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April 30 Program Notes:  

John Adams (b.1947)

Choruses from The Death of 
Klinghoffer
Born on February 15, 1947, in Worcester, 
Massachusetts, John Adams resettled 
in the Bay Area in the early 1970s 
and currently resides in Berkeley. He 
composed The Death of Klinghoffer, 
his second opera, in 1990-91 on a 
commission from a consortium of opera 
companies that included San Francisco 
Opera. Peter Sellars served as the stage 
director, and Alice Goodman wrote the 
libretto—both collaborators having 
been part of the original team for Nixon 
in China, Adams’ first opera.

First performance: the complete opera 
was premiered at the Théâtre de la 
Monnaie on March 19, 1991, in Brussels, 
with former Berkeley Symphony music 
director Kent Nagano conducting. In 
addition to mixed chorus, the Choruses 
from The Death of Klinghoffer are 
scored for 2 flutes (both doubling 
piccolo), 2 oboes (2nd doubling English 
horn), 2 clarinets, (2nd doubling bass 
clarinet), 2 bassoons (2nd doubling 
contrabassoon), 2 horns, 2 trumpets,  
2 trombones, timpani, 2 keyboard  
samplers, and strings. Duration ca:  
30 minutes.

In 1987, the creative team of 
John Adams, poet-librettist 

Alice Goodman, and director Peter 

Sellars together introduced a novel 
paradigm for American opera 
with the premiere of Nixon in China. 
They developed it further in their 
subsequent collaboration, The 
Death of Klinghoffer, which was first 
staged in 1991. The results surprised 
audiences who anticipated in Nixon 
a Saturday Night Live-style parody 
or, in Klinghoffer, a melodramatic 
thriller.

Adams, already pigeonholed by 
the convenient (but inaccurate) 
label of “Minimalism,” was once 
more simple-mindedly categorized: 
this time as the purveyor of “CNN 
opera.” Yet it’s precisely what 
is missing in our era of instant 
information and clickbait headlines 
that is at the heart of these works. 
They attempt to explore what is 
behind the news—not to confirm 
what we already know. 

“I’m not interested in lecturing 
my audience,” says Adams. “What 
appeals to me in subjects like the 
Nixon-Mao meeting, or the Achille 
Lauro incident, or the atomic bomb, 
is their power as archetypes, 
their ability to summon up in a 
few choice symbols the collective 
psyche of our time.” 

While Nixon playfully alludes to 
the conventions of grand opera, 
The Death of Klinghoffer turns to the 

older model of Baroque oratorio, 
above all the Passions of Bach, 
with their intercutting of individual 
and collective points of view. In 
order to give voice to the intense, 
conflicting emotions of Klinghoffer, 
Adams was driven to enrich his 
musical language with melodic 
elaboration and a darker and more 
complex harmonic palette. It’s no 
coincidence that the polarizations 
inherent in his subject led Adams to 
transform his musical style.

As in a Passion, choruses serve as a 
key architectural element to shape 
Klinghoffer. The opera includes a 
total of seven choruses. Outside 
the context of a performance of 
the full opera, Adams specifies that 
the choruses “may be performed in 
their entirety or in any grouping.” 
For this performance we hear five 
of the choruses (the Ocean and 
Desert Choruses are omitted). 
While each has a distinct, self-
contained character, the choruses 
also complement each another 
and cast the narrative they encircle 
into a new light. They introduce a 
constellation of opposed pairs that 
also reveal shared characteristics: 
Palestinians and Jews (both exiled), 
night and day (whose appearance 
ushers in dramatic turning 
points), and ocean and desert 
(both revealing God’s presence in 
unexpected ways); by itself, the 

John Adams 

Chorus of Hagar and the Angel 
juxtaposes nature against the 
supernatural. 

Along with their structural role, 
the choruses express a variety of 
dramatic perspectives. Sometimes 
they take on the guise of a Greek 
chorus commenting, at a removal, 
on the action—both on what has 
happened and in anticipation of 
events to come—but they are not 
limited to this. At other times the 
choruses enact miniature dramas 
of their own or establish a larger 
context for the specific drama. 

In lieu of an overture, the two-
act opera begins with a prologue 
comprising the paired Chorus of 
Exiled Palestinians and Chorus 
of Exiled Jews. Both choruses, 
of equal length, begin simply 
and softly but go on to portray 
dramas in microcosm through 
shifting musical textures. Unison 
women’s voices take up their 
fragile lament in F minor to begin 
the opera. Immediately, the 
chorus encapsulates one of the 
fundamental tensions that will 
course through Klinghoffer: the 
tension between the cold, harsh 
facts of the present (the “news”) 
and the timeless cultural memory 
(the realm of myth) whereby we 
try to make sense of individual 
experience. 
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So, too, Adams’ sparse vocal 
line begins to unfold in poetic 
elaborations spurred by memory. 
Yet the memory takes a violent 
turn as the music speeds up in a 
crescendo of terrifying rage for 
full chorus. The Exiled Jews begin 
their chorus in a melancholy G 
minor. The dynamic level remains 
subdued, but, after opening with 
four-part chorus, Adams varies the 
choral texture between men and 
women to dramatize the allegorical 
dialogue of Goodman’s text. Close, 
fragrant harmonies underline the 
imagery of enduring love.

Following a pivotal scene between 
one of the terrorists and the ship’s 
captain, the Night Chorus erupts 
to conclude the first act with high-
voltage intensity. It recalls the 
turbulent music that ended the 
Chorus of Exiled Palestinians. With 
the unleashed pace and fury of a 
baroque rage aria, its dark sound 
omits violins. Adams remarks 
that he thought of “the image of 
a pogrom, the terrible fear of a 
hunted person” as he wrote. The 
fear becomes literally wordless in 
the churning ostinato intoned by 
basses, while the dissonant total 
fabric of chorus and orchestra 
looks ahead to some of the most 
chilling moments in Doctor Atomic.

The Chorus of Hagar and 
the Angel serves as a sort of 
prelude beginning the second 

act (the original production, in 
Brussels, featured an extensive 
choreographic counterpart by 
Mark Morris). It recounts a core 
narrative of exile, as Abraham 
reluctantly sends Hagar and 
Ishmael, the son he has fathered 
with her, into the wilderness. 
Adams suggests the anxiety of 
being on the run with a chasing 
bass figure, but he mixes this 
with a hint of the mystical in 
the otherworldly, strangely 
accented countermelody of the 
digital keyboard and piccolo. At 
the angel’s revelation ending 
the chorus, the chasing figure 
finally comes to rest on a peaceful 
cadence.

The Day Chorus is the last in the  
opera, occurring right after Leon 
Klinghoffer’s murder. Goodman’s 
poetry is at its most oracular here. 
Adams anchors the T.S. Eliot-
like obliqueness of her detailed 
imagery in music of haunting 
simplicity, combining elegy and 
meditation.  
The work of memory and 
mourning has only begun with 
the attempt to come to terms 
with grief. Instead of closure, the 
accompanying musical pattern 
continues in an implied fade-out.

—© Thomas May 
Thomas May, program annotator for 

the Berkeley Symphony, writes about 
the arts and blogs at memeteria.com.

Chorus of Exiled Palestinians
My father’s house was razed 
in nineteen forty-eight  
when the Israelis passed  
over our street. 

The house was built of stone 
with a courtyard inside  
where, on a hot day, one  
could sit in shade 

Under a tree, and have  
a glass of something cool.  
Coolness rose like a wave  
from our pure well. 

No one was turned away.  
The doorstep had worn down:  
I see in my mind’s eye  
a crescent moon. 

Of that house, not a wall  
in which a bird might nest  
was left to stand. Israel  
laid all to waste. 

Though we have paid to drink  
our water, and our wood  
is sold to us, we thank  
the only God. 

Let the supplanter look  
upon his work. Our faith  
will take the stones he broke  
and break his teeth.

Chorus of Exiled Jews 
When I paid off the taxi, I had no  
   money left,  
and, of course, no luggage. My empty  
   hands shall  
signify this passion, which itself  
   remembers. 

O Daughter of Zion, when you lay upon  
   my breast  
I was like a soldier who lies beneath  
   the earth  
of his homeland, resolved. 

You said. “I am an old woman. I  
   thought you were dead.  
I have forgotten how often we  
   betrayed one another.  
My hide is worn thin, covered with  
   scars and wrinkles.  
Now only doctors gather at my  
   bedside, to tell what  
the Almighty has prepared for me. 

A woman comes in to keep the place  
   looking occupied.”  
Let us, when our lust is exhausted for  
   the day,  
recount to each other all we endured  
   since we parted. 
There is so much to get through, it will 
   take until night.  
Then we shall rise, miraculously, 
   virgin, boy and bride.

Choruses from John Adams’ The Death Of Klinghoffer
Libretto by Alice Goodman
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and the river never flooded and was  
   perennial.  
What became of that woman who  
   stared at us  
with ash smeared on her temple? 
   The sun  
which filled her dark veil has divided  
   her body  
among those who loved her  
   underground. The sun  
which saw her waiting until dark to eat  
has put her in the dark and made her  
   verminous.  

And as she dedicated her life to  
   observance 
the sun, which enjoyed her ecstasy,  
made her black clothes green like the  
   neck of a starling.  
We thought those young men had  
   forgotten one another  
but they have lifted that beam. Broken  
   cement and sand  
slide into the hole from which a voice  
   was heard  
as if an ant-lion had caused them to  
   give way.

To me you are a land of Jerusalem  
   stone;  
your scars are holy places.  
There, under my hands, the last wall  
   of the Temple.  
There the Dome of the Rock.  
And there the apartments,  
the forest planted in memory,  
the movie houses picketed by Hasidim,   
the military barracks,  
the orchard where a goat climbs 
   among branches. 

Your neighbor, the one who let me in,  
she was brought up on stories  
   of our love.

Night Chorus
Is not the night restless for them?  
Smoke detectors and burglar alarms  
go off without reason, the taped voice  
unwinds in the widow’s backyard.  
No one bothers to look up from his  
   work.  
Elijah will return, the Jews believe,  
the Antichrist condemn, the Messiah  
judge; the dead, the wicked and the  
   good 
will be distinguished, the world  
   consume  
and be renewed. Even the man  
who lies awake in dread will be  
   distinguished.  
The lights of the world burn around the  
   clock.  
He guesses how much is lost.  
Dwellers in Paradise look at each other  
as one looks at the planets in the sky,  
and a man may say something  
in ignorance, please God, and be saved,  
or, equally, be damned. Even he  
rejoices; and is in his element.  
I am afraid for myself, for myself, for  
   myself.

Chorus of Hagar and the Angel
When Hagar was led into the 
wilderness with some bread and a 
bottle of water and her son the Lord 
consoled Abraham, saying, ’Of this 
child too I will make a nation.’

It may be for this reason that our 
father turned and set his face toward 
his tents. 

It was early in the day. Every few 
miles she stopped to rinse her mouth 
and give the child the breast. She 
was like one who walks across a 
room in a shuttered house naked 
and unwatched. She was newly 
manumitted. For a long time after, 
the bottle was empty. Hagar had milk 
for her son, and he nodded on her 
shoulder. 

For a long time after, the bottle was 
empty, Hagar had milk for her son, 
and he nodded on her shoulder. For a 
long time after, after the boy looked 
at her and began crying, she carried 
him. When he was so weak that she 
had to bend her head to hear him, she 
said, ’My son will die as a free man on 
his own land, and put him down and 
turned her back. Then the angel struck 
open the abandoned well.

Day Chorus
Is not the day made to disperse their  
   grief?  
Light covers the mourners as dirt  
   covers the dead  
and brings them to themselves. They  
   have been tried.  
This was a country of inaccessible  
   mountains, 
of vineyards and pastures, where they  
   cultivated 
the land to the very edge of the river  
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Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart 
(1756-1791)

Requiem Mass in D 
minor, K. 626 (Bärenreiter’s 
Süssmayr edition)

Born on January 27, 1756, in Salzburg; 
died on December 5, 1791, in Vienna. 
Mozart began composing the Requiem 
in 1791, the last year of his short life, and 
died before he could complete it. 

First performance: part of the Requiem 
was performed as a memorial for 
Mozart on December 10, 1791, while 
a performance of the posthumously 
completed score was arranged for his 
widow Constanze on January 2, 1791. 
The Requiem is scored for a quartet of 
vocal soloists, mixed chorus, and an 
orchestra of 2 basset horns, 2 bassoons, 
2 trumpets, 3 trombones, timpani, and 
strings with organ continuo. Duration 
ca: 48 minutes.

The state of incompletion is one 
of the most haunting aspects 

of Mozart’s Requiem. Over the past 
two centuries, countless scholars 
and Mozart aficionados have 
pondered the extent to which the 
Requiem as we know it represents 
the composer’s own musical 
thoughts. A correspondingly 
wide variety of theories has been 
vented, but the genesis of the work 
is more or less as follows. In the 

summer of 1791, in between work 
on his two last operas, Mozart was 
approached by an emissary of the 
Austrian Count Franz Walsegg-
Stuppach and offered a generous 
fee to compose a Requiem, which 
the dilettantish Count intended to 
pass off as his own work. The offer 
came during a time of financial 
troubles for Mozart, and he readily 
accepted the commission from the 
stranger, who declined to disclose 
his or the Count’s identity. 

The circumstances (mysterious 
from Mozart’s point of view) have 
added to the Romantic lure of a 
work that the composer reportedly 
began to imagine he was writing 
for himself as he became more 
engrossed in it. At one point 
his wife, Constanze, enforced a 
moratorium and withheld the 
score, so concerned had she 
become by the toll it was taking on 
her husband. 

And of course the topic of Mozart’s 
successful peer and sometime rival, 
Antonio Salieri (who would die 
only two years before his onetime 
pupil Beethoven, in 1825), has given 
rise to an entire category of its 
own within the lore surrounding 
Mozart’s Last Year. The scenario of 
Salieri murdering Mozart has made 
for intriguing theater (and film) 
but is historically ludicrous. (P.D.Q. 

Bach’s parody of the idea in A Little 
Nightmare Music is one of his most 
hilarious efforts.)

Only the “Introitus” and “Kyrie” 
were written in full score (linked 
into a single movement). Along with 
the strings and basso contiinuo, 
the orchestration calls for the 
darker woodwind timbres of basset 
horns (a type of clarinet) and 
bassoons (no flutes to sweeten 
the sound) and a solemn brass 
component of trumpets and 
trombones, punctuated by timpani. 
For the other movements Mozart 
managed to sketch out only the 
vocal parts and continuo line of the 
“Dies irae” sequence (suggesting 
its instrumentation here and 
there) up to the “Lacrymosa,” 
where the manuscript breaks 
off after eight bars, and of the 
Offertory ( “Domine Jesu” and 
“Hostias”). The traditional and most 
frequently encountered version 
of the Requiem—as in the present 
performance—is the one completed 
shortly after Mozart’s death by his 
pupil Franz Xaver Süssmayr, at the 
request of Constanze. 

The longstanding consensus used 
to be that Süssmayr orchestrated 
all of the “Dies irae” and Offertory 
and then composed the rest of 
the “Lacrymosa” and all of the 
“Sanctus,” “Benedictus,” and 

Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart

“Agnus Dei,” though he recycled 
Mozart’s “Introitus” and “Kyrie” 
music for the concluding “Lux 
aeterna” and “Cum sanctis tuis.” 
(It’s touching to read one of 
Mozart’s letters from his final 
summer, in which he teasingly 
pretends to be Süssmayr.) But 
how much of those later sections 
Süssmayr really “composed”—as 
opposed to implementing musical 
ideas Mozart had passed on to 
him—has remained a matter of 
vigorous debate. Constanze’s 
claim that Süssmayr merely 
followed instructions dictated by 
her husband was long regarded 
with skepticism. Yet as the music 
writer Andrew Raeburn reports, the 
discovery of a cache of sketches 
in the composer’s own hand in 
1962 suggested that this may have 
more validity than was previously 
assumed. 

In any case, there can be no 
mistaking Mozart’s authentic 
voice in the music that frames 
the Requiem and in the “Dies 
irae” sequence. These passages 
represent his most mature style, 
while at the same time drawing 
on his earliest memories of the 
impressive liturgical ceremonies 
of Catholicism from Salzburg. Part 
of the mixture also includes the 
music he had been developing in 
his recent score for The Magic Flute, 
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which expresses the enlightened 
ideals of his Masonic humanism. 
The eminent musicologist 
Christoph Wolff, author of a 
detailed study of the Requiem, 
points out that Mozart would have 
undertaken a wide-ranging study 
of models from “the tradition of 
funeral music.” These extended 
from a then-famous requiem he 
had known in his youth by his 
former Salzburg colleague Michael 
Haydn (brother of Joseph) to 
other contemporary works, as 
well as the remarkable legacy of 
Bach and Handel Mozart had been 
rediscovering during his Vienna 
years. 

Indeed, in his recent book Mozart 
at the Gateway to His Fortune, Wolff 
underscores the importance of 
Mozart’s rediscovery of Baroque 
contrapuntal polyphony for the 
Requiem: “Going well beyond an 
emphasis on any single model,  
the work essentially represents a 
folding of Handelian and Bachian  
ideas and principles into Mozart’s  
very own language of music. 
This concept penetrates every 
page of the Requiem . . .” Overall, 
Wolff eloquently concludes, the 
Requiem “creates the awareness 
of both artistic consummation 
and irretrievable loss, a loss clearly 
extending beyond the Requiem 

fragment as such and casting a 
light on the much larger fragment  
of an abbreviated creative life.”

The Requiem contains some of 
Mozart’s darkest music. To give 
resonance to the solemnity and 
terror of death, he instinctively 
draws on his operatic sensibility, 
using as his central tonality 
the key of D minor—the key 
with which he had conjured the 
sounds of Don Giovanni’s fateful 
reckoning. The Requiem stages 
a drama of contrasts between 
darkness and light, inescapable 
despair and lyrical consolation, 
threat and hope: a drama whose 
tone is announced immediately 
by the solemn and relentless 
processional that opens the 
work: the fact of death itself in 
music. Rays suggesting possible 
redemption intermittently shine 
through, perhaps most movingly 
in the “Recordare,” with its plea 
to be remembered. Significantly, 
Mozart scores this passage for 
the solo quartet of singers. In his 
sublime setting, the plea is not 
only for the departed but for those 
left grieving. 

—© Thomas May 
Thomas May, program annotator for 

the Berkeley Symphony, writes about 
the arts and blogs at memeteria.com.

Introitus: Requiem
Requiem aeternam dona eis, Domine, 
et lux perpetua luceat eis. 
 
Te decet hymnus, Deus, in Sion, 
et tibi reddetur votum in Jerusalem. 
 
Exaudi orationem meam, 
ad te omnis caro veniet. 
Requiem aeternam dona eis, Domine, 
et lux perpetua luceat eis. 

Kyrie
Kyrie eleison. 
Christe eleison. 
Kyrie eleison.

Sequentia
Dies irae 
Dies iræ, dies illa, 
Solvet sæclum in favilla; 
 
Teste David cum Sibylla.

Quantus tremor est futurus, 
Quando judex est venturus, 
Cuncta stricte discussurus!

Tuba mirum
Tuba, mirum spargens sonum 
Per sepulchra regionum, 
Coget omnes ante thronum.

Mors stupebit, et natura, 
Cum resurget creatura, 
Judicanti responsura.

Introitus: Requiem
Grant them eternal rest, Lord,  
and may perpetual light shine on  
   them. 
You, O God, are praised in Zion,  
and homage will be paid to You 
   in Jerusalem.  
Hear my prayer,  
unto Thee shall all flesh come.  
Grant them eternal rest, O Lord,  
and may perpetual light shine on  
   them.

Kyrie
Lord, have mercy upon us.  
Christ, have mercy upon us.  
Lord, have mercy upon us.

Sequentia
Dies irae  
Day of wrath, day of anger, 
that day will dissolve the earth in  
   ashes; 
as foretold by David and the Sibyl. 

There will be great trembling,  
when Justice descends  
to judge the fates of all!

Tuba mirum 
The trumpet rings a wondrous sound,  
ringing through earth’s sepulchers,  
bringing all before the throne. 

Death and nature are struck down,  
and all creation awakes, 
to make an answer to its Judge. 

Mozart’s Requiem Mass in D minor
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Sed tu bonus fac benigne, 
Ne perenni cremer igne.

Inter oves locum præsta, 
Et ab hædis me sequestra, 
Statuens in parte dextra.

Confutatis 
Confutatis maledictis, 
Flammis acribus addictis: 
Voca me cum benedictis.

Oro supplex et acclinis, 
Cor contritum quasi cinis: 
Gere curam mei finis.

Lacrimosa 
Lacrimosa dies illa, 
Qua resurget ex favilla. 
Judicandus homo reus: 
 
Huic ergo parce, Deus. 
Pie Jesu Domine, 
Dona eis requiem. Amen.

Offertorium
Domine Jesu Christe 
Domine Jesu Christe, Rex gloriae  
   gloriae, libera 
animas omnium fidelium  
   defunctorum de poenis inferni 
et de profundo lacu: libera eas de  
   ore 
leonis, ne absorbeat eas tartarus, ne  
   cadant in obscurum. 
 
Sed signifer sanctus Michael  
   repraesentet eas in lucem sanctam: 
 
Quam olium Abrahae promisiti et  
   semini ejus.

yet, good Lord, in grace complying, 
rescue me from fires undying.

Place me among Your favored sheep,  
and not among the goats,  
but raise me to your right hand.

Confutatis 
While the wicked are confounded,  
assigned to flames of woe,  
call me to be with Your saints. 

I kneel before you 
with ashen contrite heart;  
help me in my final condition.

Lacrimosa  
On that day of tears and weeping,  
when, rising from the ashes,  
the guilty man must prepare for  
   judgment. 
In your mercy spare him, O God! 
Lord all pitying, Jesu blest, 
grant them eternal rest. Amen.

Offertorium
Domine Jesu Christe 
Lord Jesus Christ, King of Glory,  
   deliver 
the souls of the faithful dead from  
   punishment of Hell  
and from the bottomless pit; deliver 
   them from the mouth  
of the lion; nor suffer the fiery lake  
   to swallow them up, nor endless  
   darkness to enshroud them.  
But let Thy holy standard bearer  
   Michael lead them to the sacred  
   light,  
as once Thou promised to Abraham  
   and his children.

Liber scriptus proferetur, 
In quo totum continetur, 
Unde mundus judicetur. 

Judex ergo cum sedebit, 
Quidquid latet, apparebit: 
Nil inultum remanebit.

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus? 
 
Quem patronum rogaturus, 
Cum vix justus sit securus? 

Rex tremendae

Rex tremendae majestatis 
Qui salvandos salvas gratis, 
Salva me, fons pietatis!

Recordare 
Recordare, Jesu pie, 
Quod sum causa tuæ viæ: 
 
Ne me perdas illa die.

Quærens me, sedisti lassus: 
Redemisti Crucem passus: 
Tantus labor non sit cassus.

Juste judex ultionis, 
Donum fac remissionis 
Ante diem rationis.

Ingemisco, tamquam reus: 
Culpa rubet vultus meus: 
Supplicanti parce, Deus.

Qui Mariam absolvisti, 
Et latronem exaudisti, 
Mihi quoque spem dedisti.

Preces meæ non sunt dignæ: 
 

In the book brought forth, 
all has been recorded,  
and from which the world will be  
   judged.

When the Judge has taken His seat,  
and every hidden deed is revealed,  
nothing will be left unpunished. 

What shall I, wretched man, be  
   pleading? 
Who shall intercede for me, 
when the just themselves need  
   mercy?

Rex tremendae

King of tremendous majesty,  
who sends us free salvation,  
save me, fount of pity.

Recordare 
Recall, sweet Jesus, 
that my salvation brought about  
   Your Incarnation: 
do not destroy me on that day.

Faint and weary you have sought me, 
redeemed by suffering on the cross, 
let Thy great deed be not in vain.

Final Judge of Justice, 
Lord grant Thy absolution 
before the day of retribution.

I sigh of guilt, 
I blush from my shame, 
spare your supplicant, O God.

You, who absolved Mary; 
and listened to the thief; 
give hope to me as well.

Worthless are my prayers and  
   sighing; 
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Requiem aeternam dona eis. Domine: 
et lux perpetua luceat eis.  
 
Cum Sanctis tuis in aeternum: quia  
   pius es.

Eternal rest grant unto them, O Lord,  
and let perpetual light shine upon  
   them. 
as with thy saints forever, for Thou  
   art merciful.

Hostias 
Hostias et preces tibi, Domine, laudis  
   offerimus: 
tu suscipe pro animabus illus,  
   quarum hodie 
memoriam facimus: fac eas, Domine,  
   de morte 
transire ad vitam, quam olim  
   Abrahae promisti et semini ejus.

Sanctus
Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus, 
Dominus Deus Sabaoth. 
Pleni sunt coeli et terra gloria tua 
Hosanna in excelsis.

Benedictus
Benedictus qui venit 
in nomine Domini. 
Hosanna in excelsis.

Agnus Dei
Agnus Dei, 
qui tollis peccata mundi, 
dona eis requiem.

Agnus Dei, 
qui tollis peccata mundi, 
dona eis requiem

Agnus Dei, 
qui tollis peccata mundi, 
dona eis requiem sempiternam.

Communio
Lux aeterna 
Lux aeterna luceat eis, Domine: 
 
Cum Sanctis tuis in aeternum: quia  
   pius es.

Hostias 
We offer Thee, O Lord, our prayers  
   and sacrifices of praise: 
Accept them for those souls  
   whom this day  
we commemorate: let them pass,  
   Lord, from death  
into life, as once Thou promised to  
   Abraham and his children.

Sanctus
Holy, Holy, Holy,  
Lord God of Hosts.  
Heaven and earth are full of Thy glory.  
Hosanna in the highest.

Benedictus
Blessed is He who comes  
in the name of the Lord.  
Hosanna in the highest!

Agnus Dei
Lamb of God,  
who takes away the sins of the world,  
grant them rest. 

Lamb of God, 
who takes away the sins of the world, 
grant them rest 

Lamb of God, 
who takes away the sins of the world, 
grant them everlasting rest.

Communio
Lux Aeterna 
May eternal light shine upon them,  
   O Lord; 
with thy Saints forever, for Thou art  
   merciful.


