
VOICE
HUDSON VALLEY MUSIC

for Voice, Flute, Piano and French Horn

CHIRON Festival 12/17 - Jennifer Roderer

Christopher Kaufman

“Consider the subtleness of the sea; how its most dreaded creatures 
glide under water, unapparent for the most part, and treacherously 
hidden beneath the loveliest tints of azure..... Consider all this; and 
then turn to this green, gentle, and most docile earth; consider them 
both, the sea and the land; and do you not find... analogy to 
something in yourself?”

Wild, wild the storm, and the sea high running,
Steady the roar of the gale, with incessant undertone muttering, 
Shouts of demoniac laughter fitfully piercing and pealing,
Waves, air, midnight, their savagest trinity lashing....

The world below the brine,
Forests at the bottom of the sea, the branches and leaves,
Sea-lettuce, vast lichens, strange flowers and seeds...

The whale at the surface blowing air and spray, or disporting with his 
flukes, The leaden-eyed shark, the walrus, the turtle, the hairy sea-
leopard, and the sting-ray...

breathing that thick-breathing air...
NOW change thence to the sight here, and to the subtle air breathed 
by beings like us who walk this sphere...

“Live in the sunshine, swim the sea, drink the wild air.”

TACIT til Letter B: 3’10”Var: Cues:

Humpback 24” Letter A:  Beluga 1’46” Flute/Horn - hold/phrase end

3’10”
make last roughly 1’30”

Letter C: Shore Birds 4’42”

musicians play intermittently throughoutLETTER B



One touch of nature makes the whole world kin; and it is truly 
wonderful how love-telling the small voices of these birds are, 
and how far they reach through the woods into one another's 
hearts and into ours....

TACIT til Symphony of Birds TWO 7’

Var: Cues:
Letter D: Geese 5’24” Loon 5’42” - Flute Solo Letter F: 

Symphony of Birds ONE 6’25”

Symphony of Birds TWO 7’

Birds Quieten 7’09” - take about 15” to read 

7’24” - Birds Louder/softer                 OARS - 7’33

NOCTURNE

Part one:

"And into the forest I go, to lose my mind and find my soul.

RATTLER  7’ 52” - and tree cricket

When one is alone at night in the depths of these woods, the 
stillness is at once awful and sublime. Every leaf seems to 
speak.

LETTER G



MOOSE ONE - 8’20” MOOSE THREE - 8’31”

How many hearts with warm red blood in them are beating 
under cover of the woods, and how many teeth and eyes are 
shining! A multitude of animal people, intimately related to us, 
but of whose lives we know almost nothing, are as busy about 
their own affairs as we are about ours.

musicians join

pause a beat - continue

Lo! where the Moon along the sky
Sails with her happy destiny;
Oft is she hid from mortal eye
Or dimly seen,
But when the clouds asunder fly
How bright her mien!

pause a beat - continue

I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey-work of the 
stars.

await next cue

WOLVES - 9’03”

BATS - 9’14”

MOOSE ONE - 9’23”

LETTER H



 9’34”

These temple-destroyers, devotees of ravaging commercialism, 
seem to have a perfect contempt for Nature, and instead of lifting 
their eyes to the God of the mountains, lift them to the Almighty 
Dollar.

PART TWO

MOOSE THREE - 9’45”

 9’48””

LETTER J

The human form a fiery forge, The human face a furnace sealed,  
The human heart its hungry gorge.

INDUSTRIAL STORM - 10’01” - TACIT



LETTER U: 13’35”

MOVEMENT 4 
..and the Earth is our Spiritual House...

The snow is melting into music.
Beat

Humankind has not woven the web of life. We are but 
one thread within it. Whatever we do to the web, we do 
to ourselves. All things are bound together. All things 
connect. 

Beat

The clearest way into the Universe is through a forest 
wilderness.

Beat

TO see a World in a Grain of Sand
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,
Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand
And Eternity in an hour.

WHALE - 14’13”
Beats as needed or not

All the wild world is beautiful, and it matters but little 
where we go, to highlands or lowlands, woods or plains, 
on the sea or land or down among the crystals of waves 
or high in a balloon in the sky; through all the climates, 
hot or cold, storms and calms, everywhere and always 
we are in God's eternal beauty and love.

OFF around 14’40” Tacit til ENDING

And the Earth is our Spiritual House.



This grand show is eternal. It is always sunrise 
somewhere; the dew is never all dried at once; a shower 
is forever falling; vapor ever rising. Eternal sunrise, 
eternal sunset, eternal dawn and gloaming, on seas and 
continents and islands, each in its turn, as the round 
earth rolls.

17’31”

RAPTORS 1] 17’11   2] 17’15”   3] 17’20”   4] 17’25”

OFF by 17’56”

FINAL HITS: 17’56 --- END 18’15”



Attributions:
“Consider the subtleness of the sea; how its most dreaded creatures glide under water, 
unapparent for the most part, and treacherously hidden beneath the loveliest tints of 
azure..... Consider all this; and then turn to this green, gentle, and most docile earth; 
consider them both, the sea and the land; and do you not find... analogy to something 
in yourself?”   -- Herman Melville

Wild, wild the storm, and the sea high running,
Steady the roar of the gale, with incessant undertone muttering, 
Shouts of demoniac laughter fitfully piercing and pealing,
Waves, air, midnight, their savagest trinity lashing....

The world below the brine,
Forests at the bottom of the sea, the branches and leaves,
Sea-lettuce, vast lichens, strange flowers and seeds...

The whale at the surface blowing air and spray, or disporting with his flukes, The 
leaden-eyed shark, the walrus, the turtle, the hairy sea-leopard, and the sting-ray...

breathing that thick-breathing air...
NOW change thence to the sight here, and to the subtle air breathed by beings like us 
who walk this sphere... - Walt Whitman

“Live in the sunshine, swim the sea, drink the wild air.” - R.W.Emerson

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin; and it is truly wonderful how love-
telling the small voices of these birds are, and how far they reach through the woods 
into one another's hearts and into ours.... - John Muir

"And into the forest I go, to lose my mind and find my soul. - John Muir

When one is alone at night in the depths of these woods, the stillness is at once awful 
and sublime. Every leaf seems to speak. - John Muir

How many hearts with warm red blood in them are beating under cover of the woods, 

and how many teeth and eyes are shining! A multitude of animal people, intimately 
related to us, but of whose lives we know almost nothing, are as busy about their own 
affairs as we are about ours. - John Muir



Lo! where the Moon along the sky
Sails with her happy destiny;
Oft is she hid from mortal eye
Or dimly seen,
But when the clouds asunder fly
How bright her mien! - William Wordsworth

I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey-work of the stars. - Walt Whitman

These temple-destroyers, devotees of ravaging commercialism, seem to have a perfect 
contempt for Nature, and instead of lifting their eyes to the God of the mountains, lift 
them to the Almighty Dollar. - John Muir

The human form a fiery forge, The human face a furnace sealed,  The human heart its 
hungry gorge. - William Blake

The snow is melting into music. - John Muir

Humankind has not woven the web of life. We are but one thread within it. Whatever 
we do to the web, we do to ourselves. All things are bound together. All things connect. 
- Chief Seattle

The clearest way into the Universe is through a forest wilderness. - John Muir

To see a World in a Grain of Sand
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,
Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand
And Eternity in an hour. - William Blake

All the wild world is beautiful, and it matters but little where we go, to highlands or 
lowlands, woods or plains, on the sea or land or down among the crystals of waves or 
high in a balloon in the sky; through all the climates, hot or cold, storms and calms, 
everywhere and always we are in God's eternal beauty and love.- John Muir

This grand show is eternal. It is always sunrise somewhere; the dew is never all dried 
at once; a shower is forever falling; vapor ever rising. Eternal sunrise, eternal sunset, 
eternal dawn and gloaming, on seas and continents and islands, each in its turn, as the 
round earth rolls. - John Muir


