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Blest are they who are grief-stricken
All mortal flesh is like the grass

Lord, help me to see that my days upon the earth must end

William Brown, baritone
How lovely your heavenly dwellings are

You now are sorrowful

Theresa LaGoe, soprano

Here on earth we have no secure place of rest

Nicholas King, baritone
Blest are they that perish
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DAVID HAGAN and his sister CHRISTINE HAGAN rarely played piano duets
while they were growing up together in Frederick, Maryland. They
pursued separate concert careers before they were first asked to team
up in 1980 to play a benefit recital for a scholarship fund in memory of
their first teacher. Although Christine lives in Virginia and David in
Massachusetts, they enjoyed the duos thoroughly and have been
commutingand performing regularly ever since. Among many placesin
greater Boston, they have been heard on PBS, and at Jordan Hall. In the
Tidewater area, the Hagans have given concerts in Alexandria and
Richmond, as well as the Baltimore area. They have given many duet
recitals at NOVA, on both one and two pianos. This is their second
appearance with the NOVA Community Chorus; the first was at the
October 2001 opening of the Schlesinger Center in a performance of
Orff's Carmina Burana.

NOVA CoMMUNITY CHORUS is a one hundred-voice ensemble that
combines singers from the NVCC Music Program and the surrounding
community. The chorus has distinguished itself both locally and
internationally. It performs regularly at the Schlesinger Center with the
Alexandria Campus Band and the Washington Metropolitan
Philharmonic. Special engagements in past years have included Carnegie
Hall, Lincoln Center, and the National Theater. The chorus toured Spain
and performed at the 1992 World's Fair in Seville. Last summer
members ofthe chorussang at the LeipzigInternational Choral Festival
in Germany.

MARK WHITMIRE is Director of NOVA Community Chorus and Professor
of Music at Northern Virginia Community College. Dr. Whitmire has
received numerousgrants and awards, including a scholarship for post-
graduate studies at the Britten-Pears School in England (where he
studied with Sir Peter Pears), and a grant from the National Endowment
for the Humanities for research and writing on the music of Benjamin
Britten. In 1999 he was named “Outstanding Faculty of the Year” by the
college, and in 2004 he was awarded the “President’s Sabbatical,” the
highest honor given by the college. In 2003 he was conductor-in-
residence at Gloucester Cathedral; in 2006 he returned to England to
direct choirs at Westminster Abbey and Canterbury Cathedral. Next
summer he will lead a choral tour of France, conducting performances
at Chartres Cathedral, Rouen Cathedral, La Madeleine (Paris) and Notre
Dame. Dr. Whitmire attended Abilene Christian University, the
University of Texas, and the University of Maryland, where he received
the Doctor of Musical Arts degree.



Brahms Requiem
Translation by William J. Bullock

1

Blest are they who are grief-stricken, for they shall find great comfort.

They who are tearful sowers, soon shall be joyful reapers.

And bearing seed so precious shall come back rejoicing that they may bring their sheaves home.

II

All mortal flesh is like the grass, and all the majesty of man is like the fragile wildflowers.

The grass has now withered, and the flower it bore has faded.

So you must be patient, my dear brothers, as you await God, the Lord.

See how the farmer waits calmly for the earth’s precious fruit to ripen, and how he watches in patience till it is
nourished by morning showers and by the late rain. You, too, be patient.

But yet, the Lord’s word lives on forevermore.

"Those redeemed by God, the lord, shall return with joy and come to Zion shouting in triumph; joy everlasting
forevermore shall crown their heads; rapture and gladness then shall overcome them; and pain and sighing shall flee

then.

401

Lord, help me to see that my days upon the earth must end, that my life is so fleeting, that I soon perish.
Truly, all my days here are a mere handful to you; my whole lifetime is some breath to you.

Every mortal, however righteous, lives a vain life of frailty!

Man moves to and fro, a mere shadow, and in his restless rush through life, he ends up nowhere;

his treasures, piled up in vain, go he knows not where.

So, Lord, where shall I find comfort? My hope is in you.

For the righteous souls are in the hand of God, where grief and pain plague them no more.

v

How lovely your heavenly dwellings are, almighty Lord!

Ah, my soul faints from yearning and longing so for the Lord’s heavenly courts;

my soul and body sing for joy, sing to the true, living God.

O blest are they how make your house their dwelling; they praise you, Lord, evermore.

\/7

You now re sorrowful; but then, I once again will see you, and you’ll rejoice with a glad heart,

rejoice with gladness that no one can deny you.

I'll give you comfort, as one is given his mother’s comfort.

Look at me, then: though only for a litde while were toil and labor my lot, I found the greatest of comforts.

VI

Here on earth we have no secure place of rest, therefore, we seek one to come.

Listen, and I will unfold a mystery: we shall not all lic in death’s shumber, but we shall all be transfigured.

This will happen in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the final call of the trumpet!

With a blast shall the trumpet sound forth, and the dead shall be raised up incorruptible, and we shall be transfigured.
Then shall scripture come true; God’s word then shall be fulfilled:

Now death has been swallowed, victory won.

Death, where is your victory! Grave, O where is your sting!

Lord, you deserve to receive all praise and honor and might; by you alone were all things created; it is by your will that
they reveal their being and were created.

VII
Blest are they that perish, who trust the Lord at death’s hour, from now on.
“Yes,” the Spirit says, “they may rest from their toil and labor; the fruits of their labor follow after them.”



