
Tristin Bondeson
Joyce Brewster
Stephanie Burkemoore
Marni Campbell
Nancy Cochran
Leslie G. Cohn
Celia Dastvan
Beth Davis
Goodwin Deacon
Linette Demers
Peggy Dolane
Alice Dubiel
Kailee Eeckhoudt
Mary Lynne Evans
Marguerite Fenwood Hughes
Susan Folk
Sarah Hepler Johnson
Sue Hoover
Jeri Howe
Marian Johnson
Wendy Joseph
Christine Lavra
Maureen Daly Lawther
Laurella Lutz
Carol Martin
Marilyn Mayers
Luciana Mintiero
Sally Mitchell
Basha Osinski
Mara Page
Julia Paulsen
Suzanne Peterson
Nancy Quense
Wendy Raskind
Thabata Regiani
Ruth Rosa-Schmidt
Ellen Seibert
Susan Starbuck
Lileigh Thomas
Carolyn Wallace
Ginger Warfield
Beatrix Wiedmer
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Sunday, July 13 
4:00pm / Town Hall Seattle

Tickets available 
at earlymusicseattle.org

In collaboration with Oregon Bach Festival

Bach:  
Markus Passion

OBF Baroque Orchestra
Joseph Marcell, narrator
Julian Perkins, conductor and harpsichord

“
  A wonderful 

addition to the Seattle 
music scene.  

The inaugural gala was exhilarating, a mix of 
instrumental and vocal, deep and lively. The 

performers were spirited and so likable. 
       I’ll be back at every opportunity!

– PAUL HILL

May
2025
Concerts

Bach and Telemann: 
Cantatas and a Concerto
MAY 9-11 | 2025
FRI, MAY 9 | 7:30 pm| Christ Church, Tacoma
SAT, MAY 10 | 7:30 pm | Trinity Lutheran, Lynnwood
SUN, MAY 11 | 3:00 pm | St. Mark’s Cathedral, Seattle

PROGRAM: Telemann Concerto for 3 oboes and 3 violins, TWV 44:43; 
JS Bach, Cantata BWV 140, Wachet auf; JS Bach, Cantata BWV 147, 
Herz und Mund und Tat und Leben

CONCURRENT EVENT – Master Classes at UW with vocal & instrumental soloists               

Cantata T rail
with Miguel Rode and Dr. Michael Maul
SAT, MAY 10 | 2025
10 am-12 pm | Folio: The Seattle Athenaeum, Seattle
The Cantata Trail is an exploration of Johann Sebastian Bach’s music, with special focus on  
his cantatas and other vocal works. Miguel Rodé introduces each piece on the program by  
providing historical context and some light musical  analysis, to serve as pointers for deeper 
appreciation.  Special guest Dr. Michael Maul. 


