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The two Judith cycles by West and Gillespie were written for the VOX 3 
Collective “Veiled Faces” concert in May 2012, which featured Biblical 

women in music.  Psalm XIII was featured in the company’s second season 
on the “VOX Caelestis” sacred music concert in December 2008.  Frank 
Ferko’s Merton Songs received their Chicago premiere on the VOX 3 
Collective “American Nouveau” concert in October 2011; this marks the 
cycle’s first recording. A New Thing, A Cherokee Blessing, Nameless, and 
Zen Koans were written specifically for this recording.  Other featured 
pieces were written by Chicago composers tied to the ensemble. 
 

We encourage you to visit the websites of our featured composers: 
 

Seth Boustead  www.sethboustead.com 
Frank Ferko  www.frankferko.com 
Amos Gillespie  www.amosgillespie.com 
Adam Gustafson  www.adamgustafsonmusic.com 
Sarah J. Ritch  sarahjritch.wordpress.com/ 
Myron Silberstein  www.myronsilberstein.com 
Brian von Rueden  www.brianvonrueden.com 
Randall West  www.randallwest.com 
 

The VOX 3 Collective website,  
with more information about our organization & performers, is at:  

 

WWW.VOX3.ORG 
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A  N E W  T H I N G  
Words based on Isaiah 43:18-19  |  Music by James Morehead 
Magaly Cordero, soprano  |  Women of VOX 3 Collective 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 
Occasionally, VOX 3 performers will join their collective voices for an ensemble piece that 
reflects the central theme of a  particular program.  A New Thing, based on a Biblical text 
from Isaiah, not only uses sacred words, but speaks of new creations, much like the music 
throughout this disc.  Specifically composed to open this collection of music, incorporating some 
soloistic chance elements, it offers the women of VOX 3 Collective a chance to shine.  The piece 
is written for  4-part women’s chorus and soprano solo. 

 
Do not remember the former things or consider the things of old. 
Behold, I am doing a new thing. 
Now it springs up. 
I am making a way in the desert 
and streams in the wasteland. 

 

 

A L B UM  C R E D I T S  
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 
 

Producer:   Brian von Rueden 
Recording Engineer:  Rob Ruccia 
Recording Studio:  Uptown Recording (www.uptownrecording.com) 
Cover Photo:  Jenn Lassa 
Rear Photo:  Matthew Belcher 
Graphic Design/Layout: Brian von Rueden 
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J U D IT H  
Words Anonymous, from Nowell Codex, c. 1000 A.D.  |  Music by Randall West 
Laura Pinto soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 
For VOX 3 Collective’s “Veiled Faces” concert, two local composers decided to set contrasting 
narratives of the Apocryphal tale of Judith, a widow who trusted in God to deliver her be-
sieged city of Bethulia from the Assyrian army.  According to the tale, her prayers inspired God 
to increase her beauty, infiltrate the enemy camp, seduce the captain Holofernes, and decapi-
tate him in his bed — thus saving the Jewish people.  Due to historical inconsistencies, some 
consider Judith’s story to be an allegory or parable, perhaps one of the first historical novels.  
A popular subject in Renaissance and Baroque art, Judith’s plight was also rendered in an epic 
poem from the era of Beowulf.  Composer Randall West used excerpts from this as his text. 
 

I. Laughed He and Shouted 
 
Laughed he and shouted, he bawled and he called, 
The overweening to the wine-feast, all his comrades in woe, 
Then Holofernes, the gold-friend of men, 
Was in glee o’er his cups. 
Laughed he and shouted, he bawled and he called, 
That men far off the mirth might hear, 
How the stout-hearted cheered and stormed, 
How, rampant and raving, he roused with his urging. 
So the hateful one through the whole day 
Deluged with wine all the drinkers. 
The strong-souled wealth lord till in stupor they lay 
So drenched all his dukes 
As if death had them slain, glutted. 

P S AL M  X I I I  
Words from The Book of Psalms |  Music by Myron Silberstein 
Alexia Kruger, soprano  |  Myron Silberstein, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 
Composer Myron Silberstein writes: “Psalm XIII was my first serious composition and remains 
one of my favorites fifteen years later. I selected the text because of its brief but varied 
nature.  Melodic elements introduced early in the piece are developed and reiterated 
throughout. Notable among these are the descending minor second followed by the rising 
major second that opens and closes the piece, as well as the contrapuntal motif introduced in 
the first piano interlude. A lengthy arioso passage for solo piano effects the transition from 
despair to hope that forms the emotional center of the text.”  
 

How long wilt thou forget me, O Lord? for ever?  
How long wilt thou hide thy face from me? 
How long shall I take counsel in my soul,  
Having sorrow in my heart daily?  
How long shall mine enemy be exalted over me? 
Consider and hear me, O Lord my God:  
Lighten mine eyes, lest I sleep the sleep of death; 
Lest mine enemy say, I have prevailed against him;  
And those that trouble me rejoice when I am moved. 
But I have trusted in thy mercy;  
My heart shall rejoice in thy salvation. 
I will sing unto the Lord,  
Because he hath dealt bountifully with me. 
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J U D IT H  
Words Anonymous, from Nowell Codex, c. 1000 A.D.  |  Music by Randall West 
Laura Pinto soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

III. Judith Had Come To Her Home 
 

She saw unveiled before their vision 
The gleaming walls of the glorious city. 
She, dear to her people, had now returned 
These words she spoke to the triumphing people: 
 

“Now can I tell you a mind-worthy thing, 
That mournful of mood ye no longer may be: 
The Lord is Blithe toward you, 
The splendor of kings; it is now spread abroad, 
Far and wide through the world, 
That victory wondrous and radiant awaits you.” 
 

They swarmed and surged toward the servant of God. 
Elders and youths: of every man  
In the mead city the mind was cheered, 
As soon as they heard that to her home Judith had come. 

J U D IT H  
Words Anonymous, from Nowell Codex, c. 1000 A.D.  |  Music by Randall West 

Laura Pinto soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

II. His Head Rolled 
 

Her spirit dilated, 
To the holy new hope came; she seized then the heathen 
Hard by the hair; with her hands she there haled him 
Disdainfully toward her, the treacherous man, 
And laid him along, the bulk unlovely, 
As she most meetly the wretch could manage, 
The woful one wield. Then did the wavy-haired 
Smite the foeman with flashing sword, 
The hostile-minded, so that his head 
Was half-way sundered, and he lay swooning, 
Dire-wounded and drunken. Not yet was he dead, 
Bereft of his soul; again she smote, 
The valiant virgin, with nerve and vigor, 
The heathen hound, so that  
His head rolled. 
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M E R TO N S O N GS  
Words by Thomas Merton  |  Music by Frank Ferko 
Brian von Rueden, baritone  |  Myron Silberstein, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

O be still, while 
You are still alive, 
And all things live around you 
Speaking (I do not hear) 
To your own being, 
Speaking by the Unknown 
That is in you and in themselves. 
 
“I will try, like them 
To be my own silence: 
And this is difficult.  The whole 
World is secretly on fire.  The stones 
Burn, even the stones 
They burn me.  How can a man be still or 
Listen to all things burning?  How can he dare 
To sit with them when 
All their silence 
Is on fire?” 

 

 

M E R TO N S O N GS  
Words by Thomas Merton  |  Music by Frank Ferko 
Brian von Rueden, baritone  |  Myron Silberstein, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

Be still        I.  IN SILENCE 
Listen to the stones of the wall. 
Be silent, they try 
To speak your name. 
 
Listen 
To the living walls. 
Who are you? 
Who 
Are you? Whose 
Silence are you? 
 
Who (be quiet) 
Are you (as these stones  
Are quiet). Do not 
Think of what you are 
Still less of 
What you may one day be. 
Rather 
Be what you are (but who?) be 
The unthinkable one 
You do not know. 
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M E R TO N S O N GS  
Words by Thomas Merton  |  Music by Frank Ferko 
Brian von Rueden, baritone  |  Myron Silberstein, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

III. THE EVENING OF THE VISTATION 
 
Go, roads, to the four quarters of our quiet distance,  
While you, full moon, wise queen,  
Begin your evening journey to the hills of heaven,  
And travel no less stately in the summer sky  
Than Mary, going to the house of Zachary.  
 
The woods are silent with the sleep of doves,  
The valleys with the sleep of streams,  
And all our barns are happy with peace of cattle gone to rest.  
Still wakeful, in the fields, the shocks of wheat  
Preach and say prayers:  
You sheaves, make all your evensongs as sweet as ours,  
Whose summer world, all ready for the granary and barn,  
Seems to have seen, this day,  
Into the secret of the Lord's Nativity.  
 
(continued) 

M E R TO N S O N GS  
Words by Thomas Merton  |  Music by Frank Ferko 
Brian von Rueden, baritone  |  Myron Silberstein, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

II. WISDOM 
 
I studied it and it taught me nothing. 
I learned it and soon forgot everything else: 
Having forgotten, I was burdened with knowledge— 
The insupportable knowledge of nothing. 
 
How sweet my life would be, if I were wise! 
Wisdom is well known 
When it is no longer seen or thought of. 
Only then is understanding bearable. 

   1 0      SP IR IT  WITH IN  |  Te x t s                                                        S P IR IT  W ITH IN  |  Tex t s                  1 1       



7  

 

M E R TO N S O N GS  
Words by Thomas Merton  |  Music by Frank Ferko 
Brian von Rueden, baritone  |  Myron Silberstein, piano 

—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

IV. REDUCED TO THIS 
 
Alone 
With nothing to say 
Which is better? 
Which is right? 
Alone 
Able to listen. 
This is right. 
I hear you 
Others singing 
Reduced to singing 
With nothing to say 
Reduced to this 
In everything 
So we say nothing 
We can forget about it 
   And sing. 

M E R TO N S O N GS  
Words by Thomas Merton  |  Music by Frank Ferko 
Brian von Rueden, baritone  |  Myron Silberstein, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

III. THE EVENING OF THE VISTATION (continued) 
 
Now at the fall of night, you shocks,  
Still bend your heads like kind and humble kings  
The way you did this golden morning when you saw God's Mother passing,  
While all our windows fill and sweeten  
With the mild vespers of the hay and barley.  
You moon and rising stars, pour on our barns and houses  
Your gentle benedictions.  
Remind us how our Mother, with far subtler and more holy influence,  
Blesses our rooves and eaves,  
Our shutters, lattices and sills,  
Our doors, and floors, and stairs, and rooms, and bedrooms,  
Smiling by night upon her sleeping children:  
O gentle Mary! Our lovely Mother in heaven!  

   1 2      SP IR IT  WITH IN  |  Te x t s                                                        S P IR IT  W ITH IN  |  Tex t s                  1 3       

Reduced 
Re- 
Duced – Re-Juiced 
(Cut it out!) 
“Well 
Music always 
Makes me cry.” 
 
We are reduced to this 
(Forget it!) 
   Spring. 
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Z E N  KOA N S  
Words Traditional  |  Music by Sarah J. Ritch 
Nicholas Pulikowski, tenor  |  James Morehead, piano 
Thomas Oswald, violin  |  Scott Metlicka, alto flute 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

THE REAL WAY 
 

The real way is not difficult 
but it dislikes the relative. 
If there is but little speech, 
it is about the relative 
or it is about the absolute. 
The real way. 

 

 

M E R TO N S O N GS  
Words by Thomas Merton  |  Music by Frank Ferko 
Brian von Rueden, baritone  |  Myron Silberstein, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

A yellow flower         V.  A SONG FOR NOBODY 
(Light and spirit) 
Sings by itself 
For nobody. 
 
A golden spirit 
(Light and emptiness) 
Sings without a word 
By itself. 
 
Let no one touch this gentle sun 
In whose dark eye 
Someone is awake. 
 
(No light, no gold, no name, no color 
And no thought: 
O wide awake!) 
 
A golden heaven 
Sings by itself 
A song to nobody. 
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RU M I  C YC L E  
Words by Rumi  |  Music by Adam Gustafson 
Ashlee Hardgrave, soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

WELCOME 

 
You that love lovers, 

this is your home.  

Welcome! 
 

TWO INSOMNIAS 

 
When I am with you 

We stay up all night. 

When you're not here, 
I can't go to sleep. 

Thank God for these two insomnias. 

And the difference between them.  
 

 

 

Z E N  KOA N S  
Words Traditional  |  Music by Sarah J. Ritch 
Nicholas Pulikowski, tenor  |  James Morehead, piano 
Thomas Oswald, violin  |  Scott Metlicka, alto flute 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

THE TEACHER 
 

My teacher instructs me: 
To shut my eyes and see no evil; 
To cover my ears and hear no evil; 
To shut my mind and form no wrong idea. 
 
The world is vast and wide. 
Why do you wear your robes 
At the sound of a bell? 
 
I do not ask you to shut your eyes, 
but you do not see a thing. 
I do not ask you to cover your ears, 
but you do not hear a thing. 
I do not ask you to cease your mind, 
but you do not form any idea at all. 
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RU M I  C YC L E  
Words by Rumi  |  Music by Adam Gustafson 
Ashlee Hardgrave, soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

THE MUSIC 
 

For sixty years,  
I have been forgetful, 

every minute. 

But not for one second  
has this flowing toward me 

stopped or slowed. 

I deserve nothing. 
Today I recognize  

that I am the guest 

the mystics talked about. 
I play this living music for my host. 

Everything today is for the host. 

I saw you last night in the gathering, 
but could not take you openly in my arms, 

So I put my lips next to your cheek, 

pretending to talk privately.  

 

 

RU M I  C YC L E  
Words by Rumi  |  Music by Adam Gustafson 
Ashlee Hardgrave, soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

MORNING WIND 
 
The morning wind spreads its fresh smell. 
We must get up and take that in, 
The wind that lets us live. 
Breathe, before it's gone.  
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N A M E L E S S  
Words by Aaron DeLee  |  Music by Brian von Rueden 
Meghan Guse, soprano  |  Gretchen Adams, mezzo-soprano 
James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

SALT OF THE EARTH 
 

How far you’ve come, my friend, 
from being known only as the genitive, 
for running so many miles 
with your belongings on your back 

while longing to look back at a place 
you called Home.  Sweat pours            
and collects on your cheekbones,  
crystals form, this is normal             
for the distance done.  Who       

wouldn’t want to pause a moment         
and reflect on the life left               
behind? The one where daughters   
were born and raised, the one 
where friendships were forged 

with women at the marketplace? 
Such a loss should be mourned. 

 

 

N A M E L E S S  
Words by Aaron DeLee  |  Music by Brian von Rueden 
Meghan Guse, soprano  |  Gretchen Adams, mezzo-soprano 
Andrew Elliot, cello  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

HOPE AND A HEM 
 

Holding onto a hope and a hem, 
when you’re standing on the edge 
of a rabid crowd gathered around 
a man whose powers are renowned. 
 

When doctor’s visits leave you bleeding 
all your money and you’re still ill 

all you’ve got are fingers that need 
to ring around cloth like hands do dough. 
 

Twelve years are twelve too many 

to suffer, writhe and hemorrhage; 
you have nothing left lose, but gain 
by touching the robe of a man with faith. 
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Please visit our VOX 3 blog for more 
about the creation of Nameless:  

http://tinyurl.com/cowbf2r  Sun burns as feet tread    
foreign ways across the sand; 

turn around, where memory flows  
fresh as tears down cheekbones.  
Blazing rays fire saline as a kiln,  
The stark obelisk remains.   
And some may call you a fool 

for not obeying a man’s commands; 
yet your nod to the past preserves, 
proves your mettle worth its salt, 
a testament to a stronger element. 
Here you stand. 

http://vox3collective.wordpress.com/2012/08/10/her-side-of-the-story-giving-voice-to-the-bibles-nameless-women/
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J U D IT H  
Words from Judith, Apocrypha  |  Music by Amos Gillespie 
Sara Salas, soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

PART IV: She went down the hill 
 

She went down the hill to the watchmen of the Assyrians, 
"I am fled from the Hebrews  
Because I knew they would not be made prey to you 
And would not yield themselves 
I will go to prince Holofernes, I will tell him their secrets." 
They beheld her face, their eyes amazed, they said: 
"Thou hast saved thy life by taking this resolution 
To come down to our lord, Holofernes.” 
Holofernes was made merry on her occasion 
And he drank and he drank exceeding much wine,  
So much as he had never drunk. 
Late in the evening after revelry, Holofernes lay drunk. 
Drunk and asleep on his bed that night, Judith along his side, 
She went to the pillar at the head of his bed, 
Loosened his arms, his sword. 
Then by the hair she clenched firmly in hand, 
Struck him upon his neck, and cut off his head. 
Having compassed the valley  
She came to the gate of the city of Israel. 
She cried to the watchmen upon the walls to  
"Open the gates, for God is with us now." 

J U D IT H  
Words from Judith, Apocrypha  |  Music by Amos Gillespie 
Sara Salas, soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

PART III: Ozias Said 
 

Ozias, son of Micah, of the tribe of Simeon said: 
"My Brethren, let us wait five days for mercy from God 
But if after five days be past and there comes no aid,  
We will yield ourselves all up to the people of Holofernes." 
Judith, a widow, greatly renowned to all, said, 
"What is this word by which Ozias hath consented in five days, 
To give up the city to the Assyrians?  
He has set a time for the mercy of the lord 
And appointed him a day according to his pleasure." 
"Who is he that tempt the lord?" 
"This word may stir up wrath and indignation." 
Judith said to Ozias and the ancients, 
"You shall stand at the gate this night and I will go out, 
Search not into what I'm doing  
But pray for me to the lord our God." 
Dear Judith, falling down prostrate, cried out to the lord, 
"Let Holofernes be caught in the net of his eyes  
And strike him by the graces of the words  
That come out from my lips." 
The lord increased her beauty to all men to see.  
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S O N GS  O F  LOVE  A N D  T R A NS IE N C E  
Words by Federico García Lorca |  Music by Seth Boustead 
Catherine Huggins, mezzo-soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

     Day, what a hard time I have                SONG OF DEPARTING DAY 
letting you leave. 
You go off filled with me. 
You return and don’t know me. 
What a hard time I have 
leaving in your bosom 
possible concretions 
of impossible minutes. 
 

     In the evening a Perseus 
files away your chains, 
and you flee over hills 
where you cut your feet. 
Powerless to lure you 
are my flesh and my tears 
and the rivers on which 
you sleep your golden siesta. 
 

     From East to West 
I bear your round light. 
Your vast light that keeps 
my soul highly tensed. 
From East to West 
what a hard time I have 
bearing you with your birds 
and your windy arms. 

S O N GS  O F  LOVE  A N D  T R A NS IE N C E  
Words by Federico García Lorca |  Music by Seth Boustead 
Catherine Huggins, mezzo-soprano  |  James Morehead, piano 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

THE SILENCE                                  These  diverse settings of García Lorca’s poetry 

were written for mezzo-soprano by Chicago composer  
Seth Boustead, and dedicated to the memory of  
Veronica McHale, a Chicago-based singer who  

passed away in 2009.  The full cycle includes six 
songs, ranging from a rollicking madrigal with  

Latin-influenced rhythms to the two more melancholy,  
contemplative  pieces included on this recording. 

 
(listen, my child, to the silence.      

an undulating silence, 
a silence 

that turns valleys and echoes slippery, 
bends foreheads 

toward the ground.) 
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S P E C I AL  T H A N KS  
—–—————————————————————————————— 

 
Spirit Within and its partner album, New Song, were created with the aid of a Kickstarter 
fundraising campaign.  Neither album would have been produced without the support of our 
generous donors.  The names listed below donated $100 or more toward the preservation of 
the new works contained on this recording.  
 
Many, many thanks from all of us at VOX 3 Collective! 

 

Steven Betancourt 

Aaron DeLee & Greg Pritchett 

Randy & Kathy Gunderson 

Paul E. Johnson 

Gregg & Micki Marolf 

Benjeman Nichols & Brian von Rueden 

Panchita Paulete 

The Pitts Family – Pusch Ridge Stables  

Augusta Prescott 

Laraine & David Spector 

James & Bonnie Von Rueden 

Hillary Woodward  

Ben Yuhas 

A  C H E RO K E E  B L E S S I N G  
Words Traditional Cherokee |  Music by James Morehead 
VOX 3 Collective |  James Morehead, conductor 
—–—————————————————————————————— 
 

May the warm winds of heaven  
blow softly on your house. 
May the Great Spirit  
bless all who enter there. 
May your moccasins  
make happy tracks in many snows. 
And may the rainbow  
always touch your shoulder.  

   2 6      SP IR IT  WITH IN  |  Te x t s                                                        S P IR IT  W ITH IN  |  Tha n ks              2 7       


