
Zefiro torna, e’l bel tempo rimena – Claudio Monteverdi (1567-1643) 
 
 Zefiro torna, e'l bel tempo rimena, Zephyrus returns and brings fair weather, 
 e i fiori e l'herbe, sua dolce famiglia,  and the flowers and herbs, his sweet family, 
 e garir Progne e pianger Filomena, and Procne singing, and Philomela weeping, 
 e primavera candida e vermiglia. and the springtime, white and vermilion. 
 
 Ridono i prati, e'l ciel si rasserena; The meadows laugh, and the sky becomes clear: 
 Giove s'allegra di mirar sua figlia; Jupiter is joyful, gazing upon his daughter: 
 l'aria e l'acqua e la terra è d'amor piena; the air, water and earth are filled with love: 
 ogn’animal d'amar si racconsiglia. every animal is resolved again to love. 
 
 Ma per me, lasso, tornano i più gravi But to me, alas, there return the heaviest 
 sospiri, che dal cor profondo tragge sighs drawn from the deepest heart, 
 quella ch'al ciel se ne portò le chiavi. by her who took the keys away to heaven. 
 
 E cantar augelletti, e fiorir piagge, And the song of little birds, and the flowering fields, 
  e'n belle donne honesti atti e soavi and the sweet, virtuous gestures of the beautiful women 
 sono un deserto, e fere aspre e selvaggie. are a desert, and like cruel, savage creatures.  
 
 
Bella Angioletta – Carlo Gesualdo (1566-1613) 
 
 Bella Angioletta, da le vaghe piume Beautiful little angel, with your fair feathers  
 Prestane al grave pondo lend my heavily-burdened body 
 Tante ch’io esca fuor di questo fondo enough that I might rise from these depths, 
 O possa in qualche ramo and from some branch, 
 Di te cantando dire: “Io amo!” declare in song, “I love you!” 
 
 
Sfogava con le stelle – Monteverdi 
 
 Sfogava con le stelle A lovesick man was 
 un infermo d’amore venting to the stars 
 sotto notturno ciel il suo dolore. his grief, under the night sky. 
 E dicea fisso in loro: And staring at them he said: 
 “O imagini belle "O beautiful images 
 del’idol mio ch’adoro, of my idol whom I adore, 
 sì com’a me mostrate just as you are showing me 
 mentre così splendete her rare beauty 
 la sua rara beltate, while you sparkle so well,   
 così mostraste a lei so also demonstrate to her 
 i vivi ardori miei: my living ardor: 
 la fareste col vostr’ aureo sembiante by your golden appearance you'd make her 
 pietosa, sì come me fat' amante.” merciful, just as you make me love her." 
  
 
Ecco mormorar l’onde – Monteverdi 
 
 Ecco mormorar l'onde Here the waves are murmuring 
 e tremolar le fronde and the foliage and the young trees quivering 
 a l'aura mattutina e gli arborscelli, in the morning breeze, 
 e sovra i verdi rami i vaghi augelli and on the green boughs the pretty birds 
 cantar soavemente sing gently;  
 e rider l'Oriente. and the Orient laughs. 
 Ecco già l'alba appare Here the dawn appears 
 e si specchia nel mare and is reflected in the sea. 
 e rasserena il cielo The sky becomes light, 
 e imperla il dolce gielo, making pearls of the dewdrops 
 e gli alti monti indora. and gilding the high mountains. 
 O bella e vagha Aurora, O beautiful, gentle dawn, 
 L'aura è tua messaggiera e tu de l'aura the breeze is your herald  
 ch'ogni arso cor ristaura. which comforts every burning heart. 
 
 



Ave maris stella – Edvard Grieg (1843-1907) 
 
 Ave, maris stella, Hail, star of the sea, 
 Dei Mater alma, loving Mother of God, 
 Atque semper Virgo, but always virgin, 
 Felix caeli porta. joyous gate of heaven. 
 
 Solve vincla reis, Break the chains of sinners, 
 Profer lumen caecis, bring light to the blind, 
 Mala nostra pelle, banish our evils, 
 Bona cuncta posce. ask for us all good things. 
 
 Vitam praesta puram, Keep life pure, 
 Iter para tutum, make the journey safe, 
 Ut videntes Jesum, so that, seeing Jesus, 
 Semper collaetemur. we may always rejoice together. 
 
 Sit laus Deo Patri, Praise be to God the Father, 
 Summo Christo decus Glory to Christ in the highest, 
 Spiritui Sancto, To the Holy Spirit, 
 Tribus honor unus. Amen. One honor to all three. Amen. 
 
Ave maris stella – Tomás Luis de Victoria (1548-1611) 
 
 Ave, maris stella, Hail, star of the sea, 
 Dei Mater alma, loving Mother of God, 
 Atque semper Virgo, but always a virgin, 
 Felix caeli porta. joyous gate of heaven. 
 
 Sumens illud Ave Receiving that “Hail” 
 Gabrielis ore, from Gabriel's mouth 
 Funda nos in pace, confirm us in peace, 
 Mutans Evae nomen. reversing Eve's name. 
 
 Solve vincla reis, Break the chains of sinners, 
 Profer lumen caecis, bring light to the blind, 
 Mala nostra pelle, banish our evils, 
 Bona cuncta posce. ask for us all good things. 
 
 Monstra te esse matrem Show yourself to be a mother, 
 Sumat per te preces, May he accept prayers through you, 
 Qui pro nobis natus he who, born for us, 
 Tulit esse tuus. chose to be yours. 
 
 Virgo singularis, O unique virgin, 
 Inter omnes mitis, meek above all, 
 Nos culpis solutos, make us, absolved from sin, 
 Mites fac et castos. gentle and chaste. 
 
 Vitam praesta puram, Keep life pure, 
 Iter para tutum, make the journey safe, 
 Ut videntes Jesum, so that, seeing Jesus, 
 Semper collaetemur. we may always rejoice together. 
 
 Sit laus Deo Patri, Praise be to God the Father, 
 Summo Christo decus Glory to Christ in the highest, 
 Spiritui Sancto, To the Holy Spirit, 
 Tribus honor unus. One honor to all three.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Missa O Soberana Luz – Filipe de Magalhães (1571-1652) 
 

         Kyrie 
 Kyrie eleison. Lord, have mercy.   
 Christe eleison. Christ, have mercy. 
 Kyrie eleison. Lord, have mercy. 
 

        Gloria 
 Gloria in excelsis Deo. Glory to God in the highest. 
 Et in terra pax hominibus bonae voluntatis. And on Earth, peace to people of goodwill.  
 Laudamus te. Benedicimus te. We praise Thee. We bless Thee. 
 Adoramus te. Glorificamus te. We adore Thee. We glorify Thee. 
 Gratias agimus tibi propter magnam gloriam tuam. We give thanks to Thee for Thy great glory. 
 Domine Deus, Rex caelestis, Lord God, King of heaven, 
 Deus Pater omnipotens. God the Father almighty. 
 Domine Fili unigenite, Jesu Christe. Lord, the only begotten Son, Jesus Christ. 
 Domine Deus, Agnus Dei, Filius Patris. Lord God, Lamb of God, Son of the Father. 
 Qui tollis peccata mundi, miserere nobis. Thou who takes away the sins of the world, have mercy on us. 
 Qui tollis peccata mundi, Thou who takes away the sins of the world, 
 Suscipe deprecationem nostram. Receive our prayers. 
 Qui sedes ad dexteram Patris, Thou who sits at the right hand of the Father, 
 Miserere nobis. Have mercy on us. 
 Quoniam tu solus Sanctus. Tu solus Dominus. Thou only art holy. Thou only art the Lord. 
 Tu solus Altissimus, Jesu Christe. Thou only art the most high, Jesus Christ. 
 Cum Sancto Spiritu, With the Holy Spirit, 
 in gloria Dei Patris. Amen. in the glory of God the Father. Amen. 
 

Sanctus & Benedictus 
 Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus Holy, holy, holy, 
 Dominus Deus Sabaoth. Lord God of Hosts. 
 Pleni sunt coeli et terra gloria tua. Heaven and Earth are full of your glory. 
 Hosanna in excelsis. Hosanna in the highest. 
 
 Benedictus qui venit Blessed is the one who comes 
 In nomine Domini. in the name of the Lord. 
 Hosanna in excelsis. Hosanna in the highest. 
 

     Agnus Dei 
 Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, Lamb of God, who takes away the sins of the world, 
 Miserere nobis. Have mercy on us. 
 Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, Lamb of God, who takes away the sins of the world, 
 Dona nobis pacem. Grant us peace. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Trade Winds – Zhou Tian (b. 1981) 
 
Chinese-American composer Zhou Tian seeks inspiration from different cultures and strives to mix them seamlessly 
into a musically satisfying combination for performers and audiences alike. Described as “absolutely beautiful,” 
“utterly satisfying” (Fanfare), and a “prime example of 21st century global multiculturalism” (Broad Street Review), 
Zhou’s music has been performed by leading orchestras and performers in the United States and abroad, including 
the Pittsburgh Symphony, Hong Kong Philharmonic, and pianist Yuja Wang. His Concerto for Orchestra – 
commissioned and recorded by the Cincinnati Symphony and Music Director Louis Langrée – earned him a 
GRAMMY Award nomination for Best Contemporary Classical Composition in 2018. Born in 1981, Zhou came of 
age in a new China marked by economic reforms, and was in the United States by his 20th birthday. Trained at the 
Curtis Institute of Music, Juilliard School and University of Southern California, he studied with Jennifer Higdon, 
Christopher Rouse and Stephen Hartke. He is Associate Professor of Composition at Michigan State University 
College of Music. 
 
The first movement of Zhou’s new work for Chanticleer, Trade Winds, conjures up balmy weather, the lapping of 
the waves on the sand, through a double-meter tempo marked “allegretto and flowing.” This movement uses musical 
devices to illustrate textual images in an almost too-old fashioned way. The choral writing throughout is direct: four-
part harmony, with instantly appealing melodies and convincing voice leading. Gentle rhythmic repetition of the 
first two or three words of the poem “in the, in the, in the…” finally branches out into nonsensical Italian “lo, lo, 
sai…” and even the note-names of the pitches “la, do, re, mi, si, do, sol, la.” A few minutes into the piece we are  
ready for “real” words, a simple story and some gentle breezes. The houses the poet describes are tiny and white, so 
the notes are short and light. Fireflies buzz around in a sweet melisma and an ever-present “woo… woo…” hovers. 
You get the picture... 
 
Although Zhimo Xu’s poem, Fortuitousness, seems quite ancient, it dates from the turn of the 20th century. The 
poem, which gives shape to the second movement, is itself romantic, dark and low. The music only reaches for 
higher climes with the text, “It’s nice for you to remember.” Sopranos and altos echo the sinuous curves of the thirds 
of the tenor and bass melodic lines. The tiniest hint of Fleetwood Mac (from the 70s) at the close of the movement 
reminds us that a very old text can be enlightened in a very up-to-date way. 
 
The last movement, Strange how we can walk (in L.A.), is, in fact, totally current, up-to-date, provocative and 
jazzy. If the music is hard-driven and down to earth, the poem is post-modern, you might say, with a certain shrug 
and wink implied even in the hearing of the direst news. The nonsense syllables of the first movement become a 
frame for the soloistic central section: finger snaps and a jazz soloist take us through the words, “Strange how we 
can walk into new light each morning.” The day turns cloudy and sour. With continued finger snaps underneath, 
spoken voices yell out the physician’s shocking words, “Your heart, sir, is leaking…” Aortic stenosis is the 
diagnosis. 
 
So where does this leave the listener at the end of the cycle? Curiously, perhaps, with a desire to hear all three pieces 
again, but this time going from the end to the beginning – in retrograde, to use a technical musical term. What if the 
so-called narrative arc of the cycle began with the last piece? Sort of like this: “You are sick, man, with a leaking 
(read, breaking) heart. Say goodbye to the loved ones that are close by and take that ‘bucket list’ trip you’ve always 
wanted. The South Sea Islands, perhaps? There, the houses are tiny and cool and pleasant breezes blow day and 
night. There is red wine, Spanish ale, dancing…” 
 
 

I. Trade Winds 
John Masefield (English, 1878-1967) 

 
In the harbor, in the island, in the Spanish Seas, 
Are the tiny white houses and the orange trees, 

And day-long, night-long, the cool and pleasant breeze 
Of the steady Trade Winds blowing. 

 
There is the red wine, the nutty Spanish ale, 
The shuffle of the dancers, the old salt’s tale, 

The squeaking fiddle, and the soughing in the sail 
Of the steady Trade Winds blowing. 

 
And o’ nights there’s fire-flies and the yellow moon, 

And in the ghostly palm-trees the sleepy tune 
Of the quiet voice calling me, the long low croon 

Of the steady Trade Winds blowing. 
 
 



II. Fortuitousness 
Zhimou Xu (Chinese, 1897-1931) 

 
Being a cloud in the sky 

On your heart lake I cast my figure. 
You don’t have to wonder. 

Nor should you cheer –  
In an instant I will disappear. 

 
On the dark sea we encounter 

In different directions of our own we steer. 
It’s nice for you to remember. 

But you’d better forget the luster 
That we’ve been devoted to each other. 

 
 

III. Strange how we can walk (in L.A.) 
Seth Michelson (American, b. 1978) 

 
Strange how we can walk 

into new light each morning, same 
city, same sidewalk, but somehow 

this daybreak: downtown L.A., late May, 
and you’re walking alone, 

a white flame, the birds singing 
as they mull yesterday’s news: 

aortic stenosis; Your heart, Sir, it’s 
leaking.  

 
Spring Dreams – Chen Yi (b. 1953) 
 

Spring dreams not conscious of dawning, 
Not awoken till I hear birds singing; 
O night long, wind and showers –  

Know you how many petals falling? 
Sung in Chinese 

Mo Li Hua – Trad. Chinese, arr. Chen Yi 
 

Jasmine flower, such a beautiful flower, 
Her sweet scent covers all others in the garden. 

I want to pluck her for myself,  
But I’m afraid of the garden’s keeper. 

 
Jasmine flower, such a beautiful flower, 

She is as white as snow when she is blooming. 
I want to pluck her for myself,  

But I’m afraid of gossips around. 
 

Jasmine flower, such a beautiful flower, 
Her looks can eclipse all others in the garden. 

I want to pluck her for myself, 
But I’m afraid that she won’t bud next year. 

Sung in Chinese 
 

Voices of Autumn – Jackson Hill (b. 1941) 
 

In the mountains’ heart 
 As I trudge through fallen leaves, 

The cry of the stag 
Haunts the forest with its voice 

In the poignant autumn air. 
Translation by Jackson Hill 

Sung in Japanese 
 
 



The Lullaby of Edo – Trad. Japanese, arr. Takatomi Nobunaga  
 

Sleep, baby, sleep; oh, my baby, sleep, 
How lovely, how lovely, how nice you are! 

 
Where's the nurse, where's your nurse girl? 
She's gone to her home, far across the hill. 

   
As a souvenir from her hometown, what did she leave you?  

A toy drum and a bamboo flute. 
Sung in Japanese 

 
Nature Carol – Trad. Filipino, arr. Malcolm Sargent  
 

Coral, amber, pearl and shell, 
Gifts we gather from summer seas, 
Find and bind, make love the spell, 

Take our gifts if they charm and please. 
 

Alohā! Hanaw! 
(Greetings, dear little one) 

 
Ruby, onyx, rain and dew, 

Weave a crown with your jewelled light, 
Show and know whose world is new, 
Who is Prince of the day and night. 

 
Meadow, orchard, field and vine, 
Melon, grape and maize are here, 

Leaf and sheaf with tendrils twine, 
Bring your harvests from far and near. 

 
Mountains, flowers, trees and hills, 

Laugh and sing where His blessings fall, 
Wind and waves, lagoons and rills, 
Shout his love who is Lord of all. 

Sung in English 
 
Arirang – Trad. Korean, arr. Chen Yi  
 

Arirang, Arirang, Arariyo... 
You are going over Arirang hill 
My love is leaving me behind; 

Won’t make it ten miles before falling ill. 
 

The blue sky is full of stars 
And our lives are full of troubles. 

  
A bountiful year is going to come. 

A bountiful year is coming throughout the land. 
 

Thought about everything in this world: 
Bubbles floating on water. 

Sung in Korean 
 
Hine e Hine – Princess Te Rangi Pai (1868-1916), arr. David Hamilton 
 

You are crying, my daughter, 
You are tired, my daughter, 

Stop your sadness, rest in love, 
The heart of the father, my daughter. 

Sung in Māori 
 


