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Brilliant Palette
Ernest Chausson Chanson perpétuelle, Op. 37 for Soprano, String Quartet, and Piano  7 min
   Nikki Einfeld soprano • Anna Presler, Jory Fankuchen violins 
   Phyllis Kamrin viola • Leighton Fong cello • Eric Zivian piano

Caroline Shaw Boris Kerner for Cello and Percussion      9 min
   Leighton Fong cello • Loren Mach percussion 
 
Martin Matalon from Short Stories for Vibraphone      6 min 
    III. leggero 
    IV. pesante
   Loren Mach percussion 

George Crumb Madrigals Book I for Soprano, Vibraphone, and Contrabass  9 min
    I. Verte desnuda es recordar la tierra 
    II. No piensan en la lluvia, y se han dormido 
     Rain-death Music I 
     Rain-death Music II 
    III. Los muertos llevan alas de musgo 
   Nikki Einfeld soprano • Loren Mach percussion • Michel Taddei bass 

I N T E R M I S S I O N
Gabriel Fauré La bonne chanson, Op. 61 for Soprano, String Quartet, and Piano     25 min
    I. Une Sainte en son auréole
    II. Puisque l’aube grandit
    III. La lune blanche luit dans les bois
	 	 	 	 IV.	J’allais	par	des	chemins	perfides
    V. J’ai presque peur en vérité
    VI. Avant que tu ne t’en ailles
    VII. Donc, ce sera par un clair jour d’été
    VIII. N’est-ce pas?
    IX. L’hiver a cessé
   Nikki Einfeld soprano • Anna Presler, Jory Fankuchen violins • Phyllis Kamrin viola   
   Leighton Fong cello  Michel Taddei bass • Eric Zivian piano

Saturday, December 3, 7:30pm 
The Hillside Club, Berkeley 

Monday, December 5, 7:30pm 
Dennis Gallagher Arts Pavilion, San Francisco 

CONTACT US 
55 Taylor Street, San Francisco, CA 94102

415.617.LCCE  (415.617.5223)
www.LeftCoastEnsemble.org
info@LeftCoastEnsemble.org

 Share your thoughts on music and more  
 with the Left Coast musicians at our  
              after-concert gathering! 

Following the San Francisco concert meet us for food 
and drinks at SAUCE, located just down the street at 
131 Gough, between Oak and Page. See you there!

AFTER

THE

CONCERT

Through stirring presentations of chamber music across 
the Bay Area, Left Coast dissolves boundaries between 
old and new music and connects musicians and audience. 
Imaginative programs offer our audiences multiple ways 
to engage with the music.  

Founded in 1992, the ensemble includes fourteen 
musicians; the players perform in different combinations, 
using strings, winds, guitar, percussion, voice, and piano 
to present a wide range of repertoire. Left Coast 
presents	a	season	of	five	concert	sets	annually,	with	
performances in both San Francisco and Berkeley.

In addition, Left Coast offers Music from the Inside 
Out - an education program for young musicians, and 
Intersection - a workshop for adult amateurs. The group 
has commissioned over one hundred new works, sponsors 
an annual composition contest that draws applicants 
from around the world, and carries on a tradition 
of performing the very best that today’s composers, 
whether established or emerging, have to offer.
  
Left Coast gratefully acknowledges the support of San 
Francisco Hotel Tax Fund Grants for the Arts.
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Ernest Chausson
Chanson Perpétuelle, Op. 37 (1898)

Ernest Chausson, born into a wealthy Parisian family 
in	1855,	first	attempted	a	career	in	law	to	please	his	

parents, but turned to his true calling, composition, in his 
twenties, studying with both Jules Massenet and César 
Franck. At 28 he married Jeanne Escudier with whom he 
shared domestic happiness and a great love of music, but 
in his professional life he struggled with self doubt, unsure 
of himself as a composer.  From the mid 1890s, a new 
artistic phase began however, and he wielded his inventive 
powers with increasing sureness. He produced at this time 
the opera Le roi Arthuss, Poème for violin and orchestra, 
two celebrated chamber works for piano and strings, and 
Chanson perpétuelle––the mélodie we’ll hear tonight. This 
was Chausson’s last completed work; he died in a bicycle 
accident the next year.

In Chanson perpétuelle Chausson set text by Charles Cros, 
a symbolist poet also known to us as an inventor. (He and 

Thomas Edison simultaneously and independently came 
up with similar insights about how to record sound.) Cros’ 
story is of love, heartbreak, and suicide. The protaganist, 
who has been abandoned by her lover, begins by pointing 
out that the woods and starry sky witnessed her betrayal. 
She recounts the story of their love, to her overwhelming 
and irresistible, but to him a passing fancy. Since he has 
left her, she resolves to throw herself into the river, where 
the enfolding reedy grasses will remind her, she imagines, 
of the embrace of her faithless lover. Note the varied and 
plentiful evocations of an idealized natural world in the 
text, which were typical in this era, in popular as well as 
art song. In Chausson’s vocal and instrumental writing, it is 
hard to say which is the leading characteristic, emotional 
intensity or lyricism. He renders both qualities exquisitely.  
 

Caroline Shaw
Boris Kerner (2012)

Caroline Shaw is a New York-based musician. A 
singer in Roomful of Teeth and a violinist in American 

Contemporary Music Ensemble, in 2013 she became the 
youngest ever winner of the Pulitzer Prize for Music. Her 
ability to cross boundaries, and in particular to infuse an 
almost	baroque	style	with	pop	influences	is	unusual.	In	
addition to classical commissions and performances, she 
has branched out to collaborate with the American rapper 
and entrepreneur Kanye West. 

Boris Kerner was written for the cello percussion duo 
New Morse Code in 2012. Unlike the vocal works on 

this program, all of which tangle with strong emotions, 
Boris Kerner takes inspiration from a scientist’s study of 
the	flow	of	traffic.	Kerner	is	the	author	of	Introduction to 
Modern Traffic Flow Theory and Control: The Long Road 
to Three-Phase Traffic Theory. His theories account for the 
transformations	from	free	flowing	traffic	to	congestion.	This	
piece, according to the composer, “…is another in a series 
of expositions on the curious phrase, ‘the detail of the 
pattern is movement.’”

The piece opens in a style that recalls Bach’s cello suites. 
The	percussionist	then	joins	in,	playing	tuned	flowerpots.	

Sometimes	the	cello	imitates	the	sound	of	struck	flowerpots	
by playing pizzicato; sometimes the percussionist leans 
toward the cello sound by creating its version of a sustained 
sound––a	fluttering	effect	on	a	single	flowerpot.	The	result	
is a sonically pleasing conversation in which baroque and 
modern rhythmic approaches are freely juxtaposed. 

Martin Matalon
Short Stories (2005)

Martin Matalon’s Short Stories provide quite a contrast 
to Crumb’s Madrigals Book 1, especially in terms 

of vibraphone composition. In place of simple, sparse, 
dark statements of tritones that are stacked in an almost 
consonant way, we are presented with brighter sounds 
through the use of long phrases, runs up and down the 
instrument, and complex clusters and chords. Instead of the 
extended techniques like pitch bending, harmonics and the 
use of triangle beaters, we have a more conventional use of 
four cord wrapped mallets throughout. 

In the third movement, listen for the contrast between 
staccato phrasing and slurred notes produced by stepping 
on the vibraphone’s damper pedal, resulting in rich long 
tonalities at the ends of phrases. Toward the end of this 
movement, notice the deadstroke polyrhythms on chords 
between right and left hands, foreshadowing a technique 
prevalent	throughout	the	final	movement.	These	deadstrokes	
are created by holding the mallet heads down on the bars 
with each stroke, creating short notes while the previous 
sonorities ring through with the held foot pedal. 

The fourth movement pits beautiful long four-note chords 
against interjections of chromatic runs, clusters, and 
deadstrokes which gradually increase in volume and 
intensity throughout. 

Matalon never wrote any notes about this piece nor made 
any references to the stories they may represent. This is 
perfect, in my opinion, because I hope each listener will 
hear and react to these movements in their own individual 
manner, perhaps even making up their own stories.   
 -Loren Mach 

Born in Buenos Aires in 1958, Martin Matalon studied at 
the Boston Conservatory of Music and the Juilliard School 

of Music. In 1989, having initiated himself in conducting 
with Jacques-Louis Monod, he founded Music Mobile, a 
New York-based ensemble devoted to the contemporary 
repertoire.
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SERAPHIM / $2,500 and more
Jonathan Arons and 
Claire Max

Carol Christ
Martin and Kathleen Cohn 
  Philanthropic Fund
John and Paula Gambs 
Kate Knickerbocker
Thomas Laqueur and 
  Carla Hesse
David Low and 
Dominique Lahaussois

Therissa McKelvey and 
  Heli Roiha
Parker Monroe and 
Tere Darragh

Will and Linda Schieber
Sean Varah
Lena Zentall
Anonymous 
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Tim Allen
Richard Fabian 
Bernice Green 
Judith Flynn
Faye Hinze
Dan Joraanstad and Bob
  Hermann Horizons 
  Foundation 
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Dominique Lahaussois
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Sean Varah
Lena Zentall
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Elizabeth Theil and Brian Kincaid
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Harvey V. Fineberg
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Chikara Abe
Nancy Axelrod
Nick and Maggie Benavides
Norman Bookstein and 
Gillian Kuehner

Louise George Clubb
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Kathleen Henschel
Kenneth Johnson
Robert and Ann Kamrin
Martin Krasney in memory of
 Sarah Krasney
Sean B. Meehan and 
Richard W. Freeman 

Sam Nichols and 
Laurie San Martin

Susan Rosin and Brian Bock
Robert Richter
Bill and Carol Rohde
June Schneider
Frances Singer

FRIENDS / up to $124
Tyler Arbour
Cadence Banulis
Ross Bauer
Alberto Bertoli
Charlie Bowen
Patricia Brison
John and Mary Caris
Stephen	Coffin
Maggie and David Cooke
Alice Corning
Beth and Norman Edelstein
Jonathan Favero
Jo Floyd
Charlie and Liz Fracchia

FRIENDS / up to $124 
Robert Gayle
Margot Golding
Kay Sprinkel Grace
Louise Gilbert
Paula Gillett
Christine and John Gillis
Krista Gullickson and 

Abhay Ghiara
Kim Hauch
Siegfried and Sarah Hesse
Philip Hicks
Richard Hutson and 
Kathleen Moran

Barbara Imbrie
Cary and Elaine James
Bennett Janken and Paul Hein
Martha Jones
Audrey Kamrin
Benjamin Kazez
Victoria Kirby
Dennis Lindwall
Richard and Marilyn Lonergan 
G. A. Mendelsohn
Rasa Gustaitis Moss
Joan Murray
Marian Parmenter
Janet Pelinka
Colin Ponce
Ann and Bill Putnam
Ryan Rey
Robert Ripps 
Carl Schimmel
Sondra and Milton Schlesinger
Paul Smith
Kate Stenberg
Mark Tacchi and Vendini
Daniel Taller
Bruce Tarter and Gabriella Odell
Nicholas Thacker
Mark Theodoropoulos and 
Nancy Hall

Alicia Vaccaro
Mark Winges
Martha Wise
Nancy Wright 
Ron Wynn
Anonymous
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Arts for Oakland Kids

Aaron Copland Fund 
  for Music

ACMP The Chamber 
   Music Network

Alice M. Ditson Fund   
  Columbia University

Ann and Gordon Getty 
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Grants for the Arts; City 
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New Music USA

San Francisco Arts 
Commission
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Zellerbach Family  
   Foundation
 

Recent contributions  
may not yet be reflected.

We gratefully acknowledge 
the generous individuals and 

foundations whose contributions 
make Left Coast concerts possible! 
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George Crumb
Madrigals Book I (1965)

George Crumb was born to musician parents in 1929 
on Black Thursday. His own musical studies began 

early, with biographies of famous composers and intensive 
score study. Crumb’s eclectic and ravenous score study was 
encouraged by his aunt. While a conservatory student in 
Germany, she sent the family most of the orchestral scores 
published by Eulenberg. In 1988, Crumb explained his 
preference for score study: “I tend to read scores like a 
book rather than put on a recording. I have a very large 
score collection. Reading the score is somehow more 
private, more intimate—without the sound. I generally read 
anywhere from Bach to now.” He distilled this study of other 
composers’ work into a entirely unmistakable American 
voice with such works as Black Angels, Voice of the Whale, 
Makrokosmos, Ancient Voices of Children, and Madrigals 
Books I - IV.  

Madrigals Book I was written for the soprano Jan 
DeGaetani, a gifted interpreter of American music 

and the longtime musical partner of pianist Gil Kalish.  The 
singer’s love of Crumb’s music is evident in her recollections, 
“Because what he wants to say is full of deep human 
understanding, both gentle and wild, this music deserves to 
be heard.” Of the 1966 premiere of Madrigals I, she said 
afterwards that “during the performance...players for the 
other works on the concert were literally hanging out in the 
wings to hear this beautiful music. ” 

Crumb is known for his eccentric hand-drawn scores, 
beautiful works of art in their own right. In an essay about 
the renegade composer, Rachael LaManna explains that 
Crumb’s notation is practical as well as handsome. It helps 
performers discern the structure of the music, “The score 
of Madrigals	is	equally	overwhelming	and	enticing	at	first	
glance. Detailed notes demand unconventional techniques 
from the performers and above all else, complete 
communion in the ensemble effect. Arrows are drawn from 
one part to the next, indicating where contrasting rhythms 
should come together to align seamlessly, if only for a brief 
second. In the midst of contrasting horizontal melodies and 
textures, a note stem connects a contrabass and vibraphone 
accent or even spans through the vibraphone line to connect 
a contrabass note to a word spoken by the soprano.” As 
she points out, these visual cues allow “…these connections 
between the vibraphone and the other two parts to be 
clearly apparent to the performers. At times the staff for a 
performer disappears completely for a measure or several, 
suggesting that the performer should pay close attention to 
the lines of fellow performers rather than merely counting 
rests until his or her next entrance.” 

Crumb was partial to the work of the musically astute 
Spanish poet Federico Garcia Lorca and set his text 
multiple times, including in his four sets of madrigals. In 
Madrigals I Crumb concentrates on one line of poetry in 
each song. Lorca’s phrases link nature to the deepest human 
concerns: “To see you naked is to remember the earth,” 
“They do not think of the rain, and they’ve fallen asleep,” 
and “The dead wear mossy wings.”

Gabriel Fauré
La bonne chanson (1898)

Gabriel Fauré (1845-1924) is a favorite Left Coast 
composer because of his disconcerting and satisfying 

approach to harmony. He occupies an important central 
spot in French culture as well, knitting together different 
worlds; as the musicologist John Mangum points out, Fauré 
was “…well-acquainted with the human voice from his years 
as choirmaster at the Madeleine church in Paris, where 
his fellow composer Camille Saint-Saëns held the post of 
organist. Fauré bridges two worlds of French music – that 
of the mid-19th century and that of the early 20th century. 
Some of his greatest works…could be compared to the 
paintings of Renoir or Monet for their fastidiousness, taste, 
and	refinement.	Such	impressionist	works	of	art	occupy	a	
similar interstitial space between the overt Romanticism of 
painters like Delacroix and the modernism of a Picasso or a 
Braque.”

Fauré wrote La bonne chanson for the soprano Emma 
Bardac, with whom he was madly in love at the time. The 

text, by Paul Verlaine, was dedicated to Mathilde Mauté 
de Fleurville, the poet’s betrothed. Fauré, apparently not 
interested in exploring Verlaine’s somewhat ambivalent 
feelings about Mathilde, chose from the original set of 
twenty-one the nine poems that are mostly uplifting and 
adoring. In La bonne chanson we hear songs praising a 
woman for her saintly halo, her fair eyes’ gentle glow, 
her resemblance to a princess in a tower. References to 
nature again and again reinforce the sense that this woman 
and this love are perfect consolation to the pains and 
uncertainties of life. The moon, the forests, the path, all 
indicate	that	the	love	will	flourish.	At	the	end,	even	as	we	
delight in the text asserting that winter is over, the poet 
points out that all seasons are wonderful if she is with him.  
Faurés rapturous accounts are enchained through the nine 
movements by recurring musical motives, and progress 
toward the victory of love seems unstoppable.
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WHEN LESS IS MORE

Chamber 
Music
WITH MEMBERS OF THE 

SF SYMPHONY

JAN 29
Music by Schumann, 
Mahler, and Beethoven

FEB 19
Works by Ravel, Brahms, 
Akhmedyarova & Sam Post

MAR 19
Music by Schubert, 
Prokofiev, Brahms

APR 30
Works by Martinů, Britten, 
Dvořák, & Gaubert

MAY 28
Works by Barber, Harrison, 
Goosens, & Poulenc

Five concerts, 
Sundays 
at 2pm

sfsymphony.org/chamber 415-864-6000

Concerts at Davies Symphony Hall unless otherwise noted. Programs, artists, and prices subject to change.  
Box Office Hours  Mon–Fri 10am–6pm, Sat noon–6pm, Sun 2 hours prior to concerts   
Walk Up  Grove Street between Van Ness and Franklin

SECOND CENTURY PARTNER

Inaugural Partner

SEASON PARTNERS

Official Airline
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Chanson Perpétuelle

Bois frissonnants, ciel étoilé
Mon bien-aimé s’en est allé
Emportant mon cœur désolé.

Vents, que vos plaintives rumeurs,
Que vos chants, rossignols charmeurs,
Aillent lui dire que je meurs.

Le premier soir qu’il vint ici,
Mon âme fut à sa merci;
De	fierté	je	n’eus	plus	souci.

Mes regards étaient pleins d’aveux.
Il me prit dans ses bras nerveux
Et me baisa près des cheveux.

J’en eus un grand frémissement.
Et puis je ne sais plus comment
Il est devenu mon amant.

Je lui disais: “Tu m’aimeras
Aussi longtemps que tu pourras.”
Je ne dormais bien qu’en ses bras.

Mais lui, sentant son cœur éteint,
S’en est allé l’autre matin
Sans moi, dans un pays lointain.

Puisque je n’ai plus mon ami,
Je mourrai dans l’étang, parmi
Les	fleurs	sous	le	flot	endormi.

Sur le bord arrivée, au vent
Je dirai son nom, en rêvant
Que là je l’attendis souvent.

Et comme en un linceul doré,
Dans mes cheveux défaits, au gré
Du vent je m’abandonnerai.

Les bonheurs passés verseront
Leur douce lueur sur mon front,
Et les joncs verts m’enlaceront.

Et mon sein croira, frémissant
Sous l’enlacement caressant,
Subir l’étreinte de l’absent

Que	mon	dernier	souffle,	emporté
Dans les parfums du vent d’été,
Soit un soupir de volupté ! 

Qu’il vole, papillon charmé
Par l’attrait des roses de mai,
Sur les lèvres du bien-aimé !

 -Charles Cros

Oh, trembling wood, heavenly darts
You have seen my lover depart
Bearing my desolate heart. 

Winds, if only your plaintive sighing
Like	nightingale	songs	were	flying
To tell him that I am dying. 

When	first	he	came	to	see	me
My soul was at his mercy
My pride no longer worthy. 

My glances made confession.
He took me in his arms of passion
And, in my hair, kissed affection. 

I trembled at that hour
And then, I know not how,
He became my lover. 

I	told	him:	“Your	love	for	me	confirms
That, whatever may be your terms,
I could not sleep but in your arms”. 

But he, sounding his heart more coldly,
Went forth one morning early
To a far off land without me. 

Since I no longer have my sweet
I shall die in the lake and sleep
Within	the	flowering	deep.	

To the wind, when at the shore arriving,
I shall speak his name whilst dreaming
That there, for him, I had oft been waiting. 

And, as if my shroud were gilded,
I shall, with hair dishevelled,
Be to driving winds abandoned. 

Pleasures will pour upon me
And light my forehead wanly,
Green rushes entwined about me. 

Trembling, my breast convinces,
Entwined in his caresses,
That I submit to him, now gone, and his embraces. 

May my last breath that is carried
In the summer wind scented
Be a sigh much lamented. 

May	it	fly,	butterfly	charmed
And by roses in May be attracted
To the lips of my dearly beloved.
 
 -English translation by David Paley
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We welcome you! Join a community of adventurous listeners for the 
remaining concerts in Left Coast’s 24th season of great, boundary-crossing 

chamber music concerts. 

    Subscribe today to guarantee your seats.

Set 2: BRILLIANT PALETTE
We celebrate the newest members of Left Coast, Nikki Einfeld and Loren Mach, with music that 
exploits the new possibilities they bring to the ensemble.  
Music of Ernest Chausson • Caroline Shaw • George Crumb • Martin Matalon • Gabriel Fauré
Berkeley: The Hillside Club    Saturday 12.3.2016  7:30 pm
San Francisco: Dennis Gallagher Arts Pavilion  Monday 12.5.2016  7:30 pm

Set 3: HOUSE OF THE BEEHIVES
Left Coast features Melody Eötvös’ vibrant House of the Beehives, winner of the 2016 Left Coast 
Composition Contest, in an exploration of diverse sonic worlds.   
With	music	of	Maurice	Ravel	•	David	Coll	•	Sebastian	Currier	•	Dušan	Bogdanović
Berkeley: The Hillside Club    Saturday 2.4.2017  7:30 pm
San Francisco: SF Conservatory Recital Hall  Monday 2.6.2017  7:30 pm

Set 4: BRAHMS THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS
A musical conversation across time: Brahms B Major Piano Trio, written in 1854 and revised in 
1889,	is	revisited	by	contemporary	composers.	They	respond	to	Brahms	with	new	works	that	reflect	
on the older masterpiece. 
Music by Johannes Brahms • Jennifer Jolley • Kenneth Lim • Sam Nichols 
Berkeley: Berkeley Piano Club    Saturday 3.18.2017  7:30 pm
San Francisco: SF Conservatory Recital Hall  Tuesday 3.21.2017  7:30 pm

Set 5: FRANCOPHILIA
French music stands	apart	-	distinctively	sophisticated,	refined,	brutal	and	ravishing.	In	this	program	
of	music	for	soprano,	flute,	cello	and	piano,	listen	and	consider	the	question:	“What	defines	the	
French sound?”  
Music of Claude Debussy • Aaron Copland • Kurt Rohde • Maurice Ravel • Henri Dutilleux 
San Francisco: SF Conservatory Recital Hall  Tuesday 5.30.2017  7:30 pm
Berkeley: Berkeley Piano Club    Thursday 6.1.2017  7:30 pm
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Madrigals Book I

Verte desnuda es recordar la tierra 
No piensan en la lluvia, y se han dormido 
Los muertos llevan alas de musgo 
  -Federico Garcia Lorca

La bonne chanson

Une Sainte en son auréole,
Une Châtelaine en sa tour,
Tout ce que contient la parole
Humaine de grâce et d’amour;
La note d’or que fait entendre
Un cor dans le lointain des bois,
Mariée	à	la	fierté	tendre
Des nobles Dames d’autrefois;
Avec cela le charme insigne
D’un frais sourire triomphant
Éclos dans des candeurs de cygne
Et des rougeurs de femme-enfant;
Des aspects nacrés, blancs et roses,
Un doux accord patricien:
Je vois, j’entends toutes ces choses
Dans son nom Carlovingien.

Puisque l’aube grandit, puisque voici l’aurore,
Puisque, après m’avoir fui longtemps, l’espoir veut bien
Revoler devers moi qui l’appelle et l’implore,
Puisque tout ce bonheur veut bien être le mien,
Je	veux,	guidé	par	vous,	beaux	yeux	aux	flammes	douces,
Par toi conduit, ô main où tremblera ma main,
Marcher droit, que ce soit par des sentiers de mousses
Ou que rocs et cailloux encombrent le chemin;
Et comme, pour bercer les lenteurs de la route,
Je chanterai des airs ingénus, je me dis
Qu’elle m’écoutera sans déplaisir sans doute;
Et vraiment je ne veux pas d’autre Paradis.

La lune blanche
Luit dans les bois;
De chaque branche
Part une voix
Sous la ramée …
Ô bien-aimée.
L’étang	reflète,
Profond miroir,
La silhouette
Du saule noir
Où le vent pleure …
Rêvons, c’est l’heure.
Un vaste et tendre
Apaisement
Semble descendre
Du	firmament
Que l’astre irise …
C’est l’heure exquise. 

To see you naked is to remember the earth
They do not think of the rain, and they’ve fallen asleep
The dead wear mossy wings
  -Translation as found in Crumb’s Score

A saint in her halo,
A chatelaine in her tower,
All that human words contain
Of grace and love;
The golden note of a horn
In forests far away,
Blended with the tender pride
Of noble Ladies of long ago;
And then – the rare charm
Of a fresh, triumphant smile,
Flowering in swan-like innocence
And the blushes of a child-bride;
A nacreous sheen of white and pink,
A sweet patrician harmony –
All these things I see and hear
In her Carolingian name.

Since day is breaking, since dawn is here,
Since hope, having long eluded me, would now
Return to me and my imploring,
Since all this happiness will truly be mine,
I shall, guided by your fair eyes’ gentle glow,
Led by your hand in which I place my trembling hand,
Walk straight ahead, on mossy paths
Or boulder-strewn and stony tracks;
And while, to ease the journey’s languid pace,
I shall sing some simple airs, I tell myself
That she will surely hear me without displeasure;
And truly I crave no other paradise.

The white moon
Gleams in the woods;
From every branch
There comes a voice
Beneath the boughs …
O my beloved.
The	pool	reflects,
Deep mirror,
The silhouette
Of the black willow
Where the wind is weeping …
Let us dream, it is the hour.
A vast and tender
Consolation
Seems to fall
From the sky
The moon illumines …
Exquisite hour.

ARTISTIC DIRECTOR, VIOLIN Anna Presler, a longtime 
member of Left Coast, teaches at the Sacramento State 
School of Music and was a member of New Century 
Chamber Orchestra for twenty years. Ms. Presler was a 
fellow at Banff Art Centre, International Music Seminar 
at Cornwall, and Tanglewood Music Center. She holds 
degrees from Yale University, San Francisco Conservatory 
and North Carolina School of the Arts. 

VIOLIN Jory Fankuchen has built a reputation as 
an engaging performer of many genres, as well as 
a passionate pedagogue. His ensembles include the 
SF Chamber Orchestra, the Magik Magik Orchestra, 
Squid Inc, the Musical Art Quintet, and the Chamber 
Music Society of San Francisco. He is on the faculty of 
the Crowden Music Center, and the Palo Alto Chamber 
Orchestra and Crowden chamber music workshops. Most 
recently, he has held the position of visiting lecturer of 
violin at Cornell University. 

VIOLA Phyllis Kamrin holds degrees from Curtis Institute 
and New England Conservatory. She is a member of the 
string quartet within LCCE, and of Alma Duo, an ensemble 
with guitar. She has played with Sierra String Quartet, 
New Century Chamber Orchestra, and Philharmonia 
Baroque. Ms. Kamrin can be heard on Kameleon, VQS, 
and Harmonia Mundi. Ms. Kamrin is the Director of Adult 
Chamber Music at the Crowden School.

CELLO Leighton Fong, longtime member of LCCE, 
is Principal Cello of California Symphony. He plays 
regularly with Eco Ensemble and Empyrean Ensemble, 
and was a member of SF Contemporary Players. 
Mr. Fong studied at SF Conservatory, New England 
Conservatory, Bern Conservatory in Switzerland, and 
Royal Danish Conservatory in Copenhagen. He has taught 
at UC Berkeley since 1997. Recent highlights include a 
performance of the Henri Dutilleux Cello Concerto with the 
UC Davis Orchestra.

LYRIC COLORATURA SOPRANO Nikki Einfeld has been 
widely	recognized	for	her	“high	flying	virtuosity”	(New	
York Times) as well as her “blazing intensity and ferocious
artistry” (San Francisco Chronicle). A highly
adept interpreter of a wide range of repertoire 
spanning from the baroque to contemporary music, Ms. 
Einfeld is regularly featured on the operatic stage with 
appearances with the Vancouver, San Francisco, New 
Orleans, Green Mountain and Syracuse Opera companies. 
Recent highlights from the operatic stage include the title 
role in the world premiere of Death with Interruptions by 
Kurt Rhode and Curley’s Wife in Carlisle Floyd’s Of Mice 
and Men. A highly adept interpreter of a wide range of 
repertoire spanning from the baroque to contemporary 
era, Ms. Einfeld has made guest appearances on the 
concert stage with the SF Symphony, Berkeley Symphony 
Orchestra, and the Calgary Philharmonic Orchestra.
She champions contemporary music, regularly performing
premieres by modern composers.
 

PERCUSSION Loren Mach is passionate about 21st 
century music. A principal member of Eco Ensemble, SF 
Contemporary Music Players, SF Chamber Orchestra, 
and co-founder of Rootstock Percussion, he has premiered 
countless solo, chamber, and orchestral works. Mach often 
performs with the San Francisco Symphony and other Bay 
area orchestras, but he prefers more intimate projects 
with groups like Empyrean, Opera Parallel, Earplay, 
and sfSound. His other passions involve our fundamental 
relationship to food as a form of communion with others 
and our interconnectedness with the natural world around 
us. An avid hiker, climber and cyclist, he cherishes time spent 
outside as an integral part of being alive.

PIANO Eric Zivian is a graduate of Curtis Institute, Juilliard 
School, and Yale School of Music. He studied composition 
with Ned Rorem, Jacob Druckman, and Martin Bresnick, and 
piano with Gary Graffman and Peter Serkin. Mr. Zivian 
has performed new music with Earplay and Empyrean 
Ensemble, and Beethoven and Mozart with Santa Rosa 
Symphony, Toronto Symphony, and Philharmonia Baroque. 
He is the founder and artistic director of Valley of the Moon 
Music Festival.
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Donc, ce sera par un clair jour d’été:
Le grand soleil, complice de ma joie,
Fera, parmi le satin et la soie,
Plus belle encor votre chère beauté;
Le ciel tout bleu, comme une haute tente,
Frissonnera somptueux à longs plis
Sur nos deux fronts qu’auront pâlis
L’émotion du bonheur et l’attente;
Et quand le soir viendra, l’air sera doux
Qui se jouera, caressant, dans vos voiles,
Et les regards paisibles des étoiles
Bienveillamment souriront aux époux.

N’est-ce pas? nous irons, gais et lents, dans la voie
Modeste que nous montre en souriant l’Espoir,
Peu soucieux qu’on nous ignore ou qu’on nous voie.
Isolés dans l’amour ainsi qu’en un bois noir,
Nos deux cœurs, exhalant leur tendresse paisible,
Seront deux rossignols qui chantent dans le soir.
Sans nous préoccuper de ce que nous destine
Le Sort, nous marcherons pourtant du même pas,
Et la main dans la main, avec l’âme enfantine
De ceux qui s’aiment sans mélange, n’est-ce pas?

L’hiver a cessé: la lumière est tiède
Et	danse,	du	sol	au	firmament	clair.
Il faut que le cœur le plus triste cède
À l’immense joie éparse dans l’air.
J’ai depuis un an le printemps dans l’âme
Et	le	vert	retour	du	doux	floréal,
Ainsi	qu’une	flamme	entoure	une	flamme,
Met de l’idéal sur mon idéal.
Le ciel bleu prolonge, exhausse et couronne
L’immuable azur où rit mon amour.
La saison est belle et ma part est bonne
Et	tous	mes	espoirs	ont	enfin	leur	tour.
Que vienne l’été! que viennent encore
L’automne et l’hiver! Et chaque saison
Me sera charmante, ô Toi que décore
Cette fantaisie et cette raison!

  -Paul Verlaine

So, on a bright summer day it shall be:
The glorious sun, my partner in joy,
Shall make, amid the satin and the silk,
Your dear beauty lovelier still;
The sky, all blue, like a tall canopy,
Shall quiver sumptuously in long folds
Above our two brows, grown pale
With pleasure and expectancy;
And when evening comes, the breeze shall be soft
And play caressingly about your veils,
And the peaceful stars looking down
Shall smile benevolently on man and wife.

Is it not so? Happy and unhurried we’ll follow
The modest path where Hope directs us with a smile,
Little caring if we are neither known nor seen.
Isolated in love as in a dark wood,
Our two hearts, breathing gentle love,
Shall be two nightingales singing at evening.
With no thought of what Destiny
Has in store, we shall walk along together,
Hand in hand, our souls like those of children
Whose love is unalloyed, is that not so?

Winter is over, the light is soft
And dances up from the earth to the clear sky.
The saddest heart must surrender
To	the	great	joy	that	fills	the	air.
For a year I have had spring in my soul,
And the green return of sweet May,
Like	flame	encircling	flame,
Adds an ideal to my ideal.
The blue sky prolongs, heightens, and crowns
The steadfast azure where my love smiles.
The season is fair and my lot is happy
And	all	my	hopes	are	at	last	fulfilled.
Let summer come! Let autumn
And winter come too! Each season
Will delight me, O you graced with
Imagination and good sense!

  -English translation by Richard Stokes

J’allais	par	des	chemins	perfides,
Douloureusement incertain.
Vos chères mains furent mes guides.
Si pâle à l’horizon lointain
Luisait un faible espoir d’aurore;
Votre regard fut le matin.
Nul bruit, sinon son pas sonore,
N’encourageait le voyageur.
Votre voix me dit: «Marche encore!»
Mon cœur craintif, mon sombre cœur
Pleurait, seul, sur la triste voie;
L’amour, délicieux vainqueur,
Nous a réunis dans la joie.

J’ai presque peur, en vérité,
Tant je sens ma vie enlacée
À la radieuse pensée
Qui m’a pris l’âme l’autre été,
Tant votre image, à jamais chère,
Habite en ce cœur tout à vous,
Ce cœur uniquement jaloux
De vous aimer et de vous plaire;
Et je tremble, pardonnez-moi
D’aussi franchement vous le dire,
À penser qu’un mot, qu’un sourire
De vous est désormais ma loi,
Et	qu’il	vous	suffirait	d’un	geste,
D’une parole ou d’un clin d’œil,
Pour mettre tout mon être en deuil
De son illusion céleste.
Mais plutôt je ne veux vous voir,
L’avenir dût-il m’être sombre
Et fécond en peines sans nombre,
Qu’à travers un immense espoir,
Plongé dans ce bonheur suprême
De me dire encore et toujours,
En dépit des mornes retours,
Que je vous aime, que je t’aime!

Avant que tu ne t’en ailles,
Pâle étoile du matin,
– Mille cailles
Chantent, chantent dans le thym. –
Tourne devers le poète,
Dont les yeux sont pleins d’amour,
– L’alouette
Monte au ciel avec le jour. –
Tourne ton regard que noie
L’aurore dans son azur;
– Quelle joie_Parmi les champs de blé mûr! –
Puis fais luire ma pensée
Là-bas, – bien loin, oh! bien loin!
– La rosée
Gaîment brille sur le foin. –
Dans le doux rêve où s’agite
Ma mie endormie encor …
– Vite, vite,
Car voici le soleil d’or. –

I walked along treacherous ways,
Painfully uncertain.
Your dear hands guided me.
So pale on the far horizon
A faint hope of dawn was gleaming;
Your gaze was the morning.
No sound, save his own footfall,
Encouraged the traveller.
Your voice said: ‘Walk on!’
My fearful heart, my heavy heart,
Wept, lonely along the sad road;
Love, that charming conqueror,
Has united us in joy.

In truth, I am almost afraid,
So much do I feel my life bound up
With the radiant thoughts
That captured my soul last summer,
So deeply does your ever-dear image
Inhabit this heart that is wholly yours,
This heart, whose sole desire
Is to love you and please you;
And I tremble, forgive me
For telling you so frankly,
To think that one word, one smile
From you is henceforth law to me,
And	that	one	gesture	would	suffice,
One word, one single glance,
To plunge my whole being in mourning
From its heavenly illusion.
But I would sooner not see you –
However dark the future might be
And full of untold grief –
Could I not, through an immense hope,
Immersed in this supreme happiness,
Repeat to myself again and again,
Despite bleak reversals,
That I love you, I love thee!

Before you fade,
Pale morning star,
– A thousand quail
Are singing, singing in the thyme. –
Turn to the poet
Whose eyes are full of love,
– The lark
Soars heavenward with the day. –
Turn your gaze drowned
In the blue of dawn;
–	What	delight-Among	the	fields	of	ripened	corn!	–
And make my thoughts gleam
Yonder, far, ah far away!
– The dew
Glints brightly on the hay. –
Into the sweet dream where still asleep
My love is stirring …
– Make haste, make haste,
For here’s the golden sun.
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