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Program 

 
Introduzione in D minor — Maestoso ed Adagio 

 
Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do 
Dr. Sandra Montes 
Dean of Chapel, Union Theological Seminary 
 

Sonata I in B-flat major — Largo 
 
Today, you will be with me in paradise 
Dr. Uriah Y. Kim 
President, Graduate Theological Union 
 

Sonata II in C minor, ending in C major — Grave e cantabile 
 
Woman, behold your son! Son, behold your mother!  
Anna Deavere Smith 
 

Sonata III in E major — Grave 
 
My God, My God, why have you forsaken me? 
Anna Deavere Smith 
 

Sonata IV in F minor — Largo 
 
I thirst! 
Dr. Uriah Y. Kim 

 
Sonata V in A major — Adagio 

 
It is finished! 
Dr. Sandra Montes 

Sonata VI in G minor, ending in G major — Lento 
 
Into your hands, O Lord, I commend my spirit 
The Very Rev. Dr. Alan Jones 
Dean Emeritus, Grace Cathedral 
 

Sonata VII in E-flat major — Largo 
Il terremoto in C minor — Presto e con tutta la forza 
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Notes on Joseph Haydn  

Born March 31, 1732, Rohrau 
Died May 31, 1809, Vienna 
 
Haydn may have claimed that his thirty years as kapellmeister to the Esterhazy princes 
forced him to work in isolation, but from that quiet isolation his fame spread steadily across 
Europe. One of the clearest signs of this came in 1784 when Haydn received a handsome 
commission from Paris for six symphonies, and he worked on these “Paris” Symphonies (Nos. 
82-87) during the years 1785-86. At exactly this same moment came an even more 
remarkable commission. A Spanish cleric wrote to Haydn to ask for music to accompany the 
reading – on Good Friday, 1787 – of the seven final statements of Christ on the cross. 
 
Haydn rarely commented on his music, but in 1801 he recalled the circumstances of this 
work’s creation, and it is worth quoting him at length: 
 

“About fifteen years ago I was requested by a canon of Cadíz to compose 
instrumental music on the Seven Words of Jesus on the Cross. It was the custom 
of the Cathedral of Cadíz to produce an oratorio every year during Lent, the 
effect of the performance being not a little enhanced by the following 
circumstances. The walls, windows, and pillars of the church were hung with 
black cloth, and only a large lamp, hanging from the center of the roof, broke the 
solemn obscurity. At midday, the doors were closed and the ceremony began. 
After an appropriate prelude, the bishop ascended the pulpit, pronounced one of 
the Seven Words and delivered a discourse thereon. This ended, he left the pulpit 
and knelt prostrate before the altar. This pause was filled with music. The bishop 
then in like manner pronounced the second word, then the third, and so on, the 
orchestra falling in at the conclusion of the discourse.” 

 
It should further be noted that the Good Friday observances in Cadiz took place not in the 
cathedral but in the Chapel of Santa Cueva, a cave carved in a hillside beneath the cathedral, 
so this music was first performed in a profound darkness. 
 
Haydn wrote this set of musical meditations for large orchestra (one that included four 
horns and timpani), and it was performed in Cadíz on April 6, 1787. But it is a telling 
indication of the fame of the 55-year-old composer that it was performed almost 
simultaneously in both Vienna and Bonn; in fact, those two performances took place at the 
end of March and so preceded the Cadíz ceremony (and it is likely that one of the 
performers in the Bonn orchestra was a 16-year-old violist named Beethoven). Alert to the 
commercial possibilities of this music, Haydn quickly arranged it for string quartet – the 
version heard on this program – and oversaw its transcription for solo piano; some years 
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later – in 1796 as he was beginning work on his oratorios – he made a further arrangement 
for soloists, chorus, and expanded orchestra. He regarded The Seven Last Words of Christ as 
one of the greatest successes he ever had as a composer, and he conducted it at his last 
public performance, in 1803. 
 
There is no question about Haydn’s devout Catholic faith: he inscribed the words Laus Deo 
(“Praise God”) at the end of the manuscripts of all of his symphonies. But while he 
welcomed this commission, he found it a challenge, noting that “it was not an easy matter to 
compose seven Adagios to last ten minutes each, and follow one after the other without 
fatiguing the listener...” Uncertain how to proceed, he consulted his friend, the Abbé 
Maximilian Stadler, who suggested building the main theme of each movement on the 
rhythm of its Latin text, and this proved a useful procedure. 
 
Haydn said of The Seven Last Words: “Each [movement], or rather each setting of the text, is 
expressed only by instrumental music, but in such a way that it creates the most profound 
impression on even the most inexperienced listener.” The challenge for him as a composer 
was to capture the spirit of these solemn words and to create music suitable for meditation 
on each of them, yet still to engage a listener’s interest across the span of seven slow 
movements. He addressed the last of these in several ways: by making sharp contrasts 
between the character of the movements (some are lyric and lamenting, others dramatic), by 
varying keys effectively, and by contrasting sonorities – muting the strings for one 
movement, using pizzicato at other points. Haydn frames these seven slow movements with 
contrasted outer movements. He establishes a suitably solemn atmosphere with an 
Introduction in D minor that he marks Maestoso ed Adagio, and he concludes with a 
musical depiction of the earthquake that rocked Calvary after the crucifixion. At last we have 
a fast movement – it is marked Presto e con tutta la forza – and it brings The Seven Last Words 
to a conclusion that is satisfying both emotionally and musically. 
 
Haydn’s arrangement of this orchestral music for string quartet is particularly successful, and 
the music is most often heard today in this version. At the time he made this transcription, 
he had already written 43 of his 83 string quartets, and the music is beautifully conceived for 
the four instruments in this version. The seven meditative movements do not really require 
detailed description. Each is in sonata form, which al-lows Haydn the scope to develop the 
implications of his opening theme, much as a meditation expands on its fundamental idea. 
These move-ments do not offer scene-painting, but instead are emotional correlatives to the 
words of the dying Christ, and listeners might best approach them as did the listeners at the 
first performance in Cadíz: by reading the text of each movement and being aware of it as 
they listen to Haydn’s musical response. 

 
Eric Bromberger 
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Notes on the Readings  

The readings between the movements are meant to be a form of suggestive punctuation – a 
way of allowing the music to enter into our minds and hearts, to introduce us to new ways of 
experiencing the mystery of suffering love at the heart of things. This means being aware not 
only of our attraction and resistance to it, but also of our rejection of it.  
 
Just one example: Shusako Endo’s novel, The Silence of God is about 17th century Japanese 
martyrs. The narrator watches two men bound to the stake as the tide of the sea comes in 
over them — until they die exhausted. “What do I want to say? I myself do not understand. 
Only that today, when for glory of God Mokichi and Ichizo moaned, suffered and died, I 
cannot bear the monotonous sound of the dark sea gnawing at the shore. Behind the 
depressing silence of this sea, the silence of God . . . the feeling that while men raise their 
voices in anguish God remains with folded arms, silent.” It would be easy simply to bathe in 
Haydn’s haunting music, but his genius invites us into a kind of restlessness which turns into 
a sense that we are part of something profoundly challenging and hopeful.  
 
And then there’s T.S. Eliot: 
 
Who then devised the torment? Love. 
Love is the unfamiliar Name 
Behind the hands that wove 
The intolerable shirt of flame 
Which human power cannot remove. 
We only live, only suspire 
Consumed by either fire or fire. 
 

Alan Jones, dean emeritus 
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About The Alexander String Quartet  

Zakarias Grafilo, violin • Frederick Lifsitz, violin • David Samuel, viola • Sandy Wilson, cello  

The Alexander String Quartet has performed in the major music capitals of five continents, 
securing its standing among the world’s premier ensembles, and a major artistic presence in 
its home base of San Francisco, serving since 1989 as Ensemble in Residence of San 
Francisco Performances and Directors of The Morrison Chamber Music 
Center Instructional Program at San Francisco State University. Widely admired for its 
interpretations of Beethoven, Mozart, and Shostakovich, the quartet’s recordings have won 
international critical acclaim. They have established themselves as important advocates of 
new music commissioning dozens of new works from composers including Jake Heggie, 
Cindy Cox, Augusta Read Thomas, Robert Greenberg, Cesar Cano, 
Tarik O’Regan, Paul Siskind, and Pulitzer Prize-winner Wayne Peterson. Samuel Carl 
Adams’ new “Quintet with Pillars” was premiered and has been widely performed across the 
U.S. by the Alexander with pianist Joyce Yang, and will be introduced to European 
audiences in the 2021-2022 season.  
  
ASQ formed in New York City in 1981, capturing international attention in 1985 as the first 
American quartet to win the London (now Wigmore) International String Quartet 
Competition. The quartet has received honorary degrees from Allegheny College and Saint 
Lawrence University, and Presidential medals from Baruch College (CUNY). The Alexander 
plays on a matched set of instruments made in San Francisco by Francis Kuttner, known as 
the Ellen M. Egger quartet.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Alexander String Quartet is represented by BesenArts LLC. www.BesenArts.com and  
records exclusively for FoghornClassics.FoghornClassics.com. 
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The Readings 
 
Father, forgive them; for they know not what they do  
Forgive them, for they know not that every single piece of land they have ever lived on or sold is 
stolen land 
Forgive them, for they know not that my rainbow soul they reject will forever love proudly and 
loudly  
Forgive them, for they know not that every Black body they scoff at is sacred, beautiful and regal 
Forgive them, for they know not that they can continue to try to exterminate us but we will continue 
to rise up 
Forgive them, for they know not that as they try to silence us they are giving us megaphones 
Forgive them, for they know not that the language they cannot understand or speak and often 
ridicule is spoken all throughout the world 
Forgive them, for they know not that every tree that is cut down is the source of the very air we need 
to survive 
Forgive them, for they know not that we need to scream Black lives matter because we have been 
taught they don’t 
Forgive them, for they know not that modifying history for our children does not mean it did not 
happen 
Forgive them, for they know not that being a missionary to countries with brown people is not a 
photo op  
Forgive them, for they know not that trans people are people and people need nurturing and 
comforting and love 
Forgive them, for they know not that what they do to the least of these they are doing to you over 
and over again 
Forgive them, for they know not that equality, equity and justice are not synonyms 
Forgive them, for they know not that if one of us is suffering, all of us are suffering 
Forgive them, for they know not that bullying and violence does not make them stronger 
Forgive them, for they know not that misgendering and outing a person can be deadly 
Forgive them, for they know not that being comforted is not the same as being comfortable 
Forgive them, for they know not that we know that they know 
Mother, Father, Parent, Forgive me, for I have acted as though I know not what I do 
 
 
Today you will be with me in paradise 
The scripture says that two criminals were also hung next to Jesus, one on his right and the other on 
his left. One repented and the other did not. Depending on the onlooker’s perspective, the 
remorseful individual could have been seen on either Jesus’s left or right.  
 
We take one person’s words to our heart but dismiss the other’s protest.  
 
Let God decide their fate since in dispensing our justice, we have completed our task of maintaining 
the rule of law.   
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Are we free of responsibility and accountability now that one enters Jesus’s kingdom, or paradise, 
and the other does not?  
 
In the words of Abraham Heschel, one of the most influential modern-day prophets: “Few are guilty, 
but all are responsible.”  
 
It was not legal obligation or civic duty that Heschel spoke of, but moral responsibility of all people 
to create a just society.  
 
If God expected us to build a paradise on earth where exceptional happiness and delight could be 
always experienced by all of its residents, then that would be rather unfair and unrealistic.  
 
However, if we were to understand the word “paradise” as it was originally conceived in ancient 
Persian, “enclosure,” like a garden or park in which peace, safety, and security are but assured – think 
the Garden of Eden or the green pastures of Psalm 23 – then perhaps such a thing is achievable.  
 
Can we imagine and create a society that promises peace, safety, and security to all of its residents 
regardless of their differences? What would the two criminals have been like were they given the 
chance to live in a community based on justice and shalom? Are we willing to build such a paradise in 
our neighborhood today?  
 
 
Woman, behold, your son! Son, behold your mother! 
From Maya Angelou’s eulogy at the funeral of James Baldwin. 
December 8, 1987 in The Cathedral of St. John The Divine, New York City. 
 
I will speak of James Baldwin my friend and brother. 
 
A short, brown man came to the door and looked at me. He had the most extraordinary eyes I’d ever 
seen. When he completed his instant X-ray of my brain, lungs, liver, heart, bowels, and spinal column 
he smiled and said, ‘Come in,’ and opened the door. He opened the door all right. 
 
I knew Jim loved me when he gave me to Gloria and Paula, Wilmer and David Baldwin, and all the 
rest of his siblings. And when he took me to Mother Baldwin and said, “Just what you don’t need, 
another daughter, but here she is.” I knew that he knew black women may find lovers on street 
corners or even in church pews, but brothers are hard to come by, and are as necessary as air and as 
precious as love. James Baldwin knew that black women in this desolate world, black women in this 
cruel time which has no soundness in it, have a quiet need for brothers. He knew that a brother’s 
love redeems a sister’s pain. His love opened the unusual door for me, and I am blessed that James 
Baldwin was my brother. 
 

When great trees fall, 
rocks on distant hills shudder, 

lions hunker down 
in tall grasses, 
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and even elephants 
lumber after safety. 

 
When great trees fall 

in forests, 
small things recoil into silence, 

their senses 
eroded beyond fear. 

 
When great souls die, 

the air around us becomes 
light, rare, sterile. 

We breathe, briefly. 
Our eyes, briefly, 

see with 
a hurtful clarity. 

Our memory, suddenly sharpened, 
examines, 

gnaws on kind words 
unsaid, 

promised walks 
never taken. 

 
Great souls die and 
our reality, bound to 

them, takes leave of us. 
Our souls, 

dependent upon their 
nurture, 

now shrink, wizened. 
Our minds, formed 

and informed by their 
radiance, 
fall away. 

We are not so much maddened 
as reduced to the unutterable ignorance 

of dark, cold 
caves. 

 
And when great souls die, 

after a period peace blooms, 
slowly and always 

irregularly. Spaces fill 
with a kind of 

soothing electric vibration. 
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Our senses, restored, never 
to be the same, whisper to us. 

They existed. They existed. 
We can be. Be and be 

better. For they existed. 
 
 
My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? 
From James Baldwin's Go Tell It On The Mountain. 
 
In his heart there was a sudden yearning tenderness for holy Elisha; desire, sharp and awful as a 
reflecting knife, to serve the body of Elisha, and lie where Elisha lay; to speak in tongues, as Elisha 
spoke, and, without authority, to confound his father. Yet this had not been the moment; it was as 
far back as he could go, but the secret, the turning, the abysmal drop was farther back, in darkness. 
As he cursed his father, as he loved Elisha, he had, even then, been weeping; he had already passed 
his moment, was already under the power, had been struck, and was going down. 
 
Ah, down! — And to what purpose, where? To the bottom of the sea, the bowels of the earth, to the 
heart of the fiery furnace? Into a dungeon deeper than Hell, into a madness louder than the grave? 
What trumpet sound would awaken him, what hand would lift him up? For he knew, as he was 
struck again, and screamed again, his throat like burning ashes, and as he turned again, his body 
hanging from him like a useless weight, a heavy, rotting carcass, that if he were not lifted he would 
never rise. 
 
His father, his mother, his aunt, Elisha — all were far above him, wanting, watching his torment in 
the pit. They hung over the golden barrier, singing behind them, light around their heads, weeping, 
perhaps, for John, struck down so early. And, no, they could not help him anymore — nothing could 
help him anymore. He struggled, struggled to rise up, and meet them— he wanted wings to fly 
upward and meet them in that morning, that morning where they were. But his struggles only thrust 
him downward, his cries did not go upward, but rang in his own skull. 
 
 
I thirst 
We need water to live and having access to drinking water supplies is necessary to maintain 
sustainable societies. However, due to global climate change, access to safe drinking water, to quench 
our thirst, is becoming increasingly more difficult. 
 
The destiny and wellbeing of humans and the natural world are intertwined and interdependent, as 
the following scripture reminds us:  
 
For the creation waits with eager longing . . . in hope that the creation itself will be set free from its 
bondage to decay . . . We know that the whole creation has been groaning in labor pains until 
now; and not only the creation, but we ourselves . . . groan inwardly while we wait for adoption, the 
redemption of our bodies.  
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A poem by Lois Red Elk, entitled “All Thirst Quenched,” written for her granddaughter, expresses 
such connection and hope.  
 
I didn’t want to scold the sky that year, but 
Grandma’s words taunted my senses. If there 
is a thirst, then you need to pity the flowers 
  
in a loud voice. Ask the frogs why they are 
being punished, stomp on the ground and talk 
to the dried clay about cracking open the earth. 
  
I know challenging the storm is risky. “Last 
but not least, burn cedar and pray the lightning 
doesn’t strike your town.” That night, the stars 
  
disappeared, so did the birds. Perhaps it was 
the season for rain or the dance. In the western 
distance, we thought we heard cannon blasts, 
  
looking over we watched the horizon fill with 
lightning strikes. Rain couldn’t pour hard enough 
over the thirsty plain. Accompanying clouds, 
  
called to thunder’s voice in extreme decimals 
requesting all the water heaven could send forth, 
to come. Rain and more rain filled empty stream 
  
bottoms. Rivers who had pulled their dry banks 
farther and farther from their center begged for 
a drink to startle dusty beds with a flooding roar. 
  
Lives in dormant places begin to stir and awaken. 
The lives of water beings, those that swim, the 
ones that hop, and the ones that fly, begin to stir. 
 
That year all thirst was quenched. 
 
 
It is finished  
Indigenous people throughout history have been killed in large numbers and our leaders have been 
humiliated, our rituals have been demonized, our natural resources and land have been stolen and 
our culture has been appropriated. And, during all that time colonizers have thought, “It is finished.” 
But it wasn’t.  
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My body aches as I imagine Matthew, Ronnie, Sakia, those at Pulse and other LGBTQIA2S+ people 
being beaten to death, shot, stabbed, often alone and scared. As their aggressors stopped because 
there was no more life to take they all thought “It is finished.” But it wasn’t. 
 
The people who murdered Fred, Malcolm, Martin, Medgar, Robert and others for being civil rights 
activists, for threatening the status quo and the power of white supremacy thought, as they saw their 
victims take their last breath “It is finished.” But it wasn’t.  
 
Venus, Amanda, Alexa and so many other Trans people, particularly trans brown and Black women, 
are murdered every year and their murderers may triumphantly think “It is finished.” But it isn’t.  
 
Separating children from their parents at the border, holding unaccompanied children at detention 
centers and criminalizing people for seeking a better life for their family is devastating and those in 
charge may think “It is finished.” But it isn’t.  
 
Emmet, Ahmaud, Breonna, George and countless other Black people have been brutally murdered 
throughout history for being Black in the US. White supremacy continues to proclaim that “It is 
finished.” But it isn’t. 
 
Bills taking away our Voting rights as citizens of the US are being proposed throughout the country 
making some think, “It is finished.” But it isn’t. 
 
There are laws throughout the world that make some groups of people illegal and take away people’s 
rights making us think, “It is finished.” But it isn’t. 
 
And even though we know la lucha –– the struggle –– continues 
And even though we face a winding uphill journey 
And we can see the crosses at calvary ready for us 
And even though we hear those familiar, thunderous, frightening words: 
It is finished 
We know better, we have seen and heard life germinating 
 
“It is finished” Jesus mutters with his last breath 
And the entire creation, though grieving, breathes in unison “No, it is not! It is just beginning!” 
 
 
Into your hands, O Lord, I commend my spirit 
Poet Wilfred Owen trained young men for the Front. He wrote to Osbert Sitwell — July 1918 — “I see to it that 
he is dumb, and stands to attention before his accusers. With a piece of silver I buy him everyday, and 
with maps make him familiar with the topography of Golgotha.” Here’s the poem. 
   

So Abram rose, and clave the wood, and went, 
And took the fire with him, and a knife. 
And as they sojourned both of them together, 
Isaac the first-born spake and said, My Father, 
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Behold the preparations, fire and iron, 
But where the lamb for this burnt-offering? 
Then Abram bound the youth with belts and straps, 
and builded parapets and trenches there, 
And stretchèd forth the knife to slay his son. 
When lo! an angel called him out of heaven, 
Saying, Lay not thy hand upon the lad, 
Neither do anything to him. Behold, 
A ram, caught in a thicket by its horns; 
Offer the Ram of Pride instead of him. 
But the old man would not so, but slew his son, 
And half the seed of Europe, one by one. 

 
Yet we still call this Friday good for the mystery of mercy it accomplishes in us.  
 
William Langland wrote: “And all the wickedness in the world that man might work or think is no more 
to the mercy of God than a live coal dropped into the sea.”  
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The Ghiberti Center for Culture opens doors to arts 
and ideas at Grace Cathedral. Its primary purpose 
is to enrich and inspire all people through the 
arts, music and education, and to preserve Grace 
Cathedral, a San Francisco treasure and resource.

GRACE CATHEDRAL is home to a community 
where the best of Episcopal Christian tradition 
courageously embraces innovation and open-
minded conversation, where inclusion is expected 
and people of all faiths are welcomed, where 
beliefs are put into action and where people are 
encouraged to seek God and progress on their own 
spiritual journey. 

1100 California Street San Francisco, California 94108
(415) 749-6300  GraceCathedral.org

FACEBOOK.COM/GRACECATHEDRALSF

@GRACECATHEDRAL

CONNECT WITH US

GRACE CATHEDRAL IS AN  
EPISCOPAL CHURCH,  
A MEMBER OF THE WORLDWIDE ANGLI-
CAN COMMUNION.T H E  C AT H E D R A L  I S  O P E N  D A I LY


