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I can jog home to my river 
and make you all quiver with envy of my adventures,
all my memories.

But now the spell is broken, in fact I hardly know 
what seemed the only thing to do so short a time ago.
But maybe I can tell the world the thing he said to me 
of the hundred haunting voices of the sea.

› When We Built The Church
from Dynamite Tonite
Arnold Weinstein

When we built the church it was white and new.
We sang, “Hello God, be nice to us,
Look at the fuss we make over you.”
and the doves, the doves with shiny wings 
flew over the cross and things.

When we built the steeple, it rose straight and true.
We sang, “Hello God, be near to us,
Look at the fuss we made over you,”
and the angels, the angels, with shiny wings 
flew over the cross and things.

And then we stained the windows,
did your portrait too.
We sang, “Hello God, appear to us,
We couldn’t find a photo of you.”
And the airplanes, the airplanes’ shiny wings 
flew above the cross and things.

Oh, they bombed the church though they love you too.
Hello God, remember us,
remember the fuss we made over you?
Ach, the bats, the bats 
with their filthy wings.

Hello God,
hello God,
hello God, are you tired too?
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She remembers no Face like the Human Divine.
All Faces have Envy, sweet Mary, but thine;

And thine is a Face of sweet Love in despair,
And thine is a Face of mild sorrow and care,
And thine is a Face of wild terror and fear
That shall never be quiet till laid on its bier.

The Wind in the Willows
Arnold Weinstein (after Kenneth Grahame)

⁄ River Song

Never in his life had he ever seen a river
sleek and sinuous, full-bodied animal
chuckling and chasing little leaves with a gurgle 

leaving them and laughing

River that frolics with fresh new playmates
who shake themselves free and get caught in the current
gleams and glints and rustlings and swirlings

chattering and bubbling

Bewitched, entranced, with a fascinated shiver
by the riverside he trotted as a tot trots
alongside its father who holds the younger spellbound

by exciting stories

And so the river chattered a babbling procession
of the world’s best stories from the heart of the earth’s 

core
sent to be told to the insatiable ocean 

and he sat and listened

¤ Messing About in Boats

There is nothing, absolutely nothing to do,
Nothing to pursue
Like messing about in boats,
Yes, messing about in boats,

Simply messing about in boats.
Whether you’re sailing fast or slow,
Whether you make good time or no,
What’s the harm?
That’s the special charm
Of messing about in boats,
Simply messing about in boats.

And whether you get away or not,
Or land in some forgotten spot,
Or if it’s no-where that you’ve got to at all 
Spring, summer, fall, 
There’s nothing more enthralling you can do,
And nothing finer to pursue
I’d do like me if I were you:
Simply messing about in boats,
Merrily messing about in boats.
La la la la la la la la
Tra la la la
Tra la la la.
Boats, boats, boats!

‹ Rat’s Song

Can I tell the world the things he said to me,
the places he re-lived, the haunting voices of the sea?
Can I reproduce in a second-hand style
the way he reminisced with that warm and southern smile?

How can I recall the picture that he painted of all my 
dreams —

to be out of the old life, into the new —
Harbors in the sun and long flights of steps that lead to 

bays of blue,
little boats that lie beside big ships that glide so far away,

And all I have to do, he said, is bang the door behind me,
and sail away to find me out of the old life, into the new.

And after the play has been played,
and after the cup has been drained,

8.559249 2

1 You Cannot Have Me Now 
– or, The Military Orgy* from Greatshot 5:23

2 Night, Make My Day from Casino Paradise 2:17

3 The Digital Wonder Watch* 3:03
(An Advertisement)

4 My Father the Gangster 2:39
from Casino Paradise

5 The Last Days of Mankind 3:29

Songs to Dance* 9:17
6 This is a face 0:56
7 Since I have 0:52
8 The rabbit 1:01
9 I am not free 0:48
0 For me 0:35
! From wandering 1:04
@ Beware 0:44
# I wouldn’t die 0:44
$ I remember 0:43
% For everything 0:34
^ I have climbed 1:14

I Will Breathe a Mountain 19:39
& Pity Me Not the Light of Day 2:10
* How To Swing Those Obbligatos Around 1:37
( The Crazy Woman 2:06
) Just Once 1:28
¡ Never More Will the Wind 1:23
™ The Sage 1:28
£ O To Be A Dragon 0:53
¢ The Bustle In a House 1:26
∞ I Saw Eternity 1:34
§ Night Practice 2:28
¶ The Fish 3:04

Tillinghast Duo* 5:23
• Costa del Nowhere 3:09
ª Table 2:14

º Mary* 5:06

Three Songs* from The Wind in the Willows 5:15
⁄ River Song 1:10
¤ Messing About in Boats 1:45
‹ Rat’s Song 2:19

› When We Built The Church* 2:10
from Dynamite Tonite

William 
BOLCOM

(b. 1938)

Songs

*World première recordings
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ª Table 
Translated from the Turkish of Edip Cansever by
Richard Tillinghast

Filled with the gladness of living 
I put my keys on the table, 
I put flowers in a copper bowl 
And eggs and milk on the table. 
I put there the light that comes in through the window,
Sound of a bicycle, sound of a spinning wheel. 
The softness of bread and weather I put there. 
On the table I put things that happen in my mind. 
What I want to do in life, 
I put that there. 
Those I love, those I don’t love, 
I put them on the table too. 
Three times three make nine: 
I put nine on the table. 
I am next to the window next to the sky; 
I reach out and place on the table endlessness. 
So many days I have wanted to drink a beer! 
I put on the table the drinking of that beer. 
I place there my sleep and my wakefulness; 
My hunger and my fullness I place there.

Now that’s what I call a table! 
It doesn’t complain about the load. 
It wobbles once or twice and then stands firm. 
I keep piling things on! 

º Mary
William Blake

Sweet Mary, the first time she ever was there,
Came into the Ballroom among the fair;
The young Men & Maidens around her throng,
And these are the words upon every tongue:

“An Angel is here from the heavenly climes,
Or again does appear the golden times;
Her eyes outshine every brilliant ray,
She opens her lips – ’tis the Month of May.”

Mary moves in soft beauty & conscious delight
To augment with sweet smiles all the joys of the Night,
Nor once blushes to own to the rest of the Fair
That sweet Love & Beauty are worthy our care.

In the Morning the Villagers rose with delight
And repeated with pleasure the joys of the night,
And Mary arose among Friends to be free,
But no Friend from henceforward thou, Mary, shalt see.

Some said she was proud, some called her a whore,
And some, when she passed by, shut to the door;
A damp cold came o’er her, her blushes all fled;
Her lilies and roses all blighted & shed.

“O, why was I born with a different Face?
Why was I not born like this Envious Race?
Why did Heaven adorn me with Bountiful hand,
And then set me down in an envious land?

“To be weak as a Lamb and smooth as a dove,
And not to raise Envy, is call’d Christian Love;
But if you raise Envy your Merit’s to blame
For Planting such spite in the weak & the tame.

“I will humble my Beauty, I will not dress fine,
I will keep from the Ball, & my Eyes will not shine;
And if any Girl’s Lover forsakes her for me,
I’ll refuse him my hand & from Envy be free.”

She went out in Morning attir’d plain & neat;
“Proud  Mary’s gone Mad,” said the Child in the Street;
She went out in Morning in plain neat attire,
And came home in Evening bespatter’d with mire.

She trembled & wept sitting on the Bed side;
She forgot it was Night, & she trembled & cried;
She forgot it was Night, she forgot it was Morn,
Her soft Memory imprinted with Faces of Scorn,

With Faces of Scorn and with Eyes of disdain
Like foul Fiends inhabiting Mary’s mild Brain;
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You Cannot Have Me Now – or, The Military Orgy
from Greatshot
Text by Arnold Weinstein
© 1969, 2005 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
and Bolcom Music

Night, Make My Day
from Casino Paradise
Text by Arnold Weinstein
© 1991, 1995 by Edward B. Marks Music Company,
William Bolcom and Arnold Weinstein

The Digital Wonder Watch 
Text by May Swenson. Used by permission.
© 2000 by Edward B. Marks Music Company and
Bolcom Music

My Father the Gangster
from Casino Paradise
Text by Arnold Weinstein
© 1991 by Edward B. Marks Music Company, William
Bolcom and Arnold Weinstein

The Last Days of Mankind
Text by Frank McGuinness. Used by permission.
© 2005 by Edward B. Marks Music Company and
Bolcom Music

Songs to Dance
Texts by George Montgomery
© 1991, 2005 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
and Bolcom Music

I Will Breathe a Mountain
Texts by Millay, Fulton, Brooks, Sexton, Pearson,
Levertov, Moore, Dickinson, Bogan, Swenson, Bishop
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Each poem carries a separate copyright (submitted to
Naxos, Jan. 2005). 
© 1992, 1995 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
and Bolcom Music

Tillinghast Duo
Costa del Nowhere
Text by Richard Tillinghast
© 1994 by Edward B. Marks Music Company and
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Table
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Richard Tillinghast
© 1994 by Edward B. Marks Music Company and
Bolcom Music

Mary
Text by William Blake
© 1994, 1995 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
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Three Songs 
from The Wind in the Willows
Texts by Arnold Weinstein after Kenneth Grahame
© 1994, 2005 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
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from Dynamite Tonite
Text by Arnold Weinstein
© 1964 by Trio Music Company. Copyright renewed 
© 1992. Used by permission.

All texts reprinted with permission.
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seen through the lenses 
of old scratched isinglass. 
They shifted a little, but not 
to return my stare. 
– It was more like the tipping 
of an object toward the light.]
I admired his sullen face, 
the mechanism of his jaw, 
and then I saw 
that from his lower lip 
– if you could call it a lip –
grim, wet, and weaponlike, 
hung five old pieces of fish-line, 
[or four and a wire leader 
with the swivel still attached,]
with all their five big hooks 
grown firmly in his mouth. 
[A green line, frayed at the end 
where he broke it, two heavier lines, 
and a fine black thread 
still crimped from the strain and snap 
when it broke and he got away.]
Like medals with their ribbons 
frayed and wavering, 
a five-haired beard of wisdom 
trailing from his aching jaw. 

I stared and stared 
and victory filled up 
the little rented boat, 
from the pool of bilge 
where oil had spread a rainbow 
around the rusted engine 
to the bailer rusted orange, 
the sun-cracked thwarts, 
the oarlocks on their strings, 
the gunnels-until everything 
was rainbow, rainbow, rainbow! 
And I let the fish go.

Copyright 1940, 1968 by Elizabeth Bishop.
Used by arrangement with Farrar, Straus and Giroux, Inc.

Tillinghast Duo

• Costa del Nowhere
Text by Richard Tillinghast

What wind, what ironic wind
Blows you to my door  
In this rainy California weather?
Sit down with me by the fire - -
Let’s untangle the years together.

Kisses and mishaps. that summer on the 
Costa del Nowhere – – 
Crosstown and downtown, the two of us 
In separate taxis 
Going somewhere.

Maybe the moon is in conjunction 
With some wandering planet.
The timing of your visit’s
Just awful but exquisite. 
Don’t ask me to explain.

Your voice warms like brandy,
Pour me a snifter. 
It’s been ages, old stranger,
Since I’ve heard your laughter.
Leave those regrets at the door,

Kisses and mishaps, that summer on the
Costa del Nowhere – –
My town and your town, the two of us
Going somewhere – –

Or are we going to the Costa del Nowhere?
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This selection by Carole Farley of my songs covers
forty years of my writing for both concert and theater.
Not everyone can shift stylistic gears as easily and
brilliantly as she from straight-out Broadway parody
(Casino Paradise’s Night, Make My Day) to difficult art
music (the I Will Breathe a Mountain cycle). Who but a
courageous soprano would start a recording with a
scream? Carole has begun her programme with You
Cannot Have Me Now, from the 1969 opera for actors
Greatshot, written for the Yale Repertory Theater in
1969; the character is a German war-bride in a married-
officers’ neighbourhood on a military base, telling us of
her and her husband’s wild goings-on among the brass
and NCOs. A friend at Stanford met such a woman
living at a California airbase, and Arnold Weinstein’s
lyric stretches her story only slightly; the part about a
ten-year duration is evidently true to life. Night, Make
My Day, from the 1990 theatre opera Casino Paradise,
is sung torchily by the young repressed spinster Cis
anticipating a wedding night that, at the last minute, is
snatched from her. Weinstein and I intended it as a send-
up of a Liza Minnelli-ish over-the-top extravaganza, but
the cabaret performer Karen Akers has performed it
straight, to our amazement. Cis will reappear, telling us
why her love life is so lonely, in My Father the
Gangster. 

When Marilyn Horne gave her farewell concert a
few years ago (of concert and opera repertoire only; she
still performs popular music wonderfully), she asked for
a contribution. May Swenson’s The Digital Wonder
Watch was the result; the poem celebrates her
companion’s recent acquisition of a phenomenal multi-
use timepiece.

My long-time friend and frequent collaborator the
conductor Dennis Russell Davies began a project with
the rock diva Marianne Faithfull involving my
collaboration with the poet-playwright Frank
McGuinness - of which this terrifying poem, The Last
Days of Mankind, was the only song achieved.

Dan Wagoner is one of my favourite New York
dancers; imagine William Blake’s spirit-portrait Glad
Day come to life. His dancing has sometimes brought
tears. Wagoner’s companion George Montgomery, a
spare, laconic poet of last century’s postwar New York
School, is, I am told, better known in Spanish translation
than in English; Songs to Dance is a trio for singer,
dancer, and piano that Dan, my wife Joan Morris, and I
performed - only once - at New York’s Joyce Theater.

When Marilyn Horne asked for a cycle of songs
from American women poets, she had already picked
Emily Dickinson’s The Bustle in the House, which
Marilyn had read at her brother’s funeral. I in turn asked
my friend Alice Fulton to pick an anthology for me,
including one of her own poems; I felt her choices
would lend I Will Breathe a Mountain a special verbal
topography – something I had also requested from the
poet T. J. Anderson III for the choral cycle The Mask.
The wide poetic range incorporates Edna St. Vincent
Millay (in sonnet form), Fulton (in an evocation of her
early womanhood in Troy, New York), the eminent
African-American Gwendolyn Brooks, the febrile Anne
Sexton, the 1920s bohemian HD (Hilda Doolittle), the
Washington State poet Denise Levertov, Dickinson, the
mid-century New York poet, and editor Louise Bogan,
the same May Swenson of The Digital Wonder Watch,
and finally the great Elizabeth Bishop in a slightly
abridged rendering of The Fish.

My close friend the Memphis-born poet Richard
Tillinghast is known both in the United States and in
Ireland; Costa del Nowhere, a rueful encounter, is
followed by Richard’s translation of The Table, from the
eminent Turkish poet Cansever. 

It has sometimes been tendered that William
Blake’s poem Mary was inspired by his friend, the
celebrated early feminist Mary Wollstonecraft. 

The director Paul Sills, founder of the Second City
troupe from which so very many prominent American
actors sprang, and who had directed both our Dynamite

William Bolcom (b. 1938)
Songs
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∞ I Saw Eternity
Louise Bogan

O beautiful Forever!
O grandiose Everlasting!
Now, now,  now,
I break you into pieces, 
I feed you to the ground. 

O brilliant, O languishing 
Cycle of weeping light!
The mice and birds will eat you, 
And you will spoil their stomachs 
As you have spoiled my mind.

Here, mice, rats,
Porcupines and toads,
Moles, shrews, squirrels,
Weasels, turtles, lizards,-
Here’s bright Everlasting!
Here’s a crumb of Forever!
Here’s a crumb of Forever!

Copyright 1954, 1968 by Louise Bogan. 
Used by arrangement with Farrar, Straus and Giroux, Inc.

¶ The Fish
Elizabeth Bishop
(Note: brackets denote unset lines of the original
poem.)

I caught a tremendous fish 
and held him beside the boat 
half out of water, with my hook 
fast in a corner of his mouth. 
He didn’t fight. 
He hadn’t fought at all. 
He hung a grunting weight, 
battered and venerable
and homely.  Here and there 
his brown skin hung in strips 
like ancient wallpaper, 
and its pattern of darker brown 
was like wallpaper: 
shapes like full-blown roses 
stained and lost through age. 
He was speckled with barnacles, 
fine rosettes of lime, 
and infested 
with tiny white sea-lice, 
and underneath two or three 
rags of green weed hung down. 
While his gills were breathing in 
the terrible oxygen 
— the frightening gills, 
fresh and crisp with blood, 
that can cut so badly –
I thought of the coarse white flesh 
packed in like feathers, 
the big bones and the little bones, 
the dramatic reds and blacks 
of his shiny entrails, 
and the pink swim-bladder 
like a big peony. 
I looked into his eyes 
which were far larger than mine 
but shallower, and yellowed, 
[the irises backed and packed 
with tarnished tinfoil

8.5592495

Tonite and Greatshot, called desperately one day in
1980 to Arnold Weinstein and me to help: A young pair
of producers planned to bring The Wind in the Willows
to Broadway, and would we contribute a score? The two
young men seemed particularly green to us – one of
their ideas was a promotional button reading I’ve Been
TOAD Away – and it was not long before Paul lost
patience with them and quit the project (the two went on
to commission a rock score, turning Badger into a
female for ‘love interest’ and sponsoring the longest
preview run ever on Broadway with their show, which
closed immediately upon opening). A few years ago the
painter-producer-director John Wulp would enlist
musician Scott Griffin to arrange our existing songs into
a score for a children’s production on the offshore
Maine island North Haven.

And finally we come to the earliest song, from my
first collaboration with Weinstein, When We Built the
Church. Arnold’s and my working partnership was

matchmade by Darius Milhaud, who had met Weinstein
in Florence and passed me a libretto (then called A
Comedy of Horrors) one day in 1960 after class in Paris.
I immediately wanted to set it because of its beautiful
balance of the colloquial and classical, a specialty of
Arnold’s. Retitled Dynamite Tonite, the work employed
singing actors - I must say I did not realise while
composing it how more apropos they would be than
‘straight’ singers – and the short-lived Actors Studio
Theater produced the show in 1963. Dynamite is less an
anti-war piece than a Marx-Brothersish dramma giocoso
about war; Alvin Epstein, the Sergeant squirreled in a
bunker with the Captain during an endless conflict
nobody remembers the reason for, sings this wistful
memorial for his bombed church.

William Bolcom
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§ Night Practice
May Swenson

I
will

remember
with my breath

to make a mountain,
with my sucked-in breath

a valley, with my pushed-out
breath a mountain. I will make

a valley wider than the whisper, I
will make a higher mountain than the cry;

will with my will breathe a mountain, I will
with my will breathe a valley. I will push out

a mountain, suck in a valley, deeper than the shout
YOU MUST DIE, harder, heavier, sharper a mountain than

the truth YOU MUST DIE. I will remember. My breath will
make a mountain. My will will remember to will. I, suck-

ing, pushing, I will breathe a valley, I will breathe a mountain.

Copyright 1963 by May Swenson.
Used with permission of The Literary Estate of May Swenson.
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Carole Farley

Carole Farley made her Metropolitan Opera début at age nineteen in the title rôle of Lulu (the MET’s first
production), a rôle she has repeated more than a hundred times in four languages (German, English, French and
Italian). As a regular guest of the world’s opera houses, she has performed at the Lyric Opera of Chicago, Canadian
Opera, Oper der Stadt Koln, New York City Opera, Welsh National, Teatro Colón in Buenos Aires, and in Zurich,
Dusseldorf, Paris, Turin, Lyon, Brussels, Nice and Florence, and many other cities. Highlights of her career include
the Paris production of The Merry Widow and the Lyubimov-staged Lulu for Turin which was awarded the Abbiati
Prize in Italy. She has claimed the role of Jenny in Mahagonny as her own following huge successes in Buenos Aires. 
Her performances of Poulenc’s La Voix Humaine and Menotti’s The Telephone have been filmed for Decca CD-
Video in co-production with the BBC. Her orchestral appearances have included most of the leading orchestras in the
United States such as the New York Philharmonic, Boston, Pittsburgh and Baltimore Symphonies, Philadelphia,
Cleveland and Minnesota orchestras, and the National Symphony, with conductors Levine, Mehta, Skrowaszewski,
Dorati, Kostelanetz and Commisiona. Her European orchestra concerts range from the BBC Symphony, Royal
Philharmonic, Concertgebouw, Orchestre National de France and the Radio Orchestras of Brussels, Paris, Turin,
Cologne, Rome, the Hague, Helsinki and Barcelona with Levine, Boulez, Martinon, Bertini, Santi, Pritchard, Maazel,
Downes, Salonen, Davis, Foster, Leitner, Fiore, and others. Carole Farley returned recently to the Metropolitan Opera
for the title rôle in Lady Macbeth of Mtsensk by Shostakovich, followed by a Latin American tour with the Scottish
Chamber Orchestra, and an international tour with the National Chamber Orchestra of Toulouse, opera productions in
France (Wozzeck and The Merry Widow), and in many European houses including Parsifal, Die Walküre, Salome and
The Makropulos Case. She has recently won the Grand Prix du Disque in France, and her new CD, The Love Songs of
Ernesto Lecuona: On a night like this was Editor’s Choice in The Gramophone.

William Bolcom

William Bolcom was born in Seattle, Washington in 1938. He earned his B.A. from the University of Washington in
1958, studied with Darius Milhaud at Mills College in California and at the Paris Conservatoire de Musique, and
earned a doctorate in composition in 1964 from Stanford University, where he worked with Leland Smith.
Returning to the Paris Conservatoire, he won the 2e Prix in Composition in 1965. Various awards include two
Guggenheim fellowships, Rockefeller Foundation awards, NEA grants, Koussevitzky Foundation Awards, the
Pulitzer Prize for music in 1988 for 12 New Etudes for Piano, etc. In addition to concertizing together with his wife,
the mezzo-soprano Joan Morris, for over thirty years, Bolcom and Morris have recorded two dozen albums together.
James Levine and the Vienna Philharmonic gave the first performance of his Fantasia Concertante for viola, cello,
and orchestra in 1986 at the Mozarteum in Salzburg, his Fifth Symphony had its première in 1990 with The
Philadelphia Orchestra. The Lyric Opera in Chicago performed his opera McTeague in 1992, and a few years later
the opera A View from the Bridge, also staged at the Metropolitan Opera in December 2002. In 1998 he wrote the
score for John Turturro’s movie, Illuminata. Bolcom and Weinstein’s 1990 cabaret opera, Casino Paradise, was
revived by the Prince Music Theater in Philadelphia in May 2004. Bolcom has taught composition at the University
of Michigan since 1973. During the fall 2003 semester he was in residence at the American Academy in Rome,
where he completed his most recent opera, A Wedding, for Lyric Opera of Chicago, which had its première in
December 2004.

All photos © Nan Melville

559249 bk Bolcom US  11/04/2005  09:32am  Page 6



8.559249 14

¡ Never More Will The Wind
H.D. (Hilda Doolittle)

Never more will the wind 
cherish you again, 
never more will the rain.

Never more 
shall we find you bright 
in the snow and wind.

The snow is melted, 
the snow is gone, 
and you are flown:

Like a bird out of our hand, 
like a light out of our heart, 
you are gone.

Copyright 1957 by Norman Holmes Pearson.
Reprinted and performed by permission of New
Directions Publishing Corporation, Agents for the
Estate of Hilda Doolittle.

™ The Sage
Denise Levertov

The cat is eating the roses: 
that’s the way he is. 
Don’t stop him, don’t stop 
the world going round,
that’s the way things are. 
The third of May 
was misty; fourth of May 
who knows. Sweep
the rose-meat up, throw the bits 
out in the rain. 
He never eats 
every crumb, says 
the hearts are bitter. 
That’s the way he is, he knows 
the world and the weather.

Copyright 1958 by Denise Levertov Goodman.
Reprinted and performed by permission of New
Directions Publishing Corporation.

£ O To Be A Dragon 
Marianne Moore

If I, like Solomon,... 
could have my wish –
my wish...

O to be a dragon, 
a symbol of the power of Heaven –
of silkworm 
size or immense; at times invisible. 
Felicitous phenomenon!

Copyright 1957 by Marianne Moore.  Used by
permission of the publisher, Viking Penguin, a division
of Penguin Books USA Inc.

¢ The Bustle In a House
Emily Dickinson

The Bustle in a House
The Morning after Death
Is solemnest of industries
Enacted Upon Earth—

The Sweeping up the Heart 
And putting Love away 
We shall not want to use again 
Until Eternity.

8.5592497

1 You Cannot Have Me Now – or, The Military Orgy
from Greatshot
Arnold Weinstein

You cannot have me now,
No, no, not now,
No, no, not now,
Now it is too late!

You could have had me last year,
Yes,
But not at this late date.
There is an order to this thing —
Ten years,
Ten years 
we have to swing.

The first year I restricted sex 
to my one and only husband Rex, 
a captain.

The second year came that affair
With a technical sergeant name of Blaire,
Winnie Blaire.
A flairless affair so to speak —
That tech had no technique. 
But then I had a fling
With a non-commissioned thing named Connie King,
A prince, 
but my husband Rex found out 
and wouldn’t have him in the house
without his spouse
without no undies underneath.

The third year was, my dear, a flop.
It was the year of the top brass.
There was many a storm
But nary a puddle. 
You know how a medal in the middle can muddle.

Year four was no bore,
but a terrible brute,
heavy and horny and hairy to boot,

But I liked her 
and her husband
who was built like a steeple —
it couldn’t have happened to three nicer people.
But my husband found out the next year.
And we had a good long talk 
about this marriage I was beginning to botch
unless he could watch.

So, on year number six, 
he had his eyes examined.

Year number seven was our leather anniversary.

The eighth year my husband began the solitary vice. 
I didn’t mind—
but then he began doing it all by himself!
Not nice!
So we went to a marriage counselor
a full colonel — and nothing loath,
We had him,
he had us,
Both!
Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha . . . . . 

Year number nine,
My dear, was divine. 
The roll in the king-sized hay
with the entire P. T. A.
It was lewd.
It was obscene.
It was deliciously lubricious.
I even remember fishes.
And a real live conga line with real live congas!
What’s a conga?
And God help us!
That American eagle and his quail!
We even hunted the great white whale!
And so did our sisters and our cousins and aunts 
to the birdies and the bunnies and the lions and the plants,
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* How To Swing Those Obbligatos Around
Alice Fulton

He had shag hair & a boutique. 
In the bar he told me I had too much class 
to be a telephone operator & I told him 
he should have been thirty in 1940: 
a gangster with patent leather shoes 
to shine under girl’s skirts & a mother 
who called him sonny.  He should have 
crashed a club where they catered 
to the smart set, disposing of 
the bouncer with You spent three months 
in a plaster cast the last time 
you tangled with me & I should have been 
the singer in tight champagne 
skin waiting for him to growl
I don’t know how to begin 
this beguine but you certainly know how to 
swing those obbligatos around & we 
would fox-trot till a guy 
he knew from Sing Sing cut in. 
& he said he loved old flicks 
I should come up to his place & see 
the art deco ashtrays on his shag rug 
that I shouldn’t waste myself 
at Bell tel but marry him 
& take his business calls & 
I said How many.years do you get 
if they give you life

Copyright 1976, 1983, 1991 by Alice Fulton.  
Reproduced by permission of Alice Fulton.

( The Crazy Woman
Gwendolyn Brooks

I shall not sing a May song. 
A May song should be gay. 
I’ll wait until November 
And sing a song of gray.

I’ll wait until November. 
That is the time for me.
I’ll go out in the frosty dark 
And sing most terribly.

And all the little people
Will stare at me and say,
“That is the Crazy Woman
Who would not sing in May.”

Copyright © 1987. Used by permission.

) Just Once
Anne Sexton

Just once I knew what life was for. 
In Boston, quite suddenly, I understood; 
walked there along the Charles River, 
watched the lights copying themselves, 
all neoned and strobe-hearted, opening 
their mouths as wide as opera singers; 
counted the stars, my little campaigners, 
my scar daisies, and knew that I walked 
my love 
on the night green side of it and cried 
my heart to the eastbound cars and cried 
my heart to the westbound cars and took 
my truth across a small humped bridge 
and hurried my truth, the charm of it, home 
and hoarded these constants into morning 
only to find them gone.

Reprinted by permission of Sterling Lord Literistic, Inc.
Copyright 1969 by Anne Sexton.
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And all other parts of the peaceable kingdom.
O ev’ry thing in all of thingdom!

But the ten years are up.
We only have each other.
We’re as happy as larks
Watching others pair off
occasionally waving
as they sail to ecstasy
in their private arks.

So no, no you cannot have me now.
No, no, not now.
You could have had me last year, yes,
but now the only hand I press 
is his.

2 Night, Make My Day
from Casino Paradise
Arnold Weinstein

Night is falling, 
No more stalling, 
It’s time we hit the hay 
What does a lady at shady-time say? 
Come on, NIGHT, MAKE MY DAY!

Stars are glinting, 
Heaven’s hinting 
it’s time to wend our way.
What do you sing when you fling your bouquet? 
Come on, NIGHT, MAKE MY DAY!

Sparrow chirping in the ev’ning sun, 
barfly slurping now the day is almost done, 
satin sky; 
Oh, how I’ve been waiting 
for the time to trickle by !

Oh my
hot blood’s flowing, 
daylight’s going, 

but me, I’m glowing away!
What can a frail in a bridal veil say? 
Come on, NIGHT, MAKE MY DAY! 
MAKE MY DAY! 
MAKE MY DAY!

3 The Digital Wonder Watch
(An Advertisement)
May Swenson

When I look at the time, 
it tells me the date, 
the speed of my pulse, 
my height, my weight. 
It tells me how fast 
I’m running, how straight. 
It tells me my balance, 
the dividend rate. 
It tells me my birthday, 
my license plate. 

It’s a wonderful watch!

Suppose I’m in London 
and want to know 
what time it is 
in Kokomo? 
The weather in Miami 
or Maine, 
how much sun 
or how much rain? 
The name of the Daily 
Double to win? 
Whether black or red 
is the number to spin? 
All I need to do 
is look at the time. 
It’s elegant, neat, 
the size of a dime. 

It’s a wonderful watch!

It tells me my shoe
and my collar size.
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# 8.
I wouldn’t die 
without love, 
but I’d desert my house 
and land.

I would be,
for a while, something 
simple like grass, 
and later on 
be woods.

$ 9.
I remember
being 
in your arms,

but it is not
you or me 
I remember.

It is
my arms,
remembering 
your arms.

% 10. 
For everything 
turned false,

a little more 
turns true.

The daily birds 
in the trees

sing forever.

^ 11.
I have climbed 
out the window of my 
eye,

through the door of 
my mouth,

into the garden 
of my senses.

I Will Breathe a Mountain
A Cycle of Poems by American Women

& Pity Me Not Because the Light of Day
Edna St. Vincent Millay

Pity me not because the light of day
At close of day no longer walks the sky;
Pity me not for beauties passed away
From field and thicket as the year goes by;
Pity me not the waning of the moon,
Nor that a man’s desire is hushed so soon,
And you no longer look with love on me.
This have I known always:  
Love is no more
Than the wide blossom which the wind assails,
Than the great tide that treads the shifting shore,
Strewing fresh wreckage gathered in the gales:
Pity me that the heart is slow to learn
What the swift mind beholds at every turn.

Copyright 1923, 1951 by Edna St. Vincent Millay and
Norma Millay Ellis. All rights reserved.  Words used by
permission of Elizabeth Barnett, Literary Executor.
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It tells me the color 
of my eyes.
If I’m lost in the woods
it tells me North,
phases of moon and tide,
and so forth.
It tells me how hot I am, 
or how cold.
It tells me I’ll never,
never grow old.

It’s a wonderful watch!

Does it tell 
when the world ends? 
And when did it start? 
Does it show how to wind up 
a broken heart? 
Well, that’s in the works, 
and of course, it’s true 
there’s still to be added 
a gadget or two, 
to warn of earthquake, 
volcano, or war, 
and how long the sun 
will exist as a star. 

Yes, it’s a wonderful watch!

4 My Father the Gangster
from “Casino Paradise”
Arnold Weinstein

Oh, I know the money he spent
on my jewels and clothes,
And the money that went
on my teeth and my nose.
And my teeth were just fine
and my nose was, well, mine —
and so was MY FATHER THE GANGSTER.

When my friends came to play
they were too scared to speak,
Though a toddler one day 
asked me
how many folks daddy knocked off that week.
And I knew then and there
they were made to beware
of me and MY FATHER THE GANGSTER.

As I grew, I was certainly respected.
I was queen of the silent Princess phone.
Sophomorgiastic chaps 
never dared unsnap my snaps,
left me in the dark, untouchable, alone.

Any wonder that my virtue was protected?
All they wanted was fun and a good time,
not to be among the missing 
for cuddling and kissing
the daughter of a captain of crime.

Which is why
which is why
I must have everything —
Because I have nothing, nothing else
because of MY FATHER THE GANGSTER.

How long can I go, with eyes that seem
as though a dream had been and gone?

The latest liner of an eye designer
cannot hide that certain gaze 
of nuptials postponed —
I want to be owned,
I want to be owned
by an owner I’m willing to buy.
For I must have everything
Because I have nothing
nothing
nothing
else.
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8 3. 
The rabbit, 
soft and worm,

but afraid in the 
snow,

with no bush 
to hide in,

feels driven into 
the clear,

but unlucky water, 
and dies,

sharp as ice,

one foot stretched forward,

with nails and 
fur on it.

9 4. 
I am not 
free, 
you see, I 
rearrange the furniture.

It is a play, 
with images and walls,
in which I 
rearrange the furniture.

and when the 
room 
is mine, the chairs 
are real, I 
rearrange the furniture.

0 5. 
For me, 
there is no song 
unless 
I sing it,

and yet 
I love you,

and make music which 
I cannot hear.

! 6. 
From wandering in 
the forest, 

I have come into 
a clearing

where I 
trust all men.

I am a lion 
who enters quietly

the cage of his 
own heart.

@ 7. 
Beware of the 
thought that carries 
you to jail,

where iron is a 
captive of the bars, 
and water complains
in its glass, 

and be careful of 
the prisoner’s song. 
It has the singer 
written in.
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5 The Last Days Of Mankind
Frank McGuinness

I came across a man of fire,
He spoke in tongues, he knew the score,
He said I’ve prayed & I’ve fasted,
I tore my hair & raised my fist,
But men & women still are crying,
Men & women, they’re all dying,
I burn & burn, I’ve seen the signs,
These are the last days of mankind.

The wind was blowing through his fingers,
His hair was red, his rings were bone,
We walked by the Danube River,
He whispered child, this is your home.
Home to flee from, home where hell is,
Where the dead have danced & risen.
I’m burning babe, I’ve seen the signs,
These are the last days of mankind.

Rain fell on the River Danube,
Rain like rough & dirty wine,
The man drank, his lips like rubies,
His ring was bone dissolved in lime.
I saw the city smoke & fire,
I saw a vision, the God of War,
I saw the signs, I saw the signs,
These are the last days of mankind.

A million marched into slaughter,
Millions more were earth & water,
The Gods of War demanded more,
I heard them pound on Heaven’s floor.
The sky it shook, the sky it cried,
The sky observed the millions die,
And on the earth I saw the signs,
These are the last days of mankind.

The earth gave up its dead & danced,
It knew there was no second chance.
The moon & stars gave up the ghost.
They knew that all was finally lost.

The earth, the sky, the stars divorced –
I cried until my voice was hoarse,
I’m burning babe, I’ve seen the signs,
These are the last days of mankind.

I came across a man of fire,
He spoke in tongues, he knew the score,
He said I’ve prayed & I’ve fasted,
I tore my hair & raised my fist,
But men & women still are crying,
Men & women, they’re all dying,
I burn & burn, I’ve seen the signs,
These are the last days of mankind.

Songs To Dance
George Montgomery

6 1. 
This is a face. 
This is a place. 
This is a door. 
This is a floor. 
This is a room. 
This is a poem.

7 2. 
Since I have met you once, 
I will meet you twice.

If we had lived forever, 
we would have met before, 
and said goodbye.

hello, goodbye, hello, goodbye, 
until the clocks break down.

When anything is possible, 
very little will do nicely.

These tables are my friends. 
There are others, but 
these are my friends.
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# 8.
I wouldn’t die 
without love, 
but I’d desert my house 
and land.

I would be,
for a while, something 
simple like grass, 
and later on 
be woods.

$ 9.
I remember
being 
in your arms,

but it is not
you or me 
I remember.

It is
my arms,
remembering 
your arms.

% 10. 
For everything 
turned false,

a little more 
turns true.

The daily birds 
in the trees

sing forever.

^ 11.
I have climbed 
out the window of my 
eye,

through the door of 
my mouth,

into the garden 
of my senses.

I Will Breathe a Mountain
A Cycle of Poems by American Women

& Pity Me Not Because the Light of Day
Edna St. Vincent Millay

Pity me not because the light of day
At close of day no longer walks the sky;
Pity me not for beauties passed away
From field and thicket as the year goes by;
Pity me not the waning of the moon,
Nor that a man’s desire is hushed so soon,
And you no longer look with love on me.
This have I known always:  
Love is no more
Than the wide blossom which the wind assails,
Than the great tide that treads the shifting shore,
Strewing fresh wreckage gathered in the gales:
Pity me that the heart is slow to learn
What the swift mind beholds at every turn.

Copyright 1923, 1951 by Edna St. Vincent Millay and
Norma Millay Ellis. All rights reserved.  Words used by
permission of Elizabeth Barnett, Literary Executor.
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It tells me the color 
of my eyes.
If I’m lost in the woods
it tells me North,
phases of moon and tide,
and so forth.
It tells me how hot I am, 
or how cold.
It tells me I’ll never,
never grow old.

It’s a wonderful watch!

Does it tell 
when the world ends? 
And when did it start? 
Does it show how to wind up 
a broken heart? 
Well, that’s in the works, 
and of course, it’s true 
there’s still to be added 
a gadget or two, 
to warn of earthquake, 
volcano, or war, 
and how long the sun 
will exist as a star. 

Yes, it’s a wonderful watch!

4 My Father the Gangster
from “Casino Paradise”
Arnold Weinstein

Oh, I know the money he spent
on my jewels and clothes,
And the money that went
on my teeth and my nose.
And my teeth were just fine
and my nose was, well, mine —
and so was MY FATHER THE GANGSTER.

When my friends came to play
they were too scared to speak,
Though a toddler one day 
asked me
how many folks daddy knocked off that week.
And I knew then and there
they were made to beware
of me and MY FATHER THE GANGSTER.

As I grew, I was certainly respected.
I was queen of the silent Princess phone.
Sophomorgiastic chaps 
never dared unsnap my snaps,
left me in the dark, untouchable, alone.

Any wonder that my virtue was protected?
All they wanted was fun and a good time,
not to be among the missing 
for cuddling and kissing
the daughter of a captain of crime.

Which is why
which is why
I must have everything —
Because I have nothing, nothing else
because of MY FATHER THE GANGSTER.

How long can I go, with eyes that seem
as though a dream had been and gone?

The latest liner of an eye designer
cannot hide that certain gaze 
of nuptials postponed —
I want to be owned,
I want to be owned
by an owner I’m willing to buy.
For I must have everything
Because I have nothing
nothing
nothing
else.
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* How To Swing Those Obbligatos Around
Alice Fulton

He had shag hair & a boutique. 
In the bar he told me I had too much class 
to be a telephone operator & I told him 
he should have been thirty in 1940: 
a gangster with patent leather shoes 
to shine under girl’s skirts & a mother 
who called him sonny.  He should have 
crashed a club where they catered 
to the smart set, disposing of 
the bouncer with You spent three months 
in a plaster cast the last time 
you tangled with me & I should have been 
the singer in tight champagne 
skin waiting for him to growl
I don’t know how to begin 
this beguine but you certainly know how to 
swing those obbligatos around & we 
would fox-trot till a guy 
he knew from Sing Sing cut in. 
& he said he loved old flicks 
I should come up to his place & see 
the art deco ashtrays on his shag rug 
that I shouldn’t waste myself 
at Bell tel but marry him 
& take his business calls & 
I said How many.years do you get 
if they give you life

Copyright 1976, 1983, 1991 by Alice Fulton.  
Reproduced by permission of Alice Fulton.

( The Crazy Woman
Gwendolyn Brooks

I shall not sing a May song. 
A May song should be gay. 
I’ll wait until November 
And sing a song of gray.

I’ll wait until November. 
That is the time for me.
I’ll go out in the frosty dark 
And sing most terribly.

And all the little people
Will stare at me and say,
“That is the Crazy Woman
Who would not sing in May.”

Copyright © 1987. Used by permission.

) Just Once
Anne Sexton

Just once I knew what life was for. 
In Boston, quite suddenly, I understood; 
walked there along the Charles River, 
watched the lights copying themselves, 
all neoned and strobe-hearted, opening 
their mouths as wide as opera singers; 
counted the stars, my little campaigners, 
my scar daisies, and knew that I walked 
my love 
on the night green side of it and cried 
my heart to the eastbound cars and cried 
my heart to the westbound cars and took 
my truth across a small humped bridge 
and hurried my truth, the charm of it, home 
and hoarded these constants into morning 
only to find them gone.

Reprinted by permission of Sterling Lord Literistic, Inc.
Copyright 1969 by Anne Sexton.
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And all other parts of the peaceable kingdom.
O ev’ry thing in all of thingdom!

But the ten years are up.
We only have each other.
We’re as happy as larks
Watching others pair off
occasionally waving
as they sail to ecstasy
in their private arks.

So no, no you cannot have me now.
No, no, not now.
You could have had me last year, yes,
but now the only hand I press 
is his.

2 Night, Make My Day
from Casino Paradise
Arnold Weinstein

Night is falling, 
No more stalling, 
It’s time we hit the hay 
What does a lady at shady-time say? 
Come on, NIGHT, MAKE MY DAY!

Stars are glinting, 
Heaven’s hinting 
it’s time to wend our way.
What do you sing when you fling your bouquet? 
Come on, NIGHT, MAKE MY DAY!

Sparrow chirping in the ev’ning sun, 
barfly slurping now the day is almost done, 
satin sky; 
Oh, how I’ve been waiting 
for the time to trickle by !

Oh my
hot blood’s flowing, 
daylight’s going, 

but me, I’m glowing away!
What can a frail in a bridal veil say? 
Come on, NIGHT, MAKE MY DAY! 
MAKE MY DAY! 
MAKE MY DAY!

3 The Digital Wonder Watch
(An Advertisement)
May Swenson

When I look at the time, 
it tells me the date, 
the speed of my pulse, 
my height, my weight. 
It tells me how fast 
I’m running, how straight. 
It tells me my balance, 
the dividend rate. 
It tells me my birthday, 
my license plate. 

It’s a wonderful watch!

Suppose I’m in London 
and want to know 
what time it is 
in Kokomo? 
The weather in Miami 
or Maine, 
how much sun 
or how much rain? 
The name of the Daily 
Double to win? 
Whether black or red 
is the number to spin? 
All I need to do 
is look at the time. 
It’s elegant, neat, 
the size of a dime. 

It’s a wonderful watch!

It tells me my shoe
and my collar size.
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¡ Never More Will The Wind
H.D. (Hilda Doolittle)

Never more will the wind 
cherish you again, 
never more will the rain.

Never more 
shall we find you bright 
in the snow and wind.

The snow is melted, 
the snow is gone, 
and you are flown:

Like a bird out of our hand, 
like a light out of our heart, 
you are gone.

Copyright 1957 by Norman Holmes Pearson.
Reprinted and performed by permission of New
Directions Publishing Corporation, Agents for the
Estate of Hilda Doolittle.

™ The Sage
Denise Levertov

The cat is eating the roses: 
that’s the way he is. 
Don’t stop him, don’t stop 
the world going round,
that’s the way things are. 
The third of May 
was misty; fourth of May 
who knows. Sweep
the rose-meat up, throw the bits 
out in the rain. 
He never eats 
every crumb, says 
the hearts are bitter. 
That’s the way he is, he knows 
the world and the weather.

Copyright 1958 by Denise Levertov Goodman.
Reprinted and performed by permission of New
Directions Publishing Corporation.

£ O To Be A Dragon 
Marianne Moore

If I, like Solomon,... 
could have my wish –
my wish...

O to be a dragon, 
a symbol of the power of Heaven –
of silkworm 
size or immense; at times invisible. 
Felicitous phenomenon!

Copyright 1957 by Marianne Moore.  Used by
permission of the publisher, Viking Penguin, a division
of Penguin Books USA Inc.

¢ The Bustle In a House
Emily Dickinson

The Bustle in a House
The Morning after Death
Is solemnest of industries
Enacted Upon Earth—

The Sweeping up the Heart 
And putting Love away 
We shall not want to use again 
Until Eternity.
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1 You Cannot Have Me Now – or, The Military Orgy
from Greatshot
Arnold Weinstein

You cannot have me now,
No, no, not now,
No, no, not now,
Now it is too late!

You could have had me last year,
Yes,
But not at this late date.
There is an order to this thing —
Ten years,
Ten years 
we have to swing.

The first year I restricted sex 
to my one and only husband Rex, 
a captain.

The second year came that affair
With a technical sergeant name of Blaire,
Winnie Blaire.
A flairless affair so to speak —
That tech had no technique. 
But then I had a fling
With a non-commissioned thing named Connie King,
A prince, 
but my husband Rex found out 
and wouldn’t have him in the house
without his spouse
without no undies underneath.

The third year was, my dear, a flop.
It was the year of the top brass.
There was many a storm
But nary a puddle. 
You know how a medal in the middle can muddle.

Year four was no bore,
but a terrible brute,
heavy and horny and hairy to boot,

But I liked her 
and her husband
who was built like a steeple —
it couldn’t have happened to three nicer people.
But my husband found out the next year.
And we had a good long talk 
about this marriage I was beginning to botch
unless he could watch.

So, on year number six, 
he had his eyes examined.

Year number seven was our leather anniversary.

The eighth year my husband began the solitary vice. 
I didn’t mind—
but then he began doing it all by himself!
Not nice!
So we went to a marriage counselor
a full colonel — and nothing loath,
We had him,
he had us,
Both!
Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha . . . . . 

Year number nine,
My dear, was divine. 
The roll in the king-sized hay
with the entire P. T. A.
It was lewd.
It was obscene.
It was deliciously lubricious.
I even remember fishes.
And a real live conga line with real live congas!
What’s a conga?
And God help us!
That American eagle and his quail!
We even hunted the great white whale!
And so did our sisters and our cousins and aunts 
to the birdies and the bunnies and the lions and the plants,
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§ Night Practice
May Swenson

I
will

remember
with my breath

to make a mountain,
with my sucked-in breath

a valley, with my pushed-out
breath a mountain. I will make

a valley wider than the whisper, I
will make a higher mountain than the cry;

will with my will breathe a mountain, I will
with my will breathe a valley. I will push out

a mountain, suck in a valley, deeper than the shout
YOU MUST DIE, harder, heavier, sharper a mountain than

the truth YOU MUST DIE. I will remember. My breath will
make a mountain. My will will remember to will. I, suck-

ing, pushing, I will breathe a valley, I will breathe a mountain.

Copyright 1963 by May Swenson.
Used with permission of The Literary Estate of May Swenson.
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Carole Farley

Carole Farley made her Metropolitan Opera début at age nineteen in the title rôle of Lulu (the MET’s first
production), a rôle she has repeated more than a hundred times in four languages (German, English, French and
Italian). As a regular guest of the world’s opera houses, she has performed at the Lyric Opera of Chicago, Canadian
Opera, Oper der Stadt Koln, New York City Opera, Welsh National, Teatro Colón in Buenos Aires, and in Zurich,
Dusseldorf, Paris, Turin, Lyon, Brussels, Nice and Florence, and many other cities. Highlights of her career include
the Paris production of The Merry Widow and the Lyubimov-staged Lulu for Turin which was awarded the Abbiati
Prize in Italy. She has claimed the role of Jenny in Mahagonny as her own following huge successes in Buenos Aires. 
Her performances of Poulenc’s La Voix Humaine and Menotti’s The Telephone have been filmed for Decca CD-
Video in co-production with the BBC. Her orchestral appearances have included most of the leading orchestras in the
United States such as the New York Philharmonic, Boston, Pittsburgh and Baltimore Symphonies, Philadelphia,
Cleveland and Minnesota orchestras, and the National Symphony, with conductors Levine, Mehta, Skrowaszewski,
Dorati, Kostelanetz and Commisiona. Her European orchestra concerts range from the BBC Symphony, Royal
Philharmonic, Concertgebouw, Orchestre National de France and the Radio Orchestras of Brussels, Paris, Turin,
Cologne, Rome, the Hague, Helsinki and Barcelona with Levine, Boulez, Martinon, Bertini, Santi, Pritchard, Maazel,
Downes, Salonen, Davis, Foster, Leitner, Fiore, and others. Carole Farley returned recently to the Metropolitan Opera
for the title rôle in Lady Macbeth of Mtsensk by Shostakovich, followed by a Latin American tour with the Scottish
Chamber Orchestra, and an international tour with the National Chamber Orchestra of Toulouse, opera productions in
France (Wozzeck and The Merry Widow), and in many European houses including Parsifal, Die Walküre, Salome and
The Makropulos Case. She has recently won the Grand Prix du Disque in France, and her new CD, The Love Songs of
Ernesto Lecuona: On a night like this was Editor’s Choice in The Gramophone.

William Bolcom

William Bolcom was born in Seattle, Washington in 1938. He earned his B.A. from the University of Washington in
1958, studied with Darius Milhaud at Mills College in California and at the Paris Conservatoire de Musique, and
earned a doctorate in composition in 1964 from Stanford University, where he worked with Leland Smith.
Returning to the Paris Conservatoire, he won the 2e Prix in Composition in 1965. Various awards include two
Guggenheim fellowships, Rockefeller Foundation awards, NEA grants, Koussevitzky Foundation Awards, the
Pulitzer Prize for music in 1988 for 12 New Etudes for Piano, etc. In addition to concertizing together with his wife,
the mezzo-soprano Joan Morris, for over thirty years, Bolcom and Morris have recorded two dozen albums together.
James Levine and the Vienna Philharmonic gave the first performance of his Fantasia Concertante for viola, cello,
and orchestra in 1986 at the Mozarteum in Salzburg, his Fifth Symphony had its première in 1990 with The
Philadelphia Orchestra. The Lyric Opera in Chicago performed his opera McTeague in 1992, and a few years later
the opera A View from the Bridge, also staged at the Metropolitan Opera in December 2002. In 1998 he wrote the
score for John Turturro’s movie, Illuminata. Bolcom and Weinstein’s 1990 cabaret opera, Casino Paradise, was
revived by the Prince Music Theater in Philadelphia in May 2004. Bolcom has taught composition at the University
of Michigan since 1973. During the fall 2003 semester he was in residence at the American Academy in Rome,
where he completed his most recent opera, A Wedding, for Lyric Opera of Chicago, which had its première in
December 2004.

All photos © Nan Melville
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∞ I Saw Eternity
Louise Bogan

O beautiful Forever!
O grandiose Everlasting!
Now, now,  now,
I break you into pieces, 
I feed you to the ground. 

O brilliant, O languishing 
Cycle of weeping light!
The mice and birds will eat you, 
And you will spoil their stomachs 
As you have spoiled my mind.

Here, mice, rats,
Porcupines and toads,
Moles, shrews, squirrels,
Weasels, turtles, lizards,-
Here’s bright Everlasting!
Here’s a crumb of Forever!
Here’s a crumb of Forever!

Copyright 1954, 1968 by Louise Bogan. 
Used by arrangement with Farrar, Straus and Giroux, Inc.

¶ The Fish
Elizabeth Bishop
(Note: brackets denote unset lines of the original
poem.)

I caught a tremendous fish 
and held him beside the boat 
half out of water, with my hook 
fast in a corner of his mouth. 
He didn’t fight. 
He hadn’t fought at all. 
He hung a grunting weight, 
battered and venerable
and homely.  Here and there 
his brown skin hung in strips 
like ancient wallpaper, 
and its pattern of darker brown 
was like wallpaper: 
shapes like full-blown roses 
stained and lost through age. 
He was speckled with barnacles, 
fine rosettes of lime, 
and infested 
with tiny white sea-lice, 
and underneath two or three 
rags of green weed hung down. 
While his gills were breathing in 
the terrible oxygen 
— the frightening gills, 
fresh and crisp with blood, 
that can cut so badly –
I thought of the coarse white flesh 
packed in like feathers, 
the big bones and the little bones, 
the dramatic reds and blacks 
of his shiny entrails, 
and the pink swim-bladder 
like a big peony. 
I looked into his eyes 
which were far larger than mine 
but shallower, and yellowed, 
[the irises backed and packed 
with tarnished tinfoil

8.5592495

Tonite and Greatshot, called desperately one day in
1980 to Arnold Weinstein and me to help: A young pair
of producers planned to bring The Wind in the Willows
to Broadway, and would we contribute a score? The two
young men seemed particularly green to us – one of
their ideas was a promotional button reading I’ve Been
TOAD Away – and it was not long before Paul lost
patience with them and quit the project (the two went on
to commission a rock score, turning Badger into a
female for ‘love interest’ and sponsoring the longest
preview run ever on Broadway with their show, which
closed immediately upon opening). A few years ago the
painter-producer-director John Wulp would enlist
musician Scott Griffin to arrange our existing songs into
a score for a children’s production on the offshore
Maine island North Haven.

And finally we come to the earliest song, from my
first collaboration with Weinstein, When We Built the
Church. Arnold’s and my working partnership was

matchmade by Darius Milhaud, who had met Weinstein
in Florence and passed me a libretto (then called A
Comedy of Horrors) one day in 1960 after class in Paris.
I immediately wanted to set it because of its beautiful
balance of the colloquial and classical, a specialty of
Arnold’s. Retitled Dynamite Tonite, the work employed
singing actors - I must say I did not realise while
composing it how more apropos they would be than
‘straight’ singers – and the short-lived Actors Studio
Theater produced the show in 1963. Dynamite is less an
anti-war piece than a Marx-Brothersish dramma giocoso
about war; Alvin Epstein, the Sergeant squirreled in a
bunker with the Captain during an endless conflict
nobody remembers the reason for, sings this wistful
memorial for his bombed church.

William Bolcom
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seen through the lenses 
of old scratched isinglass. 
They shifted a little, but not 
to return my stare. 
– It was more like the tipping 
of an object toward the light.]
I admired his sullen face, 
the mechanism of his jaw, 
and then I saw 
that from his lower lip 
– if you could call it a lip –
grim, wet, and weaponlike, 
hung five old pieces of fish-line, 
[or four and a wire leader 
with the swivel still attached,]
with all their five big hooks 
grown firmly in his mouth. 
[A green line, frayed at the end 
where he broke it, two heavier lines, 
and a fine black thread 
still crimped from the strain and snap 
when it broke and he got away.]
Like medals with their ribbons 
frayed and wavering, 
a five-haired beard of wisdom 
trailing from his aching jaw. 

I stared and stared 
and victory filled up 
the little rented boat, 
from the pool of bilge 
where oil had spread a rainbow 
around the rusted engine 
to the bailer rusted orange, 
the sun-cracked thwarts, 
the oarlocks on their strings, 
the gunnels-until everything 
was rainbow, rainbow, rainbow! 
And I let the fish go.

Copyright 1940, 1968 by Elizabeth Bishop.
Used by arrangement with Farrar, Straus and Giroux, Inc.

Tillinghast Duo

• Costa del Nowhere
Text by Richard Tillinghast

What wind, what ironic wind
Blows you to my door  
In this rainy California weather?
Sit down with me by the fire - -
Let’s untangle the years together.

Kisses and mishaps. that summer on the 
Costa del Nowhere – – 
Crosstown and downtown, the two of us 
In separate taxis 
Going somewhere.

Maybe the moon is in conjunction 
With some wandering planet.
The timing of your visit’s
Just awful but exquisite. 
Don’t ask me to explain.

Your voice warms like brandy,
Pour me a snifter. 
It’s been ages, old stranger,
Since I’ve heard your laughter.
Leave those regrets at the door,

Kisses and mishaps, that summer on the
Costa del Nowhere – –
My town and your town, the two of us
Going somewhere – –

Or are we going to the Costa del Nowhere?
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This selection by Carole Farley of my songs covers
forty years of my writing for both concert and theater.
Not everyone can shift stylistic gears as easily and
brilliantly as she from straight-out Broadway parody
(Casino Paradise’s Night, Make My Day) to difficult art
music (the I Will Breathe a Mountain cycle). Who but a
courageous soprano would start a recording with a
scream? Carole has begun her programme with You
Cannot Have Me Now, from the 1969 opera for actors
Greatshot, written for the Yale Repertory Theater in
1969; the character is a German war-bride in a married-
officers’ neighbourhood on a military base, telling us of
her and her husband’s wild goings-on among the brass
and NCOs. A friend at Stanford met such a woman
living at a California airbase, and Arnold Weinstein’s
lyric stretches her story only slightly; the part about a
ten-year duration is evidently true to life. Night, Make
My Day, from the 1990 theatre opera Casino Paradise,
is sung torchily by the young repressed spinster Cis
anticipating a wedding night that, at the last minute, is
snatched from her. Weinstein and I intended it as a send-
up of a Liza Minnelli-ish over-the-top extravaganza, but
the cabaret performer Karen Akers has performed it
straight, to our amazement. Cis will reappear, telling us
why her love life is so lonely, in My Father the
Gangster. 

When Marilyn Horne gave her farewell concert a
few years ago (of concert and opera repertoire only; she
still performs popular music wonderfully), she asked for
a contribution. May Swenson’s The Digital Wonder
Watch was the result; the poem celebrates her
companion’s recent acquisition of a phenomenal multi-
use timepiece.

My long-time friend and frequent collaborator the
conductor Dennis Russell Davies began a project with
the rock diva Marianne Faithfull involving my
collaboration with the poet-playwright Frank
McGuinness - of which this terrifying poem, The Last
Days of Mankind, was the only song achieved.

Dan Wagoner is one of my favourite New York
dancers; imagine William Blake’s spirit-portrait Glad
Day come to life. His dancing has sometimes brought
tears. Wagoner’s companion George Montgomery, a
spare, laconic poet of last century’s postwar New York
School, is, I am told, better known in Spanish translation
than in English; Songs to Dance is a trio for singer,
dancer, and piano that Dan, my wife Joan Morris, and I
performed - only once - at New York’s Joyce Theater.

When Marilyn Horne asked for a cycle of songs
from American women poets, she had already picked
Emily Dickinson’s The Bustle in the House, which
Marilyn had read at her brother’s funeral. I in turn asked
my friend Alice Fulton to pick an anthology for me,
including one of her own poems; I felt her choices
would lend I Will Breathe a Mountain a special verbal
topography – something I had also requested from the
poet T. J. Anderson III for the choral cycle The Mask.
The wide poetic range incorporates Edna St. Vincent
Millay (in sonnet form), Fulton (in an evocation of her
early womanhood in Troy, New York), the eminent
African-American Gwendolyn Brooks, the febrile Anne
Sexton, the 1920s bohemian HD (Hilda Doolittle), the
Washington State poet Denise Levertov, Dickinson, the
mid-century New York poet, and editor Louise Bogan,
the same May Swenson of The Digital Wonder Watch,
and finally the great Elizabeth Bishop in a slightly
abridged rendering of The Fish.

My close friend the Memphis-born poet Richard
Tillinghast is known both in the United States and in
Ireland; Costa del Nowhere, a rueful encounter, is
followed by Richard’s translation of The Table, from the
eminent Turkish poet Cansever. 

It has sometimes been tendered that William
Blake’s poem Mary was inspired by his friend, the
celebrated early feminist Mary Wollstonecraft. 

The director Paul Sills, founder of the Second City
troupe from which so very many prominent American
actors sprang, and who had directed both our Dynamite

William Bolcom (b. 1938)
Songs
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ª Table 
Translated from the Turkish of Edip Cansever by
Richard Tillinghast

Filled with the gladness of living 
I put my keys on the table, 
I put flowers in a copper bowl 
And eggs and milk on the table. 
I put there the light that comes in through the window,
Sound of a bicycle, sound of a spinning wheel. 
The softness of bread and weather I put there. 
On the table I put things that happen in my mind. 
What I want to do in life, 
I put that there. 
Those I love, those I don’t love, 
I put them on the table too. 
Three times three make nine: 
I put nine on the table. 
I am next to the window next to the sky; 
I reach out and place on the table endlessness. 
So many days I have wanted to drink a beer! 
I put on the table the drinking of that beer. 
I place there my sleep and my wakefulness; 
My hunger and my fullness I place there.

Now that’s what I call a table! 
It doesn’t complain about the load. 
It wobbles once or twice and then stands firm. 
I keep piling things on! 

º Mary
William Blake

Sweet Mary, the first time she ever was there,
Came into the Ballroom among the fair;
The young Men & Maidens around her throng,
And these are the words upon every tongue:

“An Angel is here from the heavenly climes,
Or again does appear the golden times;
Her eyes outshine every brilliant ray,
She opens her lips – ’tis the Month of May.”

Mary moves in soft beauty & conscious delight
To augment with sweet smiles all the joys of the Night,
Nor once blushes to own to the rest of the Fair
That sweet Love & Beauty are worthy our care.

In the Morning the Villagers rose with delight
And repeated with pleasure the joys of the night,
And Mary arose among Friends to be free,
But no Friend from henceforward thou, Mary, shalt see.

Some said she was proud, some called her a whore,
And some, when she passed by, shut to the door;
A damp cold came o’er her, her blushes all fled;
Her lilies and roses all blighted & shed.

“O, why was I born with a different Face?
Why was I not born like this Envious Race?
Why did Heaven adorn me with Bountiful hand,
And then set me down in an envious land?

“To be weak as a Lamb and smooth as a dove,
And not to raise Envy, is call’d Christian Love;
But if you raise Envy your Merit’s to blame
For Planting such spite in the weak & the tame.

“I will humble my Beauty, I will not dress fine,
I will keep from the Ball, & my Eyes will not shine;
And if any Girl’s Lover forsakes her for me,
I’ll refuse him my hand & from Envy be free.”

She went out in Morning attir’d plain & neat;
“Proud  Mary’s gone Mad,” said the Child in the Street;
She went out in Morning in plain neat attire,
And came home in Evening bespatter’d with mire.

She trembled & wept sitting on the Bed side;
She forgot it was Night, & she trembled & cried;
She forgot it was Night, she forgot it was Morn,
Her soft Memory imprinted with Faces of Scorn,

With Faces of Scorn and with Eyes of disdain
Like foul Fiends inhabiting Mary’s mild Brain;
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You Cannot Have Me Now – or, The Military Orgy
from Greatshot
Text by Arnold Weinstein
© 1969, 2005 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
and Bolcom Music

Night, Make My Day
from Casino Paradise
Text by Arnold Weinstein
© 1991, 1995 by Edward B. Marks Music Company,
William Bolcom and Arnold Weinstein

The Digital Wonder Watch 
Text by May Swenson. Used by permission.
© 2000 by Edward B. Marks Music Company and
Bolcom Music

My Father the Gangster
from Casino Paradise
Text by Arnold Weinstein
© 1991 by Edward B. Marks Music Company, William
Bolcom and Arnold Weinstein

The Last Days of Mankind
Text by Frank McGuinness. Used by permission.
© 2005 by Edward B. Marks Music Company and
Bolcom Music

Songs to Dance
Texts by George Montgomery
© 1991, 2005 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
and Bolcom Music

I Will Breathe a Mountain
Texts by Millay, Fulton, Brooks, Sexton, Pearson,
Levertov, Moore, Dickinson, Bogan, Swenson, Bishop
used by permission.
Each poem carries a separate copyright (submitted to
Naxos, Jan. 2005). 
© 1992, 1995 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
and Bolcom Music

Tillinghast Duo
Costa del Nowhere
Text by Richard Tillinghast
© 1994 by Edward B. Marks Music Company and
Bolcom Music
Table
Translated from the Turkish of Edip Cansever by
Richard Tillinghast
© 1994 by Edward B. Marks Music Company and
Bolcom Music

Mary
Text by William Blake
© 1994, 1995 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
and Bolcom Music

Three Songs 
from The Wind in the Willows
Texts by Arnold Weinstein after Kenneth Grahame
© 1994, 2005 by Edward B. Marks Music Company
and Bolcom Music

When We Built The Church
from Dynamite Tonite
Text by Arnold Weinstein
© 1964 by Trio Music Company. Copyright renewed 
© 1992. Used by permission.

All texts reprinted with permission.
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She remembers no Face like the Human Divine.
All Faces have Envy, sweet Mary, but thine;

And thine is a Face of sweet Love in despair,
And thine is a Face of mild sorrow and care,
And thine is a Face of wild terror and fear
That shall never be quiet till laid on its bier.

The Wind in the Willows
Arnold Weinstein (after Kenneth Grahame)

⁄ River Song

Never in his life had he ever seen a river
sleek and sinuous, full-bodied animal
chuckling and chasing little leaves with a gurgle 

leaving them and laughing

River that frolics with fresh new playmates
who shake themselves free and get caught in the current
gleams and glints and rustlings and swirlings

chattering and bubbling

Bewitched, entranced, with a fascinated shiver
by the riverside he trotted as a tot trots
alongside its father who holds the younger spellbound

by exciting stories

And so the river chattered a babbling procession
of the world’s best stories from the heart of the earth’s 

core
sent to be told to the insatiable ocean 

and he sat and listened

¤ Messing About in Boats

There is nothing, absolutely nothing to do,
Nothing to pursue
Like messing about in boats,
Yes, messing about in boats,

Simply messing about in boats.
Whether you’re sailing fast or slow,
Whether you make good time or no,
What’s the harm?
That’s the special charm
Of messing about in boats,
Simply messing about in boats.

And whether you get away or not,
Or land in some forgotten spot,
Or if it’s no-where that you’ve got to at all 
Spring, summer, fall, 
There’s nothing more enthralling you can do,
And nothing finer to pursue
I’d do like me if I were you:
Simply messing about in boats,
Merrily messing about in boats.
La la la la la la la la
Tra la la la
Tra la la la.
Boats, boats, boats!

‹ Rat’s Song

Can I tell the world the things he said to me,
the places he re-lived, the haunting voices of the sea?
Can I reproduce in a second-hand style
the way he reminisced with that warm and southern smile?

How can I recall the picture that he painted of all my 
dreams —

to be out of the old life, into the new —
Harbors in the sun and long flights of steps that lead to 

bays of blue,
little boats that lie beside big ships that glide so far away,

And all I have to do, he said, is bang the door behind me,
and sail away to find me out of the old life, into the new.

And after the play has been played,
and after the cup has been drained,
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1 You Cannot Have Me Now 
– or, The Military Orgy* from Greatshot 5:23

2 Night, Make My Day from Casino Paradise 2:17

3 The Digital Wonder Watch* 3:03
(An Advertisement)

4 My Father the Gangster 2:39
from Casino Paradise

5 The Last Days of Mankind 3:29

Songs to Dance* 9:17
6 This is a face 0:56
7 Since I have 0:52
8 The rabbit 1:01
9 I am not free 0:48
0 For me 0:35
! From wandering 1:04
@ Beware 0:44
# I wouldn’t die 0:44
$ I remember 0:43
% For everything 0:34
^ I have climbed 1:14

I Will Breathe a Mountain 19:39
& Pity Me Not the Light of Day 2:10
* How To Swing Those Obbligatos Around 1:37
( The Crazy Woman 2:06
) Just Once 1:28
¡ Never More Will the Wind 1:23
™ The Sage 1:28
£ O To Be A Dragon 0:53
¢ The Bustle In a House 1:26
∞ I Saw Eternity 1:34
§ Night Practice 2:28
¶ The Fish 3:04

Tillinghast Duo* 5:23
• Costa del Nowhere 3:09
ª Table 2:14

º Mary* 5:06

Three Songs* from The Wind in the Willows 5:15
⁄ River Song 1:10
¤ Messing About in Boats 1:45
‹ Rat’s Song 2:19

› When We Built The Church* 2:10
from Dynamite Tonite

William 
BOLCOM

(b. 1938)

Songs

*World première recordings

559249 bk Bolcom US  11/04/2005  09:32am  Page 2



AMERICAN CLASSICS

William
BOLCOM

Songs
Carole Farley, Soprano • William Bolcom, Piano

8.559249 20

I can jog home to my river 
and make you all quiver with envy of my adventures,
all my memories.

But now the spell is broken, in fact I hardly know 
what seemed the only thing to do so short a time ago.
But maybe I can tell the world the thing he said to me 
of the hundred haunting voices of the sea.

› When We Built The Church
from Dynamite Tonite
Arnold Weinstein

When we built the church it was white and new.
We sang, “Hello God, be nice to us,
Look at the fuss we make over you.”
and the doves, the doves with shiny wings 
flew over the cross and things.

When we built the steeple, it rose straight and true.
We sang, “Hello God, be near to us,
Look at the fuss we made over you,”
and the angels, the angels, with shiny wings 
flew over the cross and things.

And then we stained the windows,
did your portrait too.
We sang, “Hello God, appear to us,
We couldn’t find a photo of you.”
And the airplanes, the airplanes’ shiny wings 
flew above the cross and things.

Oh, they bombed the church though they love you too.
Hello God, remember us,
remember the fuss we made over you?
Ach, the bats, the bats 
with their filthy wings.

Hello God,
hello God,
hello God, are you tired too?
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“This selection by Carole Farley of
my songs covers forty years of my
writing for both concert and
theatre.  Not everyone can shift
stylistic gears as easily and
brilliantly as she from straight-out
Broadway parody (Casino Paradise’s
Night, Make My Day) to difficult art
music (the I Will Breathe a
Mountain cycle). Who but a
courageous soprano would start a
recording with a scream? Carole
has begun her programme with You
Cannot Have Me Now, from the
opera for actors Greatshot, written
for the Yale Repertory Theater in
1969; the character is a German
war-bride in a married-officers’
neighbourhood on a military base,
telling us of her and her husband’s
wild goings-on among the brass 
and NCOs.”

– William Bolcom
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