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Kindly hold applause until the completion of each section.

PRELUDE
 �*RICHARD LALLI I Lift My Lamp (Emma Lazarus)

 I OUR LAND
After a tip of the hat to Lady Liberty, Mother of Exiles, we wend our way through rural, urban, and suburban 

spaces. From Wellesley Hills to Reelfoot Lake (an Appalachian gambling haven known to John Jacob Niles), 

from the streets of the Big Apple to someone’s spacious backyard, from a laundromat in Manhattan to the 

outskirts of Oklahoma City to the ranch of the X I T, where people live and how they feel about it says a lot 

about them.

we hit the suburbs

LEONARD BERNSTEIN “Prelude” from Trouble in Tahiti  (Bernstein)

down to Tennessee for an Appalachian lullaby

JOHN JACOB NILES The gambler’s wife (traditional)

a lonely tour of Manhattan

JOHN MUSTO Could Be (Langston Hughes)

peeking into a small-town yard

 �FRANCINE TRESTER Fawn (Trester)

back to New York

RUTH CRAWFORD SEEGER Chinaman, Laundryman (H.T. Tsiang)

somewhere near Oklahoma City

 �*NATE MAY Half-Life Fragment (Santee Frazier)

finally, way out West

CHARLES IVES Charlie Rutlage (traditional)

 II IMMIGRANTS
Ardent New Yorker Mohammed Fairouz sets his love for the Arab world to music in “Honey River,” written by 

the twelfth-century poet Ibn Abi Rawh. This mellifluous premiere rubs shoulders with works lyrical, witty, and 

grim by Korngold, Hindemith, Eisler, and Weill, all of whom arrived from Germany or Austria in the 1930s. 

Weill settled in New York; Korngold and Eisler worked in Hollywood, although Eisler—who emigrated in 1933 

after his music was banned by the Nazi party—was deported in the late ’40s when the House Committee on 

Un-American Activities accused him of being “the Karl Marx of Communism in the field of music.” Sobering 

facts given that “Rat” means rat in English but council or legislative body in German.

ERICH KORNGOLD Must I leave thee? (Joseph von Eichendorff, anonymous translation)

PAUL HINDEMITH Sing on, there in the swamp (Walt Whitman)

HANNS EISLER Nightmare—The Rat Men (Eisler) 

 �*MOHAMMED FAIROUZ Honey River (Ibn Abi Rawh)

KURT WEILL How can you tell an American? (Sherwood Anderson)

 THIS LAND IS OURS

� MVE commission   * premiere



 III WAR
The Civil War, the World Wars, the Vietnam War. Only one took place on American soil, but all four 

changed American hopes and American dreams forever. Musical war and anti-war efforts enlisted all sorts, 

from Great American Songbook lyricist Gus Kahn to Broadway composer Jule Styne to activist and folk legend 

Pete Seeger. War being an international phenomenon, this section reaches beyond the strictly American. 

“Johnny” was an Irish folk song that later became popular in the United States; “Mordgässchen” means 

“murder lane,” the name of a street in the Czech Republic where an entire Jewish community was massacred 

in 1350, and synagogues burned on Kristallnacht in 1938. Finally, “Letter Home from Ben Hoa” sets the words 

of David Dorfman, paratrooper in the U.S. Army, 1946–1966.

nineteenth-century discontent and dark humor

Johnny, I hardly knew ye (traditional)

old haunts of persecution on the eve of the Second World War

 �*HAROLD MELTZER Mordgässchen (Jeffrey Greene) 

wartime ties that bind

WALTER DONALDSON My Buddy (Gus Kahn)  
JULE STYNE I’m glad I waited for you (Sammy Cahn) 

drinking song or Vaudeville number—either way, say it five times fast

HERMAN DAREWSKI Sister Susie’s sewing shirts for soldiers (R. P. Weston)

a beloved brother sends one last letter home

 �*BRAXTON BLAKE Letter Home from Ben Hoa (David Dorfman)

when will they ever learn?

 �*PETE SEEGER (arr. BLAKE) Where have all the flowers gone? (Pete Seeger & Joe Hickerson)

 IV HARLEM RENAISSANCE WOMEN
This final tableau offers a glimpse of Black beauty, pain, poetry, and pride during the Harlem Renaissance. 

In the early twentieth century, hundreds of thousands of Black people migrated from the South into urban 

areas such as New York and Washington, leading to what Alain Locke called “a spiritual coming of age” for 

African-American artists and thinkers. As a result, the 1920s were roaring in more ways than one. The women 

featured here published novels, plays, and poetry collections, congregated in places like Gwendolyn Bennett’s 

support group for young Harlem writers, and wrote columns, essays, and poems for Opportunity: A Journal 
of Negro Life and the NAACP’s journal The Crisis, where Jessie Redmon Fauset was literary editor. Our 

concert ends as it began—with three voices, piano, and a song of hope and courage.

 �*H. LESLIE ADAMS The heart of a woman—duet version (Georgia Douglas Johnson)

 �*B.E. BOYKIN Secret (Gwendolyn Bennett) 

 �*CARLOS SIMON Dead Fires (Jessie Redmon Fauset)

 �*ADOLPHUS HAILSTORK Joy (Clarissa Scott Delany)

 THIS LAND IS OURS

�MVE commission   * premiere



This land is ours. But what is this land, and who are we? Or—in the words of Maxwell 
Anderson—how can you tell an American?

There’s more than one answer, but an art song has more than one voice: the singer, 
the composer, the poet, and any number of other voices speaking through them. 
Those who sing America have long found causes for cynicism and celebration, parody 
and patriotism, resistance and reverence. The best-known American composers and 
poets, their darker brothers and sisters who, perhaps, were sent to eat in the kitchen 
when company came, those who arrived at our sea-washed, sunset gates from far 
away, and those who left them never to return—all these and more are represented on 
our program. And all of them are saying, in their own way, this land is ours.

From this kaleidoscopic range of topics and creators emerge four American tableaux, 
interwoven with ten premieres. Look closely and the resulting tapestry links past and 
present in many small ways.

In Part I, Our Land, Cherokee poet Santee Frazier and Chinese émigré H.T. Tsiang 
share an interest in depicting marginalized people and the working class, through 
the lenses of their respective communities. Meanwhile John Jacob Niles and Nate 
May are connected by a mountain range: Niles studied and sang Appalachian folk 
songs throughout his life, while May’s work often stems from his “fascination, love, 
and respect” for the people of Appalachia. In Part II, Immigrants, both Mohammed 
Fairouz and Erich Korngold set English translations of poems by historical authors who 
share some part of their heritage. In Part III, War, a Pete Seeger classic and an Irish folk 
song share an outlook on the absurdity of violence, and we’re still singing both today. 
In Part IV, Harlem Renaissance Women, B.E. Boykin and Georgia Douglas Johnson 
share a birthplace—Atlanta—and Gwendolyn Bennett and Adolphus Hailstork share an 
institution, Howard University: Bennett taught there in the 1920s, Hailstork attended in 
the 1960s.

There are other connections, too. Ruth Crawford Seeger was Pete Seeger’s 
stepmother. Bernstein was Eisler’s colleague. Paul Hindemith, Richard Lalli, and Toni 
Dorfman (who entrusted composer Braxton Blake with the last letter home from her 
brother David Dorfman) all taught or teach at Yale. And so on. What can we learn from 
all of this? That the world of American music is in some ways small and others vast, that 
America’s joys and frustrations are both here to stay, and that American song, music, 
and poetry help make this land what it is and make us who we are.

Program notes by Ariadne Lih



PRELUDE

I Lift My Lamp
Give me your tired, your poor,
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!

—Emma Lazarus, excerpt from The New Colossus  
and inscription on the pedestal of the Statue of Liberty.



 I OUR LAND

 “Prelude” from Trouble in Tahiti
An Opera in Seven Scenes

Daa Day!
Mornin’ sun
Kisses the windows: 
kisses the walls:
Of the little white house;

Kisses the doorknob: 
kisses the roof:
Kisses the doorknob and pretty red roof
Of the little white house in Wellesley Hills.

Suburbia! 
Our little spot, out of the hubbub,
Less than an hour by train.

Suburbia! 
Sweet in the spring: healthful in winter:
Saves us the bother of summers in Maine.

Ratty boo.
Sofa so far so.
Automobee.
Ought to be Moby.
Sofa so far.
Ever over debout.
Ever tin over.

Skid a lit day.
Skid a lit Ada 
Abarbanel: 
who but Abarbanel buys a visa…vis.

Suburbia!
Parks for the kids: neighborly butchers:
Less than an hour by train!

That mornin’ sun
Says a good mornin’:
have a good day:
Have a good mornin’
have a good day
In the city today;
Joy to your labors
‘til you return:

Joy to your labors until you return
To the little white house,
the little white house in Highland Park,

In Shaker Heights,
In Michigan Falls,
In Beverly Hills.

Skid a lit day:
skid a lit day…
Ratty boo.

—Leonard Bernstein



The gambler’s wife
 Bylow, bylow, bylow, bylow
 Go sleepin’ ‘cause you is a gambler’s child,

Your daddie come from Reelfoot,
Granddaddie from there too,
And if they had their ‘ruthers
They’d make a gamblin’ man out o’ you.

 Bylow, bylow...

Now gamblin’ ain’t no bus’ness,
Gamblin’ ain’t no life;
 ‘Cause a gambler brings home sorrow
To his children and his wife.

 Bylow, bylow...

—traditional

Could Be
Could be Hastings Street,
Or Lenox Avenue,
Could be 18th & Vine
And still be true.

Could be 5th & Mound,
Could be Rampart:
When you pawned my watch
You pawned my heart.

Could be you love me,
Could be that you don’t.
Might be that you’ll come back,
Like as not you won’t.

Hastings Street is weary,
Also Lenox Avenue.
Any place is dreary
Without my watch and you.

—Langston Hughes

Fawn
from An Oman Odyssey

A Phone Call to the Department of Natural Resources…

Hello, hello, hello, hello?
Hello, Natural Resources…

Hello!
I’ve found a baby deer, a baby deer,
What should I do, what should I do?
Best to leave it alone.

But it doesn’t move! When I come near it—
Fawns instinctively lie motionless,
Odorless and camouflaged,
Well hidden from the predator—

Predator? I don’t know 
Whether or not I’ve made myself clear:
I’m trying to help!
I understand…

Poor dear,
It looks so helpless,
It doesn’t need—

It needs a mother!
No, it doe—

Another deer to feed it,
It doesn’t need your—

It looks so hungry
What should I feed—
It doesn’t need, 
Need your help,

Look, I need your help,
Your help!



I would appreciate—
I really must abbreviate this—

See here,
Yes…

This deer—
Yes, if anything, just coax it to lie down again,
A fawn can fend for itself.

It’s just
I think I—
That is I—
Well, I touched it,
What?

Tried to pet it.
Oh.

I regret it, yes!
But it looked so cute!
Just lying there…
There’s—

With my hand you see,
There’s no need to fear.

Now I fear, oh dear, oh dear!
The deer and mother bond is strong. I’m sure,

The mother won’t come back now!
So sure,

You’re sure?
Sure you’ve done nothing wrong.

Absolutely sure?
It’s fine.

Just one thing more…
Yes…?

(pause)

Can I keep it?
What?!

Just a week or so?
No!

Just a week or two?
Ma’am, is there anything more I can do for 

you?
I really must be going!

But it looks so much like Bambi!
Rent the movie!

Such a cutie!
It’s against the law!

Cutest thing you ever saw…
I see, but keeping them in captivity—

Such pretty eyes…
I would advise you—

Yes?
To get a dog, or a cat.

Oh! I have several!
Then perhaps another…

The mother will return…?
I’m certain.

So very much to learn,
Much too much…

About deer and such.
If that is all…

And that is all about deer and such…
And that is all! As such,

Then I thank you…
Not at all…

But can I keep it?
THANK you very, very,
Very much!

—Words and music by Francine Trester © 2016



Chinaman, Laundryman
 “Chinaman”! 
 “Laundryman”! 
Don’t call me “man”! 
I am worse than a slave.

Wash! Wash!
Why can I wash away 
The dirt of others’ clothes 
But not the hatred of my heart?
My skin is yellow, 
Does my yellow skin color the clothes?
Why do you pay me less
For the same work?
Clever boss!
You know 
How to scatter the seeds of hatred
Among your ignorant slaves. 

Iron! Iron! 
Why can I smooth away
The wrinkle 
Of others’ dresses 
But not the miseries of my heart?
Why should I come to Arnerica
To wash clothes? 
Do you think “Chinamen” in China
Wear no dresses?

I came to America 
Three days after my marriage.
When can I see her again? 
Only the almighty “Dollar” knows! 

Dry! Dry! 
Why do clothes dry,
But not my tears?
I work 
Twelve hours a day,
He pays 
Fifteen dollars a week.
My boss says,
 “Chinaman, 

Go back to China, 
If you don’t feel satisfied!
There, 
Unlimited hours of toil: 
Two silver dollars a week,
If 
You can find a job.”

Thank you, Boss, 
For you remind me.
I know 
Bosses are robbers everywhere!
 “Chinaman”! 
 “Laundryman”! 
All you workingmen!
Here is the brush
Made of study.
Here is the soap
Made of action.
Let us all 
wash with the brush
Let us all 
Press with the iron!
Wash!
Brush! 
Dry!
Iron! 
Then we shall have
A clean world!

— H.T. Tsiang



Half-Life Fragment
The grain makes everything smell fried.
Trains. All night. Stopping at the silos.
This is industry. This is sleep. The crust
in your eyes as you sing to the dew-slick
dandelions. It is a bowl of beans smashed
with mustard.
 You are peeling a scab
from your elbow—jeans holing at the knee.

The bus bobs your head against the glass,
your face dissolving against the diesels
convoying out of town.

— From Aurum by Santee Frazier.  
© 2019 The Arizona Board of Regents. 
Reprinted by permission of the University of Arizona Press.

Charlie Rutlage
Another good cowpuncher has gone to meet his fate,
I hope he’ll find a resting place, within the golden gate.
Another place is vacant on the ranch of the X I T,
 ‘Twill be hard to find another that’s liked as well as he.

The first that died was Kid White, a man both tough and brave,
While Charlie Rutlage makes the third to be sent to his grave,
Caused by a cowhorse falling, while running after stock;
 ‘Twas on the spring round up, a place where death men mock,

He went forward one morning on a circle through the hills,
He was gay and full of glee, and free from earthly ills;
But when it came to finish up the work on which he went,
Nothing came back from him; his time on earth was spent.

 ‘Twas as he rode the round up, a XIT turned back to the herd;
Poor Charlie shoved him in again, his cutting horse he spurred;
Another turned; at that moment his horse the creature spied 
And turned and fell with him; beneath, poor Charlie died.

His relations in Texas his face never more will see,
But I hope he’ll meet his loved ones beyond in eternity.
I hope he’ll meet his parents, will meet them face to face,
And that they’ll grasp him by the right hand at the shining throne of grace.

—traditional, collected by John A. Lomax



 II IMMIGRANTS

Must I leave thee?
Must I leave thee, joyful dwelling,
earth and sky and blushing dawn?
Eerie voices are foretelling,
All is gone, forever gone.

Past my window through the willows
tender breezes softly blow.
Are you warning me, o billows,
that I soon must go below?

Dear familiar fields and mountains,
peaceful rivers in the dales,
oh, to wing over crystal fountains,
soaring on celestial gales!

As my wings are growing stronger,
shuddering I subdue my mirth
and I know that I no longer want
to leave my love: my earth.

—Joseph von Eichendorff  
(anonymous translation)

Nightmare—The Rat Men
The ratmen accused me of not liking stench,
of not liking garbage,
of not liking their squeals,
of not liking to eat dirt.

For days they argued,
considering the question from every angle,
finally they condemned me:

You don’t like stench,
You don’t like garbage,
You don’t like our squeals,
You don’t like to eat dirt.

—Hanns Eisler



Sing on, there in the swamp!
Sing on, there in the swamp! 
O singer bashful and tender, 
I hear your notes, I hear your call.
I hear. I come presently, I understand you,
But a moment I linger, for the lustrous star has detain’d me,
The star, my departing comrade, holds and detains me.

—Walt Whitman

Honey River
Stop beside Honey River
stop and ask

about a night I stayed there
until dawn, despite the gossips,

drinking the wine that comes
from the mouth or cutting
the rose of bashfulness.

We embraced like the limbs
of the trees embrace
over the stream.

There were cups of cool wine;
the Northwind was our cupbearer.

Flowers offered us
the aloe’s fragrance.

Reflections of floating lights
pointed like lances
at the cuirasse of the river.

There we stayed until
the jewels of frost
forced us to separate.

The nightingale’s song
made me feel sadder still.

—Ibn Abi Rawh



How can you tell an American?
How can you tell an American?
Has he any distinguishing flavor?
Could you spot him on an elephant in Turkestan
Or floating on a raft fifty miles at sea,
As you’d know a single leaf from the sassafras tree
By its characteristic savor?

It isn’t that he’s short or tall
It isn’t that he’s round or flat
It isn’t that he’s civilized or has manners that appall
Nor the head size of his hat.
No, it’s just that he hates and eternally despises
The policeman on his beat
And the judge at his assizes.
The sheriff with his warrants and the bureaucratic crew.
For the sole and simple reason that they tell him what to do.
And he insists on eating,
He insists on drinking,
He insists on reading,
He insists on thinking
Free of governmental snooping and a governmental plan
And that’s an American.

How can you tell an American?
Has he any distinguishing notion?
There’s something in the essence of a good Champagne
That makes you certain sure you’re not imbibing rain.
And you won’t succeed in growing an American man
On the opposite side of an ocean.

It isn’t that he’s good or bad
It isn’t that he’s gay or grim
It’s only that authority repels him as a lad
And never goes down with him
Yes, it’s just that he hates 
Both the guts and the faces of the people who can order him
And put him through his paces.
The assessor with his taxes or the Colonel at review
Or any fool official who can tell him what to do.
And he won’t go to heaven
And he won’t go to hell
And he will not buy



And he will not sell
According to the precepts of a governmental plan
And that’s an American.

How can you tell an American?
When it comes right down to cases
Is there any one virtue or particular vice
Like a drinker’s whiskey or a gambler’s dice 
Or the far right’s insistence on a travel ban
That marks him among the races?

It isn’t that he’s black or white
It isn’t that he works with tools
It’s only that it takes away his appetite
To live by a book of rules
Yes, it’s just that he hates and he damns all the features
Of any mortal man set above his fellow creatures.
And he’ll hate the undertaker
When at last he dies
If he hears a note of arrogance above him where he lies.
He does his own living,
He does his own dying.
Does his loving, does his hating,
Does his multiplying
Without the supervision of a governmental plan
And that’s an American!

—Maxwell Anderson



 III WAR

Johnny, I hardly knew ye 
When goin’ the road to sweet Athy 
A stick in my hand and a drop in my hand,
A doleful damsel I heard cry
Johnny, I hardly knew ye.
 With your guns and drums and drums and guns, 
 The enemy nearly slew ye,
 Oh, darling dear, you look so queer,
 Johnny, I hardly knew ye.

Where is the eyes that looked so mild? 
When my poor heart ye first beguiled?
Why did ye skedaddle from me and the child,
Johnny, I hardly knew ye.

Where are the legs we looked ye run 
Before ye left to carry a gun
Indeed your dancing days are done.

Ye haven’t an arm, ye haven’t a leg 
Ye’re an eyeless, boneless, chickenless egg
You’ll have to be put in a bowl to beg.

But I’m happy for to see ye home.
All from the island of Ceylon
So low in the flesh, so high in the bones
Johnny, I hardly knew ye.

—traditional Irish



Mordgässchen
Cheb, Czech Republic 

They dug a cistern to put out fires—
Where on crystal night the synagogue burned—
Turn us on to thee, O lord—Then they built
the apartment building…and we shall be turned—

Where on crystal night the synagogue burned—
Renew our days as of old—Before we fled
Our buildings near Mordgässchen—we shall be turned—
Then they brought the violin-making school
 
Renew our days as of old—Before we fled—
Now varnish jars, chisels, and strings line the walls
They brought the violin-making school
and carve flamed maple and Norway spruce—
 
And varnish jars, chisels and strings line the walls
Remember, O Lord, what has come upon us—
They carve flamed maple and Norway spruce
Where once they dug a cistern to put out fires.

—Jeffrey Greene

My Buddy
Life is a book that we study
Some of its leaves bring a sigh
There it was written my Buddy
That we must part you and I.

Nights are long since you went away
I think about you all through the day
My Buddy, my Buddy
No Buddy quite so true
Miss your voice the touch of your hand
Just long to know that you understand
My Buddy, my Buddy
Your Buddy misses you.

Buddies through all of the gay days,
Buddies when something went wrong,
I sit alone through the gray days
Missing your smile and your song.

—Gus Kahn 

I’m glad I waited for you
There were times when I felt
I could easily melt
In the first arms that happened along
But something within 
Said, “You musn’t begin”
And that something wasn’t far from wrong:

I’m glad I waited for you
But then, what else could I do?
Yes, there were one or two
I used to date with
But they always knew 
I used them to wait with.

I’m glad I waited for you
I’m glad my heart waited, too
That fav’rite dream of mine
Has just come true
I’m glad I waited for you.

—Sammy Cahn



Sister Susie’s Sewing Shirts For Soldiers
Sister Susie’s sewing in the kitchen on a “Singer,”
There’s miles and miles of flannel on the floor and up the stairs,
And father says it’s rotten getting mixed up with the cotton,
And sitting on the needles that she leaves upon the chairs.

And should you knock at our street door
Ma whispers, “Come inside.”
Then when you ask where Susie is,
She says with loving pride:

 “Sister Susie’s sewing shirts for soldiers
Such skill at sewing shirts
Our shy young sister Susie shows!
Some soldiers send epistles,
Say they’d sooner sleep in thistles
Than the saucy, soft, short shirts for soldiers sister Susie sews.”

Piles and piles and piles of shirts she sends out to the soldiers,
And sailors won’t be jealous when they see them, not at all.
And when we say her stitching will set all the soldiers itching,
She says our soldiers fight best when their back’s against the wall.

And little brother Gussie, he who lisps when he says “yes,” 
Says “Where’s the cotton gone from off my kite?
Oh, I can gueth!”

I forgot to tell you that our sister Susie’s married,
And when she isn’t sewing shirts, she’s sewing other things.
Then little sister Molly says, “Oh, sister’s bought a dolly.
She’s making all the clothes for it with pretty bows and strings.”

Says Susie, “Don’t be silly,”
As she blushes and she sighs.
Then mother smiles and whispers with a twinkle in her eyes…

—R. P. Weston



Letter Home from Ben Hoa 
Even at this remote outstation,
Even now,
I glimpse a swallow winging westward,
With a majesty
Peculiar to its species.

The very atmosphere 
Impresses upon me
A symbiosis with earth and nature. 

Ain’t that a scream?

—David Dorfman (1946–1966), paratrooper, US Army 101st Airborne Division

Where have all the flowers gone?
Where have all the flowers gone, long time passing?
Where have all the flowers gone, long time ago?
Where have all the flowers gone?
Young girls have picked them, everyone
Oh, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the young girls gone?
Gone for husbands, everyone.

Where have all the husbands gone?
Gone for soldiers, everyone.

Where have all the soldiers gone?
Gone to graveyards, everyone.

Where have all the graveyards gone?
Gone to flowers, everyone.

Where have all the flowers gone?
Young girls have picked them, everyone
Oh, when will they ever learn?

—Pete Seeger & Joe Hickerson



 IV HARLEM RENAISSANCE WOMEN

The heart of a woman
The heart of a woman goes forth with the dawn,
As a lone bird, soft winging, so restlessly on,
Afar o’er life’s turrets and vales does it roam
In the wake of those echoes the heart calls home.

The heart of a woman falls back with the night,
And enters some alien cage in its plight,
And tries to forget it has dreamed of the stars
While it breaks, breaks, breaks on the sheltering bars.

—Georgia Douglas Johnson

Secret
I shall make a song like your hair . . .
Gold-woven with shadows green-tinged,
And I shall play with my song
As my fingers might play with your hair.
Deep in my heart
I shall play with my song of you,
Gently. . . .
I shall laugh
At its sensitive lustre . . .
I shall wrap my song in a blanket,
Blue like your eyes are blue
With tiny shots of silver.
I shall wrap it caressingly,
Tenderly. . . . 
I shall sing a lullaby
To the song I have made
Of your hair and eyes . . .
And you will never know
That deep in my heart
I shelter a song for you
Secretly. . . .

—Gwendolyn Bennett

Dead Fires
If this is peace, this dead and leaden thing,
Then better far the hateful fret, the sting.
Better the wound forever seeking balm
Than this gray calm! 

Is this pain’s surcease? Better far the ache,
The long-drawn dreary day, the night’s white 

wake,
Better the choking sigh, the sobbing breath
Than passion’s death! 

—Jessie Redmon Fauset 

Joy
Joy shakes me like the wind that lifts a sail,
Like the roistering wind
That laughs through stalwart pines.
It floods me like the sun
On rain-drenched trees
That flash with silver and green.
I abandon myself to joy—
I laugh—I sing.
Too long have I walked a desolate way,
Too long stumbled down a maze.

—Clarissa Scott Delany



COMMISSIONED COMPOSERS

H. LESLIE ADAMS (b. 1932, Cleveland, OH) studied 
voice in high school and sang in choirs and operas 
at Oberlin. A composer of art song, piano etudes, 
chamber works, and opera, he sees his background 
as unique among composers—teaching voice, con-
ducting choruses, and working with artists through-
out the Midwest. composers.com/h-leslie-adams

Lineage Father, Harrison L. Adams, Sr., was born 
and raised in Urbana, Ohio, and served as a sec-
ond lieutenant in World War I; mother, Jessie B. 
Manease, was born in Camden, Tennessee, and 
graduated from the Tuskegee Institute.

BRAXTON BLAKE (b. 1954) has been an active 
composer and conductor for over 50 years. “I strive 
to compose vocal settings to be direct and as true 
to the poet’s voice as possible. The searing dispar-
ity of meanings in Dorfman’s poem is a characteris-
tic found in many of my works.” braxtonblake.com

Lineage Forerunners arrived primarily from the 
British Isles with a few from Eastern Europe.

B. E. BOYKIN (b. 1989, Atlanta, GA) is a pianist and 
conductor whose music includes art songs and a 
variety of choral and instrumental works. She is 
currently pursuing a PhD in Music Education from 
Georgia State University. beboykin.com

Lineage She is the daughter of proud parents: 
Alan Boykin (retired USAF colonel) and Kathy 
Boykin (school teacher).

MOHAMMED FAIROUZ (b. 1985) is a frequently 
performed, commissioned, and recorded com-
poser. Fairouz’s cosmopolitan outlook reflects his 
transatlantic upbringing and extensive travels. As 
an artist, he seeks to promote cultural communica-
tion and understanding. He lives in New York City. 
mohammedfairouz.com

Lineage My line traces back to spiritual gurus of 
the Sawli sect.

ADOLPHUS HAILSTORK (b. 1941, Rochester, NY) 
studied at Manhattan School of Music, Howard 
University, Fontainebleau, and Michigan State 
University. He began composing in high school. 
adolphushailstork.com

Lineage Just your basic blue-collar composer. 

RICHARD LALLI (b. 1952, Chicagoland) has served 
on the music faculty of Yale University since 1981. 
“Being a lapsed singer, I strive to present the text 
as simply as possible. Being a gay liberal, I believe 
in freedom and compassion.” richardlalli.com 

Lineage Maternal grandparents (from Lithuania) 
settled and married in the Chicago area in 1909; 
paternal grandparents (from Italy) met one another 
in New York City a few years later. 

NATE MAY (b. 1987) is a composer and performer 
whose interest in human ecosystems has impelled 
explorations of a wide variety of sounds and inter-
actions, and who is currently pursuing a doctorate 
in composition at Yale. He grew up in Huntington, 
West Virginia. natemaymusic.com 

Lineage Maternal: Italian and Portuguese immi-
grants who arrived in Rhode Island in the early 
1900s. Paternal: German immigrants who arrived in 
1748, spending several generations in Appalachia 
before moving to the Great Lakes region.

HAROLD MELTZER (b. 1966, Brooklyn, NY) will be 
travelling to the Czech Republic for a performance 
later in 2019 and has resolved to visit Cheb, where 
all this took place. In writing the song he imagined 
the singers moving in and out of liturgical utter-
ance. haroldmeltzer.com

Lineage Grandparents arrived in Brooklyn from 
Europe early in the twentieth century: maternal 
grandmother from Odessa, maternal grandfather 
and paternal grandparents from Austria. They all 
came as children.

CARLOS SIMON (b. 1986, Washington, DC) was 
a Sundance Composer Fellow in 2018. His string 
quartet, Elegy, honoring the lives of Trayvon 
Martin, Michael Brown, and Eric Garner, has been 
performed at the Kennedy Center for the Mason 
Bates JFK Jukebox Series. coliversimon.com

Lineage Carlos Simon is the son, grandson, and 
great-grandson of Black Pentecostal preachers. 

 THIS LAND IS OURS



FRANCINE TRESTER (b. 1969, Glen Cove, NY) is 
on the Composition Faculty of Berklee College 
of Music. “Finding music in the spoken word and 
in the poetry of everyday events is a fascination. 
Those daily events contain a universe—drama in 
the wilds of one’s own backyard.” 
francinetrester.com

Lineage Paternal grandfather and grandmother 
emigrated from Austria and Russia respectively. 
They met on a trolley car in New York. Maternal 
grandparents were born in the United States. Their 
families can be traced to Austria and Spain.

WRITERS

TONI DORFMAN has taught theater at Yale since 
1999 and directs baroque operas there. She 
thanks her sister Patricia, whose letter from David 
contains the passage in “Letter Home from Ben 
Hoa.” His four sisters cherish the memory of Dave, 
a writer, chess player, math whiz, ice cream lover, 
and long-distance runner. 

Lineage Maternal grandmother born in Michigan 
to an English blacksmith; maternal grandfather 
descended from seventeenth-century Swedish 
and Anglo-Irish emigrés to America. Paternal 
grandparents were Jews from Kovna Province near 
Vilna in the Russian Empire, who met in Minnesota 
in 1904.

SANTEE FRAZIER (b. 1978) earned a BFA from the 
Institute of American Indian Arts and an MFA from 
Syracuse University. Frazier’s honors include a Fall 
2009 Lannan Residency Fellowship and a 2011 
Indigenous writer’s residency with the School for 
Advanced Research. He was the 2014 Native Arts 
and Culture Foundation literature fellow.

Lineage Member of the Cherokee Nation of 
Oklahoma.

JEFFREY GREENE (b. 1952, Norwalk, CT) is a poet, 
memoirist, nature writer, and university professor. 
“While I greatly value my American roots, I am 
enjoying a rich cultural and culinary life in Paris. I 
hope my work reflects social consciousness and a 
passion for nature.” jeffrey-greene.com

Lineage 48.6% Ashkenazi Jewish from Central 
Europe, then Orchard Street, NYC. The rest is 
English, Irish, French, and Dutch. Parents met in the 
West Village, listening to music.

OTHER COMPOSERS
Leonard Bernstein (1918–1990)
Ruth Crawford Seeger (1901–1953)
Herman Darewski (1883–1947)
Walter Donaldson (1893–1947)
Hanns Eisler (1898–1962)
Paul Hindemith (1895–1963)
Charles Ives (1874–1954)
Erich Korngold (1897–1957)
John Jacob Niles (1892–1980)
John Musto (b. 1954)
Pete Seeger (1919–2014)
Jule Styne (1905–1994)
Kurt Weill (1900–1950)

OTHER WRITERS
Sherwood Anderson (1876–1941)
Gwendolyn Bennett (1902–1981)
Sammy Cahn (1913–1993)
Clarissa Scott Delany (1901–1927)
Joseph von Eichendorff (1788–1857)
Jessie Redmon Fauset (1882–1961)
Joe Hickerson (b. 1935)
Langston Hughes (1902–1967)
Gus Kahn (1886–1941)
Georgia Douglas Johnson (1880–1966)
Ibn Abi Rawh (12th century)
H. T. Tsiang (1899–1971)
R. P. Weston (1878–1936)
Walt Whitman (1819–1892)



Mirror Visions Ensemble (MVE) was founded from a desire to explore the relationship 
between music and text, initially through the creation of “mirror visions”—settings of the same 
text to music by different composers. The group’s passion for storytelling has produced 
thematic concerts on surprising subjects, based on scholarly research and laced with humor, 
leading to the revitalization of art song programming. Featuring soprano, tenor, baritone, 
and piano, often joined by other instrumentalists, MVE’s programs take audiences on an 
imaginative journey through song, showcasing well-known and often-neglected pieces by 
composers both familiar and new, set to texts by poets and historical figures that encompass 
published works, correspondence, and other anecdotes.

Now in its 27th season, MVE has championed and fostered the work of new composers, 
providing a platform for their works to be showcased through the commissioning and 
performance of more than 85 works by 28 composers, including Tom Cipullo, Scott Wheeler, 
and Pulitzer Prize recipient Yehudi Wyner. Dedicated to developing the future catalogue of 
vocal chamber music, the ensemble launched its first-ever Young Composers Competition in 
the 2015–2016 season, awarding four commissions to early-career composers.

The ensemble has presented its programs, residencies, and masterclasses both in the 
United States and abroad at concert halls, schools, libraries, and museums. MVE’s concerts 
are often free and open to the public, continuing the ensemble’s commitment to education 
and its tradition of providing access to the arts. MVE has appeared at such venues as Weill 
Recital Hall at Carnegie Hall, Merkin Concert Hall at the Kaufman Music Center, Le Poisson 
Rouge, SubCulture, and Mt. Kisco’s Copland House, and at educational institutions, including 
California State University at Fullerton, University of Southern California, New York University, 
the Longy School of Music of Bard College, Northwestern University, Williams College, and 
Yale University. Museums in France have become a home for MVE, with many performances 
at the Musée Carnavalet, Musée des Arts Décoratifs, and the Musée Nissim de Camondo, as 
well as at the American University of Paris.

In recognition of strengthening cultural relationships between the United States and France, 
bringing to life forgotten texts and music from both French and American traditions, and 
sharing these works through commissions and performances by MVE, Artistic Director Tobé 
Malawista was named Chevalier of the Legion of Honor in 2008.

MVE’s discography includes Américain à Paris (Albany 2003), Secrets (Albany 2004), Cosmic 
and Domestic Matters (Albany 2008), and The Three-Paneled Mirror (Centaur 2015). Mirror 
Visions Ensemble was founded by Tobé Malawista, Richard Lalli, and Scott Murphree in 1992.



Abigail Levis, Mezzo-Soprano

Named “Debut Artist of the Year” by the Joy in Singing Foundation, Abigail Levis 
has emerged as one of the most exciting young singers of today. Critics the 
world over have described her artistry as “fearless,” “dazzling,” “witty,” and 
“breathtaking” in styles as diverse as Monteverdi, Mozart, Britten, and Bernstein. 
Ms. Levis has appeared as a soloist with the Toronto Symphony, the Handel and 
Haydn Society, Florida Symphony, Philharmonia Baroque, Portland Baroque, 
American Symphony Orchestra, Luzerner Theater, Deutsche Oper Berlin, Wolf 
Trap Opera, Opera Philadelphia, and The Dallas Opera. She is also a prize win-
ner of several competitions both at home abroad, including, among others, the 
Klaudia Taev Competition, the William Mattheus Sullivan Foundation, the New 
York Oratorio Society Competition, and the Classical Singer Competition. A 

native of Portland, Maine, Ms. Levis holds degrees from the Eastman School of Music, the University of 
Houston, and Bard College. Having completed residencies at Utah Opera and Los Angeles Opera, she 
currently resides in Southern California with her fiancé and three awesome step-children. She is an avid 
knitter, reader, and craft beer sampler. www.abigaillevis.com

Scott Murphree, Tenor

Tenor Scott Murphree is a distinguished singer of the concert, recital, and opera 
stage. In addition to specializing in traditional opera repertoire, he has created 
roles in several world premieres of operas, including Allan Jaffe’s Mary Shelley, 
Christopher Berg’s Cymbeline, Jon Gibson’s Violet Fire, and Tina Davison’s Billy 
and Zelda. Highlights of his performances include appearances with Central City 
Opera, Glimmerglass Opera, Des Moines Metro Opera, Opera Delaware, Utah 
Opera, Nevada Opera, Orpheus Chamber Orchestra, American Symphony 
Orchestra, New York Festival of Song, Five Boroughs Music Festival, Aspen Music 
Festival, and Pacific Music Festival. He has worked closely with composers such 
as Ned Rorem, Ricky Ian Gordon, Robert Beaser, and Richard Hundley, and has 
premiered songs written especially for him by Yehudi Wyner, Tom Cipullo, 

Richard Pearson Thomas, and Christopher Berg. He has served on the voice faculties of the University of 
Connecticut and the Yale School of Drama and currently is an adjunct professor of voice in the Steinhardt 
School at New York University. He received his B.M. from the University of North Texas, his M.M. from Yale 
University, and his D.M.A. from State University of New York at Stony Brook. 



Mischa Bouvier, Baritone

Baritone Mischa Bouvier has appeared with many leading orchestras and 
ensembles, including Orchestra of St. Luke’s at Stern Auditorium and the New 
York Live Arts Theater, New York Festival of Song, the Folger Consort, Sting at 
Disney Hall, Musica Sacra at Lincoln Center, the Princeton Glee Club, the Boston 
Symphony Orchestra at Tanglewood, El Festival Casals de Puerto Rico, the Five 
Boroughs Music Festival, the Boston Pops at Symphony Hall, the Metropolis 
Ensemble, Christopher Williams Dance, the Colorado Symphony Orchestra, the 
New Mexico Symphony Orchestra, Anonymous 4, Bronx Opera, the Alabama 
Symphony Orchestra, the Columbus Symphony Orchestra, Opera in the Heights, 
Musica Sacra Maastricht, the Stamford Symphony, Mark Morris Dance Group at 
Seiji Ozawa Hall, the American Bach Soloists, the Lysander Piano Trio, and The 

Knights, and has offered recitals throughout the United States and in Asia. Mischa’s upcoming season 
includes debuts with ACRONYM and Apollo’s Fire, returns to Bach Collegium San Diego and TENET, and 
recitals throughout the United States. www.mischabouvier.com

Grant Wenaus, Piano

Grant Wenaus is a Principal Coach and Assistant Conductor at the Glimmerglass 
Festival, and has been a vocal coach for the Florence Voice Seminar, the 
Interlochen Center for the Arts, and the UpNorth Vocal Institute. At Glimmerglass, 
he has performed in recitals with Eric Owens, Anthony Roth Costanzo, Marietta 
Simpson, Nathan Gunn, David Pittsinger, Jay Hunter Morris, and Peter Volpe. He 
is the former Director of Collaborative Piano at NYU, where he conducted 
productions including The Magic Flute, L'enfant et les sortilèges, Dido and 
Aeneas, Orpheus in the Underworld, The Merry Widow, Ragtime, City of Angels, 
and The Light in the Piazza. Dr. Wenaus has also been an accompanist for many 
concerts at Symphony Space in New York City, working with such Broadway 
luminaries as John Kander, Jason Robert Brown, Andrew Lippa, Carolee 

Carmello, Kate Baldwin, Rebecca Luker, Julia Murney, and Brian D‘Arcy James. This past season, Grant was 
on staff at Sarasota Opera and Atlanta Opera, and joined the Vocal Studies faculty at Montclair State 
University, New Jersey.
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In Memoriam Stephen Malawista

Mirror Visions, Inc. is a 501(c)(3) not-for-profit organization

www.mirrorvisionsensemble.org

The Archbishop Fulton J. Sheen Center, a project of the Archdiocese of New York, is a 
forum to highlight the true, the good, and the beautiful. At the Sheen Center, we seek to 
deepen, explore, and challenge ourselves, Catholic and non-Catholic alike, intellectually, 
artistically, and spiritually.








