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JEREMIEL
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JOHN
ANN
THE SPINSTER
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CHARACTERS
the office in charge
his aide de camp
the company clerk
a Principality
another
a young man
a young woman

James McKeel
Yale Marshall

David Henderson
Vern Sutton

Stanford Felix
Dan Dressen

Elisabeth Comeaux-Nelson
Emma Small

Bryan Janssen
CHORUS

THRONES:
Semi-chorus of Cherubim (Soloist: Cherubiel)
Semi -chorus of Seraphim

DOMINATIONS:
Semi-chorus of Powers (Soloist: Abaddon)
Four Virtues who dance
Eleven Virtues who play on instruments (Conductor: Dumah)
PLACE: A Church
TIME: (such as it is) The Present

I

PR,OCESSIONAL
(Down the center aisle of the church, the Angels enter, singing.
The music is played on instruments carried by the Virtue Musicians.
The plan is to enter in orderly file, but unable to contain their joy,
the Virtue Dancers move out of line to execute quick little steps and
individual members of the choir interpolate in their wordless song a
few syllables or words of their own choosing -- la-la, tum-ti-tum, and
alleluia.
All approach the altar.)

SANDOLFON Thrones up center.
Chorus of Cherubim form on right.
Altar right, if you please.
Chorus of Seraphim, left.
Dominations, divide ranks. Dancing Virtues to the fore.
Powers, left up. Musicians there is no pit. Arrange your-
selves over there, opposite the chair.
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II
Before we begin, I have a few words of instruction. As you
well know, our efforts of late have not been altogether •..
happy in their result. We are not to blame, that is true.
Men must take full responsibility for their own behavior.
But the order and harmony of our ministrations have been in
sad decline. Idle grumbling from the chorus concerning
intricate harmony ...from the dancers, limitations of the
ballet ...from the clerks, details of our ritual, even to
the use of the traditional quill.

SADRIEL But my quill blots. It blots all the time.
SANDOLFON Reports of this discord have reached Higher Up. And we

have been advised to tighten ranks. There must be Order
and Harmony. Our Captain, Metatron -- At ease. Metatron
is strict on Order and Harmony. He has let it be known
that unless all is perfect he will not so much as appear
and we will have to enter this engagement alone.

CHORUS Alone!
SANDOLFON That is all. Now we can begin.

What is the order of the moment?
SADRIEL Opening Chorus for Project Fifteen Hundred and Five, U-X-P

for Thursday.
SANDOLFON All right. Attention

Wait. I have the nagging sensation that all is not in
order ...
What is it?

Dumah (the conductor)
Israfil forgot the harp.

SANDOLFON Virtues, help him.
I insist upon Order and Harmony!
Have you thanked the Virtues?
Praise where praise is due.
But let us pray that Metatron does not observe only four of
you here.
Very well, begin.

(Glissando on the harp, Sandolfon acknowledges Israfil's glissando
with a bow, then severally the Seraphim, Cherubim and Powers sing, as
the Virtue Dancers dance and Musicians play:)

Gloria in excelsis Deo
Et in terra pax hominibus
bonae voluntatis, laudamus te
benedicimus te, adoramus te,
glorificamus teo

III
(Fanfare. At the rear of the church the doors open to reveal
Metatron, in full armor, flanked by the Principalities, Jeremiel and
Raguel. The three, greet the Company and during the antiphonal Trio
and Chorus proceed down the aisle toward the altar.)
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TRIO

CHORUS

TRIO

CHORUS

TRIO

CHORUS

TRIO

CHORUS

(Metatron, Jeremiel, Raguel)
Benedicite, omnes angeli
Domini Dominwn
Hymnwn dicite
et super exaltate ewn
in saecula.
Alleluia! Alleluia!
What have you seen

that your faces shine?
Answer, angels, answer.

We have seen a silver anchor
falling in the brine!

Sing praise to the anchor
that shatters the sun.

The flames on the ocean
scarce nwnber our joys.

Your eyes are alight,
what news do you bring?
Answer, angels, answer.

We have seen a mighty dolphin
leaping from the spring!

Sing praise to the dolphin
that leaps to the sun.

A shower of opal
descends on our hearts.

What bright bird
lends wings to your love?
Answer, angels, answer.

A bright and holy pelican
soaring high above.

Sing praise to the sea-bird
that flies to the sun.

The bounty of the pelican
enriches our joy.

CHORUS AND TRIO
Praise Him
Trident of Hope.
Sun of Justice.
Brightness of Eternal Light.
Joy of Angels.

METATRON At ease.
Where on earth are we?

Gloria!
Hosannah!
Alleluia!
Amen.

SADRIEL The Basilica of St. Mary in Minneapolis.
SANDOLFON and SADRIEL

Yes, sir. Odd indeed, sir.
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CHORUS Odd. Odd, indeed. A church! A church!
METATRON We do not choose our battlefields. They are chosen for us

by the whims of mortals. Usually we find ourselves aboard
a ship, or in a drafty hotel by a lake, in winecellars
where music blares -- harmonically even more appalling that
what they are playing.
What are they playing?

SADRIEL Music for Project Fifteen Hundred and Five U-X-P for Sun-
day.

METATRON Never mind. I cannot abide music past Eighteen Hundred ..•
B.C. You will have noticed I was delayed. Hmmm? And still
I have the feeling all is not well. Call the roll.

SANDOLFON Cherubim.
CHORUS OF CHERUBIM

Here.
SANDOLFON Powers.
CHORUS OF POWERS

Here.
SANDOLFON Virtue Musicians.
ORCHESTRA (plays a chord)
SANDOLFON Virtue Dancers.

CORPS DE BALLET
(the four Virtue Dancers perform a brief figure)

IEL The Angels Rahab, Phanuel, Ridya and others completing the
Company of Virtue Dancers, have been detained for a period
of at least seven campaigns --

METATRON Seven!
SADRIEL -- owing to an unfortunate mishap. During the Convention

of Choreographers, the Virtue Dancers, on their own
authority, endeavored to determine the exact number they
could employ to dance on the head of a pin, when during an
intricate entrechat --

METATRON Enough!
Vanity, Virtues, vanity.

CHORUS Vanity, all is vanity, save knowing and loving the Lord.
METATRON Thank you, chorus. A truthful and praiseworthy sentiment.

But allow me to finish my sentence.
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METATRON'S LECTURE
Brethren: Our duties on this earth have become grave.
Very grave. And we must not allow our minds to wander.
Have any of you looked out of late across the world? It
has become a place of desolation. Innocents are dying eve.
with the fall of Ninevah and the horsemen of the mighty
Khan are knocking at the Western Gates. Fatigue attacks
the King of Spain even as war lurks on the ramparts of
Troy. Barbarians prowl the streets of Rome, and in the
gentle Rhineland hills black boots are crushing the vines.
We who have looked upon the light --

CHORUS Amen.
METATRON --we know the vanity of worldly things and the gentleness

of death. We know that all this drift of phantoms will one
day pass away and men will see a bright new world. But all
these trials, they divert his mind from charity.
All our cunning and all our numbers are needed in this
worldly battle.
We have come here today to encourage one mortal love. As
we did a moment ago in Verona, and as we will do a moment
hence in the house of Joseph the Carpenter. This pair
today will need our help and our knowledge of final truths.
We must be steadfast and single of purpose -- and at times
maintain Order and Harmony.

RAGUEL Well, Captain, your point is clear, if your sense of Time
is not.

JEREMIEL I agree, dear colleague. But I understand and forgive our
Captain's confusion. I never think of Time if I can help
it. But now and again as I go about my tasks, into my ex-
perience Time moves -- like a breath of ether on a summer
day. Poor mankind. What a trial it must be. And we who
minister unto them should meditate upon this mystery.

RAGUEL While we meditate, time passes.
METATRON Be not led into the weakness of men. Time is but a dream

of mortals. We must persevere in the methods laid down in
our law. We have heard our colleague here, the Angel
Sadriel, complain of his quill. A venerable instrument.
Our first pinfeather lost in that unfortunate ruckus with
the Powers of Darkness. It writes slowly -- to use another
temporal phrase -- but it writes the Truth. An any case --

RAGUEL -- Time does not exist.
METATRON Thank you, I agree. Nor does the external world. These

windows, pews, rafters. Illusions all. We must be con-
stant, angels. Constant, unchanging in the midst of the
swirling fog.

CHORUS For us the suns neither rise nor set.
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METATRONOur praise -- the same. Forever. One. Our steps, the
steps first taken. All our movement one. One unchang-ing
gesture. One.

~ And yet we are here to encourage a mortal love.

METATRONPrecisely. This is our delicate role: to minister Wlto men
the needs of men, yet never cease to think of Him.

CHORUS Amen.

METATRONWewho are without passions find it hard to Wlderstand, but
mortal love can reflect a little of the heaven we have
seen.

JEREMIEL And the hell we have seen.

METATRONAnd we must encourage this light to aspire toward the
heaven of heavens.

RAGUEL But how?

METATRONBy placing the Idea of the Possible before the eyes of
lovers. A thought like Innocence, which will trip them up
as they wander in a city street. A thought like Fidelity,
which will transfix them as they linger by a waterfall or
underneath a broken arch. A thought like Truth, when they
open their lips. And above all a thought like Charity,
when all their glasses break.

RAGUEL A formidable task.

METATRONTheirs is the effort. Our duty and our pleasure is Praise
and Ministration. All else is vanity and vain delibera-
tion. Let us pray.

CHORUS,ORCHESTRAand DANCERS
Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus
Domine Deus Sabaoth.
Pleni SWlt coeli
Et terra gloria tua.
Hosanna in excelsis.

IV
RAGUEL I knew it! During our "Praise and Vain Deliberation", Time

just moved on and one of them is coming.

SADRIEL No!

SANDOLFONHeI s right! The boy is coming! And we have not prepared
our welcoming chorus.
What shall we do, sir?

METATRONHow should I know? As a Pure Being I am not subject to the
work of logic.

SANDOLFONBut sir, he I s a mortal.
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METATRON You're quite right. Let's see ...
SADRIEL He's here!
METATRON Have the orchestra play a march!
SANDOLFON Good heavens!

Begin with the Gloria of Nepal
RAGUEL You there, begin the Northumberland Alleluias.
ABBAOON OF THE POWERS

When shall we come in?
ABADDON
JEREMIEL

Keep singing what?
I don't know! Try Love in F Sharp

METATRON Why are you stopping? Go on.
SANDOLFON and JEREMIEL

No don't.
SADRIEL He's leaving!
RAGUEL Do you wonder?
SANDOLFON What shall we do? Stop him.
METATRON Silence.

Let's have the First Interruption.
I had hoped to avoid this.

v
THE SPINSTER

Oh! What a fright you gave me!
JOHN Sorry.
THE SPINSTER

There is never anyone here at this hour. Particularly
young men.

JOHN I hope I don't disturb you.
THE SPINSTER

Disturb me? You couldn't if you tried. When I come into
church, young man, my mind is on my Savior. I come here
for refuge from that world out there with all its shadows
of demons. If I noticed you at all it is in that capacity.
A stray shadow of a possible demon.

JOHN I assure you ••.
THE SPINSTER

Oh, I suppose your not a demon. If I cared at all about
such things, I might say you looked rather angelic. But
looks deceive and beauty itself is a shadow.
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Long ago I met such a shadow. A dark, dark shadow whose
colors were brown and rose. And I took him in my arms and
I loved him with all my heart -- and he vanished straight
away. I learned my lesson, even though I now jump out of
my wits when I find unlikely young men in unlikely places.

JOHN Is the church so unlikely?
THE SPINSTER

Why are you here?
JOHN

To meet a girl.
THE SPINSTER

OH? ...
JOHN I am thinking of asking her to marry me.
THE SPINSTER

In a church? The choice is odd. Well, I daresay my ideas
of rose covered arbors and quiet parlors are out of
fashion.

JOHN In a practical way they are. And Ann is very shy and wary.
THE SPINSTER

Well she might be. And you?
JOHN I'm even worse. All I have to do is look at a girl ...

It's terrible.
THE SPINSTER

Why are you asking this one to marry?
John I didn't say that. I said I was thinking about it. But

the longer she takes, the more unsure I become.
SPINSTER

You think she doesn't love you?
John Not only that. But walking here, on the way, I found I

couldn't see her face. I know her hair is brown, her face
is pale, her figure slight, but beyond that all is a blur.
I thought her voice was quiet, but when I entered the
church I seemed to recall that in reality it was harsh and
rasping.
I stand here now, waiting, and her features take the form
of a saint in a Gothic glass -- or a statue in a wall; her
face now long, her hair quite gray. From a distant arch,
beautiful, but nearby a cold and lifeless stone. Oh, I
don't know ... I think I'd better go.

THE PROFESSOR
Wait, Stay a moment. I overheard what you were saying.

JOHN Who are you?
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THE SPINSTER
Who is he? Hal look at him. He's never married, but lis-
ten to him; he'll tell you all there is to know about love.

THE PROFESSOR
I know more than you imagine. Not having married I've had
time to think.

THE SPINSTER
Too much. Too much.

THE PROFESSOR
You had a v1s10n, you said. A figure of a medieval saint.
Thin and gray. Think now. Did it have a heavy voice? Did
it reek of lavender and soap? And did it squint at you
with nervous eyes?

JOHN Why, yes.
THE PROFESSOR

Look behind you.
Is that your saint? Deliberation and dallying will get you
nowhere, young man. As long as men are burdened with Time
you might as well be active. The young saint -- her op-
posite -- is without, on the steps, hesitating too. I had
a talk with her a moment ago.

THE SPINSTER
No, let her be. She'll come on her own. She'll need a mo-
ment to recover from him if he's been at her.

THE PROFESSOR
No, don't wait.

THE SPINSTER
Wait.

JOHN I think I've changed my mind. I'11 go out another way.
THE SPINSTER

So. You are a demon after all.
JOHN Don't think badly of me. It isn't only what I said before.

Ann is good. She is beautiful and kind. But I have noth-
ing to give her. Nothing but a useless affection. I am
alone. I am poor.

THE SPINSTER
Oh, yes, I can see you very clearly.
You are poor. you dream of wealth and do nothing to acquire
it.

THE PROFESSOR
It's not worth his dreams.

THE SPINSTER
You are alone. More and more you grow to need your
solitude. You live surrounded by mirrors, books and barren
violets. And you wait and think. And you wait and think.
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THE PROFESSOR
But I say don't wait. And I say don't waste your time with
scented and garrulous old tetramorphons.

SPINSTER
Oh, you won't frighten him with words. But it matters not
in any case. For here she comes.

IV
ANN I'm sorry I'm late. But outside on the steps I met the od-

dest old man. He made me afraid to come in.
THE SPINSTER

Hal
ANN Oh I I thought we were alone.
THE SPINSTER and THE PROFESSOR

You arel
METATRON and CHORUS

You are. You are.
THE SPINSTER

I will be right over here, at prayer. And when I pray I am
quite nonexistent. But call me if you need any help.

THE PROFESSOR
And I'll be over here. But I beg you, don't ask for advice
from me or anyone else. Just forge on.

JOHN I hesitated to ask you here.
ANN I hesitated to come.
JOHN And I am uncertainly here.

I too.
It's very still. You can almost hear the angels breathe.

JOHN Ann ...
ANN Yes?
JOHN When I came in ... I wanted to ask you •..
ANN
JOHN

Yes?
... to marry me.

ANN Yes, I knew.
CHORUS She knew.
JOHN You knew?
THE PROFESSOR

Well, that makes everything simpler.
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THE SPINSTER
I thought we were to be spared your advice.

THE PROFESSOR
And I thought you didn't exist.

JOHN You knew? You knew?
ANN Yes, I knew.
THE SPINSTER

Well, then. If you knew, you must have an answer.
ANN But I don't.
THE PROFESSOR

But if you knew, you've had time to think.
THE SPINSTER

Too much. Too much. You have not just met this moment.
The question is very simple. Do you love him?

THE PROFESSOR
"The question is very simple!" Isn't that just like a
medieval saint! Does she love him? Does he love her?
It's clear you have not spent much time outside these
walls. Have you been out there that you ask them to decide
a question like that?

THE SPINSTER
Now will come an aria on the complexities of the modern
world. Spar us. They both live in it and know it very
well.

ANN But he is right.
THE SPINSTER

He will tell you love no longer exists. That the word lov
does. The idea of love.

JOHN She is right.
RAGUEL Do you detect some vain deliberations here?
METATRON What can we do? Men are like that. One way or another

they will have to have it out. We can only listen and
pray.

QUARTET
a.n.d

CHORAL PRAYER

CHORUS Deus misereatur nostri et benedicat nobis: Illuminet vul-
tum suum super nos: et misereatur nostri: ut cognoscamus in
terra viam tuam, in omnibus gentibus salutare tuum. Con-
fiteantur tibi populi omnes. Gloria Patris.
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ANN What right have I in this world to say I love? You don't
know my days and nights. Howthe morning light enters
dimly in my room, and so my day begins again: a foolish
game of choosing what to wear from three old frocks. A
happy smile my mirror sadly returns. A journey down a
creaking stair to tedious work. A quiet noon by a fountain
in the park. A conversation with unresponding birds. An
afternoon darkly reflecting the morning hours. Homeat
night alone. You don't know my days and nights. They best
remain concealed within my heart or in the darkest corner
of the church.

I think I know what love is, but am afraid that should it
light my days and nights it would reveal a shabby world it
wouldn't want to share. What right have I to say I love?
And yet I do! I do!

JOHN And do you know my days and nights? The tedious hours that
sing in the wind. The vague despair of banisters and
doors. Night descends at daybreak and at five oblivion.
But then I saw a light. And I moved toward it till I held
it in my arms. And here I am, only dreaming of the wind
that sings. I can't wait to listen for the words. I can't
wait. I can only say that I'm in love. I'm in love and
ask if you love me!

TIlESPINSTER
I won't tell you that I understand. I won't listen to a
logic I can't feel. Your words are born of loneliness.
You bring your doubts to a deaf ear. I won't listen. I
won't say I understand. I beg of you and pray you will see
your folly. Love is here for you to take. Then take it.
Take it. It will reveal an unexpected garden. I will lis-
ten to you both no more. I will only pray.

TIlEPROFESSOR
What do we know of your days and nights? More than you
believe. And your tedious hours, we've seen them all, and
will see more. Her doubts are mine, but my faith is yours.
I only beg of you, persist: I pray you will. Love is here
for you to take. Then take it. Take it. It will reveal
an unexpected garden. I will listen to you both no more.

RAGUEL Oh, stop. Stop it, please ...

METATRONStop what?

RAGUEL All their movement. All movement about them. Stop the
hours from stalking this pair and the knives from turning
the clock. NowI know what you mean. The odor of Time.
It is not like ether. But rather like the sulfur that
rises from the first circle of hell.

METATRONRaguel, you exaggerate. The sooner it ends the better.
And if we stop now they may never decide.

RAGUEL Well, couldn't we have an interlude? Something practical?
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SADRIEL I know! The Virtues could perform THE BALLET OF THE TIE
THAT BINDS. To be used in cases of Extreme Uncertainty.

METATRON I see nothing extreme here. But go ahead. I prefer my
dance pure in any case. Virtues!

VII
THE BALLET OF THE TIE THAT BINDS

WITH FULL ORCHESTRA AND CHORUS
VIII

METATRON Now, now, never mind. It was a pretty and heroic attempt.
I don't believe these two will need a tie. Even a symbolic
one. Raguel, if you are ready we will resume.

RAGUEL I am ready.
METATRON'S SERMON

You two who stand here before us. You who can neither see
nor hear us. Mark me well. Love one another. Always.
Love is not enough, but what a boon it will be in your
world! What a gift from Him whose love is neither brief
nor fragile.
Go now into the world beyond these walls. It will not be
easy with you. But with your mutual love I will send Uriel
to light your day. And Leilah, go and make their nights
soft and dark. Gabriel follow after them and ripen the
fruit of their love. One thing more: On the day of your
marriage, a stranger will nod to you and smile -- an old
maid in a faded hat. She will stop you in the midst of
your festivities and detain you with a rambling tale of a
cousin long since vanished.
Allow yourselves neither a smile or derision or pity. On
the third day of our bethrothal when all the world will
have forgotten your new-found joy, an old man will ask yo
the way to some quiet retreat. Speak with him. If you
can, offer him a glass of wine. Later in the midst of your
trials, some young boy may come to you complaining of his
faithless love. In your anxiety don't turn away. Irrita-
tion and Distraction: these are other names for Thrones and
Dominations and they will help you like branches on a hill,
or fountains and birdsong in a desert place to face this
Trial of Time.
And we -- poor fowls of the air, we will never leave you,
though sometimes you leave us. And in the midst of your
severest woe, remember this
But I shall not say it, for I see it already on your lips.

ANN There is joy in the company of God's angels.
JOHN Why do you say that all at once?
ANN I don't know .•• It just came to me. Like the phrase of a

melody.
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JOHN Ann, I would like to kiss you.
ANN I too. But would it be proper here?

,PINSTER
Oh, Lord, will they never learn?

METATRON Virtues, hurry!
JOHN What better place than here?

Ann, I love you.
ANN And I love you.
METATRON Now, Cherubiel, begin. And mind your melismas!
CHERUBIEL AND CHORUS OF CHERUBIM

Crescite et multiplicamini.
CHORUS OF SERAPHIM AND POWERS

Alleluia!
RAGUEL The mission is completed.
CHORUS Deo Gracias. Alleluia!

IX
METATRON Where to now, Sandolfon?
SANDOLFON Hoboken, I believe.
SADRIEL No, a special case, I'm sure.

Yes. Project Fifteen Hundred and Six U-X-P for Sunday. We
are scheduled to visit ... simultaneously? ..• all heads of
state and their spouses. If we can promote improvements in
their married lives great benefits will ensue for all
mankind.

METATRON It sounds very complicated. Explain to me on the way. We
must waste none of this nonexistent Time.
Let us now take our leave.
And leave with the praise which renders joy to us and to
Him.

X

RECESSIONAL
(Music and Dancing as before.)
END OF THE MASQUE

For this performance, the libretto was reprinted with the permission
of the copyright owner and publisher: BOOSEY & HAWKES, INC.

30 West 57th Street
New York, N. Y. 10019
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\HEARTHE DALE W.AR.L.A.NDSINGERS
ON RADIO:

Sunday, November 1, 1987, 3-Sp.m.
hear a rebroadcast of The Singers' appearance on

A PRAIRIE HOME COMPANION
with Garrison Keillor

KSJN (91.1fm)
Monday, November 2, 1987, 7p.m.

hear a repeat of this evening's performance
featuring the works of Dominick Argento

regionally on MINNESOTA PUBLIC RADIO (KSJN 91.1), and
nationally on the AMERICAN PUBLIC RADIO network

ON COMPACT DISC:
Stephen Paulus:

CAROLS FOR CHRISTMAS
A collection of 16 Carols (original and arranged)

$17.90 (including tax and handling)
available through the offices of The Dale Warland Singers

ON RECORD:
to be released in March, 1988

THE CHORAL MUSIC OF DOMINICK ARGENTO
a record and cassette tape available through

The Musical Heritage Society
program includes:

"I Hate and I Love"
"Peter Quince at the Clavier"

AT THEIR DECEMBER CONCERTS:
Sunday, December 6, 2:00 p.m.

Ordway Music Theatre, St. Paul
A CHORAL CHRISTMAS CARD

Sunday, December 13, 7:00 p.m.
Orchestra Hall, Minneapolis

ECHOES OF CHRISTMAS


