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The Texts

The Land of Nod

The Land of Nod
Dreams of pure spirit 
are other people’s dreams.
Animal animas appear as guides.
Lobsters befriend them in rocky times,
or their dreams are in French,
or painted in archaic style on vases:
objets d’art. You couldn’t hire a guide
the hot spots my dreams go.
I don’t go my nightly journey
with friendly totems.
There are no areas of abstract color,
pure form. Along my way
to dreamland are gas stations
you need keys to use the rest room.
You wouldn’t want to get out of the car,
not even run down the window 
in my dreams.

Alice Wirth Gray
from What the Poor Eat (Cleveland State University Poetry Center: 1993)
Copyright ©1993 by Alice Wirth Gray. Used with the permission of
the author.

A Death in the Family
I dreamed last night I murdered Mother.
Something with poison in it, I think,
although I was determined, had she refused to drink,
if no luck with one method to try another.

It’s for sure, one thing we could all agree:
she had it coming. What a nasty character,
needlessly obnoxious. Egregiously
unloving, always unfortunate with children. 

Quarrelsome, hostile, insistently unattractive,
not pleasant, no way. And so
(snarling, twisted, jealous, plain mean)
two cups on the kitchen counter are the way to go.

There were no guilt feelings involved.
I left the two glasses on the sideboard:
one plain, one in which poison was dissolved,
and she, always greedy, drank up both and died.

I was perfectly safe, no one suspected me.
But nothing’s easy: I had attitudinal problems.
I worried I would betray myself unnecessarily.
Perhaps I’d get drunk and blurt out everything.

I reasoned,
I wouldn’t like prison.
I saw a gray, lonely cell and myself
like Mrs. Harris, looking irritably at my watch
to see how long till I got out.

I reasoned
I could write a lot in there.
I would manage, but I would not like it.

I reasoned
if I lived an exemplary life
from then on, never did anything naughty again,
no one would turn me in.
No one wanted me punished or put in jail.

T h e M u s i c

The works on this disc go back almost two decades. The first, The Land of Nod owes its genesis to tenor

Paul Sperry. In 1993, Paul called me and exclaimed, “I’ve just read a new book of poetry and thought

immediately of you.” I was quite flattered until I read the poems and discovered their subject matter

ranged from a hitch-hiking Manson-family devotee to matricide. Still, I had to admit that Paul was right.

Alice Wirth Gray’s quirky sense of humor was right up my alley. The Land of Nod was commissioned by,

and is dedicated to, my good friend Paul Sperry. We premiered the work together at Merkin Hall in 1994.

In the early 1990s, I discovered William Carpenter’s book Rain while browsing in the Mid-Manhattan

library. For several years, I was infatuated with the elegant craft and magical sensibility of his powerful

poetry. Ultimately, I set five of his works to music, three of which appear on this disc. The Ecuadorian

Sailors seemed to me the most tender of lyrics, with its reference to an enchanted place “where the heart

is everything.” Rain is another work that I composed with Paul Sperry in mind, and we premiered the

piece together at Greenwich House in New York in 1992. Paul’s interpretation of the slightly eccentric

middle-aged protagonist was dead-on, and that night lives in my memory as a grand occasion. Finally,

Landscape with Figures was written for the dynamic bass-baritone Robert Osborne and premiered in New

York in 1997.

Art song enthusiasts know Elizabeth Ellis Hurwitt as Executive Director of the New York Festival of

Song. She is also an accomplished poet with an assured and individual voice. It was a pleasure to set

three of her poems in the cycle Going.

—Tom Cipullo



I just have to keep calm, be careful,
keep my psyche under control,
watch my little quirks,
not go confessing for the excitement of it,
and life will go on as usual.
That’s what I’ll do.

What a peculiar person I am. 
It’s a wonder my life has gone 
as well as it has. 

Alice Wirth Gray
from What the Poor Eat (Cleveland State University Poetry Center: 1993)
Copyright ©1993 by Alice Wirth Gray. Used with the permission of
the author.

Deer in Mist and Almonds
It’s rained for months
and the deer step delicately,
trying to shake dry their hooves.
It’s so muddy down by the creek,
they’ve come up close to the house.
They stand in the mustard,
it’s flowered early this year,
when a sudden fog, thigh-high,
eradicates all below,
and all colors not grave go.
Only metal stays: pewter, silver, steel
stainless sight, lodestones,
black holes in the light,
great tin gods, pinchbeck
on a damask cloth of white,
eating the hips off the roses
near the road.
They browse into the invisible mustard.

Stags in the winter orchard
bear their bare branches
past the almonds’ antlers,
float above the white;
great inflexible crafts of zinc.
Before sunset the sky is icy pink. 

Alice Wirth Gray
from What the Poor Eat (Cleveland State University Poetry Center: 1993)
Copyright ©1993 by Alice Wirth Gray. Used with the permission of
the author.

On a Nineteenth Century Color Lithograph
of Red Riding Hood by the Artist J.H.
The wolf makes a funny face
not to be taken seriously as evil,
but as if there’s something wrong 
with his eyes. He’s old
and getting cataracts or he’s
trying to start a conversation
by winking at Riding Hood,
where she stands by a cheery spread
of amanita phalloides, wondering
how to get back to her basket of goodies
which she left on the other side
of the clearing while gathering flowers,
and now of course the wolf blocks her way.
Some people have a crucifix over the bed:
I have a wolf.

The NIGHT POLICE Interrogate Riding Hood:
Nice try, kid, but daisies don’t grow 
in that woods. Look at those trees,
their trunks acid-green with moss.
There’s not enough light in there

for an impatiens or a cineraria.
And that basket with the bottle
of Bordeaux sticking out. Explain that.
This is a German forest if ever one was:
grim Grimm, blacker than Black.
Don’t you tell us about Perrault:
for you all stories with fear in them
will always be German. Your mom
is sending you through these woods
by yourself with a bottle of imported wine?
You expect us to buy that?
Save us all time.
You knew that wolf.
You’ve been encouraging him.

I’ve always loved that picture
because there’s Riding Hood far left
and the wolf far right
and the center absolutely empty.
So much space between girl and wolf
that is so much more interesting
than either of them. You can see
into and into the woods
until it’s so dark you can’t.
You can see such a long way
into the story.

What RIDING HOOD Told the Cops:
Of course I talked to him,
it’s what the books say to do:
try to keep them talking.
Reason with them. Look, Mr. Wolf,
sit down. We’ll drink the bottle.
Then we’ll go on to Grandma’s

and redden our teeth on her.
They sent me here.
They must have known
the way the world is.

Myself, I would like to get past
all that little-girl-and-the-wolf thing
into the dark beyond them both.

Honestly, I thought it must be
a rite of passage. That the solution
might be hidden in the basket
under the white cloth.
When I peeked, I found
she’d sent me off in the dark
without so much as a flashlight.

The Report of the NIGHT POLICE continues:
We picked the girl up in the woods.
Rather, what we mean to say is
that’s where we took her into custody.
She looks like an angel,
but you just can’t tell
What was in the basket,
we wanted to know. Was she
trying to get rid of something?
We asked her to explain herself,
and she says her mother
hung the lithograph of a wolf
over her bed. A likely story.
What woman would do a thing like that?
There may be enough evidence
to run her folks in, too. 



The WOLF:
For God’s sake.
I was lost.
Can’t you tell?
She seemed to mistake me
for someone she knew.
I didn’t want to frighten her.
You’re not going to try
to hang this one on me,
are you? I’d never 
have gone there alone.
That’s why we always 
travel in packs.
I mean it’s dark in there.
Dangerous.

Testimony of the HUNTER:
So I heard all this yelling
from the old lady’s cottage
a female in distress I sez
and I don’t think twice
but bust down the door
gun at the ready
and that kid and the wolf
(that’s him over there,
yer honor) well, you wouldn’t
believe it, the amount of blood
and that kid does she have 
a mouth on her it embarrasses me
when girls talk so foul like that
if she was my daughter
I’d beat her till she was civil
and I’d crack all the teeth 

in her dirty mouth and I’d
take away her clothes and lock her up
to sit in her own filth until
she’d learned a little respect.
What’s that, sir? You want me
to stand down? Well, sure,
if you say so.

MOTHER:
Of course I hung the lithograph
over her bed. It’s a work of art.
You think something like that
is going to scare that child?
Anyway, I had to put it somewhere,
it was a gift. And let me tell you,
there was a perfectly safe path
around those woods,
through a public park,
and well patrolled.
But not her.
You couldn’t keep her
from looking for trouble,
and able to find it
where there is none.
My husband was no help at all:
what do you expect a mother to do?
Oh, if only
we’d been rich enough
to buy her a car.

It was all so complicated:
who was this Riding Hood?
I never liked the grandmother.

Sometimes the wolf wasn’t so bad:
he could have eaten the girl
there in the forest but he
put off a present treat
to eat a stringy old lady 
in the future. That’s not
the reasoning of a beast.
Then, never did I doubt
he liked Riding Hood 
more than the others did.
What do you mean?
What do I see in the picture?
Is this some kind of Rorschach?
I want to talk to my attorney.
It was my mother 
who hung the picture
over my bed.
Those dark woods,
beckoning,
a challenge.
A place to go to
from the place you are.

Alice Wirth Gray
from What the Poor Eat (Cleveland State University Press; 1993)
Copyright ©1993 by Alice Wirth Gray. 
Used with the permission of the author.

The Ecuadorian Sailors

The Ecuadorian sailors arrive in Bucksport. 
They stare at the American girls who stand
on the oil wharf in shorts and halters, eating
pistachio ice cream in the long Maine afternoons 
as the sun drops behind the refinery. Evenings,
the Ecuadorians gather on deck. From the town hall
you can hear their slow, passionate music
as one of the officers, immaculately dressed,
sings something about love, about a man murdered,
a woman stolen in the night. The Bucksport girls
throw daisies to the Ecuadorians, who place them
behind their ears, and the officer sings about
a flower blooming in a forgotten place. The next
morning, the girls wear yellow flowers between
their breasts, but the sailors do not see them.
They want to shop in the American stores. They move
through Bucksport talking rapidly. Soon they find
Laverdiere’s Discount Drug Store, where you can buy
anything. A line of Ecuadorian sailors streams
from the ship down mainstream to Laverdiere’s.
Another line returns, carrying brown paper bags.
Where the two meet, they talk and touch fingers
like ants describing the source of food and pleasure.
Some have small bags with radios and calculators,
others have large mysterious bags. Two of them
carry a color television while a third holds the
rabbit-ear antenna and tells them where not to step.
One solitary man carries a red snow shovel, as if, 
when he brings the shovel home to Ecuador, it
will snow in his village for the first time since
the Pleistocene. When Laverdiere’s closes, girls
come to the ship with long dresses and daisies



Rain

A man stood in the rain outside his house.
Pretty soon, the rain soaked through 
his jacket and shirt. He might have
gone in, but he wanted to be wet, to be
really wet, so that it finally got through 
his skin and began raining on the rooftops
of the small city that the man always carried
inside him, a city where it hadn’t rained
for thirty years, only now the sky darkened
and tremendous drops fell in the thick dust
of the streets. The man’s wife knocked
on the window, trying to call him in.
She twirled one finger around her ear
to sign that he was crazy, that he’d 
get sick again, standing in street clothes 
in a downpour. She put the finger in her mouth
like a thermometer. She formed the word idiot
with her lips, and, always, when she said that
he would give in. But now he stood there.
His whole life he’d wanted to give something,
to sacrifice. At times he felt like coming up
to people on the street, offering his blood.
“Here, you look like you need blood. Take mine.”
Now he could feel the people of his city
waking as if from a long drought. He could feel
them leaving their houses and jobs, standing
with their heads up and their mouths open,
and the little kids taking their clothes off
and lying on their bellies in the streams
and puddles formed by the new rain that the man
made himself, not by doing anything, but standing
there while the rain soaked through his clothes.

He could see his wife and his own kids
staring from the window, the younger kid
laughing at his crazy father, the older one
sad, almost in tears, and the dog, Ossian –
but the man wanted to drown the city in rain.
He wanted the small crowded apartments 
and the sleazy taverns to empty their people 
into the streets. He wanted a single man with
an umbrella to break out dancing the same way
Gene Kelly danced in Singing in the Rain,
then another man, and more, until the whole
city was doing turns and pirouettes with their
canes or umbrellas, first alone, then taking
each other by the arm and waist, forming a larger
and larger circle in the square, and not
to any music but to the percussion of the rain
on the roof of his own house. And if there were
a woman among the dancers, a woman in a flowery
print skirt, a woman wetter and happier and more
beautiful than the rest, may this man be
forgiven for falling in love on a spring
morning in the democracy of the rain, may
he be forgiven for letting his family think
this is just what to expect from someone who
is everyday older and more eccentric, may he
be forgiven for evading his responsibilities,
for growing simple in the middle of his life, for
ruining his best pants and his one decent tie.

William Carpenter 
from Rain (Northeastern University Press; Boston: 1985)
Copyright © 1985 by William Carpenter. 
Used with the permission of the author.

plaited in their hair. The air fills with music
from guitars, with emotions like red and blue rain-
forest parrots that no one in Bucksport has ever seen.
Each Ecuadorian sailor invites a girl to dance
and speaks to her in Spanish, which she understands
fluently, like a lost native language, like words
uttered by eloquent red parrots in a country where
it is always afternoon. At night, among the oil tanks,
the girls all become women. They go to their houses
before dawn, but they are not the same, they have
new languages, new bodies, they have grown darker
and will wear flowers forever between their breasts,
even when the sailors have returned to Ecuador, even
when they marry and take their clothes off for the 
first time in a lighted room, the flowers will be there
like indelible tattoos. Their husbands will grow silent
as winter, but it will not matter; they will teach
their children three or four words of Spanish, a song
about red parrots crying in a place of sunlight where
it never snows, and where the heart is everything.

William Carpenter 
from Rain (Northeastern University Press; Boston: 1985)
Copyright © 1985 by William Carpenter. 
Used with the permission of the author.

Going

from Two Muses
I. Vision
The moon bends over me
And looks for her reflection
In my eyes.
Her cold breath quivers on my cheek

only for a moment.
She sees
I do not dream of her.

from Three Snapshots and a Home Movie, Out of Storage
I. Miami
In this picture I visit
a grandmother
I can’t remember.
Somebody’s sunglasses
hugely shade my eyes.
Squinting tinier behind them
I sit, arms folded
on the sweaty back seat,
fully three years
old, and not getting any
younger.

Going
The hard part
is not the setting out.
It is thinking of the destination,
that blur on the horizon,
and asking yourself if you can get there
before it gets too dark,
and whether you’ll be able to decide
whether to turn back
before the wind stirs up in the trees
and the shadows flood the path
and thinking of your soul
sitting alone in the kitchen,
fretting over the cooling stew,
listening to the shutters flapping.

Elizabeth Ellis Hurwitt
Used with the permission of the author.



The Composer
Composer Tom Cipullo’s works have been heard at major concert halls on four continents, from San Francisco to Tel Aviv, from
Stockholm to LaPaz. He has received commissions from the Mirror Visions Ensemble, the Joy in Singing, Sequitur, Cantori
New York, tenor Paul Sperry, mezzo-soprano Mary Ann Hart, the Five Boroughs Music Festival, pianist Jeanne Golan, and the
New York Festival of Song; and he has received awards and fellowships from Yaddo, the MacDowell Colony, the Virginia Center
for the Creative Arts, Copland House, the Oberpfaelzer Kuenstlerhaus (Bavaria), ASCAP, Meet the Composer, and the Jory
Copying Program. The New York Times has called his music “haunting,” and the Boston Globe remarked that his work “literally
sparkled with wit.” The Pittsburgh Post-Gazette has called him “an expert in writing for the voice.” In 2008, Mr. Cipullo’s cycle
Of a Certain Age, commissioned by the soprano Hope Hudson, won the National Association of Teachers of Singing Art Song
Competition. In 2006-07, Tom Cipullo received an Aaron Copland Award from Copland House and the Phyllis Wattis Prize for
song composition from the San Francisco Song Festival. The latter award was given for the piece Drifts & Shadows, a collec-
tion of baritone songs excerpted from the cantata Secrets, a Mirror Visions commission. To honor his contributions to the
American art song repertoire, the Lincoln Center Library and Joy in Singing sponsored a retrospective concert of Tom Cipullo’s
works at Cooper-Union’s Great Hall in 2000. 

Mr. Cipullo recently completed his first opera, Glory Denied. The work, after the book by journalist Tom Philpott, is based
on the true story of America’s longest-held prisoner of war. The piece was premiered by the Brooklyn College Opera Theater
in 2007 and was given its professional premiere by the Remarkable Theater Brigade in New York in June of 2008. Writing for
the New York Times, Anne Midgette said of the work: “It is tonal, melting into aching lushness,… propelled by driving
Bernstein-like syncopations, with a bite to its harmonies where different versions of the same truth converge.” Excerpts from
Glory Denied were presented by New York City Opera at its Vox 2004 festival. In its review of that presentation, the New York
Times called the piece “intriguing and unconventional,” and cited the work’s “teeming, hard-edged Neo-Romantic style.” 

Tom Cipullo’s song cycles A Visit with Emily, Another Reason Why I Don’t Keep a Gun in the House, and Of a Certain Age are
published by Oxford University Press. Other works are distributed by Classical Vocal Reprints. His music has been recorded
on the Albany, CRI, PGM, and Capstone labels. 

Mr. Cipullo received his Master’s degree in composition from Boston University and his B.S. from Hofstra University,
Phi Beta Kappa with highest honors in music. He studied composition and orchestration with David Del Tredici, Elie
Siegmeister, and Albert Tepper. Mr. Cipullo is a founding member of the Friends & Enemies of New Music, an organization
that has presented more than 75 concerts featuring the music of more than 175 different American composers.

Landscape with Figures

A boy stands in a field in Massachusetts, beside
his father, who is at an easel, painting what they
see: the summer house, the harbor with its boats,

the dunes reaching beyond Truro to Provincetown.
Night after night, he’s had the same dream, someone
with a mask, walking behind him in an empty bedroom,

and when he turns around, it’s his own face, only
different, in the same way the painting differs
from the afternoon. His father changes things,

moves them around, so that the neighbor’s cottage
has become a boulder, so that a lighthouse grows
out of the bare sand. The boy is angry with

the picture, because it is not real. He turns away
to watch his mother, her arms full of white shirts,
pinning them to the clothesline so the wind fills 

them like a flock of heavy teachers trying to fly.
His father paints her, paints the row of shirts,
wipes his brush, walks over as if to help her, but

they start fighting again, and the boy sees shirts
blowing across the poison ivy, along the beach.
One of the shirts blows in the water as if someone

has drowned and was drifting in the with the high tide.
When his father hits her, she cries out once with
the same cry that the herring gulls use during a 

storm, then she grows smaller; she lies down like
an empty shirt in the mown field. His father walks
away, stands on the beach, raises both arms as if

he could erase the sunset, could submerge the last
children on the diving float, who are even now
pushing each other in and laughing because they

can’t see what is happening: the woman rising to
her feet, wiping her blue skirt as she walks out
to join her husband; the boy making an orange stripe

on the unfinished landscape, with the largest brush,
like a meteor only in broad daylight, like a story
of the sun falling and falling till it hits the sea.

William Carpenter 
from Rain (Northeastern University Press; Boston: 1985)
Copyright © 1985 by William Carpenter. 
Used with the permission of the author.  



Flutist Sheryl Henze is a member of the Orchestra of St. Luke’s, the Opera Orchestra of New York, the Music Project and
the Boehm Wind Quintet. As a soloist, Ms. Henze has performed with such renowned orchestras as the Boston Symphony, the
Hudson Valley Philharmonic (with Beverly Sills), and the Cabrillo Music Festival Orchestra. Ms. Henze can be heard on
Nonesuch, CBS Masterworks, Deutsche Grammophon, New World, Angel, Musical Heritage Society and Premiere Records. An
active free-lance musician, she has often played with the New York Philharmonic, the Minnesota Orchestra, the New York
Chamber Symphony, the Westchester Philharmonic, the American Symphony, the New Jersey Symphony, the New York City
Ballet Orchestra and the New York Festival of Song. She is a graduate of the Curtis Institute of Music and joined Flute
Force in 1992. 

Bass-baritone Robert Osborne has built an acclaimed career by advancing the unusual in both the standard and contempo-
rary repertoire. He has sung more than 50 roles in operas from Bernstein to Weill, which he has sung with companies in
Paris, Berlin, New York, Houston, Santa Fe and Los Angeles. His concert career has taken him to Carnegie Hall, Lincoln Center,
and the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York, Royal Albert Hall in London, the Concertgebouw in Amsterdam, Victoria
Hall in Singapore, the Gran Teatro in Havana, and Tchaikovsky Hall in Moscow where he has sung under such distinguished
conductors as Bernstein, Ozawa, Spivakov, Tilson Thomas, John Williams and Russell Davies. He has appeared with the
Tanglewood, Schleswig-Holstein, Nakamichi, USArts/Berlin, Aspen and Marlboro Festivals as well as on several celebrated
telecasts for the BBC, PBS, Russian and European television. In the musical theatre repertoire, he has appeared in four
City Center Encore! productions, in the Bernstein at 70! Gala from Tanglewood, and in the BAM Salutes Sondheim Gala. His
recordings of operas include Meredith Monk’s Atlas, Viktor Ullmann’s The Emperor of Atlantis, Hindemith’s Hin und zurück, Harry
Partch’s The Wayward, Richard Wilson’s Aethelred the Unready, and Stewart Wallace’s Kaballah. His solo recordings are Songs of
Henry Cowell, Songs of Leo Sowerby, and Songs of John Alden Carpenter, all on Albany Records, Orchestral Songs of Shostakovich, and
a recently released performance of Schubert’s Winterreise. Osborne holds a Doctorate of Musical Arts from Yale University and
is on the faculties of Vassar and Barnard Colleges.

Born in New York City, violist Tina Pelikan fell in love with the instrument through her experiences playing chamber music
at the High School of Music and Art and Kinhaven music camp. Studies with Karen Tuttle and Kim Kashkashian concluded
with a Masters Degree from Manhattan School of Music followed by free lance work with a variety of New York orchestras
and small ensembles. The 1984/85 season as associate principal viola at the Teatro San Carlo in Naples, Italy was life-chang-
ing. New music was a key interest and work was especially compelling with Musical Elements, Bowery Ensemble, Essential
Music, Zounds and Abandon Ensemble. Now retired from playing Ms. Pelikan is the publicist for ECM Records and makes
pottery for pleasure and relaxation.

The Performers
Jorge Ávila has won attention as an outstanding young violinist through appearances as a soloist, recitalist, concertmaster,
and chamber musician. A recipient of numerous awards and honors, Jorge received his resident status in the United States
under the “extraordinary talent” category and became a US Citizen in 2003. He was also awarded first prize at the 2001 Mu
Phi Epsilon International Music Competition. He has performed as a soloist with orchestras in Europe, Asia and both Central
and South America. In the New York City area, he has appeared as a soloist with the Colonial Symphony, the Riverside
Orchestra, New Amsterdam Symphony, City Island Chamber Orchestra, the Bronx Arts Ensemble and the Hofstra Symphony.
A member of the Simon String Quartet he also performs as a chamber musician with the Bronx Arts Ensemble, the Chalfonte
String Quartet, Abaca String Band, Positive Music, Prism Ensemble, The Willow Ensemble and Musicians’ Accord. He has
recorded for the Naxos and Nonesuch record labels and serves as concertmaster of the Colonial Symphony.

Margery Fitts is a free-lance harpist in the New York area. She has played with Brooklyn Philharmonic, Long Island
Philharmonic, Hudson Valley Philharmonic and Northeast Pennsylvania Philharmonic, Orquestra Nacional de Puerto Rico.
Ms. Fitts has performed at the Spoleto Festival, Choral Society of the Hamptons, Pro Musica, and Canta Libre.

Mezzo-soprano Mary Ann Hart is Professor of Music and Chair of the Voice Department at the Indiana University Jacobs
School of Music where she teaches voice and song literature. Previously she taught voice at Vassar College, and repertoire
classes in oratorio and American song at the Mannes School of Music.

During her two decades of professional singing while living in New York City, she sang with the New York Philharmonic,
the New York Chamber Symphony, Minnesota Orchestra, Seattle Symphony, San Antonio Symphony, American Composer’s
Orchestra, Santa Fe Symphony, Boston Baroque, and was a Guest Artist with the Chamber Music Society of Lincoln Center. 

Her commitment to song, and American song in particular can be heard on her CD of American songs, Permit Me Voyage,
as well as on four CD’s of the Complete Songs of Charles Ives, and a CD of the songs of Henry Cowell, all on the Albany label.
She appeared in the US tour of the Philip Glass opera Hydrogen Jukebox, and recorded that work for Nonesuch. On two Music
Masterworks CD’s she is a soloist in works of Stravinsky, conducted by Robert Craft. 

Soprano Monica Harte has performed more than 25 coloratura roles in the standard operatic repertoire and numerous
world premieres. An active recitalist, she sings concerts throughout North America and has sung numerous concerts in Europe.
Ms. Harte is the soprano soloist on the critically acclaimed 2007 CD release, McLeer’s Requiem. She is the featured soloist on
the CD Songs from Another Place, a collection of American chamber works and Long Island Songs, a collection of American art
songs, both on MSR Classics Record Label. Also, she recorded works by McLeer and David Buddin for The Tempest Project CD
on POGUS Productions Label. Monica Harte is the General Director and co-founder of Remarkable Theater Brigade, which
produces contemporary operas and concerts in New York City.



Benjamin Ungar sang with the Metropolitan Opera Children’s Chorus from age 6 to 13, when his voice changed. At the same
time (age 7), he began fencing. With time, his passion for fencing grew, and he eventually became a national and interna-
tional epee fencer. He made the US national team to the World Championships several times. In July 2009, Benjamin became
the US National Champion. He graduated from the Bronx High School of Science as the valedictorian, where he was a national
level Speech and Debate competitor, as well as the captain of the fencing team. Following that, he enrolled at Harvard
University. While continuing international competitions, he was a member of the Harvard Fencing Team for four years, and
the captain in his senior year. He was both the individual and team NCAA National Champion in 2006. Mr. Ungar graduated
from Harvard in June 2009.

Pianist Colette Valentine has performed extensively throughout the United States, Asia, and Europe in settings including
New York City’s Merkin Concert Hall and Weill Recital Hall; the National Gallery and the Kennedy Center in Washington, DC;
Suntory Hall and Casals Hall in Tokyo; Hoam Hall in Seoul; and the Louvre in Paris. She has been featured as guest artist with
numerous orchestras and chamber ensembles, and has collaborated on recordings for the Albany, Antara, CRI, fontec, and
Well-Tempered labels. Ms. Valentine serves as assisting pianist for national and international competitions and events, and
teaches and performs at the Interlochen Chamber Music Conference each summer. For many years, she was on the faculties
of New Jersey City University and Long Island University/CW Post; in the fall of 2008, she joined the faculty of the newly
created Collaborative Piano Department at UT Austin’s Butler School of Music. Ms. Valentine received BM and MM degrees
from the University of Maryland with Nelita True, and a DMA from Stony Brook University with Gilbert Kalish.

R e c o r d i n g  I n f o r m a t i o n
The Land of Nod and The Ecuadrian Sailors: Recorded at Town Hall in New York by David Smith of Triton Sound.
Going: Recorded at Sean Swinney Studios by Sean Swinney, November 2008.
Rain: Recorded in Pittsburgh by Riccardo Schulz, January 1997.
Landscape with Figures: Recorded in New York by Gregory K. Squires, October 2000

The Pittsburgh New Music Ensemble is one of the nation’s oldest professional ensembles devoted to the music of our
time. The 1976 brainstorm of composer David Stock, the Pittsburgh New Music Ensemble (PNME) was organized and backed
by a small group of people committed to creating something new in the arts. The Ensemble, in residence at Duquesne
University, has collaborated with such composers as John Cage, Milton Babbitt, Witold Lutoslawski, Joan Tower, John
Harbison, William Kraft, and Ellen Taaffe Zwilich, and with performers as diverse as Richard Stoltzman, Stephen Burns, Ivan
Monighetti, Vladimir Feltsman, the String Trio of New York, Leroy Jenkins, and Jean-Luc Ponty. Young composers often share
the bill with recognized giants, appearing onstage to speak about their music before it is performed. PNME has premiered
more than 100 works, many of which were written especially for them.

Tenor Paul Sperry is recognized as one of today’s outstanding interpreters of American music. Although he is equally at home
in a repertoire that extends from Monteverdi opera and the Bach Passions to Britten’s Nocturne and hundreds of songs in more
than a dozen languages, he brings to American music a conviction and an enthusiasm that has brought it to life for count-
less listeners. Sperry has world premieres of works by more than 40 Americans to his credit including Leonard Bernstein,
Robert Beaser, William Bolcom, Victoria Bond, Tom Cipullo, Daron Hagen, John Musto, Libby Larsen, Rob Paterson, Stephen
Paulus, and Louise Talma. He created Jacob Druckman’s Animus IV for the opening of the Centre Georges Pompidou in Paris
in 1977, and Bernard Rands’ Pulitzer Prize winning Canti del Sole with the New York Philharmonic in l983 under Zubin Mehta.
He has recorded many CDs of American song and chamber music for various labels. He teaches courses in American song at
the Manhattan School of Music, and the Brooklyn College Conservatory of Music, was formerly president of the American
Music Center, and served as Chairman of the Board of the American Composers Orchestra for seven years. Since 1987 he has
been the Director of Joy In Singing, an organization dedicated to helping young singers and American composers. In the
summer of 2006 he delivered the keynote address at the annual convention of the National Association of Teachers of Singer
— his subject was the delights of singing new American music.  

Composer/Conductor David Stock is Professor of Music and Composer-in-Residence at Duquesne University, where he
conducts the Duquesne Contemporary Ensemble. He has been Composer-in-Residence of the Pittsburgh Symphony, the Seattle
Symphony and the Pittsburgh Youth Symphony, and is Conductor Laureate of the Pittsburgh New Music Ensemble, which he
founded in 1976. He retired as Music Director of PNME at the end of the 1998/99 season, after 23 years of dedication to new
music and the living composer. As guest conductor, he has appeared with Australia’s Seymour Group, Poland’s Capella
Cracoviensis and Silesian Philharmonic, Mexico’s Foro Internacional de Musica Nueva, Eclipse (Beijing), the Pittsburgh Symphony
Orchestra, the Baltimore Symphony, the Seattle Symphony, the Los Angeles Philharmonic New Music Group, Monday Evening
Concerts, the Syracuse Society for New Music, the Minnesota Composer’s Forum, the American Dance Festival, Opera Theater
of Pittsburgh, the New England Conservatory Contemporary Ensemble, the Chautauqua Symphony, the American Wind Symphony,
and the Cleveland Chamber Symphony.
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The Land of Nod….. (poems by Alice Wirth Gray)
1 The Land of Nod  (2:04)
2 A Death in the Family  (3:53)
3 Deer in Mist and Almonds  (4:58)
4 On a Nineteenth-Century Color Lithograph

of Red Riding Hood by the Artist J.H.  (12:48)
Paul Sperry, tenor | Colette Valentine, piano

5 The Ecuadorian Sailors (poem by William Carpenter)  (8:47)
Mary Ann Hart, mezzo-soprano
Sheryl Henze, flute | Tina Pelikan, viola | Margery Fitts, harp

Going (poems by Elizabeth Ellis Hurwitt)
6 Vision  (1:00)
7 Miami  (1:17)
8 Going  (2:13)

Monica Harte, soprano
Tom Cipullo, piano

L a n d s c a p e  w i t h  F i g u r e s
Vocal Music of Tom Cipullo

9 Rain (poem by William Carpenter) (10:02)
Paul Sperry, tenor
Pittsburgh New Music Ensemble | David Stock, conductor

10 Landscape with Figures (poem by William Carpenter)  (7:18)
Robert Osborne, baritone | Benjamin Ungar, boy soprano
Jorge Ávila, violin | Tom Cipullo, piano

Total Time: 54:26 minutes

 


