IEVA WOOL (ee’eh vah)

Music Director

Music Director leva Wool is a gentle and light-hearted conductor and
singing teacher, with a passion for having fun and building community.
She brings her 25 years of experience as a trainer, group facilitator and
Gestalt therapist to her choirs and students. leva’s singers learn a lot,
and have fun doing it. You can visit her website is at www.gottasing.ca

CARRIE LEE

Accompanist

Accompanist Carrie Lee has been accompanying choirs since she was
11 years old. A talented pianist and skillful musician, Carrie supports,
anticipates, encourages, fills in, drums, improvises, and helps to make
the magic happen in many ways. Carrie is an elementary music school
teacher in Burnaby.

High Spirits Choir would like to thank our concert co-ordinator Karen
Jung, Danielle Roussy for creating the concert logo and flyers, Emily
Pang for the programmes, and countless other volunteers who helped to
pull it all together including everyone on the Board of Directors whose
enthusiasm keeps the spirit flowing!

We also gratefully acknowledge the support of the Province of British
Columbia through the British Columbia Gaming Commission.

And many many thanks to YOU, our generous supporters over the
years who keep the magic and the music alive!.

The Vancouver High Spirits Choral Society is now a registered
charity. We welcome and appreciate all donations to assist in covering
the costs of bringing music to care homes and others who would
otherwise be unable to experience the joy of live music. Tax receipts are
available on request.

Do You Love to Sing?

High Spirits Choir welcomes new singers in September for its fall
season. Rehearsals are Wednesday 7:00-9:30. Good choral experience
is a must, and the ability to read music is an asset.

Contact Michelle at (604) 450-1833, info@highspiritschoir.ca or visit our
website at www.highspiritschoir.ca.

Love High Spirits but want something that's not so demanding?
Consider one of our sister choirs, Simple Gifts (Tuesday 7:30-9:30) or
Afternoon Delight (Thursday 1:00-3:00), also conducted by leva. Call
(604) 732-7418, ieva@gottasing.ca, or www.gottasing.ca.
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Conductor: leva Wool, Accompanist: Carrie Lee, Percussion: Michael Bray
Hrst Sopranos Second Sopranos Hrst Altos Second Altos Hrst Tenors Baritones
Akiko Hara Christina Sephen Aryana Rayne Christina Sechisin Alf Fanco-Cea Fed Samorodin
Dominique Weaver Leigh Bowie Gayle Anthony Haine Unsworth JamesCeaser Larry Lear
Louise Tate LizDrance Heather Doyley Kim Palmer Mike Maughan Callum MaclLeod
Melanie Klintworth Margaret Davies Janine Root Marj Glass
Michelle Dall Mary Yarwood Julia Pottinger Renate Preuss Second Tenors Basses
Pam Willinsky Michelle Root Kate Butkus Sheila Carnahan Brad Couch Martin Gerson
Paulette Tattersall Veronica Maynard Nasreen Ismaily Susan Braverman Dale Sveet Roger Moss-Norbury
Rosalia Dean lan Morris Seve Glass
Qe Yang Jon Lepik

My Lady’'s Chamber Ensemble: JamesCeaser (conductor), Akiko Hara, Michelle Root, Christina Sephen, Renate Preuss,
Wendy Vallance, Haine Unsworth, Ben Setiawan, Dale Sveet, Callum Macleod, Martin Gerson, Roger Moss-Norbury




O Magnum Mysterium

O magnum mystérium,

et admirabile sacraméntum,

ut animalia vidérent DéGminum natum,
jacéntem in praesépio:

O beata Virgo, cljus viscera meruérunt portare

DOominum Jésum Christum. Alleltia.

O great mystery,
and wondrous sacrament,
that animals might see the birth of the Lord
as he lay in the manger.
O Blessed Virgin, Who wast worthy of bearing
our Lord Jesus Christ, Alleluia.

Some Dreams Hang In The Air
Lucille Clifton

Some dreams hang in the air like smoke.

Some dreams get all in your clothes and be
wearing them more than you do.

And you be half the time trying to hold them, and

half the time trying to wave them away.

Some dreams hang in the air like smoke.

Their smell be all over you, and they get to your
eyes and you cry.

The fire be gone and the wood be gone.

But some dreams hang in the air like smoke,

Touching everything.

Clementine!
Trad. American

Refrain:

Oh my darling, oh my darling,
Oh my darling Clementine
You are lost and gone forever,
Dreadful sorry, Clementine.

In a cavern, in a canyon,
Excavating for a mine,

Dwelt a miner, forty-niner,
And his daughter Clementine.

Light she was, and like a fairy,
And her shoes were number nine,
Herring boxes without topses,
Sandals were for Clementine.

Drove she ducklings to the water
Ev® morning just at nine,

Hit her foot against a splinter,
Fell into the foaming brine.

Ruby lips above the water,
Blowing bubbles soft and fine,
But alas, | was no swimmer,
So | lost my Clementine.

How | missed her, how | missed her,
How | missed my Clementine,

But | kissed her little sister,

| forgot my Clementine.




Te Quiero
Mario Benedetti

Si te quiero es porque sos
mi amor, mi cGmplce y todo
y en la calle codo a codo
somos mucho mas que

Tus manos son mi caricia,
mis acordes cotidianos
te amo porgue tus manos
trabajan por la justicia.

Tu boca que es tuya y mia,
Tu boca no se equivocal
Te quiero porque tu boca
Sabe gritar rebeldia.

Y por tu rostro sincero
y tu paso vagabundo
y tu llanto por el mundo

porque sos pueblo te quiero.

Te quiero en mi paraiso,
es decir que en mi pais

la gente viva feliz

aungue no tengo permiso.

If | adore you it is because you are
my love, my intimate friend, my all;
and in the street, arm in arm,

we are so much more than two.

Your hands are my caress,
my daily affirmations.

| love you because your hands
Work for justice.

Your mouth is yours and mine,
your mouth is never mistaken;
| love you because your mouth
Knows how to cry out for rebellion.

And for your sincere face

and wandering spirit

and your weeping for the world—

because you are the people, | love
you.

| want you in my paradise,

which is to say, in my country;

| want the people to live happily

Even though they aren’t allowed to!

Noche de Lluvia
(Rainy Night)

Poem by Juana de Ibarbourou
Uraguay

English Trans: Grace Mrowicki

Espera, no te duermas,

Quédate atento a lo que dice el viento
Y a lo que dice el agua que golpea
Con sus dedos menudos en los vidrios.

Todo mi corazén se vuelve oidos

Para esuchar a la hechizada hermana,
Que ha dormido en el cielo,

Que ha visto el sol de cerca,

Y baja ahora, elastica y alegre,

Escuchemos el ritmo de la lluvia.
Apoya entre mis senos

Tu frente taciturna.

Yo sentiré el latir de tus dos sienes,
Palpitantes y tibias,

iComo estara de alegre el trigo ondeante!

iCon qué avidez se esponjara la hierba!
jCuéntos diamantes colgaran ahora
Del ramaje profundo de los pinos!

Espera, no te duermas. Esta noche
Somos los dos un mundo,

Aislado por el viento y por la lluvia
Entre las cuencas tibias de un alcoba.

Wait, don®sleep,

Listen to what the wind is saying

And to what the water says tapping

With it@ little fingers on the window panes

All my heart is listening

To hear the enchanted sister

That has slept in the sky,

That has seen the sun up close,
And now comes down, buoyant and
cheery,

Let us listen to the rhythm of the rain.
Let my breasts support

your taciturn forehead.

I will feel the beating of your temples,
Throbbing and warm

How happy the waving wheat will be!
How eagerly the grass will thrive!
What diamonds will cluster now

In the deep branches of the pines!

Wait, don®sleep. Tonight
The two of us are a world,
Isolated by wind and rain

In the warmth of a bedroom.




