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Over Eternal Peace; Isaac Levitan; 1894; Oil on canvas.

ON TIME

  Fly, envious Time, till thou run out thy race;
  Call on the lazy leaden-stepping Hours,
  Whose speed is but the heavy plummet’s pace;
  And glut thyself with what thy womb devours,
  Which is no more than what is false and vain,
  And merely mortal dross;
  So little is our loss,
  So little is thy gain.
  For, when as each thing bad thou hast entombed,
  And, last of all, thy greedy self consumed,
  Then long Eternity shall greet our bliss
  With an individual kiss,
  And Joy shall overtake us as a flood;
  When every thing that is sincerely good,
  And perfectly divine,
  With Truth, and Peace, and Love, shall ever shine
  About the supreme throne
  Of him, to whose happy-making sight alone
  When once our heavenly-guided soul shall climb,
  Then, all this earthly grossness quit,
  Attired with stars we shall for ever sit,
     Triumphing over Death, and Chance, and thee, O Time!

John Milton (1608 – 1674)
Miscellaneous Poems



Johann Chrysostom Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart

 Many people, myself included, have had their view of Mozart’s life and character shaped by the 
movie Amadeus, in which he is famously portrayed as an immoral and frivolous genius who had little 
concern for anyone or anything beside his music. While the movie presents his music and genius in 
an appealing and beautiful way, interested researchers of this history have proven that much of what it 
suggested about Mozart is wildly inaccurate. In a letter to his father, Leopold, the younger Mozart wrote 
this: “Papa must not worry, for God is ever before my eyes. I realize His omnipotence and I fear His anger; 
but I also recognize His love, His compassion, and His tenderness towards His creatures. He will never 
forsake His own. If it is according to His will, so let it be according to mine. Thus all will be well and I 
must needs be happy and contented.” The letters he wrote to his father and to others would certainly 
seem to be a reliable window into his character. In regard to his personal morality he wrote this: “I cannot 
possibly live like the majority of our young men. In the first place, I have too much religion, in the second 
too much love for my fellow men and too great a sense of honor....” Further, “I know that I have so much 
religion that I shall never be able to do a thing which I would not be willing openly to do before the 
whole world.” One criticism that may be true is that he was not skilled in handling money. However, 
the fact that he was buried in a mass, unmarked grave is not so much indicative of poverty as it was of 
the prevailing custom of the time for men of his station. It was considered ostentatious to have a private 
grave.
 Born in Salzburg, Austria, the last of seven children, to Leopold Mozart and his wife, Wolfgang 
and one older sister were the only ones to survive infancy. He was born on January 27, 1756, on the 
Catholic Church’s feast day of John Chrysostom and christened with that saint’s name added to his own, 
some further indication of the religious interest of the family. Because Leopold was himself skilled in 
music, having written a treatise on how to play the violin and maintaining a thriving studio of students, 
he was careful to teach his children as soon as they were able to learn. Almost as soon as he began the 
father recognized the extraordinary gift that had been given to his son and not only to him, but to the 
world of music. Within a very few years Leopold gave up teaching his own students in order to nurture 
Wolfgang’s skill, considering it his responsibility before God to make sure his son’s gift was not squandered 
but developed to the greatest possible extent. It was for this purpose, rather than “showing him off like a 
performing monkey,” as the movie Amadeus would have us believe, that Leopold travelled all over Europe 
with his son to expose him to other places and styles of music that existed in the world at that time, as 
well as to make his talent known to the rulers and musicians of that day.
 On a visit to the Vatican in Rome Wolfgang, still a young boy, was taken to hear the magnificent 
Vatican choir. They sang the Miserere by Allegri, which is a beautiful and complicated polyphonic piece 
that the pope had forbidden anyone to sing but his own choir. There was, in fact, only one manuscript 
available, and that was not allowed to leave Rome. Back in his room the young Mozart wrote down 
the entire score from memory after just one hearing. He began improvising minuets before he was five 
and his drive to compose never left him. He is known to have said, “composition is less tiring than 
doing nothing.” He met the great Haydn who, after listening to some of Wolfgang’s string quartets, 
told his father, “I assure you before God, as an honorable man, your son is the greatest composer that I 
know personally or by reputation.” As an adult whose reputation was established and revered, a young 
Beethoven insisted on playing for Mozart, after which he turned to his friends and said, “Keep your eyes 
on him. Someday he will give the world something to talk about.” These, and many other anecdotes, 
indicate that from his earliest days to the end of his life music was Mozart’s life and work. One observer 
said of him, “It would be hard to find another great man who has music woven more tightly into his life. 
Music wakes him, music accompanies him to table, music resounds when he goes hunting, music wings 
his worship in church, music lulls him into balmy slumber.”



 Mozart’s health, never robust, often left him weak, and in the final year of his life he caught what 
was called “camp fever” which, combined with other frailties, proved fatal. He died just eight weeks short 
of his 36th birthday on December 7, 1791, surrounded by family and friends. He had been conducting 
informal rehearsals from his bed of his Requiem which he admitted to his wife he thought he was writing 
for himself. His last acts were to sing the alto part in these rehearsals and to imitate the kettledrums. 
When they got to the Lacrymosa he burst into tears and the rehearsals ended. He died the next morning.
 For a life so short it is astounding to note the sheer volume of his compositions as well as their 
exquisite beauty. In 1791 alone, the last year of his life, he composed, rehearsed and presented two full 
operas, The Magic Flute and Tito; wrote and performed the large Piano Concerto in B-Flat major, the 
String Quintet in E-Flat major, the beautiful Clarinet Concerto in A Major, as well as the exquisite Ave 
Verum Corpus which many have claimed to be the most perfect of choral anthems, expressing its sacred 
text in the most reverent and uplifting of musical phrases. He died before finishing Requiem, though the 
choral parts were complete through the Hostias (which we are not singing tonight) and notes, thoughts, 
and ideas were passed on to his student, Hans Süssmayr, who finished the work for him. 
 I finish with two statements of Mozart’s own, both taken from letters he wrote to others. First, “I 
believe, and nothing shall ever persuade me differently, that no doctor, no man, no accident, can either 
give life to a man or take it away; it rests with God alone.” Second, “Let us put our trust in God and 
console ourselves with the thought that all is well, if it is in accordance with the will of the Almighty, as 
He knows best what is profitable and beneficial to our temporal happiness and our eternal salvation.”
 
 When we speak of a “Mass” in musical terms, such as the “Mass in B Minor” by J.S. Bach, we 
expect to find the music composed for movements entitled Kyrie, Gloria, Credo, Sanctus, Benedictus and 
Agnus Dei. The “Requiem Mass,” so named because of the text it begins with—Requiem aeternam dona 
eis, Domine, meaning, “eternal rest grant to them, O Lord”—is music for a service of prayers for, and 
remembrance of, those who have died. In writing his Requiem Mozart built on the text of a medieval 
poem, the first strophe of which is the Dies Irae—the Day of Wrath—and includes the texts of the 
Tuba Mirum (the Trumpet shall sound); the Rex Tremendae (the Great King); the Recordare (Remember, 
loving Jesus); the Confutatis (Sentence is passed); the Lacrymosa (Day of tears); and the Pie Jesu (Loving 
Jesus). Mozart used it all, tucking the Pie Jesu into the end of the Lacrymosa. The poem itself began as 
an ecclesiastical Latin sequence dating possibly as early as Pope Gregory the Great, who died in A.D. 
604. Such famous names as Bernard of Clairvaux, Bonaventure and Thomas Aquinas have also been 
attached to its composition. Mozart ingeniously folded the poem into the texts of all the movements of 
the ordinary mass except for the Gloria and the Credo. I think you will find the expression of each of these 
texts gripping, full of beauty and drama which, without deep personal engagement, is hard to believe 
could have been written in such a way. He has made it easy for the choir personally to engage with both 
text and music. Like many singers before us, we consider it a sacred duty to do what justice we can to this 
magnificent music.
 As in our presentation of Fauré’s Requiem, we have taken the liberty of adjusting Mozart’s texts to 
conform to our conviction that we need not and ought not to pray for the souls of those who have died—
their fate is sealed. But we can and should pray for ourselves and for our brethren who are yet on the way 
to eternity, who have choices to make, who need to embrace a healthy fear of the wrath of God, and, as 
believers, look to his love and mercy. We look in faith to Christ who has gone before us and has faced 
the full weight and agony of that wrath on our behalf. We finish the presentation of his Requiem with the 
Agnus Dei, Mozart’s last movement, the text of which is “Lamb of God, who takes away the sins of the 
world, grant us eternal rest because Thou art forgiving.” Our eyes, forever and only, are on our Savior!
        Florence Rayburn



Triumph of the Church, Church Militant and Triumphant; Andrea de Bonaiuto; 1343-1377; 
Fresco, Guidalotti Chapel in Santa Maria Novella, Florence, Italy.

Requiem
Requiem aeternam dona nobis, Domine, et lux perpetua luceat nobis; te decet hymnus, Deus, in Sion, 

et tibi reddetur votum in Jerusalem; exaudi orationem meam, ad te omnis caro veniet. 
Requiem aeternam dona nobis, Domine, et lux perpetua luceat nobis.

Eternal rest grant to us, O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon us; to Thee is due a song of praise, 
O God in Sion, and to Thee a vow shall be paid in Jerusalem; grant my prayer; to Thee all flesh shall come. 

Eternal rest grant to us, O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon us.
Elsie Dye, Soprano

Expulsion from the Garden of Eden; Thomas Cole; 1828; Oil on canvas.

Kyrie eleison. Christe eleison. Kyrie eleison.
Lord have mercy on us. Christ have mercy on us. Lord have mercy on us.

Hamlet and Horatio in the Graveyard; Eugène Delacroix; 1827-28; Brush and brown wash with 
watercolor over graphite on heavy watercolor paper.

FIRST READING: To be, or not to be—that is the question: 
                                  Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer
            The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune
                                  Or to take arms against a sea of troubles
                                  And by opposing end them. To die, to sleep—
                                  No more—and by a sleep to say we end
                                  The heartache, and the thousand natural shocks
                                  That flesh is heir to. This a consummation
                                  Devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep—
                                  To sleep—perchance to dream: aye, there’s the rub,
                                  For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
                                  When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
                                  Must give us pause…Who would [burdens] bear’
                                  To grant and sweat under a weary life,
                                  But that the dread of something after death,
                                  The undiscovered country, from whose bourn
                                  No traveler returns, puzzles the will,
                                  And makes us rather bear those ills we have
                                  Than to fly to others that we know not of?
                                  Thus conscience doth make cowards of us all…
        William Shakespeare (1564 – 1616)

from the mouth of Hamlet



The Great Day of His Wrath; John Martin; 1851-1853; Oil on canvas.

Dies Irae
Dies irae, dies illa solvet saeclum in favilla, teste David cum Sybilla.
The day of wrath, that day of grief shall change the world to glowing ash, 

as David and the Sibyl tell (testify to).
Quantus tremor est futurus, quando judex est venturus, cuncta stricte discussurus.

How great a quaking shall there be, when on that day the judge shall come, to weigh man’s 
deeds in each detail.

The text of the Dies Irae, the first strophe of the medieval poem mentioned above, comes from Zephaniah 
1:15: “A day of wrath is that day, a day of distress and anguish, a day of ruin and devastation, a day of 
darkness and gloom, a day of clouds and thick darkness.…” A note about “David and the Sibyl” in the 
middle of the text: the Sibyl was an oracle from ancient Greece, a prophetess with “divine inspiration,” 
originally prophesying at holy sites such as Delphi. The use of her name suggests that David, representing 
the biblical prophecies, is supported in the truth of those prophecies, since, according to a medieval 
legend, the pagan seers also testified to the catastrophic end of the world and the coming of the One who 
will judge us all in keeping with the strictest details of our lives in this world. 

The Last Trumpet; William Bake; 1780-85; Recto: pen and gummed carbon black ink and layered 
gray ink washes with graphite underdrawing Verso: black chalk.

Tuba Mirum
Tuba mirum spargens sonum per sepulchral regionum, coget omnes ante thronum.

The trumpet mighty blast shall send, through all the regions of the dead, to summon all before the throne.
Mors stupebit et natura, cum resurget creatura, judicanti responsura.

Then death and nature dazed shall be, when from their graves all men shall rise, to answer 
to their judge’s charge.

Liber scriptus proferetur, in quo totum continetur, unde mundus judicetur.
The Book of Life shall opened be, in which each smallest act is found, on which the world 

shall face its judge.
Judex ergo cum sedebit, quidquid latet apparebit, nil inultum remanebit.
When then the judge shall take his place, whate’er lies hid shall come to light, 

no act unpunished shall remain.
Quid sum miser tunc dicturus? Quem patronum rogaturus, cum vix justus sit securus?

What then shall I, poor wretch, reply, upon what patron shall I call, when scarce the just man stands secure?
Reid McMillan, Bass; James Rayburn, Tenor; Heidi Bone, Alto; Courtney Dey, Soprano



The Prodigal Son; John Macallan Swan; 1888; Oil on canvas.

SECOND READING:  Oh my blacke Soule! Now thou art summoned
                                        By sicknesse, deaths herald, and champion;
                                        Thou art like a pilgrim, which abroad hath done
                                        Treason, and durst not turne to whence hee is fled,
                                        Or like a thiefe, which till deaths doome be read,
                                        Wisheth himself delivered from prison;
                                        But damn’d and hal’d to execution,
                                        Wisheth that still he might be imprisoned;
                                        Yet grace, if thou repent, thou canst not lacke;
                                        But who shall give thee that grace to beginne?
                                        Oh make thy selfe with holy mourning blacke,
                                        And red with blushing, as thou art with sinne;
                                        Or wash thee in Christs blood, which hath this might
                                        That being red, it dyes red soules to white.

John Donne (1572 – 1631)
Divine Poems, IV

Peter on the Sea; Phillipp Otto Runge; 1806-07; Oil on canvas.

Rex Tremendae
Rex tremendae majestatis, qui salvandos salvas gratis, salve me, fons pietatis.

O King of fearful majesty, who all that need Thee savest free, save me, O fount of pity.

Mozart, in his genius, here combines two ways of addressing God at the same time: as the King of 
overwhelming majesty and as the one who freely saves those who call upon Him. There is a moment in 
the movie Amadeus when Mozart declares to his employers that when several people are talking at the 
same time “it’s just rubbish” but when all of those remarks are simultaneously put to music it’s beautiful. 
Here in the Rex Tremendae the sopranos and altos are given the address of God as King, a lovely duet 
between them, full of tension, expressing all the reverence, the fear, the anxiety appropriate before a king 
of terrible majesty, while the tenors and basses at the same time sing a duet beautifully describing what 
the heart of that same God does in freely saving those who call upon Him in their need. Finding this not 
quite enough, Mozart then switches the duets, giving the address of God as King to the men who can sing 
it with more strength and the expression of God’s heart to the women. He ends the movement with the 
very personal plea: save me!

Christ and the Good Thief; Titian; circa 1566; Oil on canvas.

Recordare
Recordare Jesu pie, quod sum causa tuae viae, ne me perdas illa die.

Remember loving Jesus then, for me you walked your life’s hard way, condemn me not 
on that dread day.

Quaerens me sedisti lassus, redemisti crucem passus; tantus labor non sit cassus.
In search of me you sat down weary, redeemed me on Thy cross of pain; let such great toil 

not be in vain.



Juste judex ultionis, donum fac remissionis ante diem rationis.
Of God’s strict vengeance, righteous judge, the gift of sins’ forgiveness grant, 

ere day of full accounting fall.
Ingemisco tanquam reus, culpa rubet vultus meus; supplicant parce, Deus.

I groan as one of crime accused, with shame of sin my face is red; 
Thy pardon, God, I humbly beg.

Qui Mariam absolvisti, et latronem exaudisti, mihi quoque spem dedisti.
’Twas you to Mary pardon gave, ’twas you gave ear to robber’s plea, 

’twas you to me besides gave hope.
Preces meae non sunt dignae, sed tu, bonus, fac benigne, ne perenni cremer igne.

Unworthy are my prayerful pleas, yet in Thy goodness mercy grant, lest fire unending be my fate.
Inter oves locum praesta, et ab hoedis me sequestra, statuens in parte dextra.

Amongst Thy sheep O grant me place, and from the goats remove afar, 
to stand with those upon Thy right.

Heidi Bone, Alto; James Rayburn, Bass; Courtney Dey, Soprano; Brien Downie, Tenor

The Ascension; Rembrandt van Rijn; 1636; Oil on canvas.

THIRD READING:  Rise, heart, thy Lord is risen. Sing his praise
                                    Without delays.
                                    Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewise
                                    With him may’st rise:
                                    That, as his death calcinèd thee to dust,
                                    His life may make thee gold, and, much more, just.

                                    Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy part
                                    With all thy art,
                                    The cross taught all wood to resound his name
                                    Who bore the same.
                                    His stretchèd sinews taught all strings what key
                                    Is best to celebrate this most high day.

                                    Consort, both heart and lute, and twist a song
                                    Pleasant and long;
                                    Or, since all music is but three parts vied
                                    And multiplied
                                    Oh let thy blessèd Spirit bear a part,
                                    And make up our defects with his sweet art.

 George Herbert (1593 – 1633)
   Easter 

The Last Judgement; Jean Cousin the Younger; 1585; Oil on canvas

Confutatis
Confutatis maledictis, flammis acribus addictis, voca me cum benedictis.
When sentence on the damned is passed, and all to piercing flames are sent, 

amongst the blessed call my name.



Oro supplex et acclinis, cor contritum quasi cinis, gere curam mei finis.
Abased and deeply bowed I pray, my heart full crushed as though ’twere ash, 

make Thine my destiny’s concern.

In the music of the Confutatis one can almost feel the flames of Hell licking around the feet as Mozart 
depicts the two possibilities for the eternal fate of souls, the second, Heaven, coming from the voices of 
angels. Appropriately, the strength of the men’s voices is heard first; these are then answered by the higher 
voices of the women. The movement is concluded with the entire choir expressing the utter seriousness 
of life on earth and its issue in eternity. We are begging the Lord for His gracious attention. 

The Deluge; Wilhelm von Kaulbach; 1880; etching.

Lacrymosa
Lacrymosa dies illa, qua resurget ex favilla judicandus homo reus.

A day of tears is that dread day, on which shall rise from ashen dust to judgment true 
each guilty man.

Nobis ergo parce Deus, pie Jesu Domine, dona nobis requiem.  Amen.
Spare us, O God! O loving Saviour, Jesus Lord, grant to us Thy rest.  Amen.

In this movement one can hear the teardrops falling in Mozart’s very clever setting of the Lacrymosa. 
He divides the beat into three and allows only the first third of the beat to sound. His own tears wet the 
pillow of his death bed during the informal rehearsal of this movement. He died the following morning.

The Return of the Prodigal Son; Bartolomé Esteban Murillo; 1667-1670; Oil on canvas.

FOURTH READING:
Lord, who createdst man in wealth and store,

Though foolishly he lost the same,
Decaying more and more

Till he became
Most poor:
With thee

O let me rise
As larks, harmoniously,

And sing this day thy victories:
Then shall the fall further the flight in me.

My tender age in sorrow did begin:
And still with sicknesses and shame

Thou didst so punish sin,
That I became

Most thin.
With thee

Let me combine,
And feel this day thy victory;

For, if I imp’ my wing on thine,
Affliction shall advance the flight in me.

George Herbert 
Easter Wings



The Archangel Michael Overthrowing Lucifer; Francesco Maffei; 1656; Oil on stone.

Domine Jesu
Domine Jesu Christe! Rex gloriae! Libera animas omnium fidelium casurorum de poenis inferni et de 

profundo lacu! Libera nos de ore leonis, ne absorbeat nos Tartarus, ne cadamus in obscurum:  sed signifer 
sanctus Michael repraesentet nos in lucem sanctam, quam olim Abrahae promisisti, et semini ejus.

O Lord Jesus Christ! O King of glory! Deliver the souls of all the faithful about to fall from the pains of hell and 
from the deep pit! Deliver us from the lion’s mouth, that hell not swallow us up, that we fall not into darkness: 
but may Thy standard-bearer holy Michael speedily bring us into the holy light, which of old to Abraham Thou 

promised, and to his seed.
Courtney Dey, Soprano; Khalia Bentson, Alto; Robert G. Rayburn, Tenor; James Rayburn, Bass

Satan’s Fall, Illustration for John Milton’s Paradise Lost; Gustave Doré; 1866; Engraving.

FIFTH READING:  Death be not proud, though some have called thee 
                                    Mighty and dreadfull, for, thou art not soe,
                                    For, those, whom thou think’st, thou dost overthrow,
                                    Die not, poore death, nor yet canst thou kill mee;
                                    From rest and sleepe, which but thy pictures bee,
                                    Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must flow,
                                    And soonest our best men with thee doe goe,
                                    Rest of their bones, and soules deliverie.
                                    Thou art slave to Fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
                                    And dost with poyson, warre, and sicknesse dwell,
                                    And poppie, or charmes can make us sleepe as well,
                                    And better then thy stroake; why swell’st thou then?
                                    One short sleepe past, wee wake eternally,
                                    And death shall be no more, Death thou shalt die.

John Donne
Divine Poems, X

Adoration of the Trinity; Vicente López Portaña; circa 1791; Oil on canvas.

Sanctus
Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus Dominus Deus Sabaoth! Pleni sunt coeli et terra gloria tua.

Holy, holy, holy Lord God of hosts: heaven and earth are filled with Thy glory.
Hosanna in excelsis!

Hosanna in the highest!

Christ Giving the Keys to Paradise to St. Peter; Giambattista Pittoni; 1730; Oil on canvas.

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

Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord. Hosanna in the highest!
Heidi Bone, Alto; Courtney Dey, Soprano; James Rayburn, Bass; Robert Rayburn, Tenor



Moses Viewing the Promised Land; Frederic Edwin Church; 1846; Oil on cardboard.

SIXTH READING: None other Lamb, none other Name,
                                   None other hope in Heaven or earth or sea.
                                   None other hiding place from guilt and shame,
                                   None beside thee!

                                   My faith burns low, my hope burns low;
                                   Only my heart’s desire cries out in me
                                   By the deep thunder of its want and woe,
                                   Cries out to Thee.

                                   Lord, Thou art Life, though I be dead;
                                   Love’s fire Thou art, however cold I be:
                                   Nor Heaven have I, nor place to lay my head,
                                   Nor home, but Thee.

Christina Rosetti (1830 – 1894)

Land of Beulah, for the moving panorama of John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress; Jasper Crospey; 
1851; Painted muslin canvas.

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

Lamb of God, who takes away the sins of the world, grant us rest.
Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, dona nobis requiem sempiternam.
Lamb of God, who takes away the sins of the world, grant to us eternal rest.

Lux aeterna luceat nobis, Domine, cum sanctis tuis in aeternum, quia pius es.
Let perpetual light shine upon us, O Lord, in the company of Thy saints forever, 

because Thou art forgiving.
Requiem aeternam dona nobis, Domine, et lux perpetua luceat nobis.

Eternal rest grant to us, O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon us.
Elsie Dye, Soprano

Cum sanctis tuis in aeternum, quia pius es.
In the company of Thy saints forever, because Thou art forgiving.

Kacho-e of a Great-tit on a Plum Branch; Utagawa Hiroshige; Edo period; Woodblock print.

SEVENTH READING:  Let us learn like a bird for a moment to take
                                          Sweet rest on a branch that is ready to break;
                                          She feels the branch tremble, yet gaily she sings,
                                          What is it to her? She has wings, she has wings!

Victor Hugo (1802 -1885)



The choir sings its last piece tonight in honor and remembrance of our African American brethren of 
years long past and those more recent, many of whom, in their misery, could only hope for a better life in 
looking for the one to come. This piece was born out of that hope which we, who know the Savior, share.

The Thankful Poor; Henry Ossawa Tanner; 1894; Oil on canvas.

Gone Home                                                                                                       Traditional Spiritual 
Arranged by John Wykoff

Soon I will be done with the troubles of the world,
Gone home to live with God.

I want to meet my mother!
Gone home to live with God.

No more weeping and a-wailing.
Gone home to live with God.

I want to see my Jesus.
Gone home to live with God.

Soon I will be Home.
James Rayburn, Baritone
Melissa McMillan, Piano
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Flowers: Teri Bentson
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