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llachmaninofl's style is beautifully excmplilicd in his body of 7·1 
songs for voice and piano. Spanning seven opus numbers (op. 8, 1/i, 2·1, 26, 
3/i, 38) from t.hc years of 1888-1916, Rachmaninol'f's songs arc a panora111ic 
view of his compositional evolution. His earlier allempls show a youthful 
innocence, a careful technique combined with a mischievous slant Lo his own 
ideas. Over Lime, I.he songs I.end towards a rcfincd lyricism and truly embody 
Lhc llussian 111dancholy for which llachmaninoff is so well known. Most. of 
his songs were inspired by nature, particularly by the peaceful set.Ling of his 
country eslal<'. Lilacs and How Fair This Spot both evoke imag·es of 
serenity in nature. Har()est of Sorrow is again, focused on nature, but 
suffused with the aforcmcntioncd Russian melancholy. (Translations by Rosa 
Ncwmarch.) 

Lilacs, Op. 21, No. 5 

- Ilo yrpy, Ha 3ape, 
Ilo pOCIICTOii TpaBC, 

.H noiiay CBCiKIIM yrpOM ablwaTb; 

J,I B ayw11cTy1O TCHb, 

rae TCCHIITCH CllpCHb, 

.SJ. noiiay CBOC C'-13CTbC IICK3Tb ... 

B iKll3Hll C'-13CTbC oa11O 

Mnc 11aiiT11 cyi!Cacno, 

J,I TO C'-13CTbC B c11pc1111 iKHBCT; 

Ha 3CnCHblX BCTBHX, 

Ha aywnCTblX KIICTHX 

Moc 6eanoe C'laCTbC l.lBCTCT ... 

Al Lhc red of Lhe dawn 
O'cr Lhc dew spangled lawn, 
whcrc I meel I.he ll<'W day 
like a kiss; 
In Lhe swecl, fragrant. shade, 
by the lilac I.recs made, 
Thcrc I wander in search 
of Ill.)' bliss ... 

For one joy, one alone, 
Fate has giv'n as 111i11<' own 
and it. dwells in yon l'air lilac bow'r, 
111 it's bright branches gr1·1·11, 
111 it's thick, pcrfumcd scrccn, 
There my one poor lost. joy 
breaks in l'low'r. 

I-low Fair This Spot., Op. 21. No. 7 

3aecb xopowo ... 

BlrnHHH, saann 

OrneM rop11T pcKa: 

QBCTllblM KOBpOM nyra ncrnu, 

6cnc10T o6naKa. 

3aecb tteT moaeii ... 

3accb THWHHa ... 

3aecb TOnbKO 6or aa H. 

- QBCTbl, aa CTapaH COCHa, 

)J_a Tbl , MC'ITa MOH! 

How fair this spot! 
I gaze l.o where I.he golden 
brook runs by; 
The fields are all inlaid with l'low'rs 
The while clouds sail on high. 
No slep draws near .. . 
Such silence reigns .. . 
alone with God I seem, 
\Vilh him, and with I.he hoary 
pines, 
And thee, my only dream! 



The Harvest of Sorrow, Op. 4, No. 5 

Ym Thi, IIIIBa MOH, IIIIBYWKa, 

UC eKOeU'J;b TC6H e 
; ' •. 

Maxy e,a:,i'uoro, . 

He ·eBH33'J'.b TC6H BeIO BO 

C/lllHblll euon! 

Y:K Bbl, /lYMbl MOIi, llYMYWKII, 

UC eTpHXIIYfb Bae p330M e 

nne'I AOnoii, 

O/lllOH pe'lblO·TO Bae HC 

BbleK333Tb! 

Ilo Te6e-nb, 111IB3, BCTCp 

p33rymrnan, 

ruyn KonoebH, TBOII /lO 

3CMnll, 

3penb1 3CpHa-BeC 

pa3MCTbIBan! 

IllnpOKO Bbl, llYMbl, 

nopaeebman11eb, 

icy/la nana icaican AYMYWKa. 

TaM BeXO/lllna moTa 

ne'lanb-Tpaea, 

BblpOeTaJIO rope ropIO'ICC. 

Thou my field, my beloved harvest field, 
\Vho could hope to reap thee at 
one sickle sweep? 
Who could bind thy riches in a 
single sheaf? 
0 my visions o my cherished 
dreams, could one effort avail to 
drive ye fourth? 
Could your meaning in one brief 
word be told? 

Cruel winds have swept o,•er my 
harvest field 
Low upon the soil lies the ruin'd 
corn. 
All the ripcn'd grain is scatter'd 
far! 
Scattcr'd too, my clear and 
chcrish'd dreams of life! 
Where they drifted, and fell to 
gain to earth, 
Springs a crop of wild and 
unlovely weeds, 
Springs the bitter growth of my 
sorrowing. 

• 

Poulenc composed for voice with the same fluidity and fluency with 
which average people speak in their native tongue. Poulenc loved writing for 
the human voice, not only because he fg~mcl it beautiful, but also because he 
found spontaneity of inspiration in setting a literary texl. A pianist himself, 
Poulenc is known for his difficult and involved piano accompaniments. His 
music is often quite chromatic, and full of lush harmonies. His concept of his 
own music was a denial of abstract theories, methods, and systems. Being 
largely self-taught, he was totally unconcerned with rules and principles; 
rather, he composed by instinct. Poulenc's song setBanalites is an excellent 
example • of the complicated, quirky, dual aspects of the composer's 
personality. He obviously enjoys humor, tongue-in-check wit, and has an 
almost Bohemian love for Paris and the ideals of the arts. The final song in 
the set is the longest, nearly half the length of the entire set, and is also the 
most serious of the lot. The poem is a surprising end to a set that is, on the . 
whole, rather upbeat. Each of the other pieces to this point can be called 
banal, but it is hard to apply the term to Sanglots without irony. 
(Translations by Peter Low.) 



Chanson d'Orkenisc 

Par les purl.cs d'Orkcnise 
vcul. cnlrer un charrl'Licr. 
Par lcs purl.cs d'Orkcnisc 
vcul sorlir un va-nu-picds. 

EL les ganlcs de la ville 
Couranl sus au van-nu-piccls: 
"Qu'cmportcs-1.u de la ville?" 

"J'_y laisse mon ccrur en Lier.'' 

- EL les gardes de la ville 
Couranl. sus au charret.icr 
''Qu'apporl.es-1.u clans la ville?" 

"Mon ccrur pour me marrier." 
Que des cu.·urs clans Orkcnise! 
Les gardes riaienl, riaienl. 

Va-nu-picds, la route est. g-rise, 
),'amour grise, o charreLier. 

Les beaux gardes <le la ville 

TricoLaicnL supcrbcment; 
Puis les porLes de la ville 
Se fcrmcrcnL lenlcmcnt.. 

Ma chamhrc a la l'ormc d'unc cage 
Le solcil passc son bras 
par la fcnclrc. 
Mais moi qui veux fumer 
pour faire d(~s mirages 
J'allume au feu du jour ma 
cigarcl.l.c 

• 
Jc ne vcux pas Lravaillcr -
Jc veux fumer. 

Hotel 

Through the gates ofOrkenise 
a earl.er wan Ls to enler. 
Through the gal.cs of Orkcnise 
a I.ramp wanls Lo leave. 

And Lhe sentries of Lhe Lown 
rush up Lo Lhc I.ramp and ask: 
''Whal arc you Laking ou L of Lhe 
to,vn?" 
"I'm leaving my whole heart. 
behind." 

And I.he sentries of Lhr Lown 
rush up l.o Lhc carter and ask: 
"Whal. arc you bringing into I.he 
town?" 
''My heart.: I'm gelling· married." 
Whal a lot. of hearls in Orkcnisc! 
The sentries laughed and 
laughed. 
Oh tramp, the road is dreary; 
Oh carter, love is heady. 

The handsome sentries of the 
Lown 
knitted superbly; 
then Lhe gates ol' I he town 
slowly swung shut. 

My room lrns the form of a cage 
The sun reaches its arm in 
through Lhe window. 
But. I want. to smokr 
and make shapes in the air 
and so I light my cigarcll.c 
on Lhc sun's fire. 
I clon'L wanl l.o work -
I wanl l.o smoke. 



Fagnes de Wallonie 

Tant de tristesses plenicres 
Prirent me creur aux fagnes 
desolees 
Quand las j'ai repose 
clans Jes sapinicres 
les poids des kilometres pendant 
que ralait le vent d'oucsl. 
J'avais quitte le joli bois 
Les ecureuils y sont restes 
Ma pipe essayait de faire des 
nuages au ciel 
Qui rest.ait pur obstinemcnt. 

Jc n'ai confie aucun secret 
sinon une chanson enigmatiquc 
aux tourbicres humides 

Les bruycrcs fleurant le micl 
Attiraient !es abeilles 
ct mes picds cndoloris 
foulaienL !es myrtilles et Jes 
airelles. 

Tendremenl mariee 
Nord 
Nord 

La vie s'y lord 
En arbrcs forts 

EL tors 
La vicy mord 

La morl 
A belles den Ls 
Quand bruit le vent 

So much deep sadness 
seized my heart on the 
desolate moors 
when I sat down weary 
among the firs, unloading 
the weight of kilometers 
while the west wind growled. 
I had left the pretty wood 
the squinels stayed there 
my pipe tried to make 
clouds of smoke in Lh<; sky 
which stubbornly stayed blue. 

I murmured no sec1·et 
except an enigmatic song 
which I confided to the peat bog 

Smelling of honey, the heather 
was attracting the bees, 
and my aching feet 
trod bilberries and 
whortlcbcrrics. 

Tenderly she is married 
North! 
North! 

There life twists 
in trees that are strong 

and gnarled. 
There life bites 

bitter death 
with greedy teeth 
when the wind howls. 

Voyage a Pai·is 

Ah! la charmante chose 
Quitter un pays morose 
Pour Paris 
Paris joli 
Qu'un jour dul creer 
!'Amour 

Ah, how delightful it is 
to leave a dismal place 
and head for Paris 
Beautiful Paris, 
which one day Love had to 
create! 

• 

• 



Notre amour est rcgle 
par les calmes cloiles 
Or nous savons qu'en 
nous hcaueoup <l'hommes 
respirenl 
Qui vinrenl. de l.ri·s loin el 
sonl. un sous nos fronls 
C'esl. la chanson des 
rcveu I'S 

Qui s'ctaienl. arrachi· le 
C(l'lll' 

Sanglol.s 

Et le porlaienl clans la 
main droile .. . 
Souviens-L'en cher orgueil 
de lous ees souvenirs 
Des marins qui chantaient 
comme des conquerants 
Des goulTres de Thule, des 
lend res cicux d'Ophir 
Des malades maudiLs, de 
ccux qui f'uienl. lcur omhre 
EL du rel.our joyeux des 
heureux emigrants. 
De cc co::ur ii coulail. du 
sang 
cl le rcveur allail. pensanl. 
Asa hlcssurc di·lical.c ... 
Lu nc briscras pas la chaine 
de ccs causes . .. 
Et doulourcuse cl. nous 
disail: 
Qui son I. les cffel.s d'aul.rcs 
causes 
Mon pauvre ca.·u r, 
111011 pauvre cocur hrise 
Parcil au cll'ur de lous les 
homes ... 
Voici nos mains quc la vie 
Ii I. esclavcs . .. 
Est morl d 'amour ou c'csl 
loul com me 
Esl morl. d'amour el le 
voici. 

Human love is ruled by Lhc 
calm slars. 
\Ve know thal within us many 
people breathe 

who came from afar and are 
united behind our brows. 
This is Lhe song of' Lhat dreamer 

who had Lorn oul his hearl 

and was carrying it in his 
right hand ... 
l\cmcmher, oh dear pride, 
all those memories 
the sailors who sang like 
conquerors, 
the chasms of'Thule, I.he tender 
skies of' Ophir, 
the accursed sick, I.he ones who 
11cc their own shadows, 
and Lhe joyful rel.urn of' Lhe happy 
emigrants. 
Blood was f'lowing f'rom that. 
lwarl. 
and the dreamer wcnl. on thinking 
of' his wound which was delicate. 
you will nol break the chain of' 
of' I.hose causes ... 
and painf'ul; and he kepi. saying· 
l.o us: 
which arc the effects of' other 
caUS('S 

my poor heart, 
my poor hearl which is broken 
like the hearts of' all men . . . 

Look, here arc our hands which 
lif'e enslaved ... 
I-las died of' low or so ii. seems 

has died of' love and here it is. 



Ainsi vont toutcs choses 
A.r1·achcz clone le vot1·c 
aussi! 
Et rien nc sera libre 
jusq'a la fin des temps 
Laissons tout aux morts 
et cachons nos sanglots 

That is the way of all things. 
So tear your hearts out too! 

and nothing will be free 
until the end of time. 
let us leave everything to the dead 
and let us hide our sobbing. 

Villa-Lobos' compositional style was mostly dependent on his desire 
to express the so~il of Brazilian culture fused with his own personality and 
background in the classical music of Europe. However, being mostly sel(-
taught, his methods were not those of classical Europe. He composed by 
instinct, and out of what he called a "biological necessity." He transitioned 
from his earliest compositions, which relied heavily on forms and styles of . 
traditional popular folk music, into a mature style that combined lush 
orchestral and instrumental textures with melodies and harmonies that were 
recognizably Brazilian. ·Bachianas Brasileiras, does not directly tran~late 
from Portuguese to English, but to come close ,vould be to say "Bachian 
Brazilian." The idea for the work, as its title suggests, was to fuse inspiration 
from the musical stylings of J.S . Bach, for whom Villa-Lobos had great 
admiration, with the Brazilian national style. Some of the movements arc in 
the style or form of a fugue or a toccatta and use Baroque harmonics in 
homage to Bach. However, each contains typical rhythmic, melodic, and 
harmonic inspiration from Brazil. Some of the movements have a double 
title, as in No. 5, the first title inspired by Bach, and the second reflecting 
the Brazilian element. The first piece is called Aria (Cantilcna), "aria" 
inspired by Bach, and "cantilena" its Brazilian counterpart. (Translations by 
Elizabeth Parcells.) 

Tarde, uma nuvem rosca 
lenta c transpartcnte, 
sobrco o cspa,;:u sonhadora 
c bcla! 
Surge no infinito a lua 
clocementa, 
Enfcitando a Larde, qua! 
meiga clonzela 
qucse aprcsta e alinda 
sonhadoramente, 
Em anseios d'alma para ficai· 
bela, 
Grita ao ceo ea terra, 

I Aria (Cantilena) 

Lo, at midnight clouds are 
slowly passing, rosy and lustrous 
o'er the spacious hcav'n 
with lovliness laden. 
From the boundless deep 
the moon arises wondrous, 
glorifying the evening like 
a beauteous maiden. 
Now she adorns herself in 
half unconscious duty, 
cager, anxious that we 
recognize her beauty, 
while sky and earth, yea, • 



toda a Naturcza! 
Cala a passarada aos scus 
tristcs qucixumcs, 
c rcflctc o mar toda a sua 
riqueza ... 
Suave a luz da lua dcspcrta 
agora, 
a cruel saudade que ri c choral 
Tarde, uma _nuvem rosea 
lcnta e transpartcntc, 
s_obreo o cspac;u sonhadora 
e bela! 

all of nature with applause salulc her. 
All the birds have ceased 
their sad and mournful complaining, 
now appears on the sea in 
a silver reflection 
moonlight softly waking 
the soul and constraining hearts 
to cruel tears and bitter dejection. 
Lo, at midnight clouds arc 
slowly passing, rosy and lustrous 
o'er the spacious hcav'n 
with loveliness laden. 

II Dansa (Martclo) 

. re, mcu passarinho, do 
Sertfio do Cariri, 
lrcrc, meu companhciro, 
Cade viola? 
Cade mcu bem? 
Cade Maria? 
Ai tristc sortc a do violciro 
cantando! 
Ah! Scm a viola cm quc 
Cantava o ·sc_o amo, 
A11! Seu assobio c tua 'flauta 
de irerc: 
Que tua flauta do Sertfio quando 
assobia, Ah! 
A gcntc sofrc sem querc! Al1! 
Tcu canto chega la do fundo do 
Scrt.fo, Ah! 
Como ua brisa ammolecen do o 
corac;fio, ah! lrcrc! 
Solta tcu canto! 
Canta mais! 
Pra alcmbra o Cariri! 
Canta, cambaxira! 
Canta, juriti! 
Canta, ircre! 
Canta sofre, 
Patativa! Bemtcvi! 

•
aria acorcla quc e dia. 
antcm toclos ,•occs, 

passarinhos do Serrao! 
Bcmtcvi! Eh! Sabia! La! Lia! 

Irerc, my little nestling 
from the wilds of Cariri, 
lrcrc my lovfng companion 
my singing sweetheart, 
,vhcrc goes my clear? 
"\Vherc. goes i\1aria? 
Ah, sorry is the lot_ of him 
who fain would sing! 
A11, .without his lute, on 
song ofgladnc~s can he bring 
A11!,I-Iis ,vhistle shrill must 
be his flute for lrere: 
But yours the flute that 
once in forests wild was sounding 
with it's message of grief and woe. 
Your song' came fourth •• 
from out the depth of forest wilds 
like summer winds that 
comfort cv'ry heart. Irerc! 
Sing and crichant me! 
Sing once more! 
Bring me songs of Cariri! 
Sing, my lovely songbird! 
Sing your song again! 
Sing, my lrcre, 
sing of pain and sorrow 
as the birds of morning 
wake Maria in the dawning, 
sing with all your voices, 
birds of the woods and wilds! 
Sing your songs ye forest birds! 



Sabia da mat.a cant.ado! 
Eh! Sabia da mat.a sof'rcdo! 
0 vosso canto vcm do fundo 
do Scrt.iio. 
Como uma hrisa amolcccndo 
o conu;ao. 

Ye nest.lings of' Lhc singing forest. wilds! 
Ye ncst.ling·s of' the mournf'ul f'orcsl.! 
0 .Yours I.he song Lhal 
coml's rrom Lhc dcplhs or forests wild, 
like summer winds Lhal 
coml'orl. every mournful heart. 

Barber is of'l.cn classified as Nl•o-1\omanl.ic, a Ll'rm which embodies 
bolh his common usage of' l.raditional st.ruclun·s and emotional melodics and 
his exploration of' chroma Lie and dissonant harmonil's, as well as introducing 
some l'cw and subtle /\mcrican clements, such as jazz inspired rhythms and 
some folk music inspiration. I le was cspcciall.Y inspired by Lhe works of' 
Brahms, l'vidcnced by swet\ping melodics and of'Len sad or dark subje. c 
mallcr (alt.hough he is also drawn l.o wil.lJ or senl.imcnl.al pol'l.ry). /\ILhou 
his music is quit.l' lyrical, it is not. alwa.YS espl'ciall.Y Lunef'ul. His syllab 
writing and at.1.e111.io11 t.o pol'l.ic details illuslratc Lhc meaning of' the Lexl 
throug·h lcchniqucs similar Lo a I.one poem. His work for soprano and 
orchestra, Knoxville: Summer of 1915, is one of' lhl' mosl ''American" 
pieces hl' composed. The piece is evocaliw of' a Southern summer evening, 
f'ull of' nostalgia and the cullurc of' Lhc American Sout.h. "You can smell Lhl· 
South in ii." (Lcont.yne Price, soprano). IL has a wr.Y synesl.hcLic sLyle 
Lhroughoul, with tcxl painling enhanced by musical onomalopoeia, as in Lhe 
noise of' lhe sl.reelcars (clanking· and sLerLorous). AL the beginning or I.he 
piece, Barber sets Lhc scene of' rocking 011 a porch, wiLh iLs g·cnLlc undulating 
rhythms and comforting, lullaby-like 12/8 l.iml' signat.ure. 

Knoxville: Summer of' ·19-i5 

II has become that time of' evening when people siL 011 I.heir porches, 
rocking gently and talking gently 
and watching lhc st.reel and Lhl' st.anding up into their sphere 
of' possession of' lhe Lrces, 
of' birds hung havens, hangars. 

Pl'oplc go by, t.hings go by. 
;\ horse, drawing a buggy, breaking his hollow iron music on 
I.he asphalt.: 
a loud aulo: a quicl auto. 

People in pairs, not. in a hurry, scul'l1ing 
swilching their weight. of' aestival body, Lal king casually, 
Lhl' lasLt• hov'ring over Llwm of'vanilla, 
st.rawberry, paste-board , and st.arched milk, 
t.hc imagl' upon Lhem or lovers and horsemen , • 



A streetcar raising it's iron moan; stopping; 
belling and starting, stertorous; 
rousing and raising again its iron increasing moan 
and swimming its gold windows and straw seats 
on past and past and past, 
the bleak spark crackling and cm·sing above it 
like a small malignant spirit set to dog its tracks; 
the iron whine rises on rising speed; still risen, 
faints; halts; the faint slinging bell; 
rises again, still fainter; fainting, lifting, lifts, 
faints foregone; forgotten. 

Now is the night one blue dew . 

• 
w is the night one blue dew, 
father has drained, he has coiled the hose. 

Low on the length of lawns a frailing of fire who breathes. 
Parents on porches; rock and rock. 
From damp strings morning glories hang their ancient faces. 
The dry and exalted noise of the locusts from all the air at 
once enchants my ear drums 

On the rough wet grass of the backyard my father and mother 
have spread quilts. 
We all lie there, my mother, my father, my uncle, my aunt, 
and I too am lying there. 
They arc not talking much, and the talk is quiet, 
of nothing in particular, 
of nothing at all in particular, 
of nothing at all. 
The stars arc wide and alive, 
they seem each like a smile of great sweetness, 
and they seem very near. 
All my people are larger bodies than mine, 
with voices gentle and meaningless like the voices of sleeping birds. 
One is an artist, he is living at home. 
One is a musician, she is living at home. 
One is my mother who is good to me. 
One is my father who is good to me. 
By some chance, here they arc, all on this earth; 
and who shall ever tell the sorrow of being on this earth, 

~ ng, on quilts, on the grass, in a summer evening, 
W ong the sounds of the night. 



May Goel bless Ill.)' people, 
my uncle, my aunt., my mol.lwr, my good !'at.her, 
oh , remember I.hem kindly in Lheir Lime or I.rouble; 
and in the hour or their taking away. 

Al'Ler a lil.l.ll· I am taken in and put. to heel. 
Sleep, sol'L smiling, draws me unlo her: 
and those receive, who quietly I.real me, 
as one l'amiliar and well beloved in I.hat. home: 
but will nol, oh , will not., nol now, not. ever; 
hu I. will nol ever Lcll me who I am. 

Puccini's style arose l'rom a melding ol' the Lcchniqucs he saw be·· 
used by his conl.emporaries in conjunct.ion with a desire l.o slcp away fr 
the l'ormal sln1clurcs and the idea or "number" opera. He believed iL was 
important. l'or the music lo naturally l'ollow I.he action, and sometimes even 
composed the music lirsl and then had verses wril.Len l.o the existing music. 
I-IC' is known l'or his orig·inal melodics, which were lyrical and passionale. His 
orchestrations were very colorrul. and he would ol'Lcn use recurring motives 
that. represented different. c:harac:tc·rs, places, or I.hemes. His music is very 
emotional and dramatic, an apt rcllec:t.ion or his personality. Puccini's 
personal lire was very dil'licult.; t.hl' death or his mot.her in particular was 
hard on him. He also had somC' romantic: I.roubles, becoming involved wilh 
another man's wife, ni:uTying her onc:C' she became a widow, I.hen having a 
relationship l'ull or jealousy and inlidc-liLy. Thcsl' dark shadows on his lirl' 
carried ovl'r into his compositions, lending them Lhe dc-.eply passionate, 
poignant quality that. would be lat.er recognized as a parlor whal made his 
music so gTeal.. 

Puccini's final opera, Turandot, tells t.hc story ol' a cold Princess 
who rcruses to marry unless Lhe suit.or can answer her riddle, beheading all 
who l'ail. Pri nee• Calal' answC'rs correctly, bu L because or his love l'or Princess 
Turandot., offers her a way out. II' she can guess his name• by dawn, he dies; if 
not., they will marry as planned. IL is discovered that. LiL1, a servant. girl, 
knows his name. In I.his aria, Li11 ddies Turandot., and proves her love for 
Prince Calal' by commilting suicide wiLh Lhe stolen sword of the guard so 
Lhal his name· can lll'Vl'I' he pried from her unwilling lips. (TranslaLion by 
Marl.ha Gerhart.) 



Tu chc di gel sci cinta 

Tu, chc di gel sci cinta, 
<la tanta liamma vinla 
l'amcrai anchc tu! 
Prima di qt~c~~'l ai1rora 
io chiodo stanc:i gli occhi, 
pcrchc cgli ,•inca ancora ... 
per non ... per non vcdcrlo 
piu! 

• 

• 

You, who wrap yourself in ice, 
vanquished by so much lire 
you, too, will love him! 
Before this dawn, 
tired, I shall close my eyes 
so that he may win again ... 
never ... never to sec him again! 



Soprano Sarah Mehle is currcnl.l_y a graduate sludcnl. al. 
Lhc University ol' Minncsola DuluLh where she has an 
assistantship l.o parl.icipal.c in UMD's Voyageur program. 
She is pursuing a Masi.er ol' Music Degree in Vocal 
Performance and is a sl.udcnl of Rachel lnsclman. 
During her graduate and undcrgradual<' _years al UMD 
Sarah performed numerous opera roles including Lucia 
in Lucia di Lammermoor, Clarice in The World of the 

Moon, Fiordiligi in Cosi fan tutte, Gianclla in L 'Elisir d'Amore, Barharina 
in Le nozze di Figaro, Suor lnlirmicra and cover ol' Suor Angelica in Suor 
Angelica, Dorothy in I.he world premier ol' Nick Mrozeck's chamber opera 
Evelyn, chorus in I Pagliacci, The Merry Widow, and Pirates of 
Penzance, as well as chorus in I.he Lyric Opera ol' I.he Nori.h's producLion ol' 
La Traviata. 

In December 20 ·12 Sarah was soprano soloisL in Lhe Vivaldi Gloria w-
UMD's Concerl Chorale and Chamber Orchestra. In February of 201/i she 
performed Aria (CanLilena) from Villa-Lobos' Bachianas Brasileiras, No. 5 
with a cello ensemble as part of the Duluth Superior Symphony Oreheslra's 
chamber concert series. 

In the fall of 20'12 Sarah was a lirsl. prize winner in Lhe Metropolitan Opera 
National Council Disl.ricl. audit.ions. Sarah placed lirst. in her division in the 
Minnesota NATS compcl.iLion in 20'! l and 2012, and was awarded I.he 
Matinee Musicale Scholarship in 201 ·1. She was the r1•cipienl. of the Bakke 
Scholarship Lo acl as soprano section leader for the DSSO chorus from 2008 
l.o 2013. 

• 



Thank you to all of my teachers at UMD, my friends, and my family. You 
have inspired me and encouraged me more than you know! 

•
rnnk you to Jackie Holstrom for your artistry and musicianship as well as 
ur encouragement. You are a joy to work with. 

I would also like to thank Dr. Faerber, who helped me with my Portuguese 
diction, and Dr. Chernyshev, who helped me with my Russian diction. 

A particulai· thank you to Rachel lnselman, without whom I would never 
have made it this far . 

• 



Upcoming Events in the Music Department 

Call 726-8877 or visit tickets.umn.edu to reserve tickets. 
Call 726-8208 or visit d.umn.edu/music for a complete list of Spring 

2014 events. 

Monday, April 28, 201417:30 pm 
Weber Music Hall 

UMD Faculty/Student Wind Octet 
Adult $10 I UMD Faculty & Staff $5 1 Senior $5 I Student $5 1 UMD Student $3 

Tuesday, April 29, 201317:30 pm 
Weber Music Hall 
Student Recital 

Garrett Passer, tenor & Melanie Spring, soprano 
FREE 

Wednesday, April 30, 201417:30 pm 
Weber Music Hall 

Spring Jazz Band Concert 
UMD Jazz Ensembles I and II 

Adult $10 I UMD Faculty & Staff $51 Senior $5 I Student $5 I UMD Student $3 

Thursday, May 1, 201417:30 pm 
Weber Music Hall 

Student Recital 
Courtney Ellian 

FREE 

All priced tickets are subject to a $2.00 processing fee, UMD students excluded. 
Tickets can be purchased on-line at tickets.umn.edu ($2.00 processing fee applies, 

plus an additional $1 .00 convenience fee, UMD students excluded). 
Refunds are not allowed once tickets have been purchased 

/\rt isl Series Cu 11 ccrls a rc partial ly l'u11dcd by the Joh11 a 11 d Mai'.)' Go 11 ska Cul tu ral Fu11d. 

Vidco l:1pi11 g, a udio I aping, a nd pho togra phing a rc 11 0 1 allowed d u r ing pc rl'o rma nccs. 

The U11ive rsi 1y of Mi 1111csola is a11 l'tl' ial opportunity educa lo1· a11 d employe r. 

To request disability acco11 11noda1ions. i11 e l11 d ing in1crprc le1·s. p lease conl acl Jul ie Topic. 
l lMD Dcpl. o f' Mus ie. j1 opic@rl .1111n1.cd 11 . I luman ilics 212. 

'.l'IS-726-8208 two wee ks in adva11c<· ol' Lh c cvcn l. 

Srnoking is proh ibited o n all UM I) properly . T he smoking ban indurlcs indoor faci li1-
ca1np11s gro1111ds, as well as al l ll n ivc1·si1y vchidcs . 


