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accompaniment is more of a strip tease than a storm; enlightening information for the performer! The 
translucent verse of Because my Brook is fluent is simply set in hymn style. In Bind me – I still can 
sing, the rhythmically awkward entrances perfectly capture the meaning of the indomitable verses. 
If I can stop one Heart from breaking contains a brief melodic motive which is gently tossed between 
the bass, treble and vocal lines, hinting at the narrator’s charitable efforts. In the final song, I dwell 
in Possibility, Dickinson refers to poetry – as opposed to prose – as a superior medium. By naming 
poetry “Possibility,” she opens the floodgates of the imagination and deepens our impression of 
her preference. To “dwell in Possibility,” is to relish what may lie ahead; to be free of limitations of 
what could be. I enjoy Larry’s use of suspensions in this piece. Both aurally and psychologically, they 
provide a constant sense of longing, becoming and evolving.

Penelope, by John Musto and Didi Balle, is a stunning modern interpretation of the inner life of 
Penelope, the wife of Ulysses from Homer’s Odyssey. Balle’s seven poems comprising Penelope are part 
of her larger song cycle of 30 poems for five characters entitled Wanderlust. Balle explains: “Penelope 
represents wanderlust of the mind.” Homer’s Penelope waits patiently for 20 years while her husband 
ventures home after the Trojan War. He meets many obstacles and hence, the long wait. While he 
is away, Penelope is pestered by her ladies in waiting to choose another King of Ithaca. Reluctant 
to do so, she devises ways to delay their gratification. She says that she will choose when she has 
finished spinning and weaving a shroud for Laertes, Ulysses’ father (changed to a coat for Ulysses in 
the cycle by Ms. Balle). However, Penelope is busy unweaving the shroud at night and therefore, the 
garment is never completed. The suitors become restless and invade the palace, refusing to leave 
until she has chosen. These are the events of the song cycle, Penelope, but Ms. Balle provides us 
with the inner thoughts of our protagonist as she endures these challenges. She longs to be with her 
beloved husband, is understandably annoyed by the ladies in waiting and desperately frustrated by 
the invading suitors. Her spinning provides the monotonous activity which allows her mind to spin and 
wander. She imagines a journey on which she finds Ulysses. She relives their first passionate moments. 
She fancies a splendid adventure where she thrives over treacherous terrain and through the harshest 
elements. The enjoyment of her own enterprising odyssey transforms her and fills her with a sense of 
purpose and desire to fulfill her own potential. In the end, she tells her husband not to hurry home as 
she will be traveling to the “…earth’s Endless end.” Ms. Balle’s Penelope is not unfaithful but she is 
much more than only faithful.

It won’t take long for the listener to realize that all 27 songs on this recording feature distinguished 
American women poets. Though it began quite by accident, it quickly became a mission that I embraced. 
Having lost my father at a very young age, much of my life was spent seeking a sort of replacement 
through various male mentors. Consequently, I’m sure I overlooked some strong female role models 
along the way. At this point in my life (my late 40’s at the time of this recording), I consciously notice 
and admire them. As a professor at The Hartt School, I am often reminded that I am one such role model 
for my students. Perhaps it was a coincidence or perhaps I found the voice I craved in these female 
poets. Within this recording, you will hear the poetry of Dorothy Parker, Emily Dickinson, Didi Balle, 
Tess Gallagher, Edna St. Vincent Millay and Elizabeth Bishop. Their words will console, inspire and 
even amuse you. The composers, John Musto, Larry Alan Smith and Juliana Hall, are all accomplished 
pianists and accompany me on their pieces; a bonus for which I am thrilled, grateful and honored.

In the first two songs from Enough Rope, Dorothy Parker offers us a bit of useful advice. John provides 
a frantic accompaniment for Social Note with ever-present sixteenth notes that chatter along; one 
can imagine a lively party scene, a colorful assortment of scandalous characters and one wise 
observer compelled to share her thoughts. The title of the second song, Résumé, hints at Parker’s 
self-deprecating character as the items that follow list the numerous and distasteful ways in which 
one can commit suicide; with wit, she suggests that you choose to live. John’s drunken harmonies 
and lazy melodic lines provide this poem with the appropriate sarcastic levity. The Sea, an emblem 
of life without limitations or regrets, is beautifully depicted in the third song through John’s gentle, 
rocking accompaniment and rhythmically, sly melodic line.

In Larry’s Emily Dickinson Songs (2005), Dickinson’s astute observations are set with skill and 
sensitivity. His accompaniment provides a lean and stark backdrop, a sort of architectural support 
for Dickinson’s profound insights. In this way, the melodic lines can ring with clarity and freedom, 
exalting the text. In Me – Come! My dazzled face, the ecstatic anticipation regarding her entrance 
into heaven is conveyed through an intimidating introduction followed by a tentative entrance of 
the first line. Longing for a peaceful life, Dickinson metaphorically sails in On this wondrous sea. 
The melodic line soars to “Eternity” and the accompaniment calmly brings it “ashore.” From gentle 
waters to the wild, stormy sea of passion, Dickinson’s famous poem, Wild Nights – Wild nights!, 
unabashedly moves forward with unbridled determination. Larry sheepishly explains that the stormy 



which this text must be delivered. Bitter outrage is aroused in It dont sound so terrible – quite – as 
it did. Sharp, dissonant harmonies return along with accented melodic lines to magnify Dickinson’s 
disgust. When I was small, a Woman died proceeds as if in a funeral procession as the narrator 
provides her quiet thoughts for a young man’s demise. The final selection begins as the first, with 
those broad homophonic strokes accentuating the soldier’s ultimate sacrifice. It restrains itself before 
the voice enters to sing It feels a shame to be Alive. Dickinson, overwhelmed by their sacrifice, renders 
the soldiers divine as she compares them to Jesus using the word, “Saviors.” Larry’s dramatic and 
sensitive settings allow us to safely glimpse the horrifying and savor the sublime. 

Though the last three songs are not a cycle per se, in my mind they constitute a unit whose theme is 
loss and consolation. I Stop Writing the Poem was written by Tess Gallagher while grieving over the 
loss of her husband, acclaimed short story author, Raymond Carver. She stops writing to fold some 
clothes and with her husband’s shirt, she recalls their warmth and love. Beautifully depicted by 
John, the unusual opening melodic gesture is meant to resemble the floating up and then down of a 
garment while folding it, possibly ending in a self embrace. Lament, by Edna St. Vincent Millay, is a 
fictional account of a widow who tells her children that their father has died. The despair is palpable 
but as the widow says, “Life must go on.” Exemplifying this very idea, John employs a ragtime 
accompaniment, which could have easily been the music of the day during Millay’s early lifetime. 
His rag, however, seems to come from a distant room and sometimes assumes a torturous tone, 
representing the inner angst that the young widow is not free to express. To the women of these two 
poems, I offer this consolation; a poem by Elizabeth Bishop, Sonnet. The opening line beseechingly 
begins with, “I am in need of music.” Set by Juliana Hall, this song offers a peaceful respite. It begins 
unaccompanied, simple and powerful as if coming from the profound depths of the psyche.

There is hardly a person, musician or otherwise, who has not sought consolation or inspiration through 
the language of music. With the overlay of exquisite poetry, that language is only intensified. Through 
caustic wit, translucent perceptions, the quiet triumph of self-realization, despair and consolation, 
these women soulfully convey an irresistible strength, undeniably admirable. I am enriched to have 
found them and delighted to present their voices through these vivid and sensitive settings.

—Cherie Caluda

John provides various musical themes that brilliantly weave these songs into an impressive, triumphant 
drama. In the Prologue, Ulysses’ odyssey is represented through a twelve-tone row and Penelope’s 
persona is made clear through spinning and unpinning themes. There is also a beautiful melody near 
the end to which Penelope sings, “Absence is a lack of imagination.” This melody represents Penelope 
uniquely and is prophetic for the transformative events that follow. Penelope’s Lament introduces the 
theme for the ladies in waiting and their relentless questions. In Weaving Song, an invigorating call to 
action is presented. Epithalamium, a calm and gorgeous centerpiece, gives another facet of a weaving 
theme. The Suitors, introduces two aggressive themes, one in the accompaniment and one in the voice. 
In the sixth song, Odyssey, Penelope is at the height of her imaginative powers. All of the previous 
themes congregate in this song to serve her purpose alone. Even the intensely agitated themes have 
been adopted for her. The grandest moment is when Penelope is soaring above the staff and the 
aforementioned melody from the Prologue makes an appearance in the base line of the accompaniment. 
Having experienced her own Odyssey through the sixth song, Penelope has transformed herself from the 
patient wife and harassed queen to the empowered woman who not only desires to be with her husband 
but also seeks the challenges of an adventurous life. In the final piece, Epilogue: Penelope’s Song, she 
gently says to her husband, “Don’t hurry home, love, Don’t hurry home.” The music is a complete 
departure from all of the previous pieces, thematically and stylistically. John likes to describe this as a 
coming home song in the style of an old western movie. It is the most graceful of coming home songs. 
After so much turmoil, there is no more struggle; only a very comfortable ease.

There are so many shades of emotion when one thinks of war. In the song cycle, A Slash of Blue! A 
sweep of Gray! (2010), Larry has chosen a diverse group of insights on the subject from Emily 
Dickinson’s vast assortment of poems. A Slash of Blue! A sweep of Gray! begins with broad 
homophonic strokes whose range spans the heights and depths of the piano, setting the stage for the 
enormity of the subject matter. The text begins amidst a flurry of activity with high, sweeping melodic 
writing. With a heightened sense of alarm, all the colors of war seem to still be alive for Dickinson in 
the evening and morning sky. We sense the grief that a soldier must feel when faced with killing in 
My Portion is Defeat – today whose introduction faintly resembles a patriotic bugle call. The terror 
when faced with a horrible end in Our journey had advanced is immediately recognized through the 
use of sharp, dissonant harmonies. In stark contrast, They dropped like Flakes exudes profound 
sadness. The simple, lengthy introduction and interlude provide the meditative state of mind with 



On this wondrous sea 
On this wondrous sea – sailing silently – 
Ho! Pilot! Ho!
Knowest thou the shore
Where no breakers roar – 
Where the storm is o’er?
   
In the silent West
Many – sails at rest – 
Their anchors fast.
Thither I pilot thee – 
Land! Ho! Eternity!
Ashore at last!

Wild nights – Wild nights!
Wild nights – Wild nights!
Were I with thee
Wild nights should be
Our luxury!

Futile – the winds – 
To a Heart in port – 
Done with the Compass – 
Done with the Chart!

Rowing in Eden – 
Ah – the Sea!
Might I but moor – tonight – 
In thee!

Because my Brook is fluent
Because my Brook is fluent
I know ’tis dry – 
Because my Brook is silent
It is the Sea – 

And startled at it’s rising
I try to flee
To where the Strong assure me
Is “no more Sea” – 

Bind me – I still can sing
Bind me – I still can sing – 
Banish – my mandolin
Strikes true, within – 

Slay – and my Soul shall rise
Chanting to Paradise – 
Still thine – 

If I can stop one Heart from breaking 
If I can stop one Heart from breaking
I shall not live in vain
If I can ease one Life the Aching
Or cool one Pain

Or help one fainting Robin
Unto his Nest again
I shall not live in vain.

JOHN MUSTO
Enough Rope  
Poems by Dorothy Parker

Social Note
Lady, lady, should you meet 
One whose ways are all discreet, 
One who murmurs that his wife 
Is the lodestar of his life, 
One who keeps assuring you 
That he never was untrue, 
Never loved another one ... 
Lady, lady, better run! 

Résumé
Razors pain you; 
Rivers are damp; 
Acids stain you; 
And drugs cause cramp. 

Guns aren’t lawful; 
Nooses give; 
Gas smells awful; 
You might as well live.

The Sea
Who lay against the sea, and fled,
Who lightly loved the wave,
Shall never know, when he is dead,
A cool and murmurous grave.

But in a shallow pit shall rest
For all eternity,
And bear the earth upon the breast
That once had worn the sea.

LARRY ALAN SMITH
Emily Dickinson Songs (2005)  
Poems by Emily Dickinson

Me – Come! My dazzled face 
Me – Come! My dazzled face
In such a shining place!
Me – hear! My foreign Ear
The sounds of Welcome – there!

The Saints forget
Our bashful feet – 
My Holiday, shall be
That They – remember me – 
My Paradise – the fame
That They – pronounce my name – 



Has he written, called or faxed?
Did he send a single postcard:
Wishing you were here?
(Where is Ulysses?)
That no good hero husband!
(Where is Ulysses?)
Your bed is getting cold!
Your skin is getting dry!
Your suitors are fed up!
Yet you sit idly by!
We really didn’t mean to upset you,
Did we upset you, Penny dear?
Let him go from your life
For he’s taken to wife
A map, a sail, his favorite shoes.
Helen of Troy, not you, he pursues.

Weaving Song
Loneliness unravels
Distance disappears
When I weave this coat for you,
Ulysses.
I wander as I weave and weave
And weave and wander more
My journey, love, will never end
‘Til you wander through my door.
Imagining this thread
An endless silken strand
Cleaves my heart to yours
In some far and foreign land.

A road is like a thread
A filament of flight.
I’m a high-wire wanderer
On the edge of sheer delight.
Suddenly you awake
And sense that I am there:
A breath, a thread, a whisper,
A strand of golden hair.

Epithalamium *
In my father’s orchard
Beneath a lilac tree
Love unfurled
When you pulled my ribbon free.
My braid came undone
Buttons parted ways
The fire of your promises
Set my skin ablaze.
I drank your thirsty kisses
Full-bodied wine
Imagining with every sip
You’d be forever mine.
And when it was over
You whispered in my ear
“You are all my world
Whether far or near.
* Originally entitled “In my father’s orchard”  
from Didi Balle’s Wanderlust

I dwell in Possibility
I dwell in Possibility –
A fairer House than Prose –
More numerous of Windows –
Superior – for Doors –

Of Chambers as the Cedars – 
Impregnable of eye – 
And for an everlasting Roof
The Gambrels of the Sky – 

Of Visitors – the fairest – 
For Occupation – This –
The spreading wide my narrow Hands
To gather Paradise –

JOHN MUSTO 
Penelope  
Poems by Didi Balle

Prologue
From the wanderer’s cup I drink
Me, Penelope
The ever patient wife.
Traveling in my mind
Outwitting place and time
Never far behind
The world’s greatest wanderer
My husband,
Ulysses.

Appearances can deceive:
As I sit here and I weave
And unweave this coat.
As I sit here and I spin
Then unspin this golden thread.

They all think I’m mad.
“She’s gone off her head!”
As you did when we parted
When I smiled at you and said:
Absence is a lack of imagination.
Come, dearest husband,
It’s time for bed.

Penelope’s Lament
Life is hell when you’re gone!
Pious vultures circle and descend
Ladies in waiting
Betray and befriend.
Crones and crows
Wearing widow black
Gleefully sympathetic
Swoop down to attack.
Life is hell when you’re gone!
I’m pecked to death with questions:
Where is Ulysses?
How is Ulysses?
Is he ever coming back?
Where is Ulysses?
How is Ulysses?



Don’t hurry home.
I’m not finished
Spinning and unspinning
Steeds of pure light, love
Riding through the night, love
Don’t hurry home, love
Don’t hurry home.
Depart to alight
And alight to depart
I’m in love with beginnings.
Landing and leaving
Weaving unweaving
This nomad’s heart
Needs to start
Love’s journey again.
Don’t hurry home, love.
Don’t hurry home.
While you’re away
I will travel the earth’s
Endless end.

LARRY ALAN SMITH 
A Slash of Blue! A sweep of Gray! (2010) 
Poems by Emily Dickinson

A Slash of Blue! A sweep of Gray! 
A Slash of Blue! A sweep of Gray!
Some scarlet patches – on the way – 
Compose an evening sky – 

A little Purple – slipped between – 
Some Ruby Trowsers – hurried on – 
A Wave of Gold – a Bank of Day – 
This just makes out the morning sky!

My Portion is Defeat – today 
My Portion is Defeat – today – 
A paler luck than Victory – 
Less Paeans – fewer Bells – 
The Drums don’t follow Me – with tunes – 
Defeat – a somewhat slower – means – 
More Arduous than Balls – 

‘Tis populous with Bone and stain – 
And Men too straight to stoop again – 
And Piles of solid Moan – 
And Chips of Blank – in Boyish Eyes – 
And scraps of Prayer – 
And Death’s surprise,
Stamped visible – in stone – 

There’s somewhat prouder, Over there – 
The Trumpets tell it to the Air – 
How different Victory
To Him who has it – and the One
Who to have had it, would have been
Contenteder – to die – 

The Suitors
I can see from my balcony
The meddlers’ tête-à-tête
Like a hive of angry hornets
In a furious minuet.
Their droning gossip
Stings the very air
Filling my ears
With venomous despair.
Penelope has come undone
Unspun like so much thread.
Her mind’s an empty bobbin
Whirling in an empty head.
Where do you suppose she goes in her mind?

Odyssey *
On the flap of a lapel
I fly.
Wind-swept coasts
Sighing hills
Deserts long abandoned by the sea.
Through a buttonhole I dive.
Sargasso green
Azure Aegean
Setting sail with half a sleeve.
My compass?
A thimble of stars
Stitched in a seamless sky.
I nap upon a sun-baked rock.
Swim with dolphin and seal

Rip out a less-than-perfect seam.
Highjack a cloud.
(Navigate the Straits
Of Woe and Jealousy)
I slip into a pocket
An olive grove
Where we once kissed.
Snow begins to fall.
I quickly finish off a hem
The day’s work done
Through the needle’s eye
In a field of stones
A young girl sings a song of me
For you:
* Originally entitled “Penelope’s Odyssey”  
from Didi Balle’s Wanderlust

Epilogue: Penelope’s Song
Don’t hurry home, love
Don’t hurry home.
I’m not finished
Spinning and unspinning
Wings of spun gold, love
Stories never told, love
Don’t hurry home, love
Don’t hurry home.
While you’re away
I invent and re-invent
The world.
Don’t hurry home, love



To look at her – How slowly
The Seasons must have turned
Till Bullets clipt an Angle
And He passed quickly round – 

If pride shall be in Paradise – 
Ourself cannot decide – 
Of their imperial conduct – 
No person testified – 

But, proud in Apparition – 
That Woman and her Boy
Pass back and forth, before my Brain
As even in the sky – 

I’m confident that Bravoes – 
Perpetual break abroad
For Braveries, remote as this
In Yonder Maryland – 

It feels a shame to be Alive 
It feels a shame to be Alive –
When Men so brave – are dead –
One envies the Distinguished Dust –
Permitted – such a Head –

The Stone – that tells defending Whom
This Spartan put away
What little of Him we – possessed
In Pawn for Liberty –

The price is great – Sublimely paid –
Do we deserve – a Thing –
That lives – like Dollars – must be piled
Before we may obtain?

Are we that wait – sufficient worth –
That such Enormous Pearl
As life – dissolved be – for Us –
In Battle’s – horrid Bowl?

It may be – a Renown to live –
I think the Men who die –
Those unsustained – Saviors –
Present Divinity –

JOHN MUSTO

I Stop Writing the Poem 
to fold the clothes. No matter who lives 
or who dies, I’m still a woman.
I’ll always have plenty to do.
I bring the arms of his shirt
together. Nothing can stop
our tenderness. I’ll get back
to the poem. I’ll get back to being
a woman. But for now
there’s a shirt, a giant shirt
in my hands, and somewhere a small girl
standing next to her mother
watching to see how it’s done. 
Poem by Tess Gallagher

Our journey had advanced 
Our journey had advanced – 
Our feet were almost come
To that odd Fork in Being’s Road – 
Eternity – by Term – 

Our pace took sudden awe –
Our feet – reluctant – led – 
Before – were Cities – but Between – 
The Forest of the Dead – 

Retreat – was out of Hope – 
Behind – a Sealed Route – 
Eternity’s White Flag – Before – 
And God – at every Gate – 

They dropped like Flakes 
They dropped like Flakes – 
They dropped like stars – 
Like Petals from a Rose – 
When suddenly across the June
A Wind with fingers – goes – 

They perished in the seamless Grass – 
No eye could find the place – 
But God can summon every face
On his Repealless – List.

It dont sound so terrible – quite – as it did 
It dont sound so terrible – quite – as it did – 
I run it over – “Dead”, Brain – “Dead”.
Put it in Latin – left of my school – 
Seems it dont shriek so – under rule.

Turn it, a little – full in the face
A Trouble looks bitterest – 
Shift it – just – 
Say “When Tomorrow comes this way – 
I shall have waded down one Day”.

I suppose it will interrupt me some
Till I get accustomed – but then the Tomb
Like other new Things – shows largest – then – 
And smaller, by Habit – 

It’s shrewder then
Put the Thought in advance – a Year – 
How like “a fit” – then – 
Murder – wear!

When I was small, a Woman died 
When I was small, a Woman died – 
Today – her Only Boy
Went up from the Potomac – 
His face all Victory



Cherie Caluda, soprano, has established herself as a 
champion interpreter of contemporary works with her 
beautiful voice and stunning technique. As a faculty 
artist at The Hartt School of the University of Hartford, 
she has collaborated with numerous composers to 
perform their works, including Sparrows with Pulitzer 
Prize-winning Joseph Schwantner and Mr. Tambourine 
Man with Academy Award-winning John Corigliano.  
A brilliant and intuitive artist who explores the nuance 

of every word, on this recording Ms. Caluda brings the words of American women poets to life through 
the exquisite settings of Emmy Award-winning John Musto, Larry Alan Smith and Juliana Hall.
 A captivating performer, Ms. Caluda’s operatic roles include Pamina and Papagena in Mozart’s 
Die Zauberflöte, Musetta in Puccini’s La Bohème, Violetta in Verdi’s La Traviata, the title role of 
Massenet’s Manon, Norina in Donizetti’s Don Pasquale, Micaëla and Frasquita in Bizet’s Carmen, 
Tytania in Britten’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Antonia in Offenbach’s Les Contes d’Hoffman, 
and Miss Silverpeal in Mozart’s The Impresario. Regarding her Norina, the Philadelphia Inquirer 
stated that she “…had a glowing sound. More impressive, though, were her accuracy and 
intonation. The bel canto style of Donizetti’s writing calls for trills, runs, and picking high notes out 
of nowhere. Caluda managed these feats with power to spare.”
 Ms. Caluda holds an Artist Diploma from the Academy of Vocal Arts in Philadelphia. She earned a 
Masters of Music and Certificates in both Voice and Opera from The Eastman School of Music and a 
Bachelors of Music from Loyola College of Music in New Orleans. She was a finalist in the Gulf Coast 
Region of the Metropolitan Opera National Council Auditions in her final year of undergraduate study. 
Other awards include the Richard Strauss Award from San Francisco Opera’s Merola Opera program 
and the Richard F. Gold Career Grant from the Shoshana Foundation. Ms. Caluda joined the faculty of 
The Hartt School in 2001. Her students are continuously rewarded with solo opportunities and go on to 
further their studies at prestigious conservatories.

Lament  
Listen, children:
Your father is dead.
From his old coats
I’ll make you little jackets;
I’ll make you little trousers
From his old pants.
There’ll be in his pockets
Things he used to put there,
Keys and pennies
Covered with tobacco;
Dan shall have the pennies
To save in his bank;
Anne shall have the keys
To make a pretty noise with.
Life must go on,
And the dead be forgotten;
Life must go on,
Though good men die;
Anne, eat your breakfast;
Dan, take your medicine;
Life must go on;
I forget just why.
Poem by Edna St. Vincent Millay

JUL IANA  HALL

Sonnet, from Night Dances 
I am in need of music that would flow 
Over my fretful, feeling finger-tips,
Over my bitter-tainted, trembling lips,
With melody, deep, clear, and liquid-slow.
Oh, for the healing swaying, old and low,
Of some song sung to rest the tired dead,
A song to fall like water on my head,
And over quivering limbs, dream flushed to glow!

There is a magic made by melody:
A spell of rest, and quiet breath, and cool
Heart, that sinks through fading colors deep
To the subaqueous stillness of the sea,
And floats forever in a moon-green pool,
Held in the arms of rhythm and of sleep.
Poem by Elizabeth Bishop



 Formally trained as a pianist himself, Mr. Musto frequently shares his extraordinary gifts in 
ensembles of his own works as well as those of others. With his recent recording — John Musto: 
Piano Concertos Nos. 1 & 2, Two Concert Rags — Mr. Musto reveals the full compass of his 
compositional style which pervades his work. That is, a desire to reshape the popular idiom by cloaking 
and grounding it in the discipline of classical music, thereby discovering his own unique voice. 
 Mr. Musto inherits the popular idiom from his father, a jazz guitarist, who gave him his first 
musical training. As a composer, he is self-taught. He earned piano degrees at the Manhattan 
School of Music while studying with Seymour Lipkin. In 2011, he was honored with a Distinguished 
Alumnus Award. He also pursued studies with pianist Paul Jacobs. He has been composer-in-
residence at the Mannes College of Music, a visiting professor at Brooklyn College, and is a 
frequent guest lecturer at the Juilliard School and the Manhattan School of Music. He has been 
on the faculty of SongFest at Colburn, a young singers’ summer program, since 2008. He is 
frequently a guest artist at the prestigious Caramoor and Moab summer music festivals. As a 
pianist, Mr. Musto has recorded for Bridge, Harmonia Mundi, Nonesuch, The Milken Archive, Naxos, 
Harbinger, CRI and EMI, and his compositions have been recorded for Hyperion, Harmonia Mundi, 
MusicMasters, Innova, Channel Classics, Albany Records and New World Records. For a complete list 
of his works and additional information, see www.johnmusto.com. 

An award-winning and prolific composer, Larry Alan Smith began his 
earliest musical training in Ohio, and pursued his studies in France with 
Nadia Boulanger and at The Juilliard School with Vincent Persichetti. While 
earning his B.M., M.M. and D.M.A. degrees at Juilliard, he was the recipient of 
several prizes, including the Joseph Machlis Prize for outstanding distinction 
in composition. During his final year of study, Dr. Smith was appointed to 

the Faculty of the Juilliard School where he taught from 1980-1986. Previously, he was on the 
Composition Faculty of the Boston Conservatory.
 In addition to his primary life as a composer, Dr. Smith also maintains an active performing 
schedule. He has guest conducted numerous orchestras and chamber ensembles in England, Brazil, 
Italy, Poland, Croatia, Germany and the United States. Dr. Smith is also an experienced pianist who 
frequently performs his own works.

Juliana Hall (www.JulianaHall.com) is primarily known as an art song composer, 
having written more than 35 song cycles. The Washington Post described her 
Night Dances as “a brilliant cycle of songs” and The Boston Globe remarked 
that her Syllables of Velvet, Sentences of Plush was “the most genuinely moving 
music of the afternoon.”
     Hall’s music has been performed in North and South America, Europe, Asia, 

and Australia, at venues including the Library of Congress, Weill Recital Hall (Carnegie Hall), Théâtre 
du Châtelet, and Wigmore Hall, as well as at the Norfolk and Tanglewood festivals. Reviewing a 
performance at the Ojai Festival in California, the Oakland Post wrote, “the saintly Dawn Upshaw...
spent 40 minutes Wednesday in Herbst Theater presenting songs from a dozen American Thirty-
Something composers...So how are we doing in the young composer department? Judging by the 
evening, the future of American art song is safe, robust even...On top of the list: Juliana Hall’s Sonnet 
(E. Bishop), with its unaccompanied opening, rich, Straussian line arching through the song.”
 Numerous radio broadcasts of Hall’s music include the BBC and NPR, and her songs have been 
taught at many educational institutions (including the Juilliard School) and music institutes (including 
Tanglewood and SongFest). In addition, Hall has presented seminars in art song composition at The 
Hartt School, where she has also been a Visiting Professor of Composition.
 Hall received a Master’s degree in composition from the Yale School of Music, studying there 
with Martin Bresnick, Leon Kirchner, and Frederic Rzewski, and subsequently completed her formal 
composition studies with Dominick Argento. In 1989 she was awarded a Guggenheim Fellowship in 
Music Composition.

John Musto, composer and pianist, is most renowned for his vocal works: 
numerous songs, cycles, operas and chamber ensembles. In 1996, he was a 
Pulitzer Prize finalist for his orchestral song cycle, Dove sta amore. Fanfare 
magazine called him “not just the leading vocal composer of his generation, 
but perhaps also the leading one of opera.” His operas — Volpone, Later the 
Same Evening, Bastianello, and The Inspector — have enjoyed success at such 

companies as Wolf Trap Opera, Boston Lyric Opera and the Glimmerglass Festival. Recordings of all 
are available and the first, Volpone, garnered a Grammy nomination in 2010.  



Engineer: Adam Abeshouse

Piano: Steinway D

Piano technician: Edward Court

Recorded in the Recital Hall of the Performing 
Arts Center at SUNY College in Purchase, New 
York on November 18, 21, 22 and 23, 2010.

Photographs of Cherie Caluda: Steven Yau

Photograph of John Musto: Christian Steiner

Photograph of Larry Alan Smith:  
Ben Blankenburg

Photograph of Juliana Hall: Paul Cryan

John Musto’s Enough Rope and Lament are 
published by Southern Music Pub. Co., Inc. 
(ASCAP); Penelope and I Stopped Writing  
the Poem by Songs of Peer, Ltd. (ASCAP).  
www.peermusicClassical.com.

Larry Alan Smith’s Emily Dickinson Songs 
(2005) and A Slash of Blue! A sweep of Gray! 
(2010) are both published by Tallow Tree Music 
Publishing (ASCAP). For more information, 
please visit www.larryalansmith.com.

Juliana Hall’s Sonnet from the song cycle Night 
Dances by Juliana Hall is published by Juliana 
Hall Music [ISMN 979-0-3011-0020-2]. For more 
information, please visit www.JulianaHall.com.

This recording was made possible through 
the generous assistance from the Women’s 
Education and Leadership Fund (WELFund),  
a Faculty Grant from The Hartt School,  
a Vincent B. Coffin Grant from the University  
of Hartford, a supplemental grant from  
the Shoshana Foundation and individual 
donations graciously made through the 
Classical Recording Foundation.

SPECIAL THANKS  
to pianist, Miguel Campinho, whose insightful 
assistance for this recording was invaluable.

ADDITIONAL ACKNOWLEDGMENTS TO
Joanna Levy ~ Jennifer Sanborn ~  
Valerie, Jeff and Nora Keller

IN FOND MEMORY OF AND IN APPRECIATION TO
Martial Singher ~ Philip B. Frohnmayer

 As an arts executive, he served as the President of the School of American Ballet from 1997-2000, 
Dean of The Hartt School at the University of Hartford from 1990-97, Dean of the School of Music at the 
North Carolina School of the Arts from 1986-90 and Artistic and Executive Director of the Wintergreen 
Summer Music Festival in Virginia from 2006-14. He is currently Professor of Composition at The Hartt 
School, Music Director of Bowen McCauley Dance in Washington, DC and Artistic Director of the 
Associazione Musicale Peligna in Sulmona, Italy. For more information, visit www.larryalansmith.com. 

Acknowledgments
Cherie Caluda wishes to thank the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People  
for authorizing the use of Dorothy Parker’s work.

Poems by Emily Dickinson used by special arrangement with the publishers and the  
Trustees of Amherst College from THE POEMS OF EMILY DICKINSON: READING EDITION,  
edited by Ralph W. Franklin, Cambridge, Mass.: The Belknap Press of Harvard University  
Press, Copyright © 1998, 1999 by the President and Fellows of Harvard College.  
Copyright © 1951, 1955, 1979, 1983 by the President and Fellows of Harvard College.

“Penelope” from the song cycle “Wanderlust”, © 2001 by Didi Balle. 

Tess Gallagher, “I Stop Writing the Poem” from Midnight Lantern: New and Selected Poems. Originally 
in Poetry East #43 (Fall 1996). Copyright © 1996, 2011 by Tess Gallagher. Reprinted with the 
permission of The Permissions Company, Inc. on behalf of Graywolf Press, Minneapolis, Minnesota, 
www.graywolfpress.org.

“Sonnet” from THE COMPLETE POEMS, 1927-1979 by Elizabeth Bishop. Copyright © 1979, 1983  
by Alice Helen Methfessel. Used by arrangement with Farrar, Straus and Giroux, Inc.



  JOHN MUSTO
  Enough Rope  |  Dorothy Parker
 1 Social Note [:43]
 2 Résumé [1:02]
 3 The Sea [1:55]
  John Musto, piano

  LARRY ALAN SMITH
  Emily Dickinson Songs (2005)  |  Emily Dickinson
 4 Me – Come! My dazzled face [2:05]
 5 On this wondrous sea  [3:46]
 6 Wild Nights – Wild nights! [1:18]
 7 Because my Brook is fluent [1:20]
 8 Bind me – I still can sing [1:44]
 9 If I can stop one Heart from breaking [1:40]
 10 I dwell in Possibility [3:24]
  Larry Alan Smith, piano

  JOHN MUSTO
  Penelope  |  Didi Balle
 11 Prologue [2:53]
 12 Penelope’s Lament [3:23]
 13 Weaving Song [3:07]
 14 Epithalamium [1:33]
 15 The Suitors [2:03]
 16 Odyssey [2:47]
 17 Epilogue: Penelope’s Song [3:38]
  John Musto, piano

  LARRY ALAN SMITH
  A Slash of Blue! A sweep of Gray! (2010)  |  Emily Dickinson
 18 A Slash of Blue! A sweep of Gray! [1:47]
 19 My Portion is Defeat – today  [3:12]
 20 Our Journey had advanced  [:53]
 21 They dropped like Flakes  [3:03]
 22 It dont sound so terrible – quite – as it did [2:25]
 23 When I was small, a Woman died  [3:04]
 24 It feels a shame to be Alive  [3:54]
  Larry Alan Smith, piano

  JOHN MUSTO
 25 I Stop Writing the Poem  |  Tess Gallagher [3:54]
 26 Lament  |  Edna St. Vincent Millay [2:55]
  John Musto, piano

  JULIANA HALL
 27 Sonnet, from Night Dances  |  Elizabeth Bishop [4:03]
  Juliana Hall, piano

  Total Time = 66:13

TROY1512
WWW.ALBANYRECORDS.COM
ALBANY RECORDS U.S.     
915 BROADWAY, ALBANY, NY 12207
TEL: 518.436.8814    FAX: 518.436.0643 
ALBANY RECORDS U.K.    
BOX 137, KENDAL, CUMBRIA LA8 0XD
TEL: 01539 824008
© 2013 ALBANY RECORDS    MADE IN THE USA

WARNING: COPYRIGHT SUBSISTS IN ALL RECORDINGS ISSUED UNDER THIS LABEL. 
DDD

I d
we

ll i
n P

os
sib

ilit
y  

   
   

   
   

  S
on

gs
 b

y J
OH

N 
M

US
TO

,  
LA

RR
Y 

AL
AN

 S
M

IT
H 

&
 J

UL
IA

NA
 H

AL
L 

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
TR

OY
15

12
I dwell in Possibility                Songs by JOHN M

USTO,  LARRY ALAN SM
ITH &

 JULIANA HALL                            TROY1512

I dwell in Possibility
CHERIE  CALUDA,  s o p r a n o


