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* The composer defines ʻSpiritatorioʼ as a work using different genres of music, words and images to evoke a profound spiritual and intellectual 
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Veil One 
 
Who 
 
For Carole Haas Gravagno 
 
In Veil One, Kunanamui sings to humanity, a prayer of love and 
affirmation. This prayer is introduced by the personal, even pastoral 
sound of the rabab, a stringed instrument whose roots date back four 
thousand years to India and is foundational to North African music. 
 
Kunanamui: 
My mothers of the world, 
my fathers of the world. 
 
Choir: 
Oh yes, Lord, come to us. 
 
Kunanamui: 
My brothers, my sisters of the world, 
and to all of my children of the world. 
 
Choir: 
Teach us, Lord, teach us, Holy Spirit. 
 
Kunanamui: 
Canʼt you see just how much I love you? 
 
Choir: 
Merciful God, merciful Lord, 
divine is your light, truth is your name. 
 
Kunanamui: 
Canʼt you see it in my tears? 
 
What more can I give to you to turn you away from the hate which you 
now live? 
 

Were I to change the colors and the scent of the flowers, would you 
then smell the fragrance of love that I give to you? 
 
Shall I breathe more life into the ground and the sky, to entice you, to 
nudge you towards the peace of my arms? 
 
The birds try to sing, the best they can, 
the songs that I write for you, with each touch 
of my hand to the sky, with each sigh of my heart. 
The oceans, the land, the sky, 
they are all there for you to see, 
to live, to share, to become. 
Then who will seek the way, 
and who will live the way, 
and who will show the way, 
and who will become the way 
that leads to the soul of me? 
 
Choir: 
Oh … 
Who, who will … 
Who will seek, who will live, 
who will show, who will become? 
This I give to you, my dear child, 
a gift of perfect love to behold, 
to guide your footsteps back home to me. 
I want you to be whole in all things, 
so keep my love for you deep inside, 
a scented flower of peace and joy, 
to lift you from the scent of your pain, 
to see you live with grace once again. 
Who, who, who, who … 
 
Sopranos: 
Who-o-o … 
 
Altos and Tenors: 
Who has the courage, who has the strength, 
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who has the will to seek the way? 
Who has the courage, who has the strength, 
who has the faith to live the way? 
Who has the courage, who has the strength, 
who has the mind to show the way? 
Who has the mercy, who has the great heart, 
who has the love to become … 
 
Kunanamui: 
Who will seek the way, 
and who will live the way, 
who will show the way, 
and who of you will become the way? 
 
Veil Two 
 
The Prayer of Silas 
 
For Mr. and Mrs. Anthony Monroe and New Zion Hill COGIC 
 
Silas prays two prayers on the last day of his life: one standing 
beneath the giant oak tree – still standing – on the Upton, Texas farm 
of his daughter Susie, and the other in his bed. Vivid accounts of both 
are legendary in our family. They refer to his early childhood in Africa, 
and the names he heard spoken there. Both make clear that the 
Portuguese did not bring God to him, or to his people. They were met 
by God whose name they did not know. 
 
Silas: 
O merciful God, only you could possibly know how 
much I love you. 
 
Only you could know and understand the truth of these words that 
have lived for so long inside of me. Words that struggle to say what 
you already know. I thank you for never leaving me. I thank you for 
holding my life in your hands even when I didnʼt know where it was. 
Iʼve made my peace with the glorious gift of life you have given me. No 
fear or hatred do I hold. With all things of the world I am now at peace. 
The joy and the pain of it, the lies and the truth of it, the killing and the 
healing of it. 
 
Now in my final hour Iʼve come to understand that I could never 
become what I have prayed to become, for it is the fullness of you that 
I have always wished to become. And through the door which leads to 
that fullness, my flesh could never pass. Now with gladness I greet the 
shadows and the light that have gathered around me for I know that it 
means I will soon be with you and come to know you only as the spirit 
could know and be with you. 
 
Great is the name of the Lord. Holy and Mercy is the name of the Lord. 
 
I felt that mercy when the fangs of the viper missed my tiny feet while 
playing in grandma Yaitomaʼs mango grove. I feel it as I felt it when my 
father would weave stories into the fibers of my heart as we sat fishing 
in his boat upon the placid lake of Piso, waiting for the first light of day. 
 
I felt it when the killers came and burned our villages to ashes. I felt it 
when through the door of evil they took my mother, my cousins, my 
uncles and aunts. I felt it when into the hole of their wooden ship my 
eight-year-old body was cast. 
 
Jonah I was, Lord, in the belly of the beast. In its belly I knew it was 
you who grabbed my hand when the weight of the chains pulled my 
motherʼs hand from mine, when the song of the shackles reached for 
my sanity. 
 
I knew it was you who whispered new life into me when they sold us 
like animals upon the auction blocks of Babylon. 
 

You were always there, my Lord, and now many are my seed and in 
their blood lives your name. God of my mother, God of my father and 
God of all that comes and goes, as I stand at the eternal door it is my 
deeds that I offer as my greatest tribute, as my greatest treasure. Were 
it possible, I would make a necklace of them and place them around 
your neck. 
 
And now with the last of me, which was once the first of me, I ask for 
your mercy upon this world and upon my soul. 
 
Veil Three 
 
I Have Come for You 
 
For Mr. James A. Wilson, Teacher/Father 
 
In Veil Three God keeps the promise made to Silas when he was 
escaping the rice plantation in South Carolina. 
 
The choir represents his voice as he lay dying in his bed. I wanted the 
music in this veil to float as a descending leaf. It is a chorale of praise 
to The Creator. 
 
Iʼve also featured the clarinet which to me is as close an instrumental 
proximity to the human voice that I know. I often use it to make distinct 
spiritual references as well. Like the drum, it is a musical brush of 
endless, deep, rich human tones. 
 
Kunanamui: 
Silas, faithful is your life. 
To honor that faith, 
I will allow you to live it once again. 
I will place it before you as you have placed it 
before me. 
 
Silas: 
My Lord! Yes, Lord! 
Father, I hear you. 
 
Kunananamui: 
Come, let us go and return to the place which has become the last. 
Then I will come for you, as I promised I would come for you, when in 
the swamps of the land called Carolina you were running for your 
freedom and your life, with the spirit of your mother holding back the 
terror of dogs, ropes and chains. 
 
Silas: 
I remember. 
God, how I remember her face. 
 
Choir: As spirits 
Mercy is the Lord God. 
Mercy is my God. 
 
Sopranos, Altos and Tenors: 
Mercy is the name of the Lord, 
the living God. 
Healing is the voice of the Lord, 
the peace of life, endless life. 
 
Basses: 
I love the living God. 
By your Grace I have life, endless life. 
 
Kunanamui: 
When I come for you, Silas, 
I will come like a slow steady wind, 
coming for a leaf that has turned brown, 
red, yellow and gold. 
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Silas: 
Come and get me, Lord, 
I am waiting, watching, and praying, 
and now you are here. 
 
Choir: 
My Lord, oh, how I love you. 
 
Veil Four 
 
Incarnate 
 
For the teachers of our children 
 
Because of Silasʼs faith, Kunanamui allows his spirit to look upon the 
faces of his father who perished in Africa while trying to save his family 
and village from the slave traders, and of his mother who ran away 
from the Carolina rice plantation after being repeatedly beaten and 
raped by the owner. She was never seen or heard of again 
 
Silas is astonished to see his mother and father dancing around a 
campfire on the Sahara Desert. The Kpelle people migrated from the 
Saharan region to present day Liberia. 
 
In a dream the spirit of Silasʼs mother appeared to me splendidly 
dressed in African attire on January 17, 2012, to take my motherʼs soul 
away from this world. I am now convinced that the spirit of my Great 
Great Grandfather will one day come for mine. 
 
Veil Four is meant to free humans of all things that would keep them 
from screaming, dancing, and rejoicing at the miracle of being alive. 
 
Kunanamui: 
There, Silas, in the tent of your mother and father 
your spirit became flesh upon the great place of 
sand called Sahara, 
on their way from the walls of Timbuktu. 
It was the time of the living and the dying. 
Here then is the living of your people, 
trumpets, and drums, and songs of forever, 
in praise of me and the living yet to be born. 
 
Silas: 
O my Lord, to see my mother in all her splendor, 
to see her dancing with my father again 
beneath the star-lit night. 
How can it be such beauty and joy, 
such sounds of life on this earth? 
 
Choir: As the Kpelle people 
Help us, show us, cleanse us, free us, 
teach us, keep us, love us, heal us. 
Living light of ancient power, 
you, the keeper of us one and all, 
mystery of the come and go, 
God of the ebb and flow, 
help us, show us, cleanse us, free us, 
teach us, keep us, love us, heal us. 
For the seed that has yet to be, 
for the blood that has yet to run, 
for the elders who have yet to sigh, 
for the living who have yet to die. 
 
Sopranos, Second Altos, First Tenors, Basses: 
We come, we go, we plant, we stay, 
we dance, we sing, we shout, we pray. 
 
First Altos, Second Tenors: 
We come because of you, 
in praise of you, dear Lord. 

 
Veil Five 
 
The Door of No Return 
 
For Martin Payton 
 
Can You Hear God Crying? was first revealed to me in flashes of light 
which emanated from the seal of a door each time a person was taken 
through it. In a now-decaying fortress located on Bunce Island off the 
coast of Monrovia, Liberia, lies the door through which my great 
grandfather Silas and millions of others were taken. 
 
I composed the clarinet passage after my spirit took one of its many 
journeys through that door and saw tears of light emanating from the 
thresholds of the door. This light was an eternal scanning by the 
Creator, recording each and every soul made to pass through that 
door. 
 
I used the one-note pulse in the third trombone and tuba to represent 
the pulsating of the light, and the quarter note pattern in the choir to 
represent each person moving through the door-way. 
 
On the final chord in this veil, every note in the music scale is used. It 
is the embodiment of the Ying Yang principle. 
 
Each of us has a door. To return through that door brings a peace that 
is worth whatever price we have to pay in order to reclaim that peace. 
This music comes from the honor I was given – and the healing – to 
step back, with my ancestors, through The Door of No Return. 
 
Kunanamui allows the spirit of Silas to see his people moving through 
The Door of No Return on Bunce Island. 
 
I am convinced that the state of Nirvana comes when we do not run 
from that which haunts us. It comes when we accept the lessons of our 
pain as we accept the lessons of our joy. 
 
Silas: 
My Lord, what is this terror 
I see here before me? 
Mother in tears, smoke everywhere, 
grandma is crying. 
My village is burning. 
Look at my mother, look at my father, 
lying in his own blood. 
Togba. 
Yonga. 
Suah. 
So much killing, so much dying. 
I fear for the world. 
So much hatred and pain, greed and evil. 
Lord, I shiver. 
Lord, I shiver. 
Shiver. 
Lord, I need you. 
Lord, I love you. 
 
Kunanamui: 
Silas, listen with your soul. 
I am God of all things, 
all time, all worlds, 
of all things that the flesh cannot see. 
Look, you will see it, 
the light in the doorway of no return, 
that saw each soul taken through it. 
I am that light, Silas, 
never to leave you, never to forsake you. 
Now just look, and you will see. 
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Choir: As Godʼs voice 
I am the light that you saw 
in the doorway of pain. 
The sacred tears of light, 
that live deep in your soul, 
when you passed 
through the space of deep moans, 
wrote your name with each tear 
and kept it for all time 
to heal you, to keep you, 
to set you free of all doors. 
 
Veil Six 
 
The Jonah People 
 
For Sonia Sanchez 
 
One night in the dense dark forest of Rosanky, Texas, I watched The 
Milky Way journey across the heavens. My soul journeyed with it. It 
was then I asked God to reveal to me a name which truly describes 
those stolen from Africa and transported by boat to all parts of the 
world. Negroes, Colored, and Black seemed to fall short. And all 
Africans in America did not come in this manner so the name African 
American does not suffice. 
 
“Like my son Jonah you are,” my Lord said to me. I sat up from the 
table and stood with my arms outstretched. “His beast was made from 
the anguish of his mind, whereas yours was made of both the mind 
and of wood. This is the commonality that is shared by those, and the 
descendants of those, who were cast into the belly of the beast made 
of wood, ropes, sails, and suffering. This you have in common, more 
than the hue of your skin or the tribes from which you were taken. And 
this you will have in common for as long as there is one of you who is 
descended from the belly of such a beast.” 
 
In Veil Six, the orchestra drum represents the shipʼs violent crashing 
down into the water. Women and men in the choir moan separately to 
symbolize what they endured—and still endure. The violin solo 
characterizes their spiritual strength and will to survive. 
 
Choir: As The Jonah People chained below the decks of slave 
ships 
Oh … 
Hm … 
We shall all be free, free. 
 
Veil Seven 
 
Hymn for the Living 
 
For Lorene Cary 
 
Hymn for the Living is written in honor of those who survived The 
Middle Passage. The tonalities in this veil are constructed to be a 
spiritual and physical balm to restore their minds and souls. 
 
They would need inhuman strength to help them past what lay ahead 
once they were taken from the slave ships to the auction blocks. 
 
This veil was created to salute and inspire The People of Jonah who 
now find themselves faced with ever increasing social challenges. 
 
The music begins faintly from a distance with a rain cymbal and 
approaches like a rainstorm coming to replenish the earth and all of the 
life upon it. The underlying drum solo reinforces the intrinsic spiritual 
bond between the drum and The People of Jonah–thunder, voices, 
heartbeat, language, life. 
 
 

Veil Eight 
 
Can You Hear? 
 
For my Brothers and Sisters of The Music Liberation Orchestra 
 
My Lord made it clear to me. 
 
“You must go into the jails and prisons of this land and tell my children 
that I will never leave them. And that they will come to liberate the 
world from much of its suffering. Let them be the first to hear of the 
story of your great grandfather and his unflinching faith in me. Tell 
them how he rose above the oppression and the terror of those who 
served the beast and lived to preach in a church he built from the 
timber cut from his own land.” 
 
The next day I went to the Bastrop County Jail to meet with Sheriff 
Pickering. On October 30th 2010, I formed the first chapter of The 
Music Liberation Orchestra, an organization of inmates founded upon 
four principles: to renounce violence, to acknowledge the presence of 
The Divine, to keep a journal for yourself and your children and last, to 
fall in love with forgiveness. 
 
Currently there are four on-going chapters with two more planned. I 
salute and honor them and their families. They are among the most 
noble of souls I have ever known. 
 
The tonalities and feeling of this veil were inspired by a prayer which 
Brother Robert Brody Piper prayed for me before saying goodbye at 
the cell door inside 
the Holmesburg Prison where he was incarcerated at the time. The 
God of it will linger in me forever. 
 
Kunanamui agrees to let Silas hear one more song. He then hears the 
next veil, written by Hannibal, his seed yet unborn. 
 
Immediately after writing Veil Nine I called my mother and played it for 
her. After a long period of silence on the phone she replied, “I will call 
you back in a little while baby.” 
 
Silas: 
Lord, so much suffering. 
Look how much we suffer. 
The jails are full of our children, 
the streets are full of our children, 
the graves are full of our babies, 
and nobody seems to care. 
 
Kunanamui: 
Now listen to me, dear Silas. 
I would never leave you 
or the people of Jonah. 
 
Choir: As the people of Jonah 
O God, how I thank you. 
Great is the Lord God, 
merciful and good, sacred, holy. 
 
Kunanamui: 
I will give you a gift. 
It will make hot cold, and liberate your soul. 
In it I will live with you and cry with you 
for as long as the wind has tone, 
for as long as hearts beat rhythms in the body. 
 
Silas: 
I love you, yes I do, so deeply. 
 
Kunanamui: 
It is a book of song. 
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It will save you from the pain of living. 
 
Choir: As the people of Jonah 
 
Sopranos, Second Altos, Second Tenors: 
Lord keep us, Lord heal us, 
God show us, Lord save us. 
Lord hear our cry, hear our plea, 
keep us close to you. 
There is no hope without you. 
Bring us back to you. 
Free our minds 
from the grip of death and destruction. 
 
First Altos, First Tenors: 
Lord, I love you, and I beg you, 
God, have mercy, save our people. 
 
Basses: 
I thank you, Lord God. 
Lost. We would be lost. 
 
Sopranos, Altos and Tenors: 
Lost in the desert of sand without you. 
We would be lost! 
Lost in the doorway of death without you. 
We would be lost! 
Lost in the belly of the beast without you. 
We would be lost! 
Lost on the auction block of hell without you. 
We would be lost! 
Lost in the hot fields of whips and blood without you. 
We would be lost! 
Lost in the streets of dogs and hoses without you. 
We would be dead from the plans of the wicked. 
 
Silas and Choir: 
Can you hear God crying, 
can you hear God weeping, 
can you hear God saying 
that we must care for one another? 
Canʼt you hear the Lord crying, 
canʼt you hear the Lord weeping, 
canʼt you hear our God saying 
that we should love one another? 
Can you hear God crying, 
can you hear God weeping, 
can you hear God saying 
that you must care for one another? 
Can you hear God crying, 
can you hear God weeping, 
can you hear God saying 
that we must love each other? 
 
Kunanamui: 
Silas, it is time for the wind to come for the leaf. 
 
Silas: 
Lord, may I hear just one more song from the book? 
Itʼs magic, healing, haunting. 
One more before I go. 
These songs that heal the soul. 
 
Kunanamui: 
Time to return … 
Here then is another song 
written by your seed yet unborn. 
 
 

Veil Nine 
 
I Will Go To The Lord 
 
For my Lord 
 
Like my great grandfather, God is also my refuge, my sanctuary, my 
ultimate desire, my song of songs. 
 
The tones in this veil are rooted in the songs I heard my mother and 
grandparents sing in the cotton fields and in the tiny Live Oak Grove 
Baptist Church in Smithville, Texas. And like the blues, you must be it 
to sing it. 
 
Soloist: 
My dear Lord, 
hear my cry for your love, your love. 
 
Choir: 
My dear Lord of love. 
Go to the Lord, I will go to the Lord. 
 
Soloist: 
I will go to the Lord 
with my cry, cry of love. 
Iʼm gonna go to the Lord 
with my cry, cry of love. 
When my father is dead and gone 
Iʼm gonna stand up and carry on. 
Iʼm gonna go to the Lord 
with my cry, cry of love. 
When my mother is dead and gone 
Iʼm gonna stand up and carry on. 
Iʼm gonna go to the Lord 
and Iʼll give him one of my cries of love. 
My dear Lord, hear my cry for you love. 
 
Choir: 
I will go to the Lord 
with my cry, cry of love. 
Father is gone. 
I will stand, carry on. 
I will go to the Lord 
with my cry, cry of love. 
Mother is gone. 
I will stand, carry on. 
I will go to the Lord 
with my cry, cry of love. 
My dear Lord of love. 
 
Veil Ten 
 
One/Tono 
 
For Nathaniel Thompson and Denise James 
 
In the first veil the question is asked: who? This veil answers that 
question; Tono, meaning one in Kpelle. One confirms the commonality 
of all things. Kunanamui returns Silasʼs spirit to his body lying on his 
deathbed in Texas where he is now surrounded by his daughters 
dressed in white, singing, praying, and weeping. They have opened 
the bedroom window to let his soul fly away home. The scent of 
burning pine cones follows his soul. His remains are then buried in 
Clearview Cemetery on Upton Road.  
 
He left land, cattle, and Zion Hill Church of God In Christ where my 
family still worships. Silasʼs Church was also the first school for the 
People of Jonah in Bastrop County, Texas. 
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In the wake of Silasʼ love affair with The Creator, the light of Godʼs 
tears and the songs of healing trail through the generations, through 
me and to us all. 
 
Kunanamui: 
And now the wind comes for you, my beautiful leaf 
of brown, red and gold. 
Beneath the tree of your rich life you now lay. 
Come from your bed of cedar. 
I will bless all that you have left in this world. 
The church of Zion Hill, your seed yet unborn. 
Come, dear Silas, 
and live forever in the peace of me. 
Now who will seek the way? 
And who will show the way? 
And who will live the way? 
And who will become the way, 
that leads to the soul of me? 
Kunanamui and Choir: 
Me, me … 


