











Zwei Konige sassen auf Orkadal

Zwei Konige sassen auf Orkadal,
Hell flammten die Kerzen im Pfeilersaal.

Die Harfner sangen, es perlte der Wein,
Die Konige schauten finster drein.

Da sprach der eine: “Gib mir die Dirn’!
Thr Aug’ ist blau, schneeweiss ihre Stirn.”

Der and’re versetzte in grimmem Zorn:
“Mein ist sie und bleibt sie, ich hab’s
geschwor’n.”

Kein Wort mehr sprachen die Kénige drauf,
Sie nahmen die Schwerter und stunden auf.

Sie schritten hervor aus der leuchtenden Hall’;
Tief lag der Schnee an des Schlosses Wall.

Es spriihten die Fackeln, es blitzte der Stahl-
Zwei Kénige sanken auf Oradal.
-Emanuel Geibel

Two Kings Sat in Orkadal

Two kings sat in Orkadal;
Candles flickered brightly in the pillared hall.

The minstrels sang; the wine glistened;
The kings stared angrily at each other.

Then up spake one: “Give me that girl!
Her eyes are blue, her brow snow-white.”

The other replied with bitter fury:
“She is mine, and mine she will remain; I
have sworn it!”

The kings spoke not another word,
They girded their swords and stood up.

They strode out from the lighted hall;
Deep lay the snow by the castle wall.

Torches blazed; steel flashed—
Two kings sank down in Orkadal.

-Translated by Carla Maria Verdino-
Siillwold



Samuel Barber {1910-1981)

The Daisies, Opus 2, No. 1

In the scented bud of the morning O,
When the windy grass went rippling far!
I saw my dear one walking slow

In the field where the daisies are.

We did not laugh, and we did not speak,
As we wandered happ’ly to and fro,

I kissed my dear on either cheek,

In the bud of the morning O!

A lark sang up from the breezy land;

A lark sang down from a cloud afar;

As she and I went hand in hand,

In the field where the daisies are.
—James Stephens (1882-1950)

Night Wanderers

They hear the bell of midnight toll,

And shiver in their flesh and soul;

They lie on hard, cold wood or stone,

Iron, and ache in every bone;

They hate the night: they see no eyes

Of loved ones in the starlit skies.

They see the cold, dark water near;

They dare not take long looks for fear

They’ll fall like those poor birds that see

A snake’s eyes staring at their tree.

Some of them laugh, half-mad; and some

All through the chilly night are dumb;

Like poor, weak infants some converse,

And cough like giants, deep and hoarse.
-W.H. Davies (1871-1940)

Rain has fallen, Opus 10, No. 1

Rain has fallen all the day.
O come among the laden trees:
The leaves lie thick upon the way
Of memories.

Staying a little by the way
Of memories shall we depart.
Come, my beloved, where I may
Speak to your heart.
—-James Joyce (1882-1941)

With Rue my heart is laden

With rue my heart is Jaden

For golden friends I had,

For many a rose-lipt maiden
And many a light-footed lad.
By brooks too broad for leaping
The light-footed boys are laid;
The rose-lipt girls are sleeping
In the field where roses fade.

—-A. E. Housman (1859-1936)
from A Shropshire Lad

Sure on This Shining Night

Sure on this shining night

Of star-made shadows round,
Kindness must watch for me
This side the ground.

The late year lies down the north.
All is healed, all is health.

High summer holds the earth.
Hearts all whole.

Sure on this shining night
I weep for wonder
Wand'ring far alone
Of shadows on the stars.
~-James Agee (1909-1955)



Songs To Poems by Walt Whitman (1819-1892)

Frank Bridge (1879-1941)
The Last Invocation

At the last, tenderly,

From the walls of the powerful fortress’d
house,

From the clasp of the knitted locks, from
the keep of the well-closed doors,

Let me be wafted.

Let me glide noiselessly forth;

With the key of sofiness unlock the
locks—with a whisper,

Set open the doors O soul.

Tenderly—be not impatient,
(Strong is your hold O mortal flesh,
Strong is your hold O love.)

Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872-1958)
A Clear Midnight

This is thy hour O Soul, thy free flight
into the wordless,

Away from books, away from art, the
day erased, the lesson done,

Thee fully forth emerging, silent, gazing,
pondering the themes thou lovest best,

Night, sleep, death, and the stars.

William H. Neidlinger (1863-1924)
Memories of Lincoln

Beat! Beat! drums!—Blow, bugles blow!

Thro’ the windows—thro’ the doors—
burst like a ruthless force,

Into the solemn church, and scatter the
congregation,

Blow, bugles blow!—Beat! Beat! drums!

Are beds prepared for sleepers at night
in houses?

No sleepers must sleep in beds, You
bugles wilder blow!—Blow, bugles
blow!

When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom’d,

And the great star early droop’d in the
western sky in the night,

I mourn’d, and yet shall mourn with
ever-returning spring.

Ever-returning spring—trinity sure,
trinity sure to me you bring.

Lilac blooming perennial and drooping
star in the west,

And thoughts of him I love.

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip
is done,

The ship has weathered ev’ry rack, the
prize we sought is won,

But O heart! heart! heart!

O the bleeding drops of red,

Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

Charles Naginski {1909-1940)
Look Down Fair Moon

Look down fair moon and bathe this scene,

Pour softly down night’s nimbus floods
on faces ghastly, swollen, purple,

On the dead on their backs with arms
toss’d wide,

Pour down your unstinted nimbus
sacred moon.

Leonard Bernstein {1918-1990)
To What You Said

To what you said, passionately clasping
my hand, this is my answer:

Though you have strayed hither, for my
sake, you can never belong to me,
nor I to you,

Behold the customary loves and
friendships—the cold guards
I am that rough and simple person

I am he who kisses his comrade lightly
on the lips at parting, and I am one
who is kissed in return,

[ introduce that new American salute

Behold love choked, correct, polite,
always suspicious

Behold the received models of the
parlors—What are they to me?

What to these young men that travel
with me?



Charles lves (1874-1954)

The Housatonic at Stockbridge

Contented river! in thy dreamy realm
The cloudy willow and the plumy elm:
Thou beautiful! from every hill

What eye but wanders with thee at thy will.

Contented river! and yet overshy

To mask thy beauty from the eager eye;

Hast thou a thought to hide from field
and town?

In some deep current of sunlit brown.

Ah! there’s a restive ripple,

And the swift red leaves,
September’s firstlings faster drift;
Wouldst thou away, dear siream?

Come, whisper, near!

I also of much resting have a fear:

Let me tomorrow thy companion be,

By fall and shallow to the adventurous sea!
~Robert Underwood Johnson (1853-1937)

Thoreau

He grew in those seasons like corn in the
night,
rapt in revery,
on the Walden shore,
amidst the sumach pines and hickories,
in undisturbed solitude.
Chorles lves
after Henry David Thoreau (1817-
1862) in Walden

The Children’s Hour

Between the dark and the daylight,
When the night is beginning to lower,
Comes a pause in the day’s occupations,
That is known as Children’s Hour.

I hear in the chamber above me
The patter of little feet

The sound of a door that is opened
And voices soft and sweet.

From my study I see in the lamplight
Descending the broad hall stair,
Grave Alice and laughing Allegra
And Edith with golden hair.

Between the dark and daylight,

Comes a pause,

That is known as Children’s Hour. .
~Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

Memories A—Very Pleasant

We're sitting in the opera house, the
opera house, the opera house;

We're waiting for the curtain to arise
with wonders for our eyes;

We're feeling pretty gay, and well we
may; “O Jimmy, look! “ I say,

“The band is tuning up and soon will
start to play.”

We whistle and we hum, beat time with
the drum.

We're sitting in the opera house, the
opera house, the opera house,

a-waiting for the curtain to rise with
wonders for our eyes,

a feeling of expectancy, a certain kind of
ecstasy. Sh! Curtain!

Memories B—Rather Sad

From the street a strain on my ear doth fall.

A tune as threadbare as that “old red
shawl,”

It is tattered, it is torn, it shows signs of
being worn,

It’s the tune my Uncle hummed from
early morn;

‘Twas a common little thing and kind’a
sweet,

But ‘twas sad and seemed to slow up
both his feet;

I can see him shuffling down to the barn
or to the town,

a-humming.

=Charles Ives



Pavl Bowles (1910- )

Heavenly Grass

My feet took a walk

In heavenly grass

All day while the sky shone as clear as
glass,

My feet took a walk

In heavenly grass.

All the while the lonesome stars rolled past,

Then my feet came down to walk on earth

And my mother cried

When she gave birth.

Now my feet walk far

And my feet walk fast,

But they still got an itch for heavenly grass.

Lonesome Man

My chair rock-rocks by the door all day

But nobody ever stops my way,

Nobody ever stops my way.

My teef chaw-chaw on an old ham bone

An’ I do the dishes all alone,

I do the dishes all by my lone.

My feet clop-clop on the hardwood floor

‘cause I won’t buy love at the hardware
store,

I don’t want love from the mercantile store.

Now the clock tick-tocks by my single bed

While the moon looks down at my
sleepless head,

While the moon grins down at an ole
fool’s head.

Cabin

The cabin was cozy

And hollyhocks grew

Bright by the door

Till his whisper crept through.

The sun on the sill was yellow and warm

Till she lifted the latch for a man or a
storm.

Now the cabin falls to the winter wind

And the walls cave in where they kissed
and sinned.

And the long white rain sweeps clean the
room

Like a white-haired witch with a long
straw broom!

Sugar in the Cane

I'm red pepper in a shaker,

Bread that’s waitin’ for the baker.
I'm sweet sugar in the cane,

Never touched except by rain.

If you touched me God save you,
These summer days are hot and blue.

I'm potatoes not yet mashed,

I'm a check that ain’t been cashed.
I'm a window with a blind

Can’t see what goes on behind.

If you did, God save your soul!

These winter nights are blue and cold!

~Tennessee Williams
Blue Mountain Ballads



Some Old Songs Re-sung

Sidney Homer (1864-1953)

General William Booth Enters into Heaven

Booth led boldly with his big bass drum

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

The Saints smiled gravely and they said,
“He’s come,”

(Are you/ washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

Walking lepers followed rank on rank,

Lurching bravos from the ditches dank

Drabs from the alleyways and drug
fiends pale

Minds still passion ridden, soul flowers
frail:

Vermin eaten saints with mouldy breath,

Unwashed legions with the ways of Death

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

Ev’ry slum had sent its half a score

The world round over. (Booth had
groaned for more).

Ev’ry banner that the wide world flies,

Bloomed with glory and transcendent dyes.

Big voiced lassies made their banjoes bang,

Tranced, fanatical they shrieked and sang;

“Are you? Are you washed in the blood
of the Lamb?”

Hallelujah! It was queer to see

Bull necked convicts with that land made
free.

Loons with trumpets blow’d a blare,
blare, blare,

On, on, upward thro’ the golden air!

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

Booth died blind and still by Faith he trod,
Eyes still dazzled by the ways of God!
Booth led boldly and he look’d the chief;
Eagle countenance in sharp relief,

Beard a-flying, air of high command
Unabated in that holy land.

Jesus came from the court house door,

Stretched his hands above the passing poor.

Booth saw not, but led his queer ones

Round and round the mighty courthouse
square.

Yet! in an instant all that blear review

Marched on spotless, clad in raiment new.

The lame were straightened, withered
limbs uncurled,

And blind eyes opened on a new sweet
world.

Drabs and vixens in a flash made whole!

Gone was the weasel head, the snout, the
jowel!

Sages and sibyls now, and athletes clean,

Rulers of empires and of forests green!

The hosts were sandall’d and their wings
were fire!

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

But their noise play’d havoc with the
angel choir,

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

Oh shout Salvation!

It was good to see Kings and Princes by
the Lamb set free.

The banjos rattled and the tambourines

Jingjing jingl’d in the hands of Queens.

And when Booth halted by the curb for
prayer

He saw his Master thro’ the flag fill’d air.

Christ came gently with a robe and crown

For Booth the soldier, while the throng
knelt down.

He saw King Jesus; they were face to face,

And he knelt a-weeping in that holy place.

Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?

~Vachel Lindsay (1879-1931)

Aaron Copland (1900-1990)
Long Time Ago (Set 1, No. 3)

On the lake where droop’d the willow
Long time ago,

Where the rock threw back the billow
Brighter than snow

Dwelt a maid beloved and cherish’d
By high and low,

But with autumn leaf she perished
Long time ago.

Rock and tree and flowing water
Long time ago,
Bird and bee and blossom taught her
Love’s spell to know.

(Traditional 1837)



Walter Damrosch (1862-1950)

Danny Deever

“What are the bugles blowin’ for?” said Files-on-Parade.
“To turn you out, to turn you out,” the Color Sergeant said.
“What makes you look so white, so white?” said Files-on-Parade.
“A-~dreadin’ what I've got to watch,” the Color Sergeant said.
For they’re hangin’ Danny Deever, you can hear the Dead March play,
The Regiment’s in “ollow square—they’re hangin’ him to-day;
They’ve taken of his buttons off an’ cut his stripes away,
An’ they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’.

“What makes that rear-rank breathe so hard?” said Files-on-Parade.
“It’s bitter cold, it’s bitter cold,” the Color Sergeant said.
“What makes that front-rank man fall down?” said Files-on-Parade.
“A touch o' sun, a touch o’ sun,” the Color Sergeant said.
They are hangin’ Danny Deever, they are marchin’ of ‘im round,
They ‘ave ‘alted Danny Deever by ‘is coffin on the ground;
An’ ‘e’ll swing in ‘arf a minute for the sneakin’ shootin’ hound—
O, they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’!

Is cot was right-"and cot to mine,” said Files-on-Parade.

“E’s sleepin’ out and far to-night,” the Color Sergeant said.

“I've drunk “is beer a score o’ times,” said Files-on-Parade.

“E’s drinkin’ bitter beer alone,” the Color Sergeant said.
They are hangin’ Danny Deever, you must mark ‘im to his place,
For ‘e shot a comrade sleepin’—you must look ‘im in the face;
Nine ‘undred of ‘is county and the Regiment’s disgrace,
While they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’.

“What's that so black agin the sun?” said Files-on-Parade.
“It’s Danny fighting ‘ard for life,” the Color Sergeant said.
“What's that that whimpers over’ead?” said Files-on-Parade.
‘It's Danny’s soul that’s passin’ now,” the Color Sergeant said.
For they’re done with Danny Deever, you can ‘ear the quickstep play,
The Regiment’s in column, an’ they’re marchin’ us away;
Ho!, the young recruits are shakin’, an’ they’ll want their beer to-day,
After hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’!
Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936)












such a perplexing dangerous task.” The
crystallization of the ship imagery in this
letter to his brother Tom no doubt
recurred to Whitman in 1865 when,
suffering the after shocks of the national
assassination trauma, he composed his
four-poem sequence. Neidlinger’s
expansive, Romantic idiom is well suited
to the heroic and elevated sentiments of
the texts, while his proficiency as an
organist can be heard in the majestic
vocal and piano lines and in the
combination of solemnity and
impassioned drama which shape the
song. Beat Drums, Beat begins with an
eerie hush in both the voice and ominous
martial bass ostinato of the
accompaniment, then rises to a
hammering heartbeat of sound that
suggests the cacophony of brass and
percussion. The emotional explosiveness
of the first section modulates into the
slower tempo and soothing legato of
When Lilacs Last, which finishes in a
moment of reverential silence before
launching into the culminating poem of
this extended elegy is O Captain, my
Captain— ironically the poet’s most
popular and, in its strophic form, his least
representative work. Annoyed by
repeated requests to recite it or
anthologize it separately from the rest of
the opus, Whitman once exploded, saying

he wished he had never written the poem.

Nonetheless, the haunting melancholy
and cold brutality of the images make a
poignant requiem for the President
Whitman idolized.

CHARLES NAGINSKI

Cairo-born and American-naturalized
Charles Naginski’s connection to
Tanglewood and the Berkshires was, in
fact, a tragically ironic one, for it was in
Lenox after attending a performance of
one of his works at the Berkshire
Symphony Festival in 1940 that he
drowned at the age of 31. Naginski, who
had studied composition with Rubin

Gift Baskets and Personal Comforrs
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Goldmark and Roger Sessions, was the
creator of two symphonies and the Waiter
Damrosch Fellow at the American
Academy in Rome at the time of his
death. Naginski’s Whitman settings were
among his very last works, published
posthumously in 1942. Look Down Fair
Moon takes its text from Whitman’s 1865
Drum Taps, a collection of poignant
memories of the years when the poet
witnessed the horrors of the Civil War
firsthand as a nurse in the hospitals of the
nation’s capital. The eerie light of the
moon invoked by the poet rains down in
ghastly pallor, captured in the delicate
impressionistic palette, the minor key,
and in the serenading effect of the
piano—all of which combine to create the
impression of a ghostly aubade that
echoes here in the hills where Naginski
composed it as a very personal requiem.

LEONARD BERNSTEIN

Throughout his career as a composer,
conductor, and teacher, Bernstein sought
not only to serve as an exponent and
champion of the late Romantic composers
but also to incorporate into his own work
the emotional intensity and melodic-
harmonic lessons of their legacy; at the
same time he strove to create, especially
in his vocal and theatrical music, an
uniquely American idiom—to absorb
from the democratic melting pot an
eclecticism that he could transform into a
truly personal voice. In this he was very
like Walt Whitman, who, unfettered by
categories, labels, or conventions in his
poetry, did not fear to combine with
breathtaking audacity an astonishing
array of thematic and stylistic contrasts.
Drawn to the exquisitely humble,
touchingly exposed honesty of Whitman’s
love lyrics, Bernstein chose an
unpublished poem found among the
bard’s posthumous papers to include in
Songfest, composed for the American
Bicentennial and premiered at the
Kennedy Center in 1977. The twelve-
song cycle set to texts by Americans
takes LB’s familiar humanistic and
politically liberal perspective on the
themes of love, marriage, personal
aspiration, and social justice in the
multicultural framework of America’s
melting pot. In its original incarnation
(1976) the purposefully and exuberantly
eclectic score called for six singers and an
orchestra of traditional and electronic
instruments, while the subsequent version
(1977) was arranged in the more intimate
piano-vocal format.

To What You Said is one of those rare
poems which Whitman, himself,
abandoned in its initial stages. Scribbled

on the verso of page 30 of the ink faircopy
of the 1871 Democratic Vistas, the text
shows signs of being composed quickly
and spontaneously with revisions made
on the spur of the moment. The ability to
date the manuscript conclusively poses a
great many problems, though affinities in
the themes, images, and hints at
autobiographical substance point to the
years between 1871-1876. A strong
probability exists that it was addressed to
Anne Gilchrist, the plucky, intelligent,
literary Englishwoman and widow of
Blake’s biographer who fell in love with
the poet via his poems, published the first
feminist defense of his writings in 1870,
declared her passion in 1871, and
followed him to Philadelphia in 1876 in
the hopes of marrying him. Whitman
gently fended off her romantic advances;
calling her his “best-woman-friend”, he
cherished their platonic bond long after
her return to England, and following her
death he remained close to her son
Herbert. That Whitman never considered
the poem worthy of publication may have
been in part due to its personal nature,
but was more likely a function of his
feeling that he had uttered its message in
far more sweepingly significant
metaphoric terms elsewhere. For beyond
any possible autobiographical
implications, To What You Said is a poem
of universal import—a text ideologically
linked to the bold social vision of
Democratic Vistas on which it was
inscribed—one in which Whitman lashes
out against the restrictions and repressions
imposed by convention (”Behold the
customary loves and friendships—the cold
guards”)—and one in which he offers his
message of salvation: that new American
salute, a love that is supremely human;
that goes beyond the parameters of the
merely sexual and beyond the confines of
the exclusive; that expresses the poet’s
belief that he could never belong te one
because as bard he must belong to all.

To What You Said offers one of those
quintessential moments in contemporary
song: a collaboration of America’s
foremost poet with one of her late, great
musical souls. In a voice wrenched from
the heart, in a language daring to speak
the unspeakable, Walt Whitman and
Leonard Bernstein invite the listener to
embark on a metaphysical journey in
which matter is transformed into fleshy
spirit, experience into art, and stasis into
flux. “If you want me again, look for me
under your boot soles,” writes Whitman
at the end of Song of Myself. “Failing to
fetch me at first keep encouraged/
Missing me in one place search another/
stop somewhere waiting for you.”
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secretly vulnerable. Cabin recapitulates
this feeling of loneliness in the central
image, while the tender melody masks the
bitter irony of lost innocence. Sugar in the
Cane is the most overtly jazzy of the four;
its raunchy innuendo almost cries out for
a dusky, throaty blues sound. Bowles,
who often experimented with combining
native American rhythms with European
idioms in other works like his opera
Yerma (written for blues singer Libby
Holman), manages in Blue Mountain
Ballads to strike an effective balance
between Romantic ethereality and steamy
eroticism that has all the summer and
smoke of the poems themselves.

SIDNEY HOMER
General William Gooth Enters into Heaven

AARON COPLAND
Long Tima Ago

WALTER DAMROSCH
Danny Deever

This group of American concert songs
evokes a time when American musical life
was rich in radio broadcasts of “serious”
song programs and when the song recital
performed by well-known personalities
was a major and much appreciated event
in every smaller city in the nation. Today
these nostalgic compositions are often
relegated to encore material or—even
worse—neglected altogether, despite that
fact that they speak eloquently for an era
and an ethos that are neither forgotten nor
irrelevant. Drawn from the folk roots of an
eclectic American culture and set or
arranged by serious composers of the past
and present, these three compositions have
an emotional spontaneity that strikes an
immediate response: they are direct,
unforced, sometimes simple, obvious,
heart-on-sleeve, yes, even naive, but they
are also always eminently singable and
entertaining.

Sidney Homer, husband of the contralto
Louise Homer (for whom he wrote many

of his vocal compositions) and uncle of
composer Samuel Barber, was a prolific
song writer, whose works are all but
unknown today. Like Ives, he turned
frequently to American texts, inspired in
this instance by Vachel Lindsay’s jazz
poetry. With its rousing cadences and
meaty, characterful depiction of the
evangelical founder of the Salvation Army,
General William Booth Enters into Heaven
is a fascinating musical-poetic portrait of
the Revivalist Movement.

Born in turn-of-the-century Brooklyn of
Russian-Jewish immigrant stock, Aaron
Copland, like Griffes was lured to Europe to
pursue his musical studies. In his years in
Paris, Copland now regarded as a quintessen
-tial American composers, absorbed a
myriad of artistic impulses that would later
color his own composition —from the
teachings of Goldmark and Boulanger to the
sights and sounds of Diaghilev Ballets
Russes, Stravinsky, and Hindemith.
Returning to America in the 20s he built an
energetic career as a composer, educator at
Harvard and Tanglewood, and mentor to an
entire generation of native musicians.

Remembered primarily for his
symphonic works, ballets, musical
portraits, and even his opera The Tender
Land, Copland did, nevertheless,
occasionally write songs. The two sets of
Old American Songs from which Long
Time Ago comes, reflect the composer's
interest in American folk tunes—a passion
he shared with con-temporaries like Charles
Ives. His orchestral and piano
arrangements for these traditional
melodies were created in 1950 for Peter
Pears at the Adelburgh Festival.

Son of the famous German conductor-
composer Leopold, Walter Damrosch was
born in Breslau, but spent his adulthood
in New York, where his father conducted
German seasons at the Metropolitan
Opera. Active himself, first as Leopold’s
assistant, then Seidl’s, he eventually went
on to conduct the New York Philharmonic,
the NBC Symphony, and his own

Eble Music Co.

Sheet Music and Books

115 S. Linn St.

.338-0313

Damrosch Opera Company, while ever
maintaining an active hand at composition.
His operas, incidental music for the
theater, and songs are all motivated by an
unerring dramatic instinct, Perhaps it
was Damrosch’s years as an American
regimental bandmaster during World
War I which drew him to Rudyard
Kipling’s popular ballad, Danny Deever.
The Bombay-born, British-educated
Kipling had served as a journalist in the
late nineteenth-century Raj and achieved
instant celebrity in 1889 with the
publication of his dramatic poems and
ballads of common men caught in the last
throes of the Empire. Drawing on the oral
ballad tradition with its colloquial speech
rhythms and combining this with his
affinity for the English musical hall
tradition, Kipling produced verse of
startling persuasive metrical and
psychologically powerful appeal.
Damrosch’s gripping account of rank-
and-file Irish soldiers in India witnessing
the hanging of a comrade captures
brilliantly Kipling’s compulsive beat and
unmistakable local color, at the same time
that he grafts onto the folksy ballad style
an operatic instinct for moving
melodrama—reasons, no doubt, for the
Rough-Rider, himself, Teddy Roosevelt to
declare this composition his favorite song!

Services for Persons

with Disqbiliﬁes

Hancher is committed to making its
events accessible to everyone. Large
print format copies of the playbill are
available at the program stands. Tape-
recorded versions of the playbill with
cassette players are available at the
main floor coatcheck by leaving a
driver's license or similar ID.

Patrons who require accommodation
for wheelchairs are urged to notify the
Box Office at the time of ticket purchase.
Parking for people with disabilities is
reserved on the drive outside the
auditorium’s main entrance., Elevators
on the east and west sides of the lobby
serve the Hancher Cafe.

Patrons who are hearing impaired may
check out free hearing augmentation
devices by leaving a driver’s license or
similar ID at the main floor coatcheck.
The unobtrusive hearing
augmentation units operate on a FM
frequency, and can be used anywhere
in the auditorium.

Please call 319/335-1158 with
questions or requests for
accommodations for people with
disabilities. TDD service is also
available on this line and can be used
to purchase tickets.
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After ringing in the New Year 1994 in
New York with Il Barbiere di Siviglia and
making his Houston Symphony debut in
January with Copland’s Old American
Songs and Mahler’s Lieder eines
fahrenden Gesellen, the baritone
appeared on the operatic stage in
Munich as Don Giovanni and Vienna as
Figaro and then returned to the recital
platform, touring 14 European cities in
February and March and 13 North
American ones in the spring before
heading west in September 1994 to create
the leading role of Valmont in the San
Francisco Opera’s world premiere of
Conrad Susa’s opera, Les Liaisons
Dangéreuses.

Ever active before the studio
microphones, Mr. Hampson’s recent
recording projects have included a recital
of Berlioz, Liszt, and Wagner songs as
well as the complete Mahler piano Lieder
from Des Knaben Wunderhorn—both
with Geoffrey Parsons, Léhar’s Die
Lustige Witwe, Mozart’s Le Nozze di
Figaro with Nikolaus Harnoncourt and
the Amsterdam Concertgebouw,
Bernstein’s Arias and Barcarolles under
Michael Tilsson Thomas, and Choral
Works of Elinor Remick Warren with
Bruce Ferden conducting, while cds
planned for the near future include a
recital of songs set to Walt Whitman text,
an album of German arias, and Mozart’s
Idomeneo.

Among the most recent honors
accorded Mr. Hampson have been an
Honorary Doctorate of Music from
Whitworth College and the recognition
as Classical Singer of the Year 1993.

Pianist Craig Rutenberg studied
with Pierre Bernac and Geoffrey Parsons
before working at the San Francisco
Opera, Houston Grand Opera,
Glyndebourne Festival Opera, Festival
d’Aix-en-Provence, and 1'Opéra-
Comique de Paris. He has been
accompanist for Erie Mills, Sumi Jo, Olaf
Bér, Stanford Olsen, and Régine Crespin,
and has often worked with his partner of
tonight. Mr. Rutenberg can be heard on
the fortepiano on the Deutsche
Grammophon recording of Le Nozze di
Figaro, featuring Thomas Hampson as
the Count, James Levine conducting,.
Craig Rutenberg has served as head of
the music staff of the Metropolitan Opera
and is currently on the faculty of Yale
University as Associate Professor of
Music; he regularly gives master classes
at the Chautauqua Institute, the Santa Fe
Opera, the Wolf Trap Opera, and I’Ecole
d’Art Lyrique de la Bastille, Paris.
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