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NOTES ON THE PROGRAM

Ar ance flircatious, haunted, joyful, austere, and romantic, the music of Spain reflects its rich history and the
staunch independence of its regions and languages. Spenish Love Songs rakes a whitbwind tour of lberian culture,
fram the mystically incrospective o the opulently romantic—and makes a detour w explore its appeal to
Morthern European composers,

Decades before Spain had her own repertoire of cancivn s, French and German musicians mined Spanish
themes for their newly burgeoning canon of arc songs, In the mid-nineteench century, the German poets Paul Heyse
and his protégé Emanuel von Geibel published an enormously popular volurne of Spanish poems rranslated into
thyring verse, Their readers loved the poems’ playfial charm bue also identified with the darker clemenes of lberian
culture: its somber piousness and its soulful, death-hauneed love lyrics.

Robett Schumann (1810-1856) was the fiest important German composer to verite 2 Spanish pastiche Lied—
“Der Hidalge™ in 1840, folloveed soon by an even wilder song, “Der Kontrabandiste,” Pleased with the success of these
ventures, he wrore 1 cycle fur fiur volces and piane based on Heyse and Geibels poems, the Spaniches Licdwgpiel
[1848). He created the Sparstiche Lisheclicder a vear later, this time adding 2 second pianist to the mix. In "Romanze,”
Schumatins delicars four-hand writing evoles the sounds of a guitar orchestra, punctuated by graceful obbligat lines.

Forty-three years later, Hugo Wolf {1860-1903) alse created a song cycle from Geibel and Heyses Spetstsches
Liveerspiel. Some of these songs, like “Auf dem grinen Balkon,” are imbued with the lightness and charm of
Schumann “Romarze,” But many of them are daringly erotic and incense. Wolf emulated Wagner and was able 10
use his mentor’s compesitienal mechods within the confines of a theee-minute song—brief leitmoifs and dense chro-
thatie harmony that plunge us quickly into secrer parts of the soul, In "Alle gingen, Herz, zur Rub,” a throbbing,
uneven hearcheat in the piana shadows the singer as the vocal melody soars. Another syncopated rhythm underpins
“Komm. O Tod,” in which Wolf wles the listener to the outer limits of tonalin: The tarantella-modfl in “Liche mir
im Busen” evokes the consuming fire of Tove, teetering berween exuberance and torment,

While Wolf larched onto the haunted anguish Tarent in Iherian culture, French composers loved its brio and wrote
sangs that are like suave, sparkling teaeclogues.

Albert Roussel (1869-1937), who spent his ety years naveling the world with the navy permeated much of
the music he wiore with sounds he heard in e Bar Fast. His nedfoafes are imbued with unique, jangly, acerbic disso-
nances and prickly chord clusters. He lends René Chalupts sarcastic "Le bachelier de Salamanque” the acid twang of
1 stecl-string guitar,

Like Roussel, Maurice Ravel {1875-1937) also looked heyond his nathee France for musical inspiration. His set-

tings of Greek and Jewish folk songs, including a plush secting of the “Kaddish,” have become recital dassics. Spain
was it magnet for this composer in warks like Lhere espagnole, Raprodie espagnole, and the 1926 Piéce en forme de
fabanenz. He scored this piece simply for piano and “instrument,” and its ravishing melody has been played by vio-
linists and Haurists and cellists, Bue 1 chink Bavels indolent, virmosic line is muost effctive—as well as most ditficuli—
when rendered as a vocalise.

Emmanuel Chabrier (1841-14894) is the Charles Trenet of French ar song: an artis of great charm and skill,
easy o underrate but impossible to replace. During a visi o Spain, Chabrier became fascinated with Andalusian music,
and on his retin home he wiute the orchestral piece Fipaia to caprure the sounds he heard during his wip. It rpid-
Iy becane his best known and mast played work. Emile Louis adapted ics themes inco a brilliant, rather stremuous song,
and we forged it into & four-hand vocal duet to maximize the songs energetic contrasts and bravura climax.

Spanish classical music lgged behind the French and German traditions, Bue at the end of the ninereenth cen-
tury it finally found a champion: Felipe Pedrell {1841-1922), a Barcelona-born composer and musicologist, He taught
and encouraged many of the Spanish composets on this disc, and laid the groundwork 1o bring together Spains many
musical cultures—and her many languages: Castilian, Galician, Basque and Caralan,

Enrique Granados (1867-1916) straddled owo of those cultures: bom and educated in Catalonia fwhere he
spoke Catalan and his given name was “Entic”), he cansformed himself ineo the Castilian (the language non-Spaniards
call "Spanish”) “Enrique.” Granados became the musical purtraicist of cighteenth-century Madrid. His classic piann
suite Gigescs vas inspired by che paintings of Gowa, and their spiric s also ac the heare of Granados' Somadillas, the
source for “El mitar de k maja.” The Canciones amaiorias (from which we have programmed “Descibrase ¢l pen-
samniento”) reach cven farther hack, drawing on a collection of Castilian love lyrics from the sisteenth cenrury called
Romancera genertl, Granados’ sensicivity o the nuances of poetry lends his songs 1 unique power—simultineously pas-
sionate and biooding, peised in a delicate balance of the antique and the romandic.

Joaquin Turina (1882-1949) studied in Pars, bue his music mainins the sound of his native Andalusia where
the Moorish influence remained strongest. The wailing coloratura and the fierce piano chords of “Farrnca” bring the
gutsy, gypsy-style canie fomds into the concert hall—scenmpanied by soft, jazzy chords that blend a touch of Turings
Frenich schooling with his characteristic Arabic cadences.

Caralan 3s not *a dialect of Spanish,” as wny Barcelonan will icily vemind vou, Iis distinctive combination of soft,
neual vewels and erunchy consonant clusters bears more relation to France’s Provencal dialects than w Castilian, The
composers from this reglon also speake their own musical language—gentle, lyrical, redolent of Provence, Frederic

Mompou {1893-1987) was the most Gallic of all che Catalan composers, Like many Spanish musicians, he went 10




Patis 1o scudy composition; unlike maost, he stayed there for over nvo decades, Mompou was a miniaturise, creating an
oeuvre of songs and piano pieces imbued with 4 mystical introspection and refinement. His meost famous song,
“Damunt de w1 només les flors” from the song cyele Cambiat el somni " The Combar of Dreams,” 1948], rypifics his
gentle fervor.

Juan Lamote de Grignen [1872-1949} becune one of Cacalonias quiet heroes by developing orchesttas in
Barcelona and Videncia when Spanish music had linle financial support. He alsa wrote about 15¢ songs, many of
which display a heartbreaking gift for melody and harmony, if not 4 wemendous variety of expression. Lamete de
Gtignon's “Abl” is a beautiful example of this compuser’s elegant, fowing line, set to & romance by che famous Catalan
poer Apel.les Mestres [1854-1936).

Catalan inusic tends 10 be gentle, but its a mistake 0 make generalizations aboue ir. Bareelonans are notable for
their inclependence and their individuality. Xavier Montsabvatge (191 2-2002] was as committed o his native Catalan
cultute as he was to exploring the Jarper musical world around him. Bucking Franco’ dictatorial musical policies,
Montsabvatge boldly mixed French, Catalan, Castilian, and Cuban clements, and througheut 2 carcer thar lasted sixry-
five years he continued to develop and experiment. Drawing both on sweer lyncism and the avant-garde,
Montsalwarge’s voice has a vigorous, muscular encrgy unfike the self-effacing sweetness of Mompou and Lamote de
Grignon. “El lagarto estd lorando,” set to a poem by Gatcia Lorea, gives a taste of his distincrive spice.

When Spain's large population of Scphardic Jews was expelled by King Ferdinand and Queen Isabella in 1452,

they taok with them their rich folksong tadition. As chey dispersed, their music gradually wok on the cadences of

their new surmundings. It was first anthologized in the sixteenth century; a number of twentieth cennuy composers
have revisited thuse songs and created modem arrangements, Those by Joaquin Rodrigo (1901-1999) are wnong the
finest. This composer came to prominence during the turbulen years after the Spanish Civil War, His comforting
music, especially the guitar classic Coacerto de Arnfinez, made him a hero ro his embattled, isolated nation. Rodrigo’s
simple, downeto-carth style is ideal for folk music; and for Ciaree canciones seffrelies he received expert guidance from
his wie, Victoria Kambi, who was Jewish.

One of the reasons that Spains classical music wook so long to develop was thar her audiences were obsessed with
zarziels, a light-opera wadition that began in the seventeenth cencury: The public was mad for them, and for many
years any Spaniard who wanced w eam a living as a compeser had to jom the waruela indusery, Like movies, sirzie-
las onme in all stzes and shapes: one-acters that play like vaudeville seerches, comedies, furces, swashbuckling romances,
and gritty verismo dramas.

While other countrics produced operettas with beteer libretos, funnier comic scenes, and mae universal theacri-

cal ap])cﬂl, no one matches the melodic verve of srenela, Bor dislogue, look elsewhers; for arfas, maruela goes w the
head of the class. "D Fapafia vengo,” from Pablo Luna’s £ pife fudio, and *De este apacible rncdn,” from Federico
Moreno Torroba’s Luiir Fernearea, are pwn shining camples. Lona (1879-1942) was 2 one-man operetta factory, pro-
ducing over 170 scores, including several written for the mowvies, His Bamboyamly picaresque 1918 £l i jrediowhirls
us from Spain to Svria to India and back, stretched on . dotious platline that is farferched even by operetta standards.
Mareno Torroba (1891-1982) had one of the longest and most distinguished careers in Spanish music, not only as
compaser buc also asa producer, conductor, and mentor te a generation of musicians. Luisa Fernanda, one of the finest
zarzuelas in the repertoire, received over a thousand petformances between its 1932 premiere and the outhreak of the
Spartish Civil War four veaes laer.

Sehastidn Yradier {18019-1865) was a popular and successtia] songwriter of the nincteenth ceneury—so popular,
in fact, that Bizer mistook one of his tunes, “El armeglito,” for a folle song lifeend ies melowdy for Chrren's famous
first-act “Habanera,” When Bizet learned of his mistake, he inserted a tiny [botnore acknowledging Yeadier in the score
of the opera. “La paloma” has suffered a similar fate: most people assume Yradier’s classic melady is a folk sang, which
is 2 hackhanded compliment to this gifted runcsmich.

We end Spanish Love Somgr with an Americin composition on a Spanish theme: “Bareelona,” from Stephen
Sondheims 1970 musical Cormparry. The duet mkes place av dawn in the aparoment of Bobby, a swinging bachelor.

He's spent the night with 1 stewardess whose name he cannet quite remember. Professing more affection than he actu-

ally feels, he unwittingly persuades her co call in sick and cancel her trip to Baraelona. It ends our tour of Spain in my
hometown, where Spain’ enticements remain an alluring mirage, —Steven Blier, New York City, August 2007

Remembering Lorraine Hunt Lieherson
Not Jong after 1 met Lorraine Hune Licherson, she and Michael Barrett had dinner at my place, It was in the wincer
of 1991, and we were reading through some songs looking for & progeam idea for the next season ac NYFOS. | remem-
ber thiat she pulled oy volume of Granados' fommeille off the shelfand put “El mirar de la maja” on the piano in fronc
of me. After she sang ir. the room was silent, Her ardstic power—an amalgam of the beaury of hier voios and bet i
cal imaginatien—Ieft Michael and me speechless. I finally kooked at her and said, “A lifedime is not long encugh o
ke music with you.”

My words were sadly propheric, Lorraine left us far roo soon. Even though we eventually realized how ill she was,
her deach was srill 1 devastaring shock—and remains so.

I was lucky enough to concertize with Lorraine for a fow precdious years, in NYFOS concerts and sole recitals. She




was both maje and mage: the embodiment of grace, and a powerful magician. Partmering her was the most imense
encounter of my artistic life, Fvery note [ plaved, every rubato [ entertained, every choice of dynamic or color or musi-
cal spacing felr like the most urgent decision,

Wehen we met in 2004 o pcrﬁm‘u Spaneiah Lo Sangr, | hadnt eollaborated wich Lorraine in some years, She el
moved avay from the east coust, and 1 had contented myself wich worshipping her from Rew H of Carnegie Hall or
the Met, waiting for her to see me and smile during the curtain calls, T heard rumeors that shed been sick, bur the
reports were vague, Working that summer with tenor Joe Kaiser, Michoel, and myself, she seemed w0 have the
indomitable strength [ remembered. Riding the wave of her musical ideas was as chalkenging and stimulaing as it was
that night thirteen years eatlier, | spent the rehearsal period supplicacing my Steinveay for a sound 1o march Loreaines
unigque plangency:

One of my dreams had always been to make 2 recording with this great artise, On the nighe of the Caramoor
recical, we discussed going into the studio and wping Spansd Love Songi—"while I still can do it,” Lorraine muttered
eryptically 1o hersell: Alas, in the months that followed we could never find a time when all of us were available, As it
hecame clear che sessions would never happen, [ revilid myself for not having found a way co ger Spanish Love Songs
an disc. Then, one day when I was having my daily swim—hat’s when [ usually have my clearest thoughes—I real-
ized that we did have @ recording of this program: the live performance from Caramoor, MNe retakes, ne edits, no sec-
ol thouglis, no cosmetic touchups, just the sponcaneous collaboration of four musicians on a night whose unigue
importance we then dimly recognized.

That night—July 9, 2004—was the lst time 1 was able to make music wich Lormaine, and the second-to-last time
I would see this woman who | so deeply loved and admired. And also feared, When Lotraine sang she entered into
comunien with her muse. She tool us on a dizzying ride o the heights, and all we could do was hold ano the reins,
Playing Walf and Granados tor her made my heart race.

Lormaine was deep and serious, but 1 am also very bappy o remember her wonderfully chactic sense of humot,

When she channels the ditsy, man-hungry stewardess April in her performance of Sondheim’ “Barcelons,” you hear
bsth her devastating talent for mimicry and her joy for life. She remains & daily source of inspieation 1 me: 2 colleapue
wha has become an icon, 2 beacon lighting the patway of musical arr. —Steven Blier, August, 2007

In the late sumemer of 1990 1 paid a visit o Santa Fe to work with the baritone Kurt Ollmann, Kuecand | were prepar-
inng for an wpeoming NYFOQS concere in New York and a recording of Schunann Lieder following che concerr. L also
brought with me the news that we had lost our mezo due to scheduling problems. Kurr enthusiastically urged me to

engage a young singer hamed Lormine Hune, She had had a big success in Peter Scllars’ production of Dan Giovansi,
and Kure insisted she was the veal deal. Being in a far, ©ealled Lorraine fom Kurts house, She was svailable, inceret-
ed. and immediaccly offered specific programming ideas, I was buoyed by her enthusiasm for the Schumann project,
found ber lagh infeetious, and learned that we shared many friends from our upbringing in Califors

work topether, Several weeks Taer, buck in New York, we started to rehearse. My sessions with Loraine were intense
and specific. She knew precisely how these sangs oughu w go for her own voice and her interpretations of the puems,
including how they should be accompanied. Worldng with Loreaing in chis way was like having the best possible kind
of music Jesson, [ embraced her iddeas ane was captiviced by the depth and magical qualicy she could summen in the
Migrion Liveler—lare Schumann full of rricky musical synws, & very powerful and mysterious cycle,

The concert followed by one weel the death of my mentor and friend Leonard Bernstein, 1 was coushed, b
Lorraine and Kurt helped me rally, and we gave 1 beauriful concert followed by several days in the recarding smudie, T
wis the fitst of many intense and rewarding expericnces with Larmaine that eventually included Steve Blier and other
colleagues. Fach season we searched [or a project that would suit her, and she would reward us with another collabo-
ration. As Lorraine becarne more in demand we saw less and les of her, bue we kepr oving to crears opporminities for
s o work together. Every fow vears she would join us for several conceres. and these always were 2 highlight of my
musical vear. Theugh she wastit Jewish, she somehew managed to expand my knovdedzge of Tewish humor and mys-
ticism in Sengs of the Diggpora, found the core of French sensuality in fomance in the Belle Epogue, and was unsur-
passed in her interpretations of Bach and Mahler,

Lorraine had vwhat I have abways loved and valued mosc in singers, and very rarely encounrer—a visceral embod-
iment of music and text chat canse from someplace so personal and s deep, so in the momen, that I could never help
but follow her every nuance. In 2003, when [ was given the respensibiliy of the Caramoor Fescival, one of my At
scouting missions was o go and hear her ac Tanglewood, T came armed with a lerter suggesting a variery of projects
invelving her at Caramoor, Lorraine responded some days later saving she wanted to reprise NYFOS wish Lowe
Sangr the following season. Again the intense, inspiring rehearsals, with her voice pulling my fingers to match her vocal
otherworldliness,

It was the last ime we shared che stage with her, and she is gone. The world has heen cheated by her early depar-
niee, I was only in the last few vears of her life thar Lormine eamed her righcful place in the collective opinion of the
music world. As a musician and friend 1 miss her cerribly, but remain ever grateful for the music lessons, the unswerv-
ing commitment, and the spirial beaury she conrinues w bring o my life,

—Mlichael Barrect, August, 2007




Texts and Translations

1  El mirar de la maja (“The gaze of the maja”) (from Tonadillas)
Music by Enrique Granados; poem by Fernando Periquet

Por qué es en mis ojos
tan hendo ¢l mirar?

Qe a fin de corr
desdenes ¥ enojos

los suclo cntomnar.

Cue fucge dentro levarin
que si acaso con calor

los clave en mi amor
sonrojo me dan.

Por eso el chispero
aquien mi alma di,

al verseante mi

me tira el sobrero

v diceme ast;

iMi maja! No me mires mis,
que TS 0jos Tyos Son,

y ardiendo en pasidn,

la muerre me dan,

Why do my eyes

Look so deep and dark

To mask

Scorn and hatred

[ must Jower my lids,

Such fire they emit

Tha if by chance L gaze on oy lover
With all my passion

I blush with shame.

Tor that reason, the handsome lad
To whom | have given my soul,
Upon meeting me,

tipts his har

And says this o me:

Moy majal 1ot Joalke ar me,

For your eyes are like lightning
And with their burning passion
They destroy me,

2 Desaibrase el pensamiento de mi secreto cuidado (from Casci torias)
Music by Enrique Granades; anonymous poet

Dresciibrase ¢l pensamicnto
de mi secreto cuidado,
pues descubrir mis dolores,
i vivir apasionado;

ne es de agora mi pasitn,

Le the reason

For my secret anxiety be revealed,
And unved] my sorrows,

My passionate life;

oy pain is not new,

dias ha que sov penade,
Una sefiora a quien sicvo
mi servir tiene olvidado,
S beldad me hizo suya,
el su gesto tan pulido

en i alma esti esmaltado.
iAv de mi! que laniré
para vivir lastimade,

para lorar ¥ pladic

glarias del tiempo pasado,

Larira-Abril (An “April Song”)

Befany days now I have suffered.
She whom | humbly serve

Has forgntren my servitude,
Her beauty enslaved me,

And her shining face

Is engraved upon my soul,

Ah! Piey me that 1 ever sow her,
Sur that I would live in pain,

"l weeep and o lament

The glory of days farever gone.

Music by Juan Lamote de Grignon; poem by Apel.les Mestres

Era per Akl per un caminet
(larirt lindaina}

prer un camninet dolgament eserer

on cantava el grill i el llacsd Doria
vam pujar al bose de bon mariner
quan el sol eixia

voua d'una font sota un roure vell,
(lariri lindaina)

sota un roure vell an o passarell
refilant son cant el seu niu teixia,
varen descansar sobie un escambell
deures i faleia,

IMiiern per company un poeta amic
(larira lindaina)

un POt Amic, U AUor antic
docte en llets d'amor,

mestre en poesii

en ses rimes d'or jo aprendré bon xic

T veas in the monch of April, on a path

(larira, .}

on a litde path charmingly narrow;

where the cricket was singing and the flower bloomed,
we went up to the forest carly in the morning

when the sun appeared,

beside a fountain under an old oale tres,

{larira, ..}
under an old oak tee on the path where a bird
was winking on his song and weaving his nest,
we rested on an a stool

made of vy and ferns,

W had as company a poet friend

{larira)

a poct friend, a classic author

adoctor in the laws of love,

in his polden verses

[would learn a grear deal




fatuno e doldria

Len Jadolga pan dfaquell Toc desere,
{larizd lindaina)

daquell loc desert, alords i vert
menitres reia el sol i Ja font corria

¢l llibre als teus peus esperava obert,
mes ningi no o legia,

Viam esear molt emps?

i nos e prede dlie

(Tariri lindaina)

o només pue dir que no ¢l vaig legir
que en tos ulls només vaig llegir
aquell dia i que mai no he aprés,
guard'm de mentir, cnca poesia,

Farruca (from Tripico)

and it will case you ne harm,

and in the swee peace of that deserted place
{larira)

of that deserted place, fragrant and green,
while the sun laughed and the fountain fowed
the hook by your feet was waidng, open,
but no one was reading it.

Were we here for long?

I eonld never say

{larira)

T can only say thae [ did not read the bael,
That [ read only your eyes

It day, and that [ have never learned—
And this is no lie—so much poetry,

Music by Joaquin Turina; peem by R, de Campoamor

Est tu imagen. que admiro,
tan pcgﬂdua 1 desen,

que i al espejo me miro,

en vez de verme te veo,

No vengas, falso contento,
Namande a mi corazén,
pues traes en b illusion
envuelto ¢f remordimiznte,
Marche a la hoz de Ja luna
de su sombra tan en pos,
que no hacen mids sombra gue wna
siendo nuestros cuerpos dos.

Your beloved image

Is s0 enumeshed wich oy desin,

Thae when [ gaze into the mirror
Instead of seeing mysell, I see you!
D not bucy up my hapes

“Wirh Falsehoods chat cry out w my heart,
For remarse lurks

In the illusions vou awaken,

Ah, I wander alone in the moenlight,
Ser closely pumsued by your shadow
Thae we make but one shadow
Though there are two of us.

e T

Nani, nani (Cancién de cuna)(from Citatro canciones sefivdies)
Music by Joaquin Rodrigo; anonymous Sephardic text, adapted by Victoria Kamhi

Nani, nani, quere o hijo,
el hijes ele la maclre,

de chico se haga grande,
Ay, durmice mi alma,
durmice, mi vida,

que tu e viens

com mucha alegria,

Ay, avrimex Ja puerea,
avrimex mi dama, avrimex!
Cue venge muy cansudo
de arar las huertas.

Ay [ puerta vo vos avro,
que venix cansado,
yverex durmido

al hijo cn Ja cuna.

Mani. nani, asls the son,

His mother's san

A child who is petting bigger every day
A, sleep my love,

Sleep, my life,

Far your father is coming home
With great joy

Ah, open the door o me,

Open, o lady, open the door!
For I come home very tired
From the fields.

Ah, 1shall apen the door o yvou,
Since vou ane tired,

Aned vou will see

Yourr child sleeping in his cradle,

Una pastora yo ami (from Cratro canciones sefaveies)
Music by Joaquin Rodrigo; anenymous Sephardic text, adapted by Victoria Kamhi

Una pustora vo ami,

una hija hermesa,

de mi chiques que ladori,
mds qu'ella no ami.

Un dia que estavamos

cn la huerta asentades,

L dixe yor “Por 1 mi Hor,
e mugro de amor.”

[ have loved a shepherdess,

Alovely girl,

Anel have adored her since my childhood days—
Mae chan she has loved me in return,

One day when we were sitring,

I the orchard together,

[ saicl 1o her: “For you, my lewer,

T am dying of love.”

— i3 —




7 El lagarto estd llorando (“The Lizard is Crying”) (from Ganeiones para nisios)

Music of Xavier Montsalvatge; poem by Federico Garcia Lorca

El lagarto estd lorando,
La lagarta estd Norande.

El lagarto y la lagarta
con delantaliros blancos,

Han perdide sin querer
s anillo de desposados,

Ay st anillico de ploma,
ay, su anillito plomado!

Un cielo grande y sin gence

maonraba en globo a los pdjaros,

El sol, capitin redondo,
Hevie un chaleco de raso.

Miradlos qué vicjos son!
{Qué vigjos son los lagartos!

iy cimo loran y lloran,
syl jay! como estin Horando!

The lizard is crving,
The lizard’s wife is crying.

Mr. and Mrs, Lizard
Wich liedle white aprons.

By accident they have lost
Their wedding rings.

Ah, their little rings of lead,
Ah, cheir little leaden rings!

A broad and uninhabited skey

Lifted the birds high up in its balloon.

The sun, like a rotund captain,
1s wearing a sarin waistcoat.

See how old they are!
How old the lizards ar!

Ah, how they weep and weep,
Ah, how they are weeping!

— i —
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8 Damunt de wa només les flors, from Combat def somni (“The Battle of Dreams™)

Music by Frederic Mompou; poem by Josep Janés

Damune de tu només les Hors.
Fren com una ofrena blanca :
la Tum que daven al e cos
miai més seria de la branca;
‘|ta una vida de perfum

amib el seu bes dera domada,
T resplendies de la Tham

prer Tespuard clos atresorada.
151 haguds pogut dsser sospic
de flor! Donar-me, com un i,
a t, perqué La meva vida
sanés marcine sobre el wo pic
[ no saber mai més la nit,

que al tew costat 6 eswiida.

Above you, only flowers,

They were like 2 whice offering:

The light they shed on your body

Wll never again emanat [romn their branch.
An entite life of sweer scencs

W imparted o you with their kiss,

Yo were radiant in their light

Treasured in their shurtered glance,

If only | could have been the sigh

Of a flower—offered muself o vou, like a lily,
So that my life

Might wither upon your breast,

And never again know of the night

Which is gone forever from your presence.

Le bachelier de Salamanque (“The Salamanca Student”)
Music by Albert Roussel; poem by René Chalupt

O vas-ru, ool qui passes i tard

Dians les rues désertes de Salamangue,

Avec ta togue noire el Goguitaee,

Chae w dissimules sous a mante?

Le couvre-fou est diédfa sonné

Et depuis Jongremps, dans leurs paisibles matsans,
Les bourgeois dorment & poings fermdés.

e sais-m pas quun édit de Palcade
Ordonne de jeter en prison

Toous les donneurs de sérénads,

Que les malandrins couperent @ chaine dor.

Where are vou going, you who slink through
The deserted streets of Salamanca so late
With vour black cap and your guitar

Which you attempt te hide under vour cape?
They've already sounded the curfes

And for a long while, in their peaceful homes,
The townspeople have been asleep like babies.
Dont vou know that the Alcade has issued an edict
“liv throw inte prison

Ewery serenader,

That bandits will cut your golden chain,

— Iy —
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Fr que [a ille de ' Almirante,
Poyur qui vainement o e iourmences,
Se mogque de i, derriere sun mirador?

Espafia

And thar the daughter of the Admiral,
For whom vou uselessly torture vourself,
Laughs at you, behind her shutters?

Music by Emanuel Chabrier; poem by Engéne Adenis

A Seville, séjour

O les roses,

Sows e ciel chague jour
Sont écloses,

Al viens; I, sur nos pas,
Tout s éclairy

Le plaisir ne craint pas
La lumiere!

O soleil, ta clarté

i nous éveille

Fair éclove, & gaietd,

Ta fleur vermeille!

Clest wi seul qui remplis
[¥ardeur les dmes,

Lir cos yeus, tu los s
Aver tes Fammes!

Britkantes, comine elles,
Chue les nuits sont belles!
Lastre qui scindlle

Au ciel noir

Rit sous Ja mantille

D soir

Follow us 1o Seville, a lovely spoc
Where the roses

Bask in the sun

Ewery dav.

Al Come with us, whene ac our feet
Exerything grows bright,

For plesure doesn't fear

The light!

Oh sun, your rays

Which awaken us

Cause your vermilion flower
To burst ineo bloom with joy!
You alene can fll

Our souls with ardor,

And you created those eyes
Frenn your James.

Burning with a flame as beight as the sun,
The nights are so beutilul!

“I'he sear that vwinkles

In the black sloy

Laughs under the mantilla

OF the evening,

I —

Tas d"embre qui voile
Une seule éroile.

1es parfumes dans Tair, des chansons,
[Jes filles, des gargons,

A peine effleurant Uespace,
Senlacant,

e bergant,

[ans un songe heurew: qui passe,
Drouce fleur

Do le coeur

Garde longtemps la fraichenr,

Entendez-vous oo bruit joveus et clair?
La ville entidre est en Fre!

La banderille étincelle dans air
Lespada brille et sappréce,

Et le taurean bondit comme un éclait!

CHe! Alza! Anda!

Wiens ! les hirondelles,
O overy leurs adles,

La riante ville, au ciel pur,
A mis sa mantille d'azur...
Al sous ce ciel éclatant
Allons vivee!

Touc cnivre!

Al Clest Tl Ol

There is no shadow to veil
A single star,

There are lovely scents in the ain and songs,
And girls and boys,

“I'heir feer barely rouching the ground,
Incerowined,

Cradling one another,

Tn o balissfl, passing dream,

A swazet Hower

Whose heart

Long remaing sparkling.

[ you hear that jovous, clear sound!

The entire city is on holiday!

The banderill is shining in the air,

The dazzling roreador prepares for the bullfight,
ind the bull bounds up like a lighting balt.

O Abea! Andal

Come! The swallows

Have taken wing.

The laughing cigy with its clear sley
Has donned its deep blue mantilla. ..
Al under chis brilliant sky

Lt us go live!

Everything is intoxicaringly beaucifull

h! Lets go chere! Ol

—_—I7 —




12 Romanze (“Romance”) (from Spawische Liebeslieder)
Music by Robert Schumann; poem by Emmanuel von Geibel

Flurenreicher Ebro,
Blithendes Ufer,

AP ihr griinen Mateen,
Scharten des Waldes,
Fragee die Gelichte,

Die uncer euch ruhet,
Ob in ibrem Glhiiclee

Sie meiner gedenket.
Und ihr tauigen Peclen,
Die ihr im Frithtor

12en griimenden Rasen
Bunt mit Farben schmiicke,
Fraget die Geliebte,
Wenn sie Kiblung amer,
Ob in threm Gliicke

Sie meiner gedenket.

Ihr laubigen Pappeln,
Schimmernde Pfade,

Wo leichten Fulles

Mein Midchen wandel,
Werin sie euch begegner,
Bragr sie, Fragr sie,

O in iheem Glicke

Sie meiner gecenber,

It schowiirmenden Visgel,
[Jie den Sennenaufgang
Singend ihr begriifiee

Mit Flitenstimmen,
Frager die Geliebee,

Full-flowing Ebro,
Flowering shore,

And all you green hills,
Woodland shadows,

Aske my beloved,

Resting in your midst,

IF in her hliss

She is thinking of me.
And you, the dewy pearls
That at daybreak

Spangle the preen-growing lawns
With color,

Ask my beloved,

When she breathes in your freshness,
Ifin her bliss

She is thinking of me.
You leafy poplars,

O shimmering paths,
Where light of fout

My sweetheart teads,
When she meets you,
Ask her, asle her,

If in her bliss

She is thinking of me.
You Aurrering birds

Who greet her at sunrize
With songs

Like the sound of flutes,
Adle my heloved—

— 8 —

Dieses Uters Blume,
Ol in e Gliicke

Sie meiner gedenloer,

“I'he flower of this shore—
If in her bliss

She is chinking of me.

Four songs from Spanisches Liederbuch (“The Spanish Songbook”)
Music by Hugo Wolf; poems by Paul Heyse and Emanuel von Geibel

based on anonymous Spanish texts (13-16)

13 Liebe mir im Busen

Liebe mir im Busen ziindet cinen Brand,

Wasser, liebe Mucter, eh das Herz verbrannt!

Niche das blinde Kind sceaft fiir meine Fehle

Har zuerst die Seele mir geldihlr so lind,

Drann entflammts geschwine ach, mein Unverstands
Wasser, liehe Mutter, eh das Herz verbrannd!

Ach! Wo ist die Flut, die dem Feoer wehre?

Fiir so grofie Glu sind zu arm die Meere,

Wil es wohl mir tur wein' ich unverwandi;

Wagser, liebe Mutter, eh das Herz verbrannd!

14 Alle gingen, Herz, zur Ruh

Alle gingen, Here, zur Ruh,

alle schlafen, nur niche du

Drenn der hofnungslose Kummer
scheucht von deinem Bert den Schlummer,
und dein Sinnen schweift in sturnmer
Sorge seiner Liche zu.

Within my bosom love is kindling 2 torch,

Mather, bring me weater before my heart is consume!
Do not punish the blind boy for my faults:

At fiest he cooled my soul so gendy

Then, alas, he swiftly inflamed my folly.

Mother, bring me water before my heart is consumed!
Ah, what flovd could quench his fire?

For so preat a lame the oceans are not enough,

Since it does me pood | weep without restraing
Mother, bring me water before my heart is consimed!

All have pone to rest, heart,

All are asteep, except you.

For hopeless soreow

Banishes slumber from your bed,

And your thoughes roam in silent dejection
Tirweards their love,

— Iy —




15 Auf dem griinen Balkon
Aub dem griinen Balken mein Midchen
Schaut nach mir durcs Gitterlein,
Mit den Augen blinzelt sie freunclich, Her cyes wink invitingly,
it detn Finger sagt sie mir: Neinl But with her fnger she signals 1o me: Nol
Gliick, das nimmer ohne Wanken Foruume, that never lers the course of young love
Junger Liche folgt hienicden,
Hat mir gine Lust beschieden,
Und auch da noch mulf ich schwanken.
Schmeicheln hiir ich oder Zanken,
Komm ich an ihr Fensterlidechen.
Tmmer nach dem Brauch der Midchen

16 Komm, o Tod, von Nacht umgeben
From her green baleony my liss Komm, o Tod, von MNacht umpehen

Lok dewens ar me chwough the lacdice,

Cormne, 0 Death, shrouded in nighe,
Jeise komm wu mir gegangen, Come tovards me gently,
dafl die Lust, dich 7o amfangen,
nicht zurlick mich ruf” ins Leben.
Komm, su wie der Blitz uns rithree,
den der Donner nicht verkiinder,
his er plisezlich sich entziindet

und den Schlag gedoppelr fihirer,
Also seist du mir gegeben,

plétzlich stillend mein Verlangen,

Lest mow desite to embrace you

Should call me bacl to life,

Come as a bole of lightning mighe strike us,
Unannounced by a roar of thunder

Before it suddenly explodes ino Dames,
[Dhealing a blovw doubly strong,

Run smoothly here on carth,

IHas granted me one pleastre,
Bt even that fills me with doube.
1 hear compliments ar reproaches Thus may you be granted to me,
Sucdenly silencing my longing,
Lest my desire to embrace you
Should call me back to life.

When 1 come to her shuttered wineow,
daft dic Lust, dich =1 umfangen,
nicht surlick mich ruf” ins Leben.

It's always the way with women:

In every happiness there is a lirtle bic of pain.
Her eyes wink invitingly,

But with her finger she signals to me: Nel
Huw can she reconcile

“Ieiuft ing Gliick ein billchen Pein:
Mit den Augen blinzelt sie freundlich,
Mit dem Finger sagt sie mir: Nein!
Wie sich nur in ihr veroragen

17 De este apacible rincén de Madrid (from Ludsa Fernanda)
Music by Federico Moreno Torroba, words by Federico Romero and Guillermo Shaw

Thre Kilre, meine Gluc?

Wil in thr mein Himmel rube,

Seh ich Tiiih und Hell sich jagen.

Inn dlen Wind gehn meine Klapen,
Diafi noch nie die sife Kleine

lhre Arme schlang um meine

Doch sie hiflt mich hin so fein -

it den Augen blinzelt sie freundlich,
Wit dem Finger sagt sie mir: Mein!

Her coldness and my fire?
Singe my heaven lies in her,

I sce darkness and light persuing one another.

My laments rise up into the wind,
Because my sweer liedle darling

Ias never yer put her arms around mes;
Yet she holds me wway so gerly—
Her eves wink invitingly.

Bur with her finger she signals o me: Mol

— 2 —

e este apacible rincdn de Madrid
donde mis afios de mozo pasé
una mafiana radianee parti

sin s caudal que mi i,

Por un amor imposible

dias de eriunfo sofé

¥ la fortuna fue tan propicia

aque lo aleancé,

HCdmae olvidar el querids rincén,
donde ¢l carifio primero sentf?
Migica aurora de mi corein
dende aprendi a sofar,

Y el camino de Ja vida

yo emprendi sin mds caudal

aque b audacia por bandera

From this pesceful comer of Madrid
where [ passed my early days,

one radiane momning 1 left

with not much more than my fith.
To win an impossible love,

[ drearnt of days of triumph,

and fortune was so beneficene

that it sent me my dream.

Honw ol [ foeger the dear corner
where [ first fele the strrings of love?
A magical dawn wichin my heart
where I fiest learned to dream,

And through the pachs of life

[ set out with nothing more than
Dravery as my banner

S | a—




v un amor por ideal.

Con la fortuna me he desposado

buena compafla para ser soldade;

con ba forona por compafiera

en sus alas vuels donde ella quiera

como un remanso de paz ¥ de amor

en 1 agitadn vivir este paraje tan évacador.
i ué cosas me hace sentir!

Es la vida que vuelve de mi humilde nifiee
sienito ganas de vivida oo ver,

pero entonces yo volaba cumo un misere pardal:
v hoy mis alas ambicionan vuelos de dguila caudal.

18 De Espaiia vengo {from E nifie fuedio)

and a love for the ideal.

1 betrothed myself 1o fortune,

good company for 2 soldicr;

and with fortune for my companion,

borne an her wings 1 fly wherever she goes,

like an oasis of peace and joy

in the bustle of my life.

What chings T focll

It is the echo of life from my humble childhood
which I desire 1o live once more,

bt then 1 flew like a poor sparrow,

and nove my wings aim for the flight of the eagle!

Music by Pablo Luna; libretto by Antonio Paso and Enrique Gareia Alvarez

Die Espafia vengo, sov espafiola.

en s ojos me traigo luz de su cide
yen mi cuerpo la gracia de la manola!
Die Espafia vengo, de Espafia soy

¥ mi cara serrana Jo va diciendo.

He nacido en Espafia por donde voy:
A mi lo madrlefio, me vuelve loca

¥ cuando yo me arranco con una copla
el acento gitano de mi cancidn

tornan vida las flores de mi mancén,
D Espadia vengo, de Fspafia soy

v ni cara serrana lo va diciendo.

Yoo he nacido cn Espafia por dends voy
Campana de la Torre de Maravillas

s es que wcas a fuegn toca de prisa
miira que ardo por culpa de unes ojos

[ come fromn Spain, [am a Spﬂ.ni.sh WHOITIEL,

Inn my eyes | reflect the lighe of her shy,

And in my bady the grace of her people.

| come From Spain, 1am from Spain,

And my highlanders face proclims tw evervene,
"I'har I was born in Spain, where I'm bound.
Everything from Madrid drives me wild,

And when [ burst into song

The gypsy style of my singing

Malees the fowers of my shawl come o life.

1 come from Spain, | am from Spain,

And my highlanders face proclims to everyong,
“T'hat | was born in Spain, where U bound.
Bell of the Tower of Wonders,

[Fyou must chime the fire alarm, ring quickly:
Look, I am buming because of « pair of eves

—_—

que estoy mitande, Madre, me muero,
pot culpa de unos ojos negros, muy negros,
que los tengo “merios” dentro del alma,

¥ que son los ofazos de mi gitano,
Muriendo estoy, mi vida, por tu desvio:

e quisto ¥ no me quictes, gitno mio,
Mira que pena veme asi, despreciada,
siendo morenal

D Espafia vengn, de Espafia soy

v mi cara serrana lo va diciendo.

Cue he nacido en Espafia, por donde vov!

19 La paloma (“The Dowe™)
Music and lyrics by Sebastidn Yradier

Cuando sali de la Habana,
(Wilgame Dios!

Madie me ha visto salir
Sine fui yo,

¥ una linda Guachinanga
Alld voy yo.

Que se vino tras de mi
Que sl sefior,

Si 2 tu ventana llega una palom,
Tritala con carifio, que es mi persona,
Cuéneale tus amores, bien de mi vida,
Corénala de flores, que es cosa mia,
1! chinita que sf,

iy que datme tw amaor,

! gue vente conmigo

chinita a dénde vivo yo.

“That I censtantly sce before me, Mother, I am dying,

Because of two dark eves, eyes o Dblack

They have gone deep into my soul,

And they are the glances of my gypsy boy

T am dying , my love, from your indifference,

1 ove vou and vou don't love me, my gypsy lad.
See how painful i is to be cast aside

For my swarchy coloring!

1 comne from Spain, 1am [tom Spain,

And my highlanders face proclaims to everyone,
Thar 1 was born in Spain, where 'm bound!

When [ left Havan,

God help mel

Mo one saw me leave

But 1 lefy,

And a precey girl from Guachinanga
{there [ go)

Came along hehind me

(yes indeed).

If a dove comes w your window,

“Treat it with love, for it carries my spirit.
Tell ic of your loves, light of my life,

Crown it with flowess, for it s a part of me.
Ah, you linde darling,

Ah, give me your love,

Ah, come with me

Darling, to the place where T live,
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El dia que nos casernos The day we shosdd marry,

En L semana que hay it 1 shall he kuehing with joy
Deesde la iglesia juntitos And afier we e joined athe church,

Mo iretmos 4 dormir Wi shall go ot 1o bed

Sia ts ventana llega una paloma...

i a v comes o pour window.

— ftanslasions by Steven Blier

The Artisfs
Steven Blier, artistic director of New York Festival of Song, is also a pre-eminent
accompanist and vocal coach. He has accompanied Renée Fleming throughour
North America and Europe, including recirals ar Carnegic Hall and La Scala. His
collaboration with Cecilia Barcoli began with her first New York reciral ar Tully Hall
in 1994, and has conrinued with tours throughout the Americas, Other recital part-
ners have included Samuel Ramey, Susan Grabam, Frederica von Stade, Jessye
Norman, Woltgang Holzmair, Sybdia McMair and Arlene Augér. Since Mr. Blier co-
founded NYFOS in 1988 with Michacl Barreet, he has programmed, performed,
translated and annotated over one hundred vocal recitals spanning five centuries of
vineal music, cmbmci% art sotg, popular song, and vocal chamber music from culnires througheut the world, An
enthusiastic advocate of American song, Mr. Blier has premiered works of John Coriglians, Ned Rorenn, William
Boleom, [ohn Musto, Paul Moravee, Richard Danielpour, Tobias Picker, Robert Beaser, and Lee Hoiby, many of
themn commissioned by NYFOS, Mr. Blier s on the faculty of The Juillianl School, and mentors young recicalists
at the Wolf Trap Opera Company, Glimmerglass Opera, and the San Francisco Opera Center, He has served both
as essayist and quizmaster on the Metropolitan Opera broadeast intermissions, His writings on opera have been fra-
tured in Opers Newws and the Yol Reviers. A native News Yorker, he reccived an Honors Degree in Enplish Literarure
at Yale, where he studied piano under Alexander Farkas, He completed his musical
studies with Martin Isepp and Paul Jacobs,

Michael Barretr is co-founder and associate artistic director of the critically
acclaimed New York Festival of Song (INYFOS), He is also the CEC of Caramonr
Ceneer for Music and the Arts, and General Director of the Caramoor In-

rernarional Music Festival, In 1992 Mr. Barceer and bis wile Leslie Tombkins found-
ed The Moab Music Festival in Utah, for which he serves as music director. He has
disringuished himself as 2 conduceor with major ercheseeas here and abroad in the

symphonic, operatic, and dance repertoire. A protégé of Leonard Bemsrein, he

began his lon associacion wich the renowned conducror and composer as a student in 1982, and served as Maestro
Bernsecins assistant conductor from 1985-1990 Mr. Barrett has recorded for Koch, TER, CRI, and Drasche
Grammophon, The DG recording of The Jas of Bernsiein features Mr. Barrerr playing solo piano with Maesten




Bernstein conducting, Other discs inchude recordings of lieder and duees by Robere Schumann (with Lorraine Hunt
and Kure Ollmann; Casing Prradise by William Bolcom; Aaren Kermis réo Grearest Dance Hits; and Ned Rorems

Evidence of Things Not Seen. Born in Guam and raised in California, Mr. Barrert arrended the University of

California ar Berkeley and is a praduare of the San Francisco Conservarory of Music, where he stadicd piano with
Paul Hersh. He earned master's deprees in conducting and piano performance.

The laer Lorraine Hunt Lisherson was 4 consummare recitalist, concert singer, and

riveting operatic performer. Her repertoive ranged from the Bareque to the contem-

porary. Recopnized by Misical Amevica as the “2001 Vocalise of the Year”, and as

“Outstanding Artist of the Year 2003” by the London Gurdien, Lormine Hune

Lichemon appewed regularly in opera and concert with the worlds major opera

companies, orchestras, and conduccors. Highlights on the opera stage included

Myrle in Harbisons The Grear Gaby, and Didon in Ler Trgens at che

Metropulitan Opeta; Irene in Theodonr at Glyndebourne; Sesto in Clemenza 46 {it

and the ttle ruk, i Ko at the New York Ciy Opera; Otwavia in Cincoramagione df Pappen at the Anx Festival; and

the premiere of John Adamss & Aifa. Her many concert appearances included work with conductors including

James Levine, Esa-Pelcka Salonen, Bernard Haidink, Michael Tilson Thomas, Chistoph Eschenbach and Kent

Nagane, Lorraine Hunt Licberson's extensive discography includes Bach Cantatas (Nonesuch), the Grameny-nom-

inated Handed Avfar (Avie), Mahlers Symphony No. 2 with the San Francisco Symphony and Michael Tilson

el her husband Perer Licherson's Nevsede Somgr, recorded with the Boston Symphony

Orchestra and James Lc'\nm. (Monesuch), Ms. Humt Licberson’s recording with pianist Peter Serkin of Perer

Licberson’s Reiffe Swmgs (Bridpe) pesthumeusly won the 2007 Gramumy Award for “Best Vocal Performance” as well
as the 2006 Gramephone! WOQXRR “American Award.”

Joseph Kaiser is a rapidly rising star, having now achieved major reeoghition on the world’s epera stages, in flm,
and on recordings. Starting as Tamine in the Kenneth Branagh flm adaptation of The Magee P, released inter-
nationally in 2007, Joseph Kaiser has been widely praised for the beauty of his voice and for his innate sense of style.
Mlr, Kaiser will make his Merropolitan Opera debue in Qctober of 2007, singing Roméo in the Met’s new produe-
tion of Gounod's Remeés er fufierte, conduceed by Plicide Domingo, and the following month will sing Tamine in
Julie Taymors Meropolitan Opera production of e Mage A, Other notable upcoming performances include

Steva in feafe under James Conlon ar the Los Anpeles Opera, 2 Narraboth in Sefeme
\\uu:h Philippe Jordan at the Reoyal Opera House, Covent Garden, Mao-T5e "ling in
Nixons in Ching under Marin Alsop for Opera Colorado, and Jonas in Kaija Saariahc’s
Adyiana Mater ar the Santa Fe Opera, all company deburs. Flis busy concert schedule
includes Schumann’s Day Paradbes und die Pevi with Sir Simon Rawle and the
Philadelphia Owchestra {at the Kimmel Center and at Carnegie Hall), Berliogs
Regitienn under Donald Runnicles hoth with the tana Symphony Orchestra and the
Berlin Philharmonic, and a MNonbh American recimal our, with pianist Craig
Rutenberg, A prize winner in the 2005 Plicido Domingo Operalia Comperition,

aiser was also recognized with the Robert Jacobson Memaorial Grant by the George Londen Foundarion, and first
prizes at the Elardo Opera Competition and the Orande Opera Heine Rehfuss Singing Actor Avard.

New Yorle Festival of Song {NYFOS) is dedicated to creating intimare song concerts of preat beauty and ariginal-
ity weaving music, poetty, history and humor into unforgettable evenings of compelling theater, entertaining, edu-
gz andd creating community among performers and audiences, in a spiriv of shared advenrure.

Mo in its rwentieth season, New Yol Festival of Song (NYFOS) s dedicated ro creating intimate song con-
certs of great beauey and originalicy, weaving music, poetry; histary and humor intw unforgertable evenings of com-
pelling theater, en ing, educating and creating communicy amony performers and audiences in a spiric of
shared adventure,

Pianists Michael Barretr and Steven Blier founded New York Fescival of Song (NYFOS) in 1988 1o produce
this scrics of unique song prograns, each unified by a theme, drawing wgecher rarely-heard songs of all kinds, over-
riding readlitional distinctions herween “high” and “low” performance genres, exploring the characrer and linguage
ol ether cultures, and the personal voices of song compusers and lyricists.

Since its founding, NYFOS has particularly celebrated American song, featuring premieres and commissions
of new American works, and has produced five recordings on the Koch label, including a Grammy Award-winning
disc of Bersiein’s A and Barearodles, and the Grammy-nominated recording of Ned Roremn's Evidenee of The
Mo Seews an New World Records. NYFOS' concert series, louting programs, radio broadcasts, reconlings, and edu-
carinmal activities have inspired a new interest in the creacive possibilitics of the song program, and have inspired the
creation of thematic vocal series around the weld,




Producers: Karen Chester and Travid Starobin

Engineer: David Smiith, Tiiton Sound.

Mastering Engineer: Adam Abeshouse

Reconded in concert at the Caramoor Festval, July 9, 2004

Design: Sharon Les Ryder : :

Photo Credits: Cover: Steven Blier Mld\ael Barcs and Joseph Kaisar: D:Lno Acosta;

T orraine Licherson: Anne-Marie Le Blé; Inside: Steven Blier: Tess Steinkolk: Michael -

Batrett and Joseph Kaiser; Bario Acost; Lerrame Lieherson; Michael Wilson

Annotator: Steven Blice

Acknowledgements: M. Blier oIfers the folicmng 3cknowledgemems

I would like'to thank Malcolm Blier svho penetously edited the texts and
- teanslations; Alvaro Rodriguer who assisted me with the Caralan pocins: and James Russell

who provided imvaluable services as edicor and sounding hoard. All thres have gorde. =
dgile—eagle eves—and [ am deeply gratcfinl for their experrise. Bndge Recotds wishes to

thiank Peter Lieberson: Karen Chester and Tom Lazarus:
- For Bridge Records: Barbara Bersito, Natalie Bersito, Donglas H. Holly. Alesis Napoi.iellc.
Biad Napoliella, Chatlie Post; Doron Schiichter, and Robers Starobin i
Exective Producers: Elizabeth Hurwice, New York Festival of Song,. inc Becky ‘immbm, ;
Bridge Records, Ine: o
Bridge Records, Inc,

200 Clinton Ave, Neiv Ronhe]le, Ny 10801
* For information abotit Bridge releases and 1o joln our mailing list

Email Bndgcm,@bndgerecords com www.Brideerecordsicom



