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Texts and Translations
Echo

Come to me in the silence of the night;
Come in the speaking silence of a dream;

Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as
bright

As sunlight on a stream;
Come back in tears,

O memory, hope, love of finished years.

Oh dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter
sweet,

Whose wakening should have been in
Paradise,

Where souls brimfull of love abide and meet;
Where thirsting longing eyes

Watch the slow door
That opening, letting in, lets out no more.

Yet come to me in dreams, that I may live
My very life again tho’ cold in death:

Come back to me in dreams, that I may give
Pulse for pulse, breath for breath:

Speak low, lean low,
As long ago, my love, how long ago.



Recuerdo

We were very tired, we were very merry—
We had gone back and forth all night on the

ferry.
It was bare and bright, and smelled like a

stable—
But we looked into a fire, we leaned across a

table,
We lay on a hill-top underneath the moon;
And the whistles kept blowing, and the dawn

came soon.

We were very tired, we were very merry—
We had gone back and forth all night on the

ferry;
And you ate an apple, and I ate a pear,
From a dozen of each we had bought

somewhere;
And the sky went wan, and the wind came cold,
And the sun rose dripping, a bucketful of gold.

We were very tired, we were very merry,
We had gone back and forth all night on the

ferry.
We hailed, “Good morrow, mother!” to a

shawl-covered head,
And bought a morning paper, which neither of

us read;
And she wept, “God bless you!” for the apples

and pears,
And we gave her all our money but our subway

fares.

Last Song

Goodbye, goodbye!
There was so much to love,
I could not love it all
I could not love it enough.

Some things I overlooked,
And some I could not find.
Let the crystal clasp them when you drink your
wine
In autumn.



Kyssens Hopp

Der jag satt i drömmar vid en källa,
Hörde jag en kyss på mina läppar
Sakta tala till en annan detta:
Se, hon kommer, se, se, den blyga flickan
kommer redan;
Inom några stunder sitter jag
På hennes rosen låppar,
Och hon bär mig troget hela dagen,
Näns ej smaku på ett enda smultron,
Att ej blanda mig med smultron saften,
Näns ej dricka ur den klara källan,
Att ej krossa mig mot glasets bräddar,
Näns ej hviska ens ett ord om kärlek,
Att ej fläkta mig från rosen läppen.

Drömmen

Tröttad lade jag mig ned på bädden,
Att i sömnen glömma sorg och saknad,
Men en dröm sig smög till hufvudgärden1,
Hviskande uti mitt öra detta:
"Vakna, hon är här, den sköna flickan,
Blicka upp, att hennes kyss emotta!"

Och jag slår med glädje upp mitt öga.
Hvar är drömmen? Som en rök försvunnen.
Hvar är flickan? Bortom land och sjöar.
Hvar är kyssen? Ack, blott i min längtan.

The Hope of a Kiss

While sitting and dreaming near a spring,
I heard a kiss upon my lips
Say quietly to another the following:
"Look, she's coming, look, look! The shy girl is
coming already;
In a few moments I will be sitting
On her rosy lips.
And she will carry me faithfully all day,
Not daring to taste a single wild strawberry,
So as not to mix me with its juice,
Not daring to drink at the clear spring,
To avoid crushing me at the edge of the glass,
Not daring to murmur a single word of love,
To avoid wafting me off those rosy lips."

Translation copyright © by Emily Ezust,
from the LiederNet Archive -
https://www.lieder.net/

The Dream

Tired, I lay down on the bed,
That in sleep, I might forget sadness and need,
But a dream crept up to the head of my bed, and
Whispered this in my ear:
“Wake up, she’s here, the beautiful girl,
Look up, to receive her kiss!”

And with delight, I slapped open my eyes.
Where’s the dream? Like smoke - vanished.
Where’s the girl? Beyond land and sea.
Where’s the kiss? Ah, only in my longing.

Translation copyright © by Emily Ezust,
from the LiederNet Archive -
https://www.lieder.net/



Var Det En Dröm?

Var det en dröm, att ljuvt en gång
jag var ditt hjärtas vän?
Jag minns det som en tystnad sång,
då strängen darrar än.

Jag minns en törnros av dig skänkt,
en blick så blyg och öm;
jag minns en avskedstår, som blänkt.
Var allt, var allt en dröm?

En dröm lik sippans liv så kort
uti en vårgrön ängd,
vars fägring hastigt vissnar bort
för nya blommors mängd.

Men mången natt jag hör en röst
vid bittra tårars ström:
göm djupt dess minne i ditt bröst,
det var din bästa dröm!

Was it a Dream?

Was it a dream, that once upon a blissful time
I was your heart’s friend?
I remember it like a silent song
Whose melody still lingers on.

I remember you gave me a rose
With a look so shy and tender,
I remember the glistening of a parting tear.
Was it all just a dream?

A dream like a wildflower’s life,
So brief in the verdant meadow,
Whose beauty quickly withers away
Within an ocean of new flowers.

But on many a night I hear a voice
Through a stream of bitter tears.
Hide this memory deep in your heart
For this was your best dream.

Anonymous translator from Oxford Lieder -
https://www.oxfordlieder.co.uk



Solo for Voice 3

Saw a large hawk circling over a pine wood below me, and screaming, apparently that he might discover
his prey by their flight… what a symbol of the thoughts, now soaring, now descending, taking larger and
larger circles or smaller and smaller! It flies not directly whither it is bound, but advances by circles, like
a courier of the skies… how it comes round, as with a wider sweep of thought!.. Circling and ever
circling, you cannot divine which way it will incline, till perchance it dives down straight as an arrow to
its mark… a will-o’-the-wind… the poetry of motion.

Solo for Voice 4

The swamp white oak on the meadow, which was blown down in the spring, is still alive, as if it had been
supported by the sap in its trunk. The dirt still adheres to its roots, which are of the color of an elephant’s
skin… saw the ardea minor walking along the shore, like a ben with long green legs. It’s penciled throat is
so like the reeds and shore, amid which it holds its head erect to watch the passer, that it is difficult to
discern it. You can get very near it, for it is unwilling to fly, preferring to hide among the weeds. The
lower parts of the willows and the button-bushes are black with the capillaceous leaves and stems of the
water-marigold, etc.

Solo for Voice 20

So it is with our minds.

Traum Durch Die Dämmerung

Weite Wiesen im Dämmergrau;
Die Sonne verglomm, die Sterne ziehn;
Nun geh’ ich hin zu der schönsten Frau,
Weit über Wiesen im Dämmergrau,
Tief in den Busch von Jasmin.

Durch Dämmergrau in der Liebe Land;
Ich gehe nicht schnell, ich eile nicht;
Mich zieht ein weiches, sammtenes Band
Durch Dämmergrau in der Liebe Land,
In ein blaues, mildes Licht.

Dream into Dusk

Broad meadows in grey dusk;
The sun has set, the stars come out,
I go now to the loveliest woman,
Far across meadows in grey dusk,
Deep into the jasmine grove.

Through grey dusk into the land of love;
I do not go fast, I do not hurry;
I am drawn by a soft velvet ribbon
Through grey dusk into the land of love,
Into a gentle blue light.

Translation copyright © by Richard Stokes
From Oxford Lieder -
https://www.oxfordlieder.co.uk



Nachtgang

Wir gingen durch die stille, milde Nacht,
Dein Arm in Meinem,
Dein Auge in meinem;
Der Mond goss silbernes Licht
Über dein Angesicht;
Wie auf Goldgrund ruhte dein schönes Haupt,
Und du erschienst mir wie eine Heilige:
Mild, mild un gross, und seelenübervoll,
Heilig und rein wie die liebe Sonne.
Und in die Augen school mir ein warmer drang,
Wie Tränenahnung.
Fester fasst’ ice dich und küsste,
Küsste dich ganz leise,
Meine Seele weinte.

Morgen!

Und morgen wird die Sonne wieder scheinen
Und auf dem Wege, den ich gehen werde,
Wird uns, die Glücklichen, sie wieder einen
Inmitten dieser sonnenatmenden Erde…

Und zu dem Strand, dem weiten, wogenblauen,
Werden wir still und langsam niedersteigen,
Stumm werden wir uns in die Augen schauen,
Und auf uns sinkt des Glückes Stummes
Schweigen.

Nightwalk

We walked through the gentle, silent night,
Your arm in mine,
Your eyes gazing into mind;
The moon shed silver light
Over your face;
As though on gold your fair head lay,
And you seemed to me to be a saint:
Gentle, gentle and great, with a brimming soul,
Holy and pure like the dear sun.
And a pressing warmth welled into my eyes,
Like impending tears.
I held you closer and kissed you,
Kissed you so gently,
My soul wept.

Translation copyright © Richard Stokes
From Oxford Lieder -
https://www.oxfordlieder.co.uk

Tomorrow!

And tomorrow the sun will shine again
And on the path that I shall take,
It will unite us, happy ones, again,
Amid this same sun-breathing earth…

And to the shore, broad, blue-waved,
we shall quietly and slowly descend,
Speechless we shall gaze into each other’s eyes,
And the speechless silence of bliss shall fall on
us.

Translation copyright © Richard Stokes
From Oxford Lieder -
https://www.oxfordlieder.co.uk



Minstrel Man

Because my mouth
Is wide with laughter
And my throat
Is deep with song,
You do not think
I suffer after
I have held my pain
So long.

Because my mouth
Is wide with Laughter,
You do not hear my inner cry?
Because my feet
Are gay with dancing
You do not know
I die?

Dream Variation

To fling my arms wide
In some place in the sun,
To whirl and to dance
Till the white day is done.
Then rest at cool evening
Beneath a tall tree
While night comes on gently
Dark like me,
That is my dream.

To fling my arms wide
In the face of the sun.
Dance! Whirl! Whirl!
Till the quick day is done.
Rest at pale evening,
A tall, slim tree,
Night coming tenderly
Black like me.



I, Too

I, too sing America.

I am the darker brother.
They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,
But I laugh
And eat well,
And grow strong.

Tomorrow,
I’ll sit at the table when company comes.
Nobody’ll dare
Say to me,
“Eat in the kitchen,”
Then.

Besides,
They’ll see how beautiful I am
And be ashamed

Song to the Dark Virgin

Would
That I were a jewel,
A shattered jewel,
That all my shining brilliants
Might fall at thy feet,
Thou dark one.

Would
That I were a garment,
A shimmering, silken garment,
That all my folds
Might wrap about thy body,
Absorb thy body,
Hold and hide thy body,
Thou dark one.

Would
That I were a flame,
But one sharp, leaping flame
To annihilate thy body,
Thou dark one.





Program notes

This recital is nearly three years in the making. I was introduced to the three songs in
“Recuerdo” during my senior year at Oberlin Conservatory. By the time I found these songs, it
was too late to incorporate them into any recitals at Oberlin, but I knew that I wanted to sing
them in graduate school in one way or another. When I arrived at Notre Dame in August of 2019,
I did so with the knowledge that I would be singing “Recuerdo” in May of 2021. It was in
contemplating these songs and how to build an interesting recital around them that I came to a
confounding question - what does it mean to dream?

At first it seemed an easy question - dreams are nocturnal images, emotions, or thoughts
which play out when one is asleep; but even as you read that sentence, you may have thought
about how they are also fantasies or aspirations we experience and plan during our waking hours.
Dreams are the stages on which we hallucinate, aspire, remember, grieve, hope, love, and
generally experience ourselves. This recital, I decided, would be an exploration of what it means
to dream - in any sense of the word.

Luckily for me, there is no shortage of songs in the classical repertoire dealing with
dreams, so it was relatively easy for me to find a great diversity of repertoire within the bounds
of my project. As I began sifting through every dream song I could find, and as my definition of
“dreaming” subsequently expanded ever outward, I found that most poets and composers use
dreaming as a method of interacting with time - the past, the present, and the future. Dreams as
memories take us back to the past, be it happy or sad. Dreams as aspirations allow us to shape
our futures. If dreams can explore the material past and the ideological future, then the present
can surely be conjured as a hybrid of the two, a material reality expressed via ideological means.
My recital is grouped into three broad sections which deal with each of these in turn.

Over the past year as our world has been ravaged by incalculable losses, we have all been
dreaming of the day COVID is no more. As the percent of our nation which is fully vaccinated
steadily rises, our pre-COVID past seems more distant, our present with its racial and class
struggles seems more important than ever, and the future is an ever nebulous infinity, the shapes
of which are as diverse as the human minds dreaming of it every day. I have been dreaming of
this day for nearly three years, although what I imagined today would look like changed day by
day, and will continue to change after the fact. As you come along on this dream journey with
me, consider the ways in which you dream of the past, the present, and the future, and consider
the ways in which yesterday, today, and tomorrow are not so dissimilar in how you experience
them in your mind’s eye.

What follows are brief descriptions of each set and how they relate to each other and to
the premise of this program.

If you ask anyone who has met John Musto about him, the first thing they will mention is
that he’s a really nice guy. The second thing they’ll mention is that he is one of the greatest
songwriters and pianists living.

“Recuerdo,” published in 1988, is a set of three songs by three different poets meditating



on the deaths of their lovers. The first of the three, “Echo,” by Christina Rosetti, employs a
repeated and overlapping falling minor third motive representing a clock ticking on the wall, as
the speaker stares at it from their bed, desperately attempting to fall asleep and be united with
their lover in dreams. The time signature constantly changes, simulating a loss of any sense of
time experienced by the bereaved. The eponymous song, “Recuerdo,” with words by Edna St.
Vincent Millay, is a ragtime jaunt recounting an all-nighter in New York. True to how memory
tends to work, the poem is not a narrative of the evening, but rather a haphazard string of details
and events with no clear order - all three stanzas mention events happening in the evening and in
the morning. The last song - appropriately named - is a more reflective and cathartic expression
of guilt by Louise Borgan. These three songs together explore a nearly complete range of
emotions in relation to remembering a dead lover - longing, bittersweet memory, and, eventually,
acceptance.

Jean Sibelius is known primarily for his symphonies, tone poems, and concerti, and
rightly so. Scholars of his work, however, tend to be extremely negative about his art song
output. By his own admission, Sibelius didn’t care for the piano, but his ability to set Swedish
text to beautiful and moving vocal lines is unparalleled. In my experience, I have found that
orchestral musicians tend to dislike his art songs because of the aforementioned awkward piano
lines.  Singers on the other hand, are more appreciative of the extremely moving melodies and
text setting.

The three songs I have chosen, of course, all have to do with dreaming, and similarly to
“Recuerdo,” incorporate the themes of lost love. Where Sibelius differs, however, is his music’s
intimate connection to the material. Sibelius described his songwriting process as always
beginning with a mental image of a landscape - generally of the Finnish wilderness. This
connection to nature and Finland specifically is a hallmark of all of Sibelius’ work. In “Kyssens
Hopp,” a young man dreams of a personified kiss, longing for the mouth of a lover. The triplet
figures throughout the piece paint a starry night sky looking down on the dreamer. The aptly
named “drömmen” explores the dream as a cruel joke played on a forlorn lover. Sibelius
masterfully changes the tone of the song as the voice changes between the dreamer and the
dream. “Var det en Dröm” is widely recognized as Sibelius’ best song. It is worth mentioning
that I am performing this piece in a rarely heard key.  This song is almost never performed or
recorded by any voice types aside from tenor or soprano. The key aside, the song follows the
speaker’s meditations on his time with a loved one, which could only have been a dream. The
beautiful, shimmering piano line seems to invoke the sunlight dancing on the surface of Lake
Tuusula, where Sibelius lived for most of his adult life. Search for pictures of this lake in all four
seasons if you want to understand how Sibelius may have been inspired to create so many
beautiful melodies over a five decade career.

I believe that most music education institutions are doing their students a disservice by
not encouraging them to do more experimental pieces. In a discipline as prone to elitism and so
intricately tied to colonialism, racism, and even fascism as western classical music, it’s important
to occasionally subvert expectations and expose both performers and audiences to the notion that
the scope of “classical music” includes pieces with radical or even activist aesthetics. John
Cage's music, even though it is now considered canonic and embodies a white colonialist
perspective, can be used as a tool to explore radical aesthetic ideals and subversion of norms. In



the case of the three songs I’ve chosen for this recital, the words are still sung, but not at all in a
traditional western style. The “score” is nothing more than the text, itself in various fonts and
sizes, and a vocal contour line I drew above it. I expand much more on the intricacies of this
specific set in the accompanying video projection. The last thing I’ll mention here is that this is
the first set of art songs I’ve ever performed set to prose rather than poetry.

How are these dreams? It is my assertion that just as dreams are the method by which we
call back the past and create the future, they are also how we interpret the present in our mind’s
eye. Concord Massachusetts is a real place, and it is my intention in this set to bring it into the
room in South Bend Indiana.

With Richard Strauss, we find one of the greatest composers of love songs in the tradition
of German lied. I have chosen to place him in the “future” portion of my recital because, unlike
all the other traditional art songs discussed so far, these songs are forward looking, and even
optimistic.

The first two songs, both taken from Opus 29 from 1896, are love songs. “Traum Durch
die Dämmerung” anticipates a near future where the speaker will go meet his lover in an idyllic
landscape. “Nachtgang” seems to be the culmination of that journey when the lovers meet,
embrace, and kiss. Both employ wonderful key changes to underscore the excitement of the
narrator at meeting and being with his love. “Morgen!” is possibly my favorite example German
Lied in the entire canon. Here, Strauss sets Mackay’s optimistic anticipation of being reunited
with a loved one in the afterlife to a blissful and perfectly content setting with a piano melody
line likely to pry tears from the hardest eyes.

Margaret Bonds and Florence Price were both 20th century composers who have, until
relatively recently, been overlooked by many in the world of classical music due to their status as
black women in a field historically dominated by white men. Price was actually Bonds’ teacher
in high school, and both of them reached impressive levels of fame, considering that all of
Price’s life and most of Bonds’ career were strangled by Jim Crow laws. In recent years, there
has been a push to promote and re-introduce the works of Black composers to the frequently
performed canon of classical music. What is important to remember, however, is that black
musicians have always known about Margaret Bonds and Florence Price. The only difference
today is that white musicians have started listening to the POC artists who have been advocating
for black composers for years.

Margaret Bonds was a personal friend of Langston Hughes, and set many of his poems to
music. This set of three songs - “Three Dream Portraits,” are all his poems, and all deal with
aspirations towards racial equality in some way. In “Minstrel Man,” Bonds cleverly juxtaposes
equally interesting melody lines in the vocal and piano parts. In his text, Hughes juxtaposes the
happy-go-lucky branding often forced upon black entertainers, as a byproduct of the legacy of
minstrelsy, against the deep anguish felt by performers as having to fake being “ok” with playing
into harmful stereotypes. “Dream Variation” is a happy song. Its springing, 12/8 time signature
paints the dancing the speaker longs for, and slows down when the speaker longs to be at rest in
a place that accepts him - black like him. “I, too” is of course a famous poem, looking forward to
the day of racial reckoning in the United States. Hughes envisions white Americans realizing



their hubris in exploiting and discriminating against their darker brothers for so long. Bonds’
setting echoes the triumphant and confident tone of the poem.

“Song to the Dark Virgin” is an excellent piece on which to end this recital.  This poem,
also by Langston Hughes, is a contemplation of the distance imposed between him and religious
figures on account of race. The speaker successively mentions wanting to destroy his own body,
a metaphorically sensuous longing for the Virgin’s body, and finally a desire to annihilate the
Virgin’s body. This contrast of longing and resentment towards the physical form is an excellent
meditation on how material conditions can stand in the way of spiritual harmony. It is, however,
ultimately hopeful in that the speaker never concedes a loss of hope or desire for unification with
the dark virgin. Employing a shimmering, flowing texture perhaps even more successfully than
Sibelius did in “Var Det En Dröm,” Price’s piano line perfectly paints the sparkling of jewels, the
shimmering of silk, and the leaping of flames.

Why am I, a white man, singing these songs, written from the perspective of a black man
and set to music by black women? The general consensus among my black colleagues is that
white people can and should perform black works. As François Clemmons told me and my peers
after a masterclass on African American spirituals at Oberlin Conservatory, “Spirituals are as
much yours as George Washington is mine.” That exact reasoning is certainly not representative
of all black Americans. Younger black colleagues of mine generally believe that white people
can perform songs such as these only if they are performed carefully, and with proper intent, so
allow me to be clear about my intent.

It is impossible for me to adequately represent the depth of suffering and generational
trauma inflicted upon Black Americans since before the founding of this country. My goal in
performing these songs is not to even attempt to present the fullness of the dreams of Langston
Hughes, Florence Price, and Margaret Bonds. The only thing I can do is draw on the universal
experience of human emotions inherent in these songs - the feeling of being othered, of being
denied some amount of dignity due to a trait beyond one’s control, and the anticipation of a
better future. The amount of overlap here is, admittedly, extremely small.  In no way do I wish to
belittle or tokenize the history of oppression and genocide of Black people in this country. It is a
testament to the wonderful artistry of these composers that a voice coming from a body such as
mine is capable of any sort of effective performance of these pieces.

In an effort to be sensitive, I have taken the liberty of changing one word in my own
performance. In “Dream Variation” I change the final line from “Black like me,” as it was
written by Hughes and appears above in this program, to “Dark like me.”  I did this at the
suggestion of my friend and colleague Victoria Ellington, whom I would like to thank for her
guidance in approaching these pieces. A better, more sensitive performer of art song you would
be hard pressed to find.
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