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ANTHONY BRANDT



THE MUSIC
The emphasis for many composers in the middle of the 20th century was on stylistic purity. The reward for
this was strong, singular visions of what music could be and do. The drawback was that it was difficult to
find a comprehensive musical spirit, emotional and dramatic, like those of the great masters of the past.

Composers of our time live in a more eclectic period. It is more difficult to come up with anything truly
new, so what they do is assemble things that are known; how you do that becomes your style. The advantage
is that this opens up new possibilities for greater expressive richness—now a composer is looking at a
palette of opportunities out of which to construct a vision of the world—everything from traditional harmony
to chance procedures. The drawback is that the resulting collages can sound haphazard. In my own music,
I love collaborations, because this provides the perfect motive to draw things into the music that might not
otherwise be there. And the next step, for me, is to develop a unified argument out of diverse sources and
influences, to create something out of these materials that is coherent.

—Anthony Brandt, in conversation with Richard Dyer

Opera is a plural word for a singular phenomenon—a unique ar t form fused out of music, text, and the
theatrical arts. Writing an opera has been an obsession for Brandt for many years, but the opportunity did
not arise until 2005, when he was 44.

Sarah Rothenberg, artistic director of the chamber music presenter Da Camera of Houston, asked Brandt for
a new piece. He took a bold leap and asked if he could write a chamber opera, and Rothenberg, leaping along,
replied, “Go for it.’’

The situation, and the budget, called for something practical, a chamber opera, a subgenre with a
distinguished history going back to the origins of opera. The earliest operas were in fact chamber operas, and
several major operatic composers wrote them in later eras—Mozart and Donizetti, for example, and
Offenbach made his career writing them. The subgenre flourished again in the middle the 20th century;
Benjamin Britten’s The Rape of Lucretia, The Turn of the Screw, Albert Herring, and his trilogy of church
operas set an example of practicality that many subsequent composers have followed in their own individual
voices and styles. It often takes decades for big operas to enter the mainstream repertory because they are
expensive to produce, and important opera houses are by definition conservative—no one 50 years ago could
have anticipated the hold the operas of Janacek now have on the public imagination. It took years for some
of Britten’s big operas like Gloriana and Billy Budd to command the attention of international theaters, but the
chamber operas shot round the world instantly. Brandt’s enigmatic and enthralling The Birth of Something,
on a libretto by Will Eno represents an important, elegant, and highly personal contribution to the genre.

Brandt thought it would be best not to go with a famous pre-existing story, but instead to find someone
to create a libretto especially for the occasion. Edward Albee was teaching at the University of Houston, so
Brandt contacted the playwright and asked if there was anyone he could recommend for the project. Albee
suggested Will Eno, whom he has described as “one of the finest younger playwrights I’ve come across in
a number of years. His work is inventive, disciplined and, at the same time, wild and evocative.” Brandt read
some of Eno’s plays and was captivated. “This was exactly the voice I was looking for, concise and poetic,
metaphysical but also down-to earth.’’

Brandt flew to New York to meet Eno and the two men hit it off; the playwright was relatively new to opera,
so Brandt shared his enthusiasm for Don Giovanni, Pelleas et Melisande, and Wozzeck. As they sat at dinner,
they even devised a potential scenario built around a trial in small claims court.

In the subsequent weeks neither was satisfied with how that particular scheme was working out, but one
day out of the blue, Eno called and said, “I’ve come up with something,’’ and it was The Birth of Something.
“He left everything we had worked out together behind,” Brandt recalls, “and arrived at something that was
himself, and what was exactly what I was looking for. I set his text verbatim and never changed a word.”

The plot of this five-act 30-minute piece is eventful—it includes a birth, a suicide, a love-death. But the
plot is also skeletal, and almost irrelevant; it is subservient to character. Two people, a man and a woman,
appear in the setting of a theater or opera house; they are apparently singers. They find that the universe of
opera makes sense, while their own lives do not; Eno might have entitled the piece Two Characters in Search
of an Opera. Both of them aspire to lives that might be worthy of opera; they keep reminding each other that
they are only ordinary. These are characters that have to make do with less (suicide by toy sword, with a
red ribbon for blood); without heroic dimensions and a sense of destiny’s force, they are incomplete—and
so, in a way, is the instrumental ensemble, which is limited to a string quartet with percussion. 

The two people are in some respects alike, in others profoundly incompatible; the baritone is larger than
life, theatrical; he never wants you to forget he’s all there, upfront, and thoroughly present. He rises higher
and falls farther than the woman– she is a more intimate, chamber-music figure.

Lying behind the piece are various influences, including Brandt’s favorite operas, of course, but also
some surprising things. He remembers a class at the Tanglewood Music Center with the film composer John
Williams, who spoke of a process he called “threading.’’ Williams pointed out that you never hear the full
E.T. theme until the flying scene, but it has been hinted at, note by note, in earlier scenes so that the audience
is subconsciously building it up in its collective mind. 

The same process is at work in Wagner. Brandt recalls renting a DVD of Das Rheingold while working on
his own opera. “It fascinated me,’’ he says. “In the production I watched, the entire cast is always on stage,



even when they are not singing; they look like a chamber-ensemble. And that is how the music is working,
as Wagner takes this incredibly restricted catalogue of interlocking motives, expanding, contracting, bending
and combining them.”

So The Birth of Something, a miniature meta-opera, is based on procedures Wagner devised to hold a 13-hour,
four-opera cycle together. An intricate maze underlies The Birth of Something, and to create it, Brandt did
not compose the music in order, instead moving back and forth across the scenes, creating connections, a
tiny turn of phrase in Act 1 becoming a big moment in Act 3; a chord heard when the baby is born in Act 1
reappears in Act 4 when the man who has committed suicide comes back to life again.

For this reason, Brandt did not compose the witty prologue until he had finished the rest of the opera—
in a paradoxical sense this important part of the groundwork could not be laid until the elaborations of
structure were complete.

And the prologue also contains a surprise—direct allusions to the operas the characters are talking
about, as well as to some they do not mention. Brandt says he had never used quotations or allusions in
any of his previous music, but they were inevitable here, and he admits he enjoyed picking out ideas and
“melding them together.”

So bits of Carmen, The Barber of Seville, Boris Godunov, The Dialogues of the Carmelites, Salome, The
Threepenny Opera, Madama Butterfly, Wozzeck, and Faust flutter by, most often wildly out of context. The piece
begins with the music Wagner found for the opening of Das Rheingold, music that depicts the primordial
depths of the Rhine, but here heard in a different key, tempo and register, and with a wholly different Affekt.
After the prologue, such allusions are rare, but there is an unexpected wink in the direction of The Phantom
of the Opera. But the haunting resonances of The Birth of Something go far beyond that reference; it is the
originality of the piece that sticks with you. These people are traveling down a well-worn path, but the more
they think for themselves, the more they veer off that path. “The more personal the music becomes,’’ Brandt
says, “the more dissonant it gets. They are trying to be themselves, to create their own material, out of the
operatic culture they have received.’’ 

Brandt is attempting to do the same thing as his characters, and he is more successful than they are. He
says he found writing this opera more satisfying and more fun than anything else he has composed to date.
“I can’t wait to write another one,” he says, and anyone who has been captivated by the elusive charms and
disturbing depths of The Birth of Something can’t wait until he does.

This first CD devoted to Brandt’s music complements the chamber opera with two earlier vocal works—
Creeley Songs, a cycle of six songs on poems by Robert Creeley for soprano and piano (1999) and The
Dragon and the Undying (2004), a pair of songs for soprano and string quartet on poems by Siegfried

Sassoon. Whenever Brandt decides to write a vocal piece, he reads poetry extensively, and as soon as he
finds what he’s looking for, he says, he “reads the text over and over again until I hear music in my head.
As soon as I find even one little aural image, I get excited because then I know where to go.”

Binding these works—and the opera—together are the voice of the composer, questioning the texts,
commenting on them, embodying them, and the voice of Brandt’s wife, the soprano Karol Bennett. All of Brandt’s
vocal music to date has been written for her pellucid timbre, confident and consummate musicianship, and
profound interpretive gifts. Bennett and Brandt met at a concert of the Griffin Music Ensemble, a Boston-
based new music ensemble of which Brandt was a founding member. Bennett was singing a premiere of a
work by the late Arlene Zallman. “It was love at first sight. Twenty years and three children later, I still love
composing for her,” Brandt says.

Brandt wrote The Dragon and the Undying on a commission from the Bowdoin International Music Festival
to celebrate its 40th season; it was written for Bennett and the Cassatt String Quartet, and dedicated to Lewis
Kaplan, Brandt’s mentor during the six summers he spent at Bowdoin as a young violinist and fledgling com-
poser. He chose to set two World War I poems by the British writer Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967). Sassoon
was a heroic and much-decorated soldier; he also wrote so realistically about war that he became famous
as an anti-war poet.  In 2004, angered by the Iraq War, Brandt chose to set two of his poems. “I was struck
by how Sassoon had made a lofty poetic situation about such a horrible phenomenon,’’ Brandt says.

The paired poems are both complementary and contrasting. Each is a variant on the traditional sonnet,
although “Slumber Song’’ is unconventional both in rhythm and in the absence of rhyme. The first section
of the first poem depicts the furious and destructive dragon of war; the eight lines that follow depict the slain
victims of war, who are likened to 

dawn-lit trees, with arms upflung,
To hail the burning heavens they left unsung.

Sassoon develops the contrast over the course of the poem; Brandt presents the conflict from the first bars,
in which, he writes, the upper strings of the quartet are trying to remain calm, while the lower strings are
“creating a disturbance.’’ The vocal writing is spacious and grandiloquent, almost, you might say, operatic
—the range is wide (more than two octaves in a single phrase) and the line turns self-importantly florid
when we learn that the dragon sings. But there is also an element of irony here; later on, the dead, too, are
“vocal,’’ but the singing of the slain is plain and unadorned. The music for the whole second part of the poem
moves from desolation to a tender, compassionate tranquility.



“Slumber Song’’ continues this quiet mood—and the slumberer is clearly a slain soldier. The lullabye is also
a prayer:

And there shall be no memory of the sky,
Nor sunlight with its cruelty of swords.

The music is a chorale, slow both in tempo and in harmonic movement. And while the song of the Dragon
seemed to want to destabilize the most stable of musical intervals, the octave, the vocal line here is built on
octaves that suggest an open timelessness.

Robert Creeley (1926-2008) was an American poet admired for the colloquial ease and evocative con-
cision of his work. Some of the poems in Creeley Songs are only a few words long—the opening text, The
Drums, is only 18 words; Time, the fifth song, repeats the same question “What happened to her’’ three
times, but in different line lengths and therefore different rhythms and degrees of puzzlement or desperation.
“I love these poems because they are so aphoristic,” Brandt says. “The language is so plain. Each word
makes perfect sense, but when you put them together, their sense somehow falls apart.”

The first song, “The Drums,’’ Brandt sets as a trenchant march, and you can hear the pulse of drums in
the piano accompaniment. The key word, the big otherworldly poetic surprise in the prosaic discourse is
“heaven,’’ and the soprano line expands on it, repeating the word nine times with increasing emphasis and
ecstatic floridity before coming back down to earth for the monotone conclusion, “or so I remember.’’

The second song, “After Mallarmé,’’ is an exercise in understatement; most of the vocal line stays within
a restricted range both of pitch and of dynamics; the strongest emphasis is mezzo forte. The poem is about
stillness; movement is a necessity of music, but this movement seems almost unwilling, weighted down by
the supersaturated harmonies.

“I Know a Man’’ is a startling poem; colloquial conversation suddenly turns philosophical (what can we
do against the darkness that surrounds us?) and then jocular: the only response to our existential dilemma
is to buy a new car. For this Brandt has found a motoric rhythmic figure that runs throughout the song but
changes character as the words and thoughts of the speaker(s) do; towards the end the music revs up the
engine and guns the motor through a series of trills, but then it tells us that buying a new car is not the
answer to an existential dilemma, no matter how determinedly we want it to be.

“As You Come’’ is another quiet song, accompanied by an undulant, evocative harmony. The motion is
gentle. At first the “you’’ addressed in the poem comes down the road; the road, in turn, swings slowly left,
bringing a view of the sea, which its own turn stretches to an indefinite “west’’ and ultimately the sea in turn
“sounds out’’ into a certain infinity. It might be possible to view this as a dramatic discovery; the music,
instead, presents this journey as a natural continuum of experience.

“Time,” the fifth song, is the shortest, only seven bars, but the internal variety is considerable. The
accompaniment is a rush of anxiety, but the score directs the singer to deliver the question “What happened
to her” first in an “off-handed, mildly concerned” manner; then “with stronger but controlled anguish.’’ The
next repetition is “severe, dispassionate,’’ and the last is “more urgently, perhaps exasperated.’’

The final song by far is the longest of the set, just over six minutes. The poem begins with the quotidian
rhythms of the shutting of a door, the opening of a window, then moves on to the vast rhythms of nature and
then to the ultimate questions about death in the midst of life and life emerging again from death. This is an
intensely personal response to the impersonal rhythms of nature and human experience; the only continuity
consists of going on—properly speaking, the song and the poem shouldn’t end. The poet closes by bringing
back the opening images, now presented in a larger context—the door closing on darkness, or perhaps
creating it; the window opening on light. The music operates through a flexible but inexorable rhythm, and
the anxious repetitions of the text in the vocal line make the dimension of human response to inevitable
change implied by the poem explicit; sometimes the singer’s delivery is almost a wail of protest—at other
points there is a measure of acceptance. The music gives a different but equally compelling pace to the
rhythms of the text.

In all of his work, Brandt is intently focused on structure, on how music moves from one place to another,
arrives someplace or, in this instance, how it turns around itself. “The 20th-century’s gift to the world is some
wonderful confusions,” he says. “We no longer need to think in a linear fashion about everything. Relationships
of every kind are fractured and frictional. Nevertheless, unity is very important to me: Harmony can make things
cohere; and my vocal music is motivically driven, just like chamber music—that is always my strategy. My
own reaction to music is like the process of buying a house. Something hits you immediately when you see
it during the walkthrough, and then you know you belong there. But you also really need to live there for
awhile to understand the place. In music, the unities are hopefully what make you want to stay.”

—Richard Dyer

Richard Dyer wrote about music in The Boston Globe for 33 years; since his retirement from journalism, he
has been busy writing podcasts for the Boston Symphony Orchestra, teaching, and lecturing.



MAN: (Interrupting.) Oh, I’d hardly say I’m a doctor,
although I play one in the opera halls—singing songs
like this. My advice is: get some rest, take some pills,
wait some years, save your voice, and then just try
to forget it. We could easily drag this out, fill in the
blanks, but, in the end, life is life, is life is life, and
people just don’t have time.
WOMAN: Doctor, please, all I ask—(MAN drops his
phone, takes off his white doctor’s coat.) All I ask,
all I’ve ever wanted, is... what?, I wonder. A name?
A role? Is there anyone there, at either end? Oh
world, oh world, oh world. We come into the cold,
covered in blood—naked and blank and nameless.
With the exception of some exceptions, we leave it
much the same. We listen in the night for meaning-
fulness, for a narrative, a piece of lullaby in the dark.
(Pause, as she listens for meaningfulness, a piece
of lullaby in the dark.) I am waiting for a sign, for a
sound to soothe the savage me, almost anything
will do, the slightest sound, any word, anyone? 
We hear the pre-recorded sound a telephone makes
when left off-the-hook. Three tones, perhaps fol-
lowed by music which mimics the speech: “There
appears to be a receiver off the hook. If you would
like to make a call, please hang up, and try again.”

ACT III: Years Later
WOMAN puts on a pajama top, takes out a magazine.
She reads, almost throughout, not paying too much
attention. MAN reluctantly puts on a pajama top.
WOMAN: Well, everything seems to finally be fine.
All is quiet, all is well.

MAN: (He puts on a crown.) Through the smoke
and windows and darkness, I see horses in the dis-
tance, unruly peasants at the gate. Torches and
horsemen and cannons, pain and humiliation ahead.
WOMAN: We all have our troubles, our thoughts,
our fates. Our visions, revisions, and envisionings,
of the lives we wish we’d lead.
MAN: (He takes off the crown, pulls out an axe.) A
simple woodsman, I. A simple country, mine. A simple
life of forestry, a simple death and burial, and that’s
the end of me.
WOMAN: Wouldn’t it be lovely, to be reduced to such
simplicity. Such elegant economy, with reference to
identity. 
MAN: (He pulls out a telescope.) Over shining seas
will we sail, over dolphins and whales, over bones
and rotting hulls of sunken rotting ships, until we
can say, until we can sing, “Land ho, Land ho! Terra
firma, solid ground! Our lonely years at sea are
done. No more queasiness or uneasiness, no more
squalls or spray or doubt. My God, my darling, my
captain, I’m saying and singing “Land ho, Land ho.”
WOMAN: Did you remember to walk the dog?
MAN: (Pause.) I can’t stand it, any longer.
WOMAN: (Looking up from magazine.) You can’t
stand what, any longer? (Drops magazine to her side,
strides forth, strikes dramatic pose.) These feature-
less days in a featureless world? We featureless people
in a featureless life, with all this fluff and nothing racing
by? And the fact that you are not at sea, and not at
war, and not even one with yourself? Is it that, my
darling, what you can’t stand? Or is it something else?

THE TEXTS

THE BIRTH OF SOMETHING
Libretto by Will Eno

Setting: Theatre or opera hall

PROLOGUE
WOMAN: We are not beneath the sun, nor rowing
boats, nor are we in Egypt. This is not Seville, in
Spain, nor ancient Ethiopia.
MAN: And it’s not the Russian steppe, or gay Paris,
or rainy streets in London. And it’s not a barbershop
and I am not a barber.
WOMAN: And I am not a merry widow, a butterfly,
or in love with John-the-Baptist. Nor am I a gypsy
girl, selling cigarettes and dying. 
MAN: And I am no philosopher, no matador, no sea
captain from Holland. You won’t see me die some
death, on a knee, bleeding bloody vengeance. 
WOMAN: No. We are just ourselves, pretending to
be us. No fancy sets, or Viking ships, no costumes
like you’ve never seen.
MAN: We are—again—just us. And we are in an
opera. Or we are pretending we are. You will come,
on your own, to your own conclusion. We don’t
have much time, before we are gone, so why don’t
we get going.
Very brief musical interlude. 

ACT I: The Birth of Something
MAN puts on a cardigan sweater, pulls out a cigar,
perhaps has some helium balloons. WOMAN picks
up a bundled-up blanket, messes up her hair.
WOMAN: It’s a boy.
MAN: (Peers into the blanket.) And so it is.
WOMAN: Wait, I’m wrong, it is a girl.
MAN: (Peering again into the blanket.) Well,
whichever, it’s a start.

ACT II: Trouble in the Night.
WOMAN neatens her hair, puts on a necklace. MAN
puts on a white doctor’s coat. They each are holding
telephone handsets, both of which are connected
by about six feet of telephone cord.
MAN: It is very very late.
WOMAN: I am so sorry to call so late, but something
isn’t right. I would have called you earlier, but, at that
time, as far as I knew, there wasn’t anything wrong. 
MAN: This is normal, although it’s rare, and yet it’s not
unusual. But it is very very late, in terms of human
history, to take someone’s time, and make someone
worry, when he was trying to sleep. But forgetting all
that, forgiving all that, may I ask to whom I am speaking?
WOMAN: The Queen of Spain, or Joan of Arc, or Lady
Macbeth, or Nobody. You are speaking to no one, at all.
MAN: Now I think I understand. Your identity is in
jeopardy, you don’t know who you are. 
WOMAN: Doctor, yes, I think you’re right, and I think
I might be—



ACT V: The Last
MAN and WOMAN stand, very close.
WOMAN: I wish I were the queen of somewhere, that
winter were coming, armies were marching, my people
were starving—I wish that more were happening.
I wish I could become all the things I am now not.
MAN: We all wish things were different.
WOMAN: I wish my heart were broken and that I
could not go on. I’m dying, I’m dying. I can’t go on,
because of my love. My love, I cannot go on. (She dies.)
MAN: And so we come unto the end. Be glad, I guess,
it is only pretend. Whatever this was, however it
ended, we should be glad it was only pretended.
END
© 2004 Will Eno All rights reserved

THE DRAGON AND THE UNDYING
By Siegfried Sassoon

The Dragon and the Undying
All night the flares go up; the Dragon sings
And beats upon the dark with furious wings;
And, stung to rage by his own darting fires,
Reaches with grappling coils from town to town;
He lusts to break the loveliness of spires,
And hurls their martyred music tumbling1 down.

Yet, though the slain are homeless as the breeze,
Vocal are they, like storm-bewilder’d seas.
Their faces are the fair, unshrouded night,
And planets are their eyes, their ageless dreams.

Tenderly swooping earthward from their height,
They wander in the dusk with chanting streams,
And they are the dawn-lit trees, with arms up-flung,
To hail the burning heavens they left unsung.
1Sassoon: “toppling”

Slumber-Song
Sleep; and my song shall build about your bed
A paradise of dimness. You shall feel
The folding of tired wings; and peace will dwell
Throned in your silence: and one hour shall hold
Summer, and midnight, and immensity
Lulled to forgetfulness. For, where you dream,
The stately gloom of foliage shall enbower
Your slumbering thought with tapestries of blue.
And there shall be no memory of the sky,
Nor sunlight with its cruelty of swords.
But, to your soul that sinks from deep to deep
Through drowned and glimmering colour, Time shall be
Only slow rhythmic swaying; and your breath;
And roses in the darkness; and my love.

From Siegfried Sassoon: The Collected Poems, 1908-1956
© 1947, 1961. Reprinted by permission of Faber and 
Faber Limited, London.

MAN: No, that’s it. (Brief pause.) And it’s something
else. What about the child? Shouldn’t that have
changed things? Wasn’t there some drama there? A
death, a life, a problem? An aria? A little ditty, at the
very least? I thought that I was the father of some-
thing. I was sure I had an opera in me somewhere.
WOMAN: No, I’m sorry, my darling, no. Our lives
are oversimplified, and we are oversimple. Not
everything is a tragedy, suitable for the stage. It
seems that time goes by in days and weeks and the
only dark thing is the night. There is barely time for
us to say “There is barely time for us to sing.”
Music here as if to suggest a pause. As if to sug-
gest that big big things are being contemplated.
WOMAN begins reading magazine again. Suddenly,
MAN pulls out a toy sword.
MAN: Well then so I say Goodbye. I would rather be
nothing than be rushed, and would rather do some-
thing than not. Good Night, Good Luck, and Good
Riddance, as I bid adieu to all of you—as I give up
the ghost who was me. (He raises the sword, which
is tiny and ridiculous.) 
WOMAN: No!
MAN: Yes!
WOMAN: No!
MAN: I see your point, but, No! This is for all things
I never did, for the people I never was, the costumes
I never wore, the scenery I never chewed, for this
story of our so-called lives, that never coalesced.
This is, in the end, because I am neither here nor
there, neither happy nor not. 

(He stabs himself in the heart, slowly pulls a long
red piece of silk out of his breast pocket. It keeps
coming and coming. “Blood” is everywhere. He
goes to one knee, dies.)
WOMAN: (Staring straight ahead. She looks up from
her magazine, in tears, or close to it.) There are
things you will not know for years, until, one day,
one day in one year, you finally finally do. People die
and people leave and speeches end and music
stops and—inevitably and regrettably—you finally
come to know the simple things you never knew.
Such as this, very plainly and unadornedly: It is
lonely being alone.
Music: Note ending this act is sustained, for an
almost inhumanly long time, into the next act.

ACT IV: Autopsy
WOMAN puts on white doctor’s coat that MAN wore
earlier. MAN lies on a table. She looks over the body
and speaks into a pocket tape-recorder.
WOMAN: This is very strange, a mystery of myster-
ies. Signs of trauma, but, not of life. Signs of
upheaval, meaningless strife, in evidence in the
body. A toy-sword wound, an unsung song, the
remains of a performance.
MAN: (He rises.) It’s true, it’s true, I never knew,
what I was representing. Goodbye, again, to life,
again. I really am so sorry. (He settles back down.)
WOMAN: I sometimes think that life is too large to
put into words, and then set to music, and then,
orchestrate, at all.



THE COMPOSER
Composer Anthony Brandt (b. 1961) earned his degrees from California Institute of the
Arts and Harvard University. His honors include a Koussevitzky Commission from the
Library of Congress and grants from the National Endowment for the Arts, Meet-the-
Composer, the New England Foundation for the Arts, the Houston Arts Alliance and the
Margaret Fairbank Jory Copying Assistance Program. He has been a fellow at the
Wellesley Composers Conference, the Tanglewood Institute, the MacDowell Colony and
the Djerassi Resident Artists Colony. He has been a Visiting Composer at the Bowdoin

International Festival, the Bremen Musikfest in Germany, Baltimore’s New Chamber Arts Festival,
Southwestern University, SUNY- Buffalo and Cleveland State University and Composer-in-Residence of
Houston’s OrchestraX and the International Festival of Music in Morelia, Mexico. 

He composed the score for the documentary Crucible of the Millennium, which was nationally broadcast
on PBS. The program was awarded “Platinum Award—Best in Show” at the Aurora International Film and
Video Festival, and has also won awards from AXIOM, the United States International Film and Video Festival
and CHRIS. 

Dr. Brandt is co-founder and Artistic Director of the Houston-based contemporary music ensemble
Musiqa. Musiqa has earned national awards from the National Endowment for the Arts, the Aaron Copland
Fund and the Argosy Foundation Fund for Contemporary Music and been featured on National Public Radio’s
All Things Considered.

Dr. Brandt is the author of the innovative, web-based music appreciation course “Sound Reasoning”
(www.soundreasoning.org) created for the Connexions Project. “Sound Reasoning” was awarded an Access
to Artistic Excellence Grant from the National Endowment for the Arts in 2005. Among his other interests,
Dr. Brandt lectures frequently on music and the mind. He has also written liner notes for Albany, Bridge and
New World Records.

Dr. Brandt is an Associate Professor of Composition at Rice University’s Shepherd School of Music. He
was awarded the University’s George R. Brown Award for Superior Teaching in 2007 and the Phi Beta Kappa
Teaching Prize in 2001. Previously, he held visiting positions at Harvard University, Tufts University and
Massachusetts Institute of Technology.

CREELEY SONGS

The Drums
how are you harry the
last time we met it was
in heaven
surely
or so I remember

After Mallarmé
Stone,
like stillness,
around you my
mind sits, it is

a proper form
for 
it, like
stone, like

compression itself,
fixed fast,
grey,
without a sound.

I Know a Man
As I sd to my 
friend, because I am
always talking,—John, I

sd, which was not his
name, the darkness sur-
rounds us, what

can we do against
it, or else, shall we &
why not, buy a goddamn big car,

drive, he sd, for
christ’s sake, look
out where yr going

As You Come
As you come down
the road, it swings
slowly left and the sea
opens below you,
west. It sounds out.

Time
What happened to her
and what happened to her
and what happened to her?

The Rhythm
It is all a rhythm,
from the shutting 
door, to the window
opening,

the seasons, the sun’s 
light, the moon,
the oceans, the 
growing of things,

the mind in men
personal, recurring
in them again,
thinking the end

is not the end, the
time returning,
themselves dead but
someone else coming.

If in death I am dead,
then in life also
dying, dying…
And the women cry and die.

The little children 
Grow only to old men.
The grass dries,
the force goes.

But is met by another
returning, oh not mine,
not mine, and 
in turn dies.

The rhythm which projects
from itself continuity
bending all to its force
from window to door,
from ceiling to floor,
light at the opening,
dark at the closing.

From Robert Creeley: Complete Poems
© 1983 Regents of the University of
California. Reprinted by permission.



Her recording of music of Earl Kim with the Metamorphosen Chamber Orchestra was chosen for the
“Critics’ Choices: Classical Music, 2001” by The New York Times. She has recorded for the New World,
Bridge, Archetypes, Newport Classics and Arsis labels.

Michael Chioldi is one of the world’s premiere operatic baritones. Known for his “riveting
stage presence and beautiful, powerful voice” (The New York Times), he has performed leading
roles across the United States and throughout the world. He made his Metropolitan Opera
debut in 1996 with Luciano Pavarotti, and has also performed with the San Francisco Opera,
Houston Grand Opera, New York City Opera (more than 150 performances from ‘99-’09), Santa
Fe Opera, Washington National Opera (conducted by Placido Domingo ‘04), Los Angeles Opera,
San Diego Opera, Spoleto USA, Minnesota Opera, Glimmerglass Opera, Macau International

Music Festival China, L’Opera de Montpellier in France, Opera de Oviedo in Spain, Tokyo Japan (tour with Maestro
Seiji Ozawa), Canada’s Opera Atelier, the Stadtteater Pforzheim in Germany and numerous other companies.

Of his debut as the title role in Der Fliegende Hollander, Orpheus International Magazine praised him as
“authoritative and tonally burnished. Mr Chioldi as the Hollander gave a Bayreuth-worthy performance. This
amazing young singer has a huge Wagnerian career ahead of him.” 

He starred as Sharpless in New York City Opera’s Emmy Award Winning Madama Butterfly, broadcast
nationwide on PBS. Mr. Chioldi as the US Consulate was, “focused, forceful, and sympathetic. He gave
Sharpless a soul.”(The New York Post)

Mr. Chioldi’s awards include The Metropolitan Opera National Council, Puccini Foundation, Pavarotti
Competition, Gerda Lissner Foundation, Miami Competition and the MacAllister Awards. Mr. Chioldi is recorded
on Sony Classical, BMG, Decca, Accord, and Newport Classics labels. 

The role of Man in The Birth of Something was written especially for Mr. Chioldi.

Music at pianist Brian Connelly’s performances span an unusually broad range of his-
torical and modern repertoires. Born in Detroit, he attended the University of Michigan,
where he studied with pianists Gyorgy Sandor and Theodore Lettvin. Mr. Connelly has
premiered works by a host of contemporary composers including William Albright, Karim
Al-Zand, Derek Bermel, William Bolcom, Anthony Brandt, Paul Cooper, David Diamond,
Ross Lee Finney, and many others. 

Known for his affinity for the works of Olivier Messiaen, Connelly has performed
Messiaen’s Vingt Regards sur l’Enfant-Jésus and Catalogue d’Oiseaux for piano, the complete songs
cycles, Oiseaux exotiques with chamber orchestra, and the Trois petites liturgies de la Présence Divine.

THE PLAYWRIGHT
Playwright Will Eno is a Guggenheim Fellow, a Helen Merrill Playwriting Fellow, and a
Fellow of the Edward F. Albee Foundation. The Flu Season premiered at The Gate Theatre
in London and then opened in New York where it won the Oppenheimer Award (2004) for
best debut by an American playwright. His play Thom Pain (based on nothing) was a
finalist for the 2005 Pulitzer Prize in Drama. His collection of short plays Oh, the Humanity
and other good intentions was produced at the Flea Theater in New York in November
2007. An excerpt of his play Tragedy: a tragedy appeared in the June 2006 issue of

Harper’s Magazine. Tragedy: a tragedy had its U.S. premiere at Berkeley Rep Theatre in March of 2008. His
plays are published by Oberon Books, in London, and by TCG and Playscripts, in the United States. 

THE PERFORMERS
Hailed for her “sumptuous sound, wrenching poignancy, and faultless musicianship” (The
New York Times,) “resonant focus, glimmering tone and creamy fluidity” (The Los Angeles
Times), and “ravishing tone and fire of imagination” (The Boston Globe), soprano Karol
Bennett has been heard worldwide in lieder, oratorio, opera, and new music. Ms. Bennett’s
honors include the Pro Musicis International Award, an Ar tistic Ambassadorship, a
fellowship from the Bunting Institute of Radcliffe College and a Duo Recitalists Grant from
the National Endowment for the Arts. 

Ms. Bennett has appeared as soloist with the Houston Symphony, the St. Paul Chamber Orchestra, the
San Francisco Contemporary Music Players, Da Camera of Houston, the Quarteto Latino-Americano, the Boston
Masterworks Chorale, Boston Cecilia, Collage, Boston Musica Viva, the Borromeo, Cassatt, Chiara, Enso-,
Flux, Maia and Mendelssohn String Quartets and numerous other ensembles. Operatic highlights include the
title role in the Russian premiere of Pélleas et Melisande conducted by Sarah Caldwell. An accomplished
lieder singer, she has performed a televised concert from the Opéra Comique in Paris, as well as recitals in
France, Rome, Moscow, the Far East, Mexico, and throughout the United States. Ms. Bennett has participated
at the international festivals of Marlboro, Bowdoin, San Luis Obispo, Round Top and Morelia, Mexico. 

Ms. Bennett is celebrated as an interpreter of contemporary music, including numerous works written
especially for her. She has given acclaimed performances of 20th-century classics such as Arnold
Schoenberg’s Pierrot Lunaire, Leonard Bernstein’s “Kaddish” Symphony, Luciano Berio’s Folk Songs and
Milton Babbitt’s Philomel. Her pre-recorded voice is a centerpiece of Tod Machover’s Brain Opera, which
was premiered at New York’s Lincoln Center and is now on permanent exhibition in Vienna.



Since its formation in 1990, the Maia Quartet, Quartet-in-Residence at
the University of Iowa, has established itself nationally as an ensemble of
innovation and versatility. Praised by critics for its “sparkling musical
intelligence, the quartet has appeared in major concert halls throughout
the U.S. and abroad, including New York’s Alice Tully Hall, Merkin Hall
and the 92nd Street Y, Washington D.C.’s Kennedy Center, Beijing’s
Forbidden City Concert Hall and the Aspen Music Festival’s Harris Hall. 

Recognized for its innovative approach to programming and outreach, the Quartet is the recipient of a
2006-07 Chamber Music America Extended Residency Grant. The Maia Quartet has brought its passion for
music to children across the United States and abroad under the auspices of such organizations as the
Starling Foundation, Young Audiences, Inc. and the Midori Foundation. The Quartet has enjoyed return
engagements with Chamber Music Northwest, the Aspen Music Festival and the Austin Chamber Music
Center. The Quartet’s summer teaching engagements have included residencies at the Great Wall
International Music Academy in Beijing, China, Interlochen Arts Camp, the Austin Chamber Music Festival,
and the Thurnauer Chamber Music Camp in Tenafly, New Jersey. 

The Maia Quartet was formed at the Cleveland Institute of Music and subsequently received a fellowship
to attend the Peabody Conservatory, where its members later served on the faculty. The Quartet was the
recipient of the Arnhold String Quartet Fellowship at the Juilliard School and held summer fellowships at the
Norfolk Chamber Music Festival and the Aspen Center for Advanced Quartet Studies.

Conductor and pianist Jonathan Shames’ artistic directorships have included the sym-
phony orchestras of Wyoming and Olympia, Washington; the new music ensemble
Contemporary Directions and the Philharmonia Orchestra at the University of Michigan;
the Seattle Youth Symphony and Marrowstone Festival; and the Boston Players, a
chamber ensemble he co-founded with his wife, pianist Stephanie Leon Shames.
Shames has premiered works of Betsy Jolas, Stephen Hartke, Daniel Asia, Anthony
Brandt and Joel-François Durand, among others. He shares the 2005 Grammy Award for

Best Contemporary Recording for the University of Michigan CD of William Bolcom’s Songs of Innocence
and Experience. At present Jonathan Shames is Artistic Director of the University of Oklahoma Opera Theater
as well as Director of Orchestral Studies and conductor of its symphony orchestra. 

Mr. Connelly is also widely respected as a scholar and performer of historical instruments, appearing in
the U.S. and Europe on 18th- and 19th-century pianos by Walther, Rosenberger, Graf, Pleyel, Bösendorfer,
and Streicher. He is a member of the renowned ensemble Context. His recent recordings with that group—
of music by Robert Schumann and Prince Louis Ferdinand—have received exuberant praise. 

Mr. Connelly has appeared with many of today’s most respected instrumentalists, such as violinist Sergiu
Luca, cellists Roel Dieltiens, Gary Hoffman, and Lynn Harrell, flutist Carol Wincenc, clarinetist Charles Neidich,
and pianists Robert Levin and Andre-Michel Schub, and he has shared ragtime recitals with jazz pianist Marcus
Roberts. He teaches piano performance and chamber music at the Shepherd School of Rice University.

Since its inception in 1999 the United States based Enso- String Quartet
has been acclaimed for their vibrant, passionate and lyrical performances
in major concert halls throughout North America as well as in Europe,
Central America, Australia and New Zealand. Fanfare Magazine praised
the ensemble for its “extraordinary talent... exceptional sense of vitality
and elegance.” In addition to critical acclaim and audience appreciation,
the quartet has earned its place in the chamber music world with top

prizes in the Banff International String Quartet and Concert Artists Guild International competitions. 
The Enso- String Quartet’s members are sought after as teachers, chamber music coaches and performers

of new music. The quartet has served as faculty at Boston University Tanglewood Institute and the Interlochen
Adult Amateur Chamber Music Camp. From 2004-2006 the quartet’s members were Guest Lecturers at Rice
University’s Shepherd School of Music where they worked closely with the Composition Department in the
creation, recording and premiere performances of new works. 

The Enso- String Quartet has also recorded the Op. 2 Quartets by Ignaz Pleyel and the Three Quartets by
Alberto Ginastera for Naxos Records. The quartet has been featured in the American Ensembles column of
Chamber Music magazine and their live performances have been broadcast on PBS, Chicago’s WFMT,
Wisconsin Public Radio, Minnesota Public Radio’s Saint Paul Sunday program, Houston’s KUHF, Australia’s
ABC Classic FM, Radio New Zealand and Canada’s CBC radio.

The Enso- String Quartet formed in 1999 while students at Yale University and completed graduate residencies
at Northern Illinois University with the Vermeer Quartet and at the Shepherd School of Music at Rice University.

The ensemble’s name, enso-, is derived from the Japanese zen painting of the circle which represents
many things; perfection and imperfection, the moment of chaos that is creation, the emptiness of the void,
the endless circle of life, and the fullness of the spirit.
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As a pianist, Mr. Shames won a finalist-diploma in the 1982 Moscow International Tchaikovsky Piano
Competition, and since then has performed throughout the U.S. and Europe, with such ensembles as the
Moscow Chamber Orchestra, Cologne Radio Symphony Orchestra, Radio and Television Orchestra of
Belgrade, Seoul Sinfonietta and the symphony orchestras of Seattle, Milwaukee, Indianapolis, the Boston
Pops, and many others. As a chamber musician, Mr. Shames has collaborated with Charles Neidich, Alex
Klein, Glenn Dicterow , Martin Chalifour, Eric Shumsky, Andrés Diaz, Dale Clevenger, and the Audubon,
Moscow, Vega and Colorado Quartets among many others. Shames’ recording of Daniel Asia’s Scherzo-
Sonata, written for him, is available on Summit Records. 

Blake Wilkins has served as Associate Professor of Music and Director of Percussion
Studies at the University of Houston’s Moores School of Music since 1997. From 1993-97,
he served as percussionist and substitute principal timpanist with the Oklahoma City
Philharmonic. A strong advocate for the performance of new music, he has performed
regularly with the Houston-based new music ensemble Musiqa. He also co-founded two
experimental improvisation ensembles: El Dos with bassist Michael Lee; and The Moment
Trio with Lee and pianist/violist Christian Asplund; in fall 2005, the latter released their

first compact disc, Constructions One. Additionally, he has cultivated a research interest in the music of
Japanese Toru Takemitsu, and his doctoral document, An Analysis of Musical Temporality in Toru Takemitsu’s
Rain Tree (1981), was awarded the 1999 Provost’s Dissertation Award by the University of Oklahoma. He
is equally active as a composer, and his three works for large percussion ensemble have been recorded by
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The Birth of Something (libretto by Will Eno)

1 Prologue (4:16)
2 Act I (1:22)
3 Act II (5:51)
4 Act III (15:35)
5 Act IV (4:08)
6 Act V (3:01)

Karol Bennett, soprano | Michael Chioldi, baritone
Maia String Quartet
Blake Wilkins, percussion | Jonathan Shames, conductor

7 The Dragon and the Undying (5:50)
8 Slumber-Song (4:16)

Karol Bennett, soprano
Enso- String Quartet

Creeley Songs
9 The Drums (1:22)

10 After Mallarmé (1:37)
11 I Know A Man (2:43)
12 As You Come (1:35)
13 Time (0:32)
14 The Rhythm (6:43)

Karol Bennett, soprano | Brian Connelly, piano
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