
 

 

TEXTS AND PROGRAM NOTES 
 
Seeking Respite 
Music by Daniel Shapiro ~ Text by Katrina Rutt 

My creative collaboration with Daniel now spans nearly three years. The journey has been one of enlivening 
exchanges and encouragement. Our work together began in 2007 when we took part in the Network for New 
Music’s Poetry Project. This project brought together student poets and composers from the Philadelphia area. 
Daniel chose to compose music for my poem “Rosetta Stone,” and the adventure began. One afternoon I was 
able to join Daniel in the composition lab at West Chester University. It was so thrilling and otherworldly to 
hear my words set to music. I began to recognize profound connections between our creative processes; for 
example, it seemed that Daniel was haunted by a series of notes in the same way that I was haunted by a series 
of sounds or an image in a poetic line.  
 
 Our conversations did not focus on the differences between our respective mediums, as I imagined they might; 
instead they illuminated those attributes of artistic endeavor that are truly universal. Our work together could 
be seen as a tribute to music and poetry. But I hope, beyond this, it will be a tribute to the transformative 
power of collaboration. –K. R. 
 

“Rosetta Stone” 

Last night, everything glowed. 
the candles faltered wildly, 
in glass holders. 
 
The benign moon smiled its white indulgence, 
and even sound held still— 
as when a damper pedal 
is pressed— 
as birdsong resonates in silence. 
 
How I encode everything! 
 
I meant to say 
how you arrived 
like night’s most gentle disposition. 

 

“Sacrament” 

The thing you must know 
the thing you can never know— 
it is like the dense quiet between bird calls. 
 
This unknowable, necessary thing 
dwells in the moment between seeing 
and hearing —inhabits frail clarity. 
 
It is an uneven surrender— 
the way stone steps descend, anywhere. 
Its measure is the uncertain distance between us. 
 
Copyright 2008 Katrina Rutt, used by permission 



Noche extensa (Vast Night) 
Music by Michael Djupstrom ~ Text by Pablo Neruda 

 
An extraordinary Pablo Neruda poem gave me all the inspiration necessary to compose this piece. 

–M. D. 
 
Un animal pequeño, 
Cerdo, pájaro o perro 
Desvalido, 
Hirsuto entre plumas o pelo, 
Oí toda la noche, 
Afiebrado, gimiendo. 
 
Era una noche extensa 
Y en Isla Negra, el mar, 
Todos sus truenos, su ferretería, 
Sus toneles de sal, sus vidrios rotos 
Contra la roca inmóvil, sacudía. 
 
El silencio era abierto y agresivo 
Después de cada golpe o catarata. 
 
Mi sueño se cosía 
Como hilando la noche interrumpida 
Y entonces el pequeño ser peludo, 
Oso pequeño o niño enfermo, 
Sufría asfixia o fiebre, 
Pequeña hoguera de dolor, gemido 
Contra la noche inmensa del océano, 
Contra la torre negra del silencio, 
Un animal herido, 
Pequeñito, 
Apenas susurrante 
Bajo el vacío de la noche, 
Solo. 

A small animal,
Pig, bird, or dog, 
Defenseless, 
Bristling with feathers or fur, 
I heard it all night long, 
Feverish, moaning. 
 
It was a vast night 
And on Isla Negra, the sea, 
All of its thunder, its hardware, 
Its barrels of salt, its glass shattered against the immobile 
Rock, the sea shuddered. 
 
The silence was clear and aggressive 
After each blast or shower. 
 
My sleep was being sewn 
As if spinning the interrupted night 
And then the small, furry being, 
Little bear or sick child, 
Was suffering suffocation or fever, 
Little bonfire of pain, a cry 
Against the immense night of the ocean, 
Against the black tower of silence, 
A wounded animal, 
So small, 
Barely whispering 
Beneath the emptiness of the night, 
Alone. 

 
Translation by the composer 


