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 “I scream, therefore I am.”  Reinaldo Arenas

In his memoir, Before Night Falls, Reinaldo Arenas’
(1943-1990) earliest memory was of dirt. He called it
“the taste of the earth,” which he, like most peasant
toddlers, chewed to quell hunger and amuse himself
as he sat in squalor.

His boyhood ended when, shy of age 14, he
ran off to join the “revolutionaries,” the network
of youths who ushered in Fidel Castro. What Are-
nas witnessed in his brief time with these guerilla
warriors left him with no doubts as to the evils of
Castro’s Revolution.

Arenas, known as
“Rey” to his friends,
was a poet in the purest
sense of the word.
Every hardship of his life
was transmuted in
award-winning novels
and poems. He found
his music in the lush
habitat of Cuban
forests and the sea.
“The rain” sounded as
“a concert of drums
with different registers

■ 2 ■

Reinaldo Arenas (1943-1990)
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and amazing rhythms...a fragrant
resonance.” The beauty of nature
contrasted starkly with his domestic
life. Raised in an unsettled household
held together by a domineering
grandmother, he found himself
surrounded by unhappy aunts, all
rejected by the men they had loved.
Arenas adored his beautiful but
impassive mother. She too had been
abandoned by his father. To her son,
it seemed that she allowed bitterness
to overwhelm her life.

The world of men, Arenas observed, was
quite different. His male relatives and the men
he saw in the village expressed joy and had
open horizons. They had freedom. With men he
found acceptance, support and love. From age
six, he was certain of his attraction to men. In
Castro’s Cuba, homosexuality was a serious
crime and Castro’s police worked methodically
to eradicate many elements of Cuba’s colorful
culture. “Under a dictatorship,” Arenas
observed, “beauty is always a dissident force,
because a dictatorship is itself unaesthetic,
grotesque.” Arenas did little to conceal either
his anti-revolutionary sentiments or his homo-
sexuality. It is amazing he stayed a free man as
long as he did. Increasing international acco-
lades for his novels, smuggled out of Cuba
at great risk, could not protect him. He was
arrested in 1974 and tortured until, debilitated,

he denounced his own writings. After 18
harrowing months in prison, he gained release
in 1976. Release, but not freedom. In 1980 he
joined the flow of “Undesirables” headed for
the U.S. after Castro threw open the gates at
the port of Mariel. Yet he found the society of
Cuban immigrants in Miami oppressive and
uncongenial. A move to New York City with
Lázaro, his beloved friend from Cuba, brought
a renewal of joy. Then, the onset of AIDS dar-
kened the horizon. He held off long enough to
finish the last novel of his Pentagonía and his
memoirs. Death came in New York City in 1990.

In creating an opera from the memoir of
Reinaldo Arenas, composer and librettist Jorge
Martín, with the help of Dolores Mercedes
Koch, took every step to insure accuracy, calling
upon Cuban émigrés for advice, particularly for
the prison and interrogation scenes. They made

Composer Jorge Martín and Co-Librettist Dolores M. Koch



the decision to compress several of Arenas’
literary colleagues into the composite character
of Ovidio, a role based in part on Arenas’
mentors, dissident Cuban poet Virgilio Piñero
(1912-1979) and José Lima (1910-1976).

At the Seagle Music Colony in Upstate New
York, in summer 2008, a young baritone named
Wes Mason stunned listeners with his perfor-
mance of Martín’s Arenas in a workshop ren-
dition of Before Night Falls. The composer was
in the audience and so too was Fort Worth
Opera’s General Director Darren K. Woods. His
immediate decision to book both the opera and
the young singer for a world premiere perfor-
mance in 2010 was made with “a cold heart, a
sharp eye and sharpened pencil.” Arenas’
character is almost continuously on stage, but
the composer paced the role by writing what
the baritone himself has called “perfectly
gorgeous and lyrical phrases that provide
nothing but support for the interpreter.”

The opera is rich in memorable characters,
starting with the ethereal voices of Arenas’
two Muses, allegorical figures of The Moon and
The Sea who, at critical points, break through
the darkness and save the writer from self-
destruction. The composer double-cast the
mezzo-soprano role, sung here by Janice Hall,
as both The Sea and Arenas’ mother. Perhaps
the most heart-breaking role is that of Arenas’
literary mentor Ovidio. After encouraging

Arenas early in the opera, Ovidio later de-
nounces him after he himself has been broken
by the Castro regime. The baritone Víctor, an
idealistic revolutionary turned murderous
interrogator, makes a stark foil to Arenas.

The chorus plays an enormous role in
Before Night Falls. They appear in various
guises: Castro’s guerrillas, angry prisoners,
revellers in New York’s Times Square and, most
hauntingly, as an offstage halo enveloping the
Muses’ melodic lines.

Before Night Falls transcends a specific time
and place, capturing universal themes. Fas-
cinated by what he calls “freedom, memory,
imagination, beauty, the questing human spirit
and our individual and collective family,” com-
poser Jorge Martín has woven these themes
into a vibrant music drama. Before Night Falls
leads one into the tragic circle of Arenas’ life
and draws one out again, tugging at the
indestructible heartstrings of our common
human experience.

Dr. Carol Reynolds spent 21 years at Southern
Methodist Univertsity as a Music History
Professor. She has recently published a multi-
media course for secondary students and
adults—Discovering Music: 300 years of Inter-
action in Western Music, Arts, History and
Culture. www.professorcarol.com
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Conductor Joseph Illick
(at far left).
Composer Jorge Martín
(center) with tenor Jonathan
Blalock (Lázaro, at left) and
baritone Wes Mason
(Reinaldo Arenas, right).
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SYNOPSIS.................................Jorge Martín

ACT ONE: In a walk-up apartment in Manhattan,
in 1990, the exiled Cuban writer Reinaldo Arenas
is near death. He prays to the memory of his men-
tor Ovidio to be granted the time and strength to
finish his last work, his memoir,“Before Night
Falls.” Rey invokes his Muses, the Sea and the
Moon, and they transport him to memories of
childhood in Cuba, where he lived in a remote
poor village with his Mother and 12 bitter
Aunts, all abandoned by their men. After being
attacked by his Aunts, he resolves to leave home
with his friend Pepe and join the rebels in the
mountains; his Mother embraces him in parting,
and urges him never to lose hope, no matter
what life may bring.

On New Year’s Day 1959, in their mountain
camp, the rebels celebrate victory and sing to a
bright future. A peasant accused of treason is
dragged before Victor, the commandant, who
despite pleas for mercy condemns him to death;
the peasant is immediately executed, as Rey looks
on in horror.

Several years later, in Havana, Rey devotes
himself to writing, and  has a mentor in the older
author Ovidio, who presides over clandestine
readings of books banned by the new regime. Rey
introduces Pepe to Ovidio, who  ruefully warns the
young men that the state is repressing artists and
gays, forcing him to be suspicious of everyone. He
offers to help Rey, whose works are banned in
Cuba, to sneak his manuscripts out of the country.
Rey joyfully accepts, and the three men lament the
sad fate of their beloved country. Rey returns alone
to his room, where at the typewriter his Muses
appear, to encourage and guide him. They repeat
Ovidio’s urging to send his work out of Cuba,
transforming themselves into the couple who
secretly meet Rey and smuggle his manuscript to
France. Pepe visits Rey, luring him to the beach,
where they have often spent evenings meeting
other men. This time, however, the police raid the
beach and arrest Rey, who realizes he has been
denounced by Pepe.

In El Morro prison, Rey’s case is assigned to
Victor, who remembers him from rebel camp days.
Beaten, tortured, in solitary confinement, Rey is



Wes
Mason as
Reinaldo

Arenas
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compelled to witness his old mentor Ovidio
broken, coerced into a public confession and
denunciation of Rey as a counterrevolutionary. Rey
breaks down and signs his own confession, where-
upon Victor releases him. Once out of El Morro,
Rey realizes all of Cuba has become a prison.

ACT TWO
At the entrance of the Peruvian Embassy in
Havana, an excited crowd gathers: the gates have
been smashed open and Cubans are streaming
into the compound seeking asylum, triggering a
crisis leading eventually to the boatlift from the
port of Mariel, enabling thousands to escape
Cuba. Rey, alone on the waterfront, gazes out to
sea, vast and beckoning, yet confining him a
prisoner on the island. Lázaro, a stranger, accosts
him wishing to befriend him. Initially suspicious,
Rey rejects Lázaro, but then offers him shelter, and
the two eventually become close friends. Rey
refuses to see old companions who have betrayed
him, but when Ovidio stops by, hoping to persuade
Rey to go on writing and struggling for freedom,
Rey responds with cold silence. Ovidio slinks away
in despair. Meanwhile Lázaro, who had applied to
leave Cuba in the Mariel embarcation, rejoices on
receiving his exit papers; he and Rey part in hopes
of a reunion one day.

Shortly thereafter, Rey encounters Victor, who
reports that Ovidio has committed suicide. He
congratulates Rey on good behavior, warning him
not to try fleeing Cuba: dissidents may not leave.
Overwhelmed by losses and his bleak prospects,
Rey envisions Ovidio’s funeral as last rites for Cuba
itself. His Muses reappear, echoing Ovidio’s call to

keep fighting, and he resolves to leave Cuba. He
applies for papers to leave through Mariel, hoping
somehow to slip through unnoticed. At the sea-
port, as his documents are about to be inspected,
the Muses instruct Rey to alter the name on his exit
visa, a ruse that miraculously succeeds.

Rey and Lázaro are reunited in New York, but
within a few years Rey discovers that his escape
from Cuba has not meant freedom from other
forms of oppression. On New Year’s Eve 1987, he
meets Lázaro near Times Square, telling him that
he has contracted the mysterious new “gay
disease,” which is a death sentence. Weak and ill,
Rey feverishly hallucinates, praying to Ovidio for
three more years, time to write his memoir.

By 1990, wasted by disease, Rey summons his
remaining strength to give Lázaro his final manu-
script, “Before Night Falls,” to be published after
his death. He bids Lázaro a last farewell and takes
poison. In a final vision, his Muses appear and sing
to him: his works will live on, a testament to free-
dom and the human spirit.
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 Libretto by Jorge Martín, with Dolores M. Koch

Prelude                                           CD I, TRACK 1

ACT ONE: Prologue                        TRACK 2
(Reinaldo’s small fifth-floor walk-up apartment
in Manhattan. Rey is returning from a trip and is
helped home by Lázaro. He is very ill.)
REY (falls down upon entering)
Ay! Lázaro, ayúdame!
LÁZARO
Reinaldo!
REY
This is the end, Lázaro, this is the end...!
LÁZARO
Rey, don’t talk that way! Just think, your trip to
Paris and Madrid was a triumph. And now you can
rest and begin to write again. You’re home now!
REY
This is not my home! I will die here in Manhattan,
but this is not my home! My home was Cuba, but
now I have no home.
LÁZARO (helps him)
Calm down, Reinaldo. Come, get into bed.
REY
That’s all that’s left for me, the sick-bed, the death-
bed, a pleasureless bed... (finds a bottle next to
the bed.) What’s this? Poison! Rat poison!? Is this
a suggestion!? Who did this? Did you? Did you do
this? You bastard, you want me to poison myself
and die already? I will kill myself when I’m good

and ready! (He flings the bottle at Lázaro.)
LAZARO (sobbing)
Rey! No! I don’t want you to die!...
REY
Forgive me, sweet Lázaro, my loving friend.
We have fought, survived and escaped tyranny,
and although I must die soon, I will be happy to
die a free man!
LÁZARO
Yes, Rey, querido Rey, I will always be there by your
side. Now please go to sleep, and wake up better.
REY
Gracias, muchacho. Now go.  I’ll be alright

Before Night Falls

Rey (Wes Mason) dying.  Manhattan, 1990
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tonight. Adios. (Lázaro goes. He falls to his knees)

REY                                                        TRACK 3
Ovidio! Ovidio! I pray to you! I beg you! I need
you! Help me! Grant me one final wish! You have
listened to me, my friend, my guiding spirit, my
teacher, my angel. You have granted me three
years, surviving this deadly disease, the three years
I have used to write my final work. Don’t let me
die yet...! I need a few more days. I must finish this
book, my last book, my testament, the story of my
life. Give me strength to tell it, give me time to
finish it, before I die, before that final darkness
takes me, before night falls! They took away my
happiness, my home, my voice, my freedom! I will
shout my story! The truth! The truth! It will be my
revenge! My revenge!! (He goes to desk with
papers and typewriter. Distant voices are heard.)
Now, come, my Muses, sing to me. Inspire me,
my Muses, guide my memory. (The Sea enters.)
Behold the Sea that laps the shore of distant Cuba;
it brings me back: Cuba, once my home, then my
prison. Oh, Sea, you beat as well upon these colder
shores of Manhattan, once my freedom, now my
final prison. (The Sea is heard.) Oh, Sea, wash your
living waters over me, tell me what you know,
reveal your secrets! Inspire me, my Muses, light my
memory. (The Moon enters.) Behold the Moon
that shines upon that distant island. It brings me
back: Cuba, once my country, forever my wound.
Oh, Moon, you light the exile’s nights amid the
throngs of Manhattan, once my refuge, soon my
executioner.

(The Moon is heard.) Oh, Moon, look upon our
woeful history, tell me what you see, reveal
your secrets!
MUSES
Unchanged in our ever-changing faces, life’s fixed
and variable anchors. When storms engulf you or
the dark is deepest, remember: calm will be
restored, and moonlight will redeem the night.
REY
Take me away from this cold, northern dark; take
me away to those warm Caribbean days; take me
back to the land I came from. Take me back to that
earth, the bitter dirt I rose from. Take me there…
MUSES
Ah.. Take me there...  (The Sea and the Moon
gradually change the scene.)

Scene                                                    TRACK 4
(The Cuban countryside. Voices are heard. The
young Rey emerges laughing and singing.)
REY
Poems! Poems! Another poem, Señor Palma!
About my mother, my aunts, the rooster, the pigs!
Poems, poems, everywhere, poems! My mother is
beautiful like the land. I’ll never understand: why
did she know love for only a few months in her
life, and then never again? She seems so lonely, so
lonely! I never knew my father, my mother had no
other lover. My aunts are all forgotten, are all re-
jected, are all abandoned by their men. My aunts
are lonely, lonely women. So many lonely, bitter
women... too many women! A house full of angry
women! Ay dios!  (Pepe and some boys rush on
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and join Rey, urging him to join them in play-
dancing, which gradually becomes erotic.)
PEPE
Reinaldo! Join us! Dance with us!
REY
Pepe!... Pepe-pepe-pepe-pepepiiiiiito!  (They all
dance and sing.)
PEPE
Rey, have you heard about the men in the
mountains?
REY
You mean the rebels? Of course!
PEPE
Isn’t it romantic and inspiring? They want to build
us a better future! They keep chanting, “Justice!
Justice! Liberty! The people! The people!”
REY
Don’t you want to be free one day, Pepe? To fly
from this tiny village and see the ocean? To
imagine your wildest dreams can come true?
PEPE
Yes, Rey, yes! I have my dreams. And what are

your dreams?
REY
To write poems, free, magical poems! To write a
hundred thousand poems, and have a hundred
thousand lovers!
BOTH
Each of their bodies a poem, each of our lovings
an epic!
REY
Pepe, let’s join the rebels, you and me, tonight!
PEPE
Yes! Let’s dance up to the mountains! Let’s go up
dancing!... (They resume their dance with the
other boys. The dance becomes gradually more
erotic. Rey’s aunts enter, see this, are appalled.)

AUNTS (pummelling Rey)                       TRACK 5
¡Ay!
REY
My aunts!!
AUNTS
¡Virgen santísima! Dirty boys! Go away! Filthy
boys! Keep away! How scandalous! ¡Qué des-
gracia! Rey! You wild and nasty child! You come
back in the house! We’ll straighten you out!
We’ll fix you...! You good-for-nothing, stupid brat!
MOTHER (stops them, embraces Rey)
Sisters, leave him alone! Come to me, Reinaldo.
AUNTS
Sister, that useless son of yours will cause us grief!
All he does is carve his silly poems on the trees and
do filthy things with the animals and other boys!
One day he’ll be a man and he’ll be like any man:Young men dance in the Cuban forest.
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he’ll abandon us, like all our men!
REY
I’m leaving you bitter old maids right now. I’m
joining the rebels!
AUNTS (They scold him, then go off in horror.)
The rebels?! ¡Qué horror!  Leave at once and
don’t ever come back! Never, never! You’ll have
us killed! Go away...!
MOTHER
Come, mi amor, don’t listen to them. Don’t let
anybody tell you you’re no good. My sisters might
mean well, but they are bitter. Tell me, Rey, why
did you say you’ll join the rebels?
REY
I want to leave here, Mamá. I want to go up to the
mountains and join the rebels!
MOTHER
But, listen...

REY
I hate it here, Mamá. I’m suffocating! I feel
hopeless. I must leave here and find my own way.
I will join the rebels tonight! (They embrace.)

Aria                                                       TRACK 6
MOTHER
Promise me, child, you will never forget this land
where you were born. Remember the love and the
joy this land rooted in you. Remember, I taught
you to feel our unquenchable faith in life!
My son, listen: trust in the return of hope. Hope is
always present, always fresh, like a spring inside
your soul, to draw from in your need. Hope is the
light inside you, to guide your tired and troubled
mind—like the phases of the moon, like the tides
of the sea... hope will always return. When night
is darkest, when faith in light is failing, hope in
spite of all... Remember! What you dream is your
life. Your life is what you dream. (She blesses him
and leaves, receding like a memory.)

Rey’s mother (Janice Hall) comforts her son.

The angry Aunts attack Rey.
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Aria                                                         TRACK 7
REY (alone)
I’ll never forget, Mamá! Mother, you are beautiful,
like this land, but my father was like a tropical
rainstorm over the open countryside, cutting a
river’s path through the land! I see the rain
streaming down, water rushing down, rumbling
down, tumbling down, overflowing rivers in
amazing sounds! I run out naked and roll around,
letting the rain run through me. I see the birds
frolic in the rain: I want to fly just the same. I hear
the river roar. I want to roar just the same! I hear
the spell of violence, the river’s current sweeping
everything away in its path. It is a mystery, the law
of destruction is the law of life. Where is this fren-
zy rushing to? The raging waters call me! In that
torrent, always in motion, only there will I find
myself. Take me away! I long to escape this child-
hood! Escape to freedom! I am yours, mighty river!

Scene                                                     TRACK 8
(A rebel camp in the countryside. New Year’s Day
1959; the rebels have claimed victory.)
ALL
¡Victoria! ... March with us, join our glorious
fighters. They are brave, they are proud, they are
fearless! By their striving the future is brighter.
Sing their praises and march, march with us! We
will fight unto our death for a cause so great and
right! Hail the mighty and new revolution! We are
young, we are fair, we are just. If you join us, you’ll
live among the peerless. Join our cause and march,
march with us!

VICTOR (the rebel leader)
Comrades, we have won, the people have won.
The people have chased the tyrant away through
the strength and justice of our cause!
VICTOR, then ALL
Torture, no more! Poverty, no more! Ignorance, no
more! The day is ours, this New Year’s Day begins
new life for our homeland. We, the people, will
write the future chapters of our history. Free from
the tyrant, free from oppression, we shall over-
come all obstacles. Poverty, no more... Freedom
and justice for all!
ALL
’Tis for all mankind that we labor, for the poor, for
the sick, for the fallen. We will work in peace with
our neighbor, bringing freedom and justice for all.
VICTOR, ALL
We must learn to banish the past, and to make a
New Man! Hail the New Man who looks to the

Victor (Seth Mease Carico) with his revolutionaries
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future, he is strong, he is firm, he is tall! He will
make us the paragon of nations with freedom and
justice for all.
REY (aside)
With freedom and justice for all... In the name
of a bright future, submit to the present, exchange
your stars.
PEPE
But Víctor, I have heard some people want to
leave.
VICTOR, then ALL
They cannot change their reactionary ways.
They are worms! Let the worms leave! ¡Que se
vayan los gusanos!
PEPE
But why would they want to leave?
VICTOR
Because, to build... (interrupted  by  screams. A
peasant and his mother are dragged in.)
REBELS
¡Traidor...! You are a traitor!
PEASANT
Mother, help me! Help!
REBELS
You will be punished! You have betrayed one of
your comrades!
PEASANT’S MOTHER
No, no! It’s not true! He didn’t do it! My son is
innocent! Let him go!
ALL
Justice! Justice!
VICTOR (to the peasant)
A militia man is dead. My sources say you killed

him. Why did you  do it? Who gave you orders?
Who helped you? Confess your guilt!
ALL
¡Paredón...!
VICTOR
The state, the people declare you guilty of treason!
ALL
Death to the traitor...! (A firing squad has formed.
Rey’s reaction is one of increasing horror, and he
separates himself from the rest.)
PEASANT’S MOTHER
Have mercy!
VICTOR
¡Preparen!
PEASANT’S MOTHER
Please, have mercy, he is innocent, my baby!
VICTOR
¡Apunten ¡Fuego! (The peasant is shot.) Death to

The execution
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all traitors! Long live the Revolution!
ALL
Death to traitors who fight against us! They are
vile, they’re corrupt, they are evil! Who opposes
the people’s revolution? He will die, he will falter,
he will fail! We will crush him with unrelenting
justice, without mercy. Death to our foe!
REY (aside)
¡Qué horror...!  Is this justice? What have I seen?

Scene                                                    TRACK 9
(Some months, perhaps years, later. Pepe and Rey
are on their way to a secret location.)
PEPE
Where are we going?
REY
A secluded bench in the park today. The location
always changes, to elude the police and evade
suspicion. We can’t be more than three at a
time in public. Ovidio will be here; he never
misses a session.
PEPE
Such devotion!

REY
Ovidio’s internal exile sucks away his life. But
with our secret circle of readers, we are doing
what we can to fight back. He possesses all the
banned books!
PEPE
How does he hide the books from the
government?
REY
When something is truly important, a matter of
life and death, you find a way, Pepe! Imagine
Ovidio, so great a poet and author, without his
beloved books! Literature is his blood, his very life!
PEPE
I feel so privileged, Rey, that you will introduce
me to so great a man, but I feel nervous too.
What if we’re found out?
REY
What are we guilty of? That we love to read books
the state deems dangerous? If what we read
makes us dangerous, if what we write makes us
dangerous, then let us be dangerous, in the
name of liberty! We must do what we can to
fight this terrible regime of lies that crushes our
artists and thinkers!
PEPE
Ovidio is well known for not promoting the party
hack. After the contest, when you were denied the
prize, Reinaldo, we were all shocked: he resigned
from the jury in protest. He liked your novel so
much. We were all so impressed that he invited
you especially to study with him. That honor cuts
two ways, Reinaldo, be careful.  Here he comes!Pepe (Javier Abreu) alone with Rey.
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OVIDIO (entering)
Forgive me, jóvenes, for being late! Ovidio is here,
with his books! I was afraid of being followed and
took the long way here.
REY
This is my friend, Pepe, who wants to join our
circle of readers.
PEPE
It is an honor, Ovidio...
OVIDIO (cutting him off)
Never mind honors: are you willing to be arrested
for reading with us today?
PEPE
I am.
OVIDIO
Why?
PEPE
The regime hates any thought that’s free.
We must do what we can to fight this terrible
regime of lies…
OVIDIO
I’m afraid we must all be suspicious of one
another. That is what we’ve been reduced to.
You know how much I love my country, but I
cannot write here any longer. The state is tighten-
ing the noose around my neck. My magazine has
been shut down. All gay artists are under
constant vigilance. Dictatorships fear sexuality.
Dictatorships think little of life, hate beauty and
invention. Dictatorships seek to control everything,
and everyone: judges and juries, trials and
justices, our minds. Reinaldo, your novel should
have won!

REY
All we have now is silence, Ovidio. Your novels,
your poems have been silenced. This awful
silence! The silence of the dead!

Aria                                                     TRACK 10
OVIDIO
But you, Reinaldo, must not stay silent! Shout!
Speak truth to their lies! Jóvenes, cultivate the
power of words, cultivate your sense of beauty!
Remember: beauty is always dangerous, always
subversive. Listen to me:
Beauty is the secret landscape of our hearts that
tells us what the world is not. Beauty is a vibration
that sets us all in tune. We draw to beauty as a
field of sunflowers urges toward the sun. Beauty
shines its fearless light on tyranny’s grotesque and
ugly face. Bring forth your beauty! Your voice will
inspire us.The poet’s shout is our brightest hope!
Reinaldo, do not stay silent! Your voice is your life!

Ovidio (Jesus Garcia, right) counsels Rey and Pepe.
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The truth is stronger than tyrants, stronger than
darkness. Let no one silence you who cry the truth.

Trio                                                         TRACK 11
OVIDIO, REY, PEPE
Oh, our unhappy island! Your songs were joyful,
now your tunes are soundless and dull. Oh painful
destiny, oh woeful silence! Unhappy island, when
will your troubles be done?
OVIDIO
Reinaldo, I have little left to offer the world, and
the government, I’m afraid, may soon grind me
in  its gears.
REY
What are you saying!?
OVIDIO
But you, Reinaldo, have your whole creative life
before you. You must get your work published by
whatever means. Get your work out of Cuba!
REY
Ovidio, tell me how!
OVIDIO
I think I can help you: I will introduce you to a
couple to whom I’ve shown your work. They ad-
mire your work deeply. They are above suspicion
and are willing to smuggle your manuscripts
abroad. They can have your books published in
France.
REY
Ovidio, my angel!
OVIDIO
Do it! Send your work out into the world!
REY
I will! How can I repay you?!

OVIDIO
Send it out! Away from here!
ALL THREE
Oh, our unhappy island!...
(Ovidio and Pepe leave. Rey remains as the
scene changes.)

Scene                                                   TRACK 12
REY (apostrophizing his typewriter, which his
Muses bring in.) There you are, waiting for me.
My consolation, my medium, my gateway to a life
more real than life, than the life full of official lies.
I remove your cover and I remove the veils that
cover tyranny’s nakedness. With you I feel bold,
I clear the dust and caress your sides, desperately
happy to join you. I quickly sit down, my hands on
the keyboard, and suddenly it all starts up! With
the tat-tat-tat of the keys the music begins.
MUSES (sing to him as he types)
Cathedrals, streets, sea walls,  palm trees, faces,
and beaches, and bare feet, starry nights, rain
clouds, a creeping vine, and parrots, a thousand,

Ovidio



■ 16 ■

a million parrots. The endless multiplicity! The
endless possibilities! They all come to life, a life
more real than life.
REY
They all attend my party!
MUSES
The roof recedes, the roof vanishes, and you float,
uprooted, carried up in arms, uplifted, transported,
immortalized, saved by that subtle cadence, by that
music, by that endless, unstoppable rhythm of life.
REY
That freedom I can only have in this, my Art...
MUSES
...and not on this unhappy, silenced island.
Create your freedom! Imagine it into being and
then send your voice out into the world, Reinaldo:
Send it out! Send it out! Any way you can! Seize
your chances! Use your friends! Send it out!...
DISTANT VOICES
Send it out!...

(Rey hands the manuscript to the Muses imper-
sonating the couple who smuggle it out of Cuba.)

PEPE (appears, languid and seductive)    TRACK 13
Rey, it is so hot, the sea is cool and calm. Let’s
go for a swim... Don’t give it a second thought.
Think of the beautiful men who are there!
REY (typing)
I have to finish this.
PEPE
I’ll be waiting for you on the sand.
REY
I’ll see you in a minute. (Pepe leaves, but then
returns furtively. He sees where Rey hides his
manuscript. Later, at the beach, Pepe, Rey and
other men engage in a slow, stylized, erotic dance.
Suddenly a siren is heard and the Police rush in.
The men flee, but Rey is arrested.)
REY (sensing Pepe has somehow set him up.)
Pepe! Pepe! (Rey is dragged off.)

The Moon (Courtney Ross, left)
and The Sea (Janice Hall, right)
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Scene                                                   TRACK 14
(Rey is among the prisoners in the Morro Castle.)
PRISONERS (heard in the distance)
Ah... Dark and ancient fortress, fateful dungeon!
Your stench and heat and chains conspire to break
our spirits. Your stones, your cells, your filthy walls
exist alone to torture men. When shall we see
again the light of day? We did not know what
prison was. We did not know what freedom was
until they took it away. Life without freedom is no
life at all...  Ah...

END CD ONE

VÍCTOR                                   CD TWO, TRACK 1
(Rey is brought into an interrogation room. Victor
enters.) Reinaldo Arenas, the famous writer!
REY
Víctor! Víctor, the great idealist and murderer!
VÍCTOR (has a book with him)
We meet again on the field of battle, Rey, but on
different sides now. Congratulations on your
novel’s great success abroad.
REY (is handed the book)
What is this? What do you mean?
VÍCTOR
Haven’t you heard? Your beautiful novel won a
prestigious prize in France! You are a famous
writer, and deservedly so.
REY
What became of your noble ideals? What
became of the Revolution’s promise? Why do
you support the lies and murders? Why do you
suppress our freedom?

VÍCTOR
The Revolution has to be protected from all our
enemies who want us to fail. Homosexuals are
immoral, a disease that weakens our society,
And believe me, we will cleanse ourselves of you!
Writers can be dangerous, too, like Ovidio and his
faggot friends, and you. Writers can be dangerous,
yes, and we must be sure to defend ourselves.
We will defeat our enemies! Surely, Rey, we have
the right to arrest criminals?
REY
You only believe in power! Did you ever really
believe in justice?
VÍCTOR (amused)
Your justice, our justice, whose justice? What is
justice? What is just is that you serve your country.
As a writer, you should praise your country, above
all, your country, right or wrong!
REY
There are better songs to sing than the praises
of a murderous government. We artists do not
care if we’re down and out; all we care is, our
songs must be free!
VÍCTOR
Yes, yes, but in the real world, as you know,
everything has limits. In the capitalist states you
must serve your wealthy patrons’ tastes, but here
your patron is the Revolution, and the Revolution
deems your novels degenerate and unworthy of
our readers.
REY
So poetry strikes fear in the Revolution?
VÍCTOR
Publishing abroad without permission is against
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the law. You knew this.
REY
Yes, but now I am a famous writer, as you say,
and there will be people abroad who will protest
on my behalf, protest your treatment of artists.
VÍCTOR (lightly)
Oh, you are not under arrest as an artist,
goodness no! Don’t you remember? You are
charged as a common criminal, and worse, what
no one anywhere abides: a sexual pervert.
REY (as Victor and guards assaults him)
¡Hijo di puta!
VÍCTOR
Your friend Pepe, a real patriot...
REY (in agony)
That traitor!
VÍCTOR
He knew his duty. He kept an eye on you for us
and has told us where you hide your manuscripts.
REY
That son of a bitch!
VÍCTOR
And here we have your latest manuscript. I have
read it, Arenas.
REY
You have!?
VÍCTOR
Why, of course, and you know, you have a true
genius. Beautiful, beautiful… Such a shame you
use your talents perversely. (places manuscript in a
basin) You called your novel Farewell to the Sea.
(He lights a match.) Now say farewell to your
manuscript forever. (sets it alight) Say farewell to

your subversive beauty. Say farewell. Now you
must tell me the names of those who helped you.
Your work was smuggled out of Cuba. Tell me
who these smugglers are. Tell me their names!
REY (in pain)
We were all betrayed by your “glorious”
revolution! I will never help you in your hellish
vision! You cannot destroy my work!
VÍCTOR (brutally)
Tell me their names!
REY
I will rewrite my novel, and better!
VÍCTOR
The names...!
REY
Never! (Victor beats him, then sweetly caresses his
head, massages  his shoulders suggestively.)
VÍCTOR
Tell me who helped you and I can help you. Only
I can help you now. I can be very kind, Rey. I am

Rey is interrogated and tortured by Victor.
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your friend! You are a good man. I know you.
But remember: with the Revolution, everything.
Against the Revolution, nothing!  (Victor leaves.
Voices are heard.)

Scene                                                      TRACK 2
REY
What fate casts me down so low? I feel all hope
draining from my soul. What do I dare to do or say
and not betray my friends, my honor, or my art?
How long can I endure this nightmare in this dank
and poisoned prison air? How will I fight another
day or find a way to keep the flame from guttering
in my heart? But oh, the greatest hell’s I cannot
write, I cannot dream! My muses shun me in these
windowless cells; my ears assailed by desperate
yells, my senses clotted shut with foulness. How
could I write, how could I dream? Without my
Muses, oh, without my freedom, I am nothing! I
am no one! Oh misery! Oh life!
VÍCTOR (days, perhaps weeks later)
Querido Rey, you don’t look well at all. How much
longer must you suffer needlessly before you
understand your position? Won’t you help your
country?
REY
Your tongue soils its name.
VÍCTOR (gently)
Oh, Rey, Rey. You’ve been deceived. I feel sorry for
you. You are still in darkness. You never could tell
who your friends were.
REY
What do you mean, demonio?

VÍCTOR
Let me show you something. Watch. (He shows
Rey a televised image of Ovidio, a shattered man,
publicly confessing before the press and officials.)
OVIDIO  (feeble, faltering)
My fellow countrymen, worthy patriots...
REY
What is this? What is the meaning? Ovidio!?
OVIDIO
I confess my crime before the Cuban people...
REY
No!! No!! Not Ovidio!
OVIDIO
I did not place my pen at the service of our
glorious Revolution, and I acknowledge this is my
shame, which I repudiate and now make good.
But I was not alone. There are many I can name:
Luís Alberto Martínez, José Codina, Paco Pérez,
Carlos Llerena... but above the rest, the greatest,
most dangerous enemy of the people... Reinaldo
Arenas! Long live the Revolution. (The image
disappears. Rey is devastated.)
VÍCTOR
Who is your friend now, Rey? (He hands Rey a
confession to sign, which he recites:)  “I, Reinaldo
Arenas, confess my crime against our glorious
Revolution, and I acknowledge this is my shame,
which I repudiate and now make good. I swear I
will only write its praises, and I will never publish
again without its permission. Furthermore, I
renounce my life as a homosexual, and vow never
again to succumb to that disease.” Long live the
Revolution! (Rey slowly signs it.)
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I knew you would come to your senses. Now you
are a free man. Go!

Scene                                                     TRACK 3
(Later. Rey is alone outside the  jail. The prisoners’
voices can be heard from within.)
REY
So now I am a free man! What kind of freedom is
this? I’m not free to be who I am, I’m not free to
love whom I want, I’m not free to write what I
must. What kind of freedom is this? This island is
a floating prison. The sea is its implacable bars!
How can I escape this island that I love so much?
How can I escape?

END ACT ONE

ACT II, Scene                                          TRACK 4
(Crowds rioting at the gate of the Peruvian
embassy.)
ALL
What is it? What’s going on? The gates are open!
The embassy!  Run! ¡Corre! ¡Corre! Run to the
embassy! What embassy? There...! The Peruvian
embassy! Why? What happened? Don’t waste
time! Leave everything! A bus smashed into the
gates and we can get in! Let me in! Call my
family! If you get in, the Cuban regime cannot
touch you!This is our chance! Escape! Escape!
Hurry! Hurry! ¡Corre! ¡Corre! We do not want
your Utopia! We cannot live in chains! We did not
know what freedom was! We did not know what
prison was! Better risk our lives and all we have,
better risk the loss of all we ever knew to live a
better life! Let us go! ¡Libertad...!  We are ready
to die to be free...!

Citizens desperate to leave Cuba.

Rey lies exhausted at Victor’s feet.
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Aria                                                       TRACK 5
(A beach, twilight. Rey sadly contemplates the sea.)
REY
What magic color is the sea? Always changing,
always new, raging at rocks or caressing the
sand, that liquid weave, always, the sea. I have
become like this island, imprisoned by the sea.
As a child I longed to see the ocean. In its vastness
I sensed a promise of endless life and freedom.
And now the sea fences me in, jails me on this
rock where I can no longer live or breathe free,
where my Muses no longer sing to me. Oh, my
country! In the name of a bright future, submit
to the present, exchange your stars, and raging,
erase in one grand gesture what numberless ages
shaped. (He is interrupted by a barefoot and
shirtless young man.)
LÁZARO
My name is Lázaro. I don’t have a home. You are
a writer. You’re famous. At least I know who you
are, Reinaldo Arenas...
REY
I want nothing to do with strangers! For all I
know, you’re all spies!
LÁZARO (takes out a cigarette)
I love to read good books. My family is a mad-
house. My mother thinks I’m crazy, wants me
committed. She just threw me out. I yearn for
another world, Reinaldo Arenas, where I can
survive, like you, in a world of our own
imagining—Do you have a light?
I’m not gay, you know... but I want to live
with you.

REY (slowly, after a pause)
Lázaro, follow me.

Scene (Rey’s apartment)                          TRACK 6
REY
Few more nails and we’re done!
LÁZARO
Congratulations on your new loft!  (They do a
little dance.)
REY
Have they sent your visa?
LÁZARO
Not yet. Any day now. You know how long it
takes, and how inept the officials are. Mariel!
Mariel! It’s mayhem at the visa office! Mariel...!
Everyone is trying to leave through Mariel,
everyone! The prostitutes and their pimps as well,
everyone! Mariel! The criminals and the
psychopaths, homosexuals and the murderers...
REY
Everyone except dissidents.

Lázaro (Jonathan Blalock) meets Rey.
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LÁZARO
I’m sorry. I realize you can’t...  But one day... You
must try. (Pepe appears in the doorway.)
PEPE
Rey, amigo! It’s me, Pepito!
REY
You! You little weasel!
PEPE
Won’t you forgive your oldest friend?
REY
You are a traitor, that’s what you are, a vile,
stinking traitor!
PEPE (as Rey chases him out)
But I... Please understand... Reinaldo!... ¡Amigo!
Ay! Ay!
BOTH
Out! Out! Out! And don’t come back! (They
slam the door.)
REY
Lázaro, thank you for being a loyal friend. (kisses
him) I don’t know what I would do without you —
(Another knock at the door; Rey thinks it is Pepe
again.) I told you, traitor, never, ever... (It is Ovidio,
disheveled and unkempt.)

OVIDIO                                                 TRACK 7
Reinaldo, please, a word? I know what I did...
You can never forgive me. But please, reassure
me, please listen to me. (Rey motions Lázaro to
leave.) I have ruined my life and yours and many
others. But we have all been brought low by this
terrible regime. My fruitful season is done. I have
nothing left to offer the world. But you, Reinaldo,

you are still young. You must resist. Don’t let them
silence you! Your voice is your life; you must keep
writing. Don’t ever lose your hope! The truth is
stronger than tyrants, stronger than darkness. Let
no one silence you! Can you reassure me, Rey?
Rey?  (Rey remains silent, and Ovidio slowly leaves.)

Duet                                                      TRACK 8
LÁZARO (rushing in)
My visa has arrived! I’m leaving! I’m finally
leaving! (He catches himself and his joy becomes
sorrow.) Oh, Rey, how can I leave? And leave you
here? I can’t do this. I can’t leave. I won’t!
REY
You must leave, Lázaro! Even if we’ll never see
each other again.
LÁZARO
No, no...

Rey rejects
Ovidio.
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REY
Leave... for me! Think: I will be happy to know
you’re free! (They embrace.)
LÁZARO
I’ll be waiting for you...
REY
They will never let me, a dissident, leave.
LÁZARO
You must try one day...
REY
Come, don’t say good-bye to me. Make your
farewell to Cuba! I will always remember...
LÁZARO, then REY
My heart will always feel the space you carved out
in its tenderest place. That hollow longs for the
love that restores the love I lost when I said
farewell...  Farewell. (Lázaro leaves.)

Scene                                                   TRACK 9
(Days later on the street.)
VÍCTOR
Hey, hey! Imagine running into you, Arenas, on the
street! While I have you, I can tell you the Revol-
ution is satisfied with your good behavior... so far.
You’ve been a model citizen, not a peep from you,
unlike some dissidents, caught trying to escape
through Mariel, the fools! It serves them right!
Ovidio has shown us what cowards they are...
But maybe, you haven’t heard? Ovidio was found
near here, dead, on the street, in a pool of blood.
A suicide, no doubt. But I warn you—do not
attend his funeral. Do not get into trouble again.
(He leaves.)

REY
What can I do? Ovidio’s dead, and so am I—dead,
like this island. “Freedom,” we cry, but who, truly,
is free? How am I to live? I will be here forever,
without a way to flee, an empty shell without a
voice, always alone, always afraid, with no hope or
dreams. Escape? How can I escape, when those I
trust betray me? Betrayal at every turn!  I can see
Víctor, watching me, spying, waiting to ensnare
me, to make me cower, to take away from me my
dignity. Ovidio! Ovidio! I fear your fate! I feel it
near, the blackness inside, the blood in my throat.
Is this my fate? Ovidio was my father, Ovidio was
Cuba. Cuba! Is this your fate? Is this our end, in
chains and blood? What can I do? What can I do?
(A vision of Ovidio’s corpse lying on a bier)
VOICES
Dies irae, dies illa!  Liber scriptus proferetur.
In quo totum continetur, unde mundus judicetur...
THE MOON (appears)
Reinaldo, do not stay silent. Your voice is your life.

Rey’s vision of Ovidio’s funeral.
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You must leave Cuba, leave your home. You’ll find
a way. Don’t ever lose your hope. (The Sea enters.)
The truth is stronger than tyrants, stronger than
darkness. You must endure.
BOTH MUSES
Reinaldo, remember Ovidio! Reinaldo, escape from
this island! Reinaldo, do not stay silent!
REY
Ovidio! You urged me to hope with no hope for
yourself. I will do what I must to escape this prison,
to free my voice and shout the truth! I will honor
your memory, honor my art!
MUSES (softly)
Mariel! Mariel! Mariel!

Scene                                                    TRACK 10
(The Visa Office. Rey is in line. Voices are heard.)
VISA OFFICER
Next! On what grounds are you applying for a
visa? Are you a criminal or a mental case? Are
you a pimp, or a prostitute or are you perhaps
a homosexual?
REY
Gay.
OFFICER
What did you say?
REY
Gay, I’m gay.
OFFICER
Aha! Another fag; top or bottom?
REY
Bottom.
OFFICER
Show me you’re a fag.  Let me see how you walk.

(Rey walks hesitantly) That’s not very convincing.
(to the crowd) What do you think, gente?
CROWD (as Rey plays up the stereotype)
¡Maricón! ¡Maricón! ¡Maricón!
OFFICER
The Revolution is happy to be rid of scum like you!
Go home! Your visa will arrive soon enough. Next!

Scene
(The Mariel Seaport: a crowd awaits anxiously to
get on board any ship. Rey is again tensely waiting
in line.)
PORT OFFICIAL
Name?
A MAN
Hortensio Vázquez.
OFFICIAL (checking names against a list)
Not on the list of dissidents. (He stamps the visa.)

Rey with the Visa Officer (Corey Trahan).
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(The man boards the boat.)  Next!  Name? (The
Muses appear to Rey, whisper in his ear.)
MUSES (examining Rey’s visa.)
You must disguise your name. Look how
skinny the “e” is! Put a dot on the “e” so it
looks  like an “i.”
ANOTHER MAN
Wilfredo Santos.
OFFICIAL
Not on the list.
MUSES (to Rey)
Put a dot... (Rey alters his visa.)
OFFICIAL
Next! Name?
REY
Reinaldo Arinas.
OFFICIAL (looking through list)
“Arenas?”
REY
No, “Arinas.”
OFFICIAL (stamps visa and Rey boards.)
Get on the boat! That’s all for this boatload!
Stand back! (The boat slowly leaves the dock.)
ALL (on the boat)
Saddest and memorable day when we must
leave our home. Destiny sends us away to foreign
shores and new lives in freedom. We’re on our
way to new life! To new life! (Víctor storms in,
shouting at the boat helplessly. It’s too late to
stop Rey.)
VÍCTOR
Damn you! You let the dissident Reinaldo Arenas
on board! Damn you...!  ¡Mal rayo te parta!

Scene                                                   TRACK 11
(The Muses lead Rey to his rendezvous in New
York City with Lázaro.)
SEA and MOON
Unchanged in our ever-changing faces, life’s fixed
and variable anchors, when storms engulf you,
Or the dark is deepest...
(Rey and Lázaro meet, embrace.)
LÁZARO
Reinaldo!
REY
Lázaro, we did it! We’re free! Behind us are
prisons and chains, our lives now, our own!
LÁZARO
Before us are freedom and life,
BOTH
...to take and to own!
LÁZARO
Reinaldo, I will show you Manhattan, Miami...
REY
Paris! Madrid!
LÁZARO
We’ll drive across this great American continent!
REY
See old friends we lost, make new ones!
BOTH, with the MUSES
New air! New poems! New lovers! New life...!

Scene                                                TRACK 12
(A café in Times Square, New Year’s Eve, 1987)
LÁZARO (enters, worried)
Rey should be here. He has something to tell me.
He’s been writing, writing, furiously writing.
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But I’m worried about him, he seems no longer
happy here in New York. He acts unsettled,
not himself.
REY (enters agitated)
Lázaro, Lázaro! I escape from one prison only to
fall into another. Inside Cuba, as a prisoner, to the
world I was useful.
CROWD (toasting, celebrating)
Ha ha ha ha ha...!
REY
But now, as an exile, I’m discarded by the world,
because the exile belongs nowhere. The place
where we discovered beauty, learned our tongue,
read our first poem, made love for the first time,
that place exists only in our dreams.
As if looking for a lost love, the exile deceives
himself, hoping he will find it again. But no: the
exile belongs nowhere, nowhere. The left hates
my politics.
CROWD (in a vision)
¡Viva Fidel! ¡Viva Fidel!  Death to the gays...!
REY
The right hates my sexuality. I have nowhere to
turn! But I will fight them...
LÁZARO
Reinaldo! Learn to adjust, learn to accept, learn
to forget!
REY
I cannot! I seek the sunlight that’s lost at nightfall.
I chase the memories that vanish in shadows.
LÁZARO
You’ll never find them, and if you do, they will
turn to smoke in your hands. Like it or not, we’re

here now. We are never going back: accept it!
Never!
CROWD
Ha ha ha ha ha...!
LÁZARO
You left your soul over there, I know. Now,
surviving is our best revenge. Accept your fate,
and bless your good luck!
REY
How can I accept? Far from the place that
nurtured me, that tortured me, far from the land
I sprang from, and barely escaped, I see my death
approach. Home without freedom was a prison.
Freedom without a home is... You say “Accept
my fate!” My doctor has told me I’ve got this
mysterious “gay disease.”
LÁZARO
Reinaldo!!
REY
This is it—the last blow. Accept it! No one escapes.
So my death sentence came, not from a tyrant, but
from my lovers! (Increasingly agitated, Rey hallu-

Revellers at Times Square, New Year’s Eve 1990.
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cinates. At a nearby table, he imagines Víctor
taunting him.)
CROWD
¡Libertad! ¡Libertad...!
VÍCTOR
You see? You can run, and run, But you cannot
escape! No matter where you go, where you turn,
you will never be free!
REY
In Cuba I had to applaud while you kicked me.
Here I am free to shout, and I have come here to
shout. My work is my loudest shout, my revenge,
and I am still alive, and free! (Crowd voices)
Ovidio, my guardian angel, listen to me: I need
three more years of life to finish my work, my
last, before darkness overtakes me, before night
falls. Please, please!
CROWD
Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two,
one: Happy New Year! Happy New Year!
(Flanked by the two Muses, Ovidio seems to
appear.)
THE THREE
Reinaldo, you must endure. Your freedom is your
testament! Continue writing! Don’t ever lose
hope! (The three leave.)
LÁZARO
Rey, are you alright?
REY
I will be. Walk me home, Lázaro.
Feliz año nuevo.

EPILOGUE                                              TRACK 13
(Rey’s apartment . He has completed his work.)
REY
Here, Lázaro. Take this, my completed manuscript.
You know now what to do with it. Send it out into
the world! It’s time now. Night has fallen. Do not
be sad for me. I am prepared for death. (Lázaro,
holding the manuscript, embraces Rey for the last
time.) Cuba will be free. I already am. (Rey takes
a bottle of poison, drinks. Lázaro leaves. Rey’s
Muses appear, sing him a lullaby.)

Rey’s death.
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MUSES, VOICES                                   TRACK 14
Reinaldo, your fire will never die. Your works will
send their light into the darkness of endless night.
The sea receives your ashes like seeds on a mea-
dow, sending forth your life through the world.
Perhaps one day you will kiss the shore of your
native island, your lost, beloved homeland.

Born in Santiago de Cuba in 1959,
Jorge Martín and his family
settled in the U.S. in 1965. He
began piano lessons at age four
and later attended Yale College
and earned masters and doctoral
degrees in music composition
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(Lázaro is seen casting Rey’s ashes on the ocean,
as the Sea and the Moon receive them joyfully and
spread them. Perhaps the ashes are letters; perhaps
we see the illusion of a island faintly in the
distance.)
LÁZARO
Farewell! Farewell!

END ACT TWO  / END CD TWO
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Night Falls in 1995. He began work on the opera in 2003, having written the libretto himself
with the help of the book’s translator Dolores M. Koch (1928-2009), who knew Arenas
personally. Mr. Martín wishes to acknowledge with thanks for their various roles in the
development of Before Night Falls: American Opera Projects (partially funded by the National
Endowment for the Arts), Sharon Daniels and the Opera Institute at Boston University, Mark
Shapiro and the Monmouth Civic Chorus, and the Seagle Music Colony, with special warm
thanks to Beth Greenberg.
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performance of Lucia in 1962 teamed Lily Pons, whom Kruger brought out of retirement to make
her final operatic appearance, and a young Placido Domingo (around 20 at the time), singing his
first major role in America. Domingo would appear a half dozen more times with the company, as
did Beverly Sills, who debuted several of her roles here, including Lucia.

In 1991, retired Metropolitan Opera baritone William Walker was appointed General Director,
and oversaw even greater expansion for the Fort Worth Opera. Under his 10-year tenure, the
company moved to its current new performance facility, the celebrated Bass Performance Hall, in
the heart of downtown Fort Worth’s cultural district.

In July, 2001, Darren K. Woods joined Fort Worth Opera as its current General Director. Mr.
Woods had sung throughout the U.S. and Europe in such houses as the New York City Opera,

Washington Opera, Carnegie Hall, Seattle Opera, Opera Madrid,
Opera Trieste and others. Woods has also served as General Director
of the Shreveport Opera and the Seagle Music Colony, the oldest
summer vocal training program in the United States.
      Under Woods’ tenure, Fort Worth Opera announced plans in
2006 to shift from a fall and spring season to a festival format with
all mainstage performances taking place in the spring. Its opening
season was highlighted by the world premiere performances and
Albany recording of Thomas Pasatieri’s Frau Margot, which Mr.
Woods commissioned for the company. Since then the company
has continued to include in its repertory exciting contemporary
American works, culminating in the 2010 season with Jorge
Martín’s magnificent Before Night Falls.Darren K. Woods

The production of BEFORE NIGHT FALLS was underwritten by a generous gift from the National Endowment for the Arts,
the Apple Pickers Foundation and the Crystelle Waggoner Charitable Trust, US Trust, Bank of America Private Wealth
Management, trustee. Performance materials courtesy of JMB Publishing. Before Night Falls music and libretto copyright
2009 by JMB Publishing.

PRODUCER’S NOTE: This project reflects the tireless efforts of Jorge Martín who, elegantly, wore many hats—musical,
literary, theraputic and secretarial—in making this recording come to life. And many thanks to the indefatigable Kurt
Howard and his Fort Worth Opera staff for getting this all together. The superb talents on stage, in the pit and especially
on the podium made this a pleasure, as did the magic of engineer Ra byn Taylor. Thanks all!     John Ostendorf, producer
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FORT WORTH SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA
Miguel Harth-Bedoya, Music Director   John Giordano, Conductor Emeritus
VIOLIN I: Michael Shih, Concertmaster; Swang Lin, Associate Concertmaster; Eugene Cherkasov, Assistant
Concertmaster; Amy Kathleen Chapin, Celeste Golden Boyer, Ivo Ivanov, Izumi Lund, Kathryn Perry, Rebecca
Stern, Kimberly Torgul, Sergey Tsoy
VIOLIN II: Adriana Voirin DeCosta, Principal; Alessandra Jennings Flanagan, Associate Principal, Janine Geisel,
Assistant Principal; Marilyn d’Auteuil, Tatyana Dyer, Qiong Hulsey, Steven Li, Julia Pautz, Rosalyn Story, Andrea
Tullis, Camilla Wojciechowska
VIOLA: Laura Bruton, Principal; David Hermann, Associate Principal; Scott Jessup, Assistant Principal;
Joni Baczewski, Sorin Guttman, Aleksandra Holowka, Dmitry Kustanovich, Daniel Sigale
CELLO: Karen Basrak, Principal; Leda Dawn Larson, Associate Principal; Keira Fullerton, Assistant Principal;
Deborah Brooks, Karen Hall, Shelley Jessup, Lesley Cleary Putnam, Louis-Philippe Robillard
BASS: William Clay, Principal; Paul Unger, Assistant Principal; George Dimitri, Jeffery Hall, Brian Perry, Julie Vinsant
The seating positions of all string section musicians listed alphabetically above change on a regular basis.

FLUTE: Jan Crisanti, Principal; Pam Holland Adams, Assistant Principal (flute /piccolo)
OBOE: Jennifer Corning Lucio, Principal; Jane Owen, Assistant Principal; Rogene Russell (oboe/English horn)
CLARINET: Ana Victoria Luperi, Principal; John Manry, Assistant Principal; Gary Whitman (clarinet/bass clarinet)
BASSOON: Kevin Hall, Principal; Cara Owens, Assistant Principal; Peter Unterstein (bassoon/contrabassoon)
HORN: Mark Houghton, Principal; Alton F. Adkins, Co-Associate Principal; David Cooper, Co-Associate Principal;
Sterling Procter, Aaron Pino
TRUMPET: Steve Weger, Principal; Adam Gordon, Assistant Principal; Oscar Garcia-Montoya
TROMBONE: Ron Wilson, Principal; John Michael Hayes, Assistant Principal; Dennis Bubert (trombone/bass trombone)
TUBA: Edward Jones, Principal
TIMPANI: Edward M. Stephan, Principal; Deborah Mashburn, Assistant Principal
PERCUSSION: Preston Thomas, Principal; Deborah Mashburn, Assistant Principal; Brad Wagner
HARP: David S. Williams, Principal
KEYBOARD: Shields-Collins Bray, Principal
STAGE MANAGERS: Nicole Lehning, Ryan Bonifas
PERSONNEL MANAGER: Brenda J. Tullos, Jane Owen, Assistant
ORCHESTRA LIBRARIAN: Douglas Adams, Robert Greer, Assistant Librarian

FORT WORTH OPERA CHORUS
Stephen Dubberly, Chorus Master
SOPRANOS: Amy Beskow, Jennifer Boyer, Aida de la Cruz, Julie Gilbreath, Lindsey Johnson, Tess Mattingly,
Candice Maughan
MEZZO-SOPRANO: Janna Hinebaugh, Mandy Holmes, Emily Hoskin, Amy James, Caroline Rivera, Rachel Shirk,
Kristin Spires
TENORS: Aaron Alarcon, Reza Azizi, John Ban, Brian Daniels, Devin Drerup, Ruben Erazo, Caleb Hailey,
Anthony Hughes, Imran Kissoon
BASSES / BARITONES: Malcolm Beaty, Justin Belding, Jonah Copeland, Matt Glass, Will Mattox, Eric Medlock,
Nathan Patrick, Barry Skolnick



Before Night Falls
CD ONE (69:24)

1 Act One, Prologue (2:04)
2 Scene REY: “¡Ay, Lázaro, ayúdame!” (3:24)
3 Aria REY: “Ovidio! I pray to you” (6:37)
4 Scene REY: “Poems! Poems!” (7:36)
5 Scene AUNTS: “¡Ay, Virgen santísima!” (3:42)
6 Aria MOTHER: “Promise me, child” (3:28)
7 Aria REY: “I’ll never forget, mamá” (1:58)
8 Scene REBELS: “¡Victoria!” (8:21)
9 Scene PEPE: “Where are we going?” (8:12)

10 Aria OVIDIO: “But you, Reinaldo” (3:53)
11 Trio: “Oh, our unhappy island” (3:48)
12 Scene REY: “There you are, waiting” (6:18)
13 Scene PEPE: “Rey, it is so hot” (6:24)
14 Chorus: “Dark and ancient fortress” (3:30)

CD TWO (74:45)
1 Scene VICTOR: “Reinaldo Arenas!” (10:10)
2 Aria REY: “What fate casts me down” (7:43)
3 Aria REY: ”So now I am a free man” (1:29)
4 Act II, Chorus: “What is it?” (2:32)
5 Aria REY: “What magic color” (5:48)
6 Scene REY: “Few more nails” (4:20)
7 Scene OVIDIO: “Reinaldo, please, a word!” (3:42)
8 Duet: “My visa has arrived” (5:03)
9 Scene VICTOR: “Hey, hey! Imagine” (8:01)

10 Scene VISA OFFICIAL: “On what grounds” (6:58)
11 Duet MUSES: “Unchanged” (2:04)
12 Scene LÁZARO: “Rey should be here” (3:52)
13 Epilogue REY: “Here, Lázaro, take this” (3:52)
14 Scene MUSES: “Reinaldo, your fire” (3:45)

Front Cover Painting by Jerrel Sustaita
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