
In Memoriam gregg smith 
august 21, 1931 –july 12, 2016

the gregg smith 
singers 20th century 

american choral treasures
             cd premieres from the gss archives

TROY1646/47
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
© 2016 ALBANY RECORDS    MADE IN THE USA

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



  William Schuman
 1 Prelude for Voices* [7:28]
  Rosalind Rees, soprano

  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Wallingford Riegger
 2 Who Can Revoke [2:51]
  Oresta Cybriwski, piano

  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Roger Sessions
 3 Turn, O Libertad* [2:34]
  Oresta Cybriwski, Raymond Beegle, piano 4-hands

  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Randall Thompson
 4 Alleluia [4:40]
  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Leonard Bernstein
 5 Choruses from “The Lark” [11:15]
  Rosalind Rees, soprano | Linda Eckard, alto

  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  *Recorded under Ford Foundation subsidy.

  Charles Ives
 6 William Will [2:53]
  Fay Kittelson, alto | Patrick Mason, baritone 
  Oresta Cybriwski, piano

  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Andrew Imbrie
 7 On the Beach at Night* [13:09]
  Orpheus Ensemble
  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Jacob Druckman
 8 Four Madrigals* [7:06]
  Rosalind Rees, soprano

  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Michael Hennagin
 9 The House on the Hill—A Madrigal Cantata* [12:45]
  Patrick Mason, baritone

  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Gregg Smith
 10 Legend: The Lion and the Unicorn** [8:36]
  Kevin Treadway, boy soprano | Marilyn Chandler, violin

  Alan Buratto, piano | Texas Boys Choir | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Carolyn Madison
 11 Bitte (Entreaty)* [1:54]
  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Edmund Najera
 12 In Dulci Jubilo* [4:32]
  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Total Time = 79:50

  *Recorded under Ford Foundation subsidy.
  **Recorded under the auspices of the Walsh Foundation.  
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Producer’s Note—A Tribute to Gregg Smith:
The death of Gregg Smith on July 12, 2016—just weeks before his 85th birthday on August 21—was a 
great loss to the world of choral music, as well as to everyone who knew or worked with this gentle soul 
and formidable genius.
 No other conductor did as much to raise the standards of choral singing in the second half of the 
20th century, or was as influential on other American choral conductors and composers.
 Gregg had the keenest ear in the business. I remember a 1968 Columbia Records recording session 
of Ligeti’s “Lux Aeterna.” While the a cappella choir was singing a tone cluster consisting of all 12 notes of 
the chromatic scale simultaneously, Gregg shouted-out to a tenor, “higher on the F-sharp!”
 Gregg was unparalled in his mastery of the range, depth, and technical challenges of his repertory, 
whether by Gabrieli, Ives, Stravinsky, or Schoenberg. His sympathies extended from music of the Polish 
Renaissance to music so new the ink had barely dried on the page before the Singers performed it. Gregg’s 
current 52-page GSS Discography (posted online at greggsmithsingers.com) lists commercial recordings by 
147 different composers, with many more included in limited-edition or private-edition discs.
 Gregg’s “The Glory of Gabrieli” was recorded in the Basilica of San Marco, Venice, in 1967. Although 
another record company had taped Vivaldi’s music in this venue three years earlier, they had expediently 
placed the chorus as a single group on the main floor. Gregg took the much more challenging route of 
positioning the choruses in the widely separated and reverberant choir galleries upstairs, allowing listeners 
to hear the antiphonal writing with the spatial relationships and acoustics Gabrieli intended, for the first 
time in 350 years. The recording won a 1968 Grammy Award for “Best Choral Performance” and has been 
continually reissued on CDs.
 Gregg conducted the music of Charles Ives not only with panache, but with deep insight into its 
spiritual qualities. No one else has come close to capturing the style and spirit of Gregg’s recordings of 
the fearsomely difficult-to-sing music of this great American composer, or has brought to light so many 
undeservedly unperformed works. Two of Gregg’s Ives recordings, titled “Music for Chorus,” and “New 
Music of Charles Ives (17 first recordings),” won 1966 and 1970 Grammy Awards. For the Ives Centennial 
in 1974, soloists of the Gregg Smith Singers performed Ives’s entire 114 Songs in a marathon concert 
lasting six hours.

  Aaron Copland
 1 In the Beginning* [15:39]
  Rosalind Rees, soprano

  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

 2 An Immorality [4:00]
  Kevin Treadway, boy soprano | Alan Buratto, piano

  Texas Boys Choir | Gregg Smith, conductor

 3 Four Motets* [9:32]
  Julie Shuptrine, Katherine McKee, Colby Roberts, solo trio

  Gregg Smith Singers | Gregg Smith, conductor

  Lukas Foss
  The Prairie** [48:48]
 4 I. I Was Born on the Prairie [5:29]
 5 II. Dust of Men [6:00]
 6 III. They Are Mine [6:18]
 7 IV. When the Red and the White Men Met [3:31]
 8 V. In the Dark of a Thousand Years [6:34]
 9 VIa: Cool Prayers [2:43]
 10 VIb: O Prairie Girl [4:25]
 11 VIc: Songs Hidden in Eggs [2:39]
 12 VII: To-morrow [11:07]
  Jeanne Distel, soprano | Ani Yervanian, mezzo

  Jerold Norman, tenor | Harlan Foss, baritone

  Gregg Smith Singers | Long Island Symphonic Choral Association 
  Brooklyn Philharmonia Orchestra | Lukas Foss, conductor

  Total Time = 78:01

  *Recording funded in part by the National Endowment for the Arts.  
  **Recorded under Ford Foundation program.

CD 2:
Choral Music of  
Aaron Copland &  
Lukas Foss



Hancock for the nation’s bicentennial in 1975-76, which were stored in the GSS Archives at Syracuse 
University, all the selections are being released on CD for the first time.
 Gregg has chosen less-well-known pieces by prominent American composers such as Schuman, 
Riegger, Sessions, Bernstein, and Copland that are notable for their expressive content, conviction, and 
accessibility. In addition, from his encyclopedic knowledge of the contemporary American choral repertory, 
Gregg has selected unfamiliar gems by composers who are not “household names.” Listen in particular to 
the Imbrie (with its atmospheric orchestral introduction), Druckman, Hennagin, Madison, and Najera. They 
are all highly attractive compositions worthy of Gregg’s advocacy.
 Though the Randall Thompson “Alleluia” is a repertory staple, there are few recordings that can 
approach—let alone equal—its performance by the 16 professional voices of the Gregg Smith Singers 
as regards intonation, dynamic range, blend, and unanimity. Note the rock-solid deep basses on the 
concluding “Amen.”
 The album’s second CD concludes with one of the rarest of all Gregg Smith’s recordings, the 
49-minute, nine-movement cantata/oratorio by Lukas Foss, The Prairie. Composed in 1944 to texts by Carl 
Sandberg, as a tribute to Foss’s adopted country when he was only 22 years old (having previously fled the 
Nazis), the work won the 1945 New York Critics’ Circle Award.
 It is particularly appropriate that this album end with Foss’s Prairie conducted by its composer, 
with the Gregg Smith Singers as its chorus. Gregg Smith was a graduate teaching assistant in the music 
department of UCLA when he founded the Gregg Smith Singers in 1955. Gregg enrolled for a Master’s 
degree in composition and had Lukas Foss as a major teacher. At the same time, Gregg became involved 
in choral conducting so that he would have a performance outlet in addition to composing. With the 
collaboration in 1976 of the 44-year-old Gregg Smith and his mentor, the 53-year-old composer/conductor 
Lukas Foss on this recording of Foss’s Prairie, the wheel had indeed turned full-circle.

—michael sherwin (august 21, 2016)
Michael Sherwin has held Rockefeller and Fromm Foundation Fellowships  

in music criticism. He is a Life Member of the Audio Engineering Society.

 Gregg was choral director of Igor Stravinsky’s composer-conducted or composer-supervised 
Columbia recordings. In 2015, Gregg’s extensive compendium of Columbia Stravinsky choral recordings 
was issued as part of a newly remastered box set including many recordings not previously released on CD 
(“Igor Stravinsky—The Complete Columbia Album Collection” [56 CDs]). These include the 1973 premiere 
recording of Stravinsky’s then-unknown 1917 orchestral version of Les Noces by the Gregg Smith Singers, 
with Rosalind Rees as soprano soloist.
 When the Gregg Smith Singers performed Arnold Schoenberg at the Contemporary Music Festival 
in Darmstadt, Germany, in 1961, they sang the tortuously difficult serial compositions so securely and 
melodiously, the music sounded like lullabies. This prompted a Time magazine article, “Atonal Choir.” 
Gregg’s secret was to have the singers warm up on each composition in rehearsal by singing its 12-tone 
row forwards, backwards [retrograde], upside-down [inverted], and upside-down-and-backwards 
[retrograde inversion]. Canadian pianist Glenn Gould colorfully quipped that retrograde inversion of the 
12-tone row was like a fly walking on the ceiling backwards.
 Gregg Smith was also an accomplished, prolific composer. A CD of “Music for an Urban Church,” 
containing six sacred works composed by Gregg for Saint Peter’s Lutheran Church in New York City, was 
released by Albany Records in 2014. A recording of his songs for voice and instruments (titled “Delicious 
Numbers”) featuring GSS soprano Eileen Clark, written during a 26-year span of his career, is scheduled 
for October 2016 issue by Albany Records.
 Gregg had great sympathy for pioneering American choral composers, reaching all the way back to 
the Bay Psalm Book of 1640, more than 135 years before the founding of the United States. He made a 
definitive recording of the unaccompanied choral music of William Billings (1746-1800). For good measure, 
Gregg also composed and recorded a ballet for chorus and orchestra, The Continental Harmonist, an 
inspired setting and elaboration of six pieces by Billings.
 Gregg had an uncanny gift for seeking out and nourishing the talent of lesser-known American choral 
composers—both young and old—showcasing their works in “Meet the Composer” sessions, choral 
composers’ reading workshops, tour concerts, the Adirondack Festival of American Music, publication  
of scores, and voluminous recordings. The present album of “20th Century American Choral Treasures”  
is a case in point.
 An “In Memoriam” legacy album, it was the last recording project in which the contents were 
personally selected and approved by Gregg Smith. Stemming from stereo tape recordings made by David 



Working with the composer in the room—from Igor Stravinsky to folks almost no one but Gregg had heard 
of or appreciated—was key, but only as a means of helping the performer—the Singers—to carefully and 
as accurately as possible bring the composer’s intentions to life, both for the composer’s delight, as well 
as Gregg’s and the Singers’, and most importantly, for that of Sessions’s “listener.” Was every “new” work 
a masterpiece? Of course not! But in the process much was learned, much was appreciated, and many—
composers, performers, and listeners—were given opportunities they would never have had otherwise.
 Gregg discovered as his musical tastes and knowledge grew during his formative years in Los 
Angeles, where the Singers were founded in 1955, that American choral music was an area that for some 
reason was not as fully appreciated as it should have been. (It was an auspicious portent of this devotion 
to the cause that the impetus for the Singers’ formation was the need for a recording of some Stephen 
Foster songs to be used, in Malcolm Merriweather’s words, “as background music in a film about Foster’s 
life.”) As Gregg noted in 1979, in words which are still valid today: “…my own belief in American music 
is one of strength and conviction, not only about the intrinsic worth of what American composers have 
done, especially in the twentieth century, but also as to the importance today of American composers and 
American music in the Western cultural scene in general.” A few years earlier, also in words sadly still 
relevant, he noted “the long-standing habit of downgrading and neglecting our own music [which] still 
persists today.” In this feeling, he was joined by Elliott Carter (choral works of whose were features of the 
Singers’ repertoire) who noted “the tendency of each generation in America to wipe away the memory of 
the previous one, and the general neglect of our own recent past.”
 The purpose of these recordings is to address and, hopefully, refute the “tendency” Carter describes 
all too accurately (and that “tendency” applies to much more than choral music!). In the 16 selections 
presented here, the full array of mid-twentieth-century American choral music is presented. There are a 
cappella works; works with piano accompaniment; works with small instrumental ensembles; and, finally, 
a large work (Lukas Foss’s cantata/oratorio The Prairie) supported by a full orchestra. Gregg acknowledged, 
when some of these recordings were originally issued, that his focus, here at least, was on “composers 
who have stayed within the framework of traditional music, be it in terms of melodic, harmonic, and 
rhythmic elements, or in the very important area of form and structure.” But those “traditional elements,” 
perhaps not so much in favor when these recordings appeared, are now very much back in vogue, and 
in many ways their “yoke is easy and their burden is light” in the hands of the right composer. The 
compositions represented here show how successful such works can be.

Introduction
When the planning for this set of recordings first began, in 2014, the driving concept was to revive interest 
in the American choral repertoire of the middle of the last century as represented by recordings made by 
the Gregg Smith Singers.
 With the death of Gregg Smith on July 12, 2016, the project took on an entirely different aspect. 
While he actively participated in the planning and production of this set, even during his final days, the 
results now will serve as a heartfelt memorial to the career of a man whose devotion to choral music in 
general, and especially American choral music “of every time and place,” was, one can assert with little 
chance of contradiction, greater than that of almost any other of his generation.
 Gregg’s almost pantheistic love of all things choral was his greatest single professional 
characteristic. The fact that he and his Singers won two Grammys for recordings of the choral music of 
Charles Ives should surprise no one even slightly familiar with his great devotion to the man he called “this 
greatest of all American composers,” but the proof of the breadth of his interests and abilities is the fact 
that in between those two awards he and the Singers received yet another Grammy for their recording,  
“The Glory of Gabrieli,” taped in situ at Saint Mark’s in Venice.
 But everyone must needs establish a hierarchy of affections in both his or her personal and public 
lives, and there is no doubt that in his musical life, American choral music took pride of place. And within 
that realm, his devotion to all things “new”—for him, Ives always fit into that category!—was first and 
foremost. One of the composers represented on these discs, Wallingford Riegger, put it this way: “I am 
for taking up frankly (but secretly) the cudgels for the new.” But fortunately there was nothing “secret” in 
Gregg’s love for works that were “new.” As the annotator since 1986 for the distinguished New York Series 
of concerts presented by the Singers, I can attest to that fact!  Like Edgard Varèse, Gregg was always ready 
to “live in the present and face the future.”
 As a composer himself, Gregg was acutely aware of the difference between notes on a page of 
manuscript paper and in the composer’s mind as over against their actually sounding forth in performance. 
To paraphrase Roger Sessions, another composer represented here, Gregg understood that “musical 
expression begins with the composer, but it is mediated through the performer and completed in the 
listener” [italics added]. That is why his career featured several choral directorships in addition to his 
leading of the Singers, and that is why Composers’ Workshops were so integral a part of the Adirondack 
Festival of American Music he directed for several decades in Saranac Lake, New York.



 Wallingford Riegger, 25 years older than Schuman, did follow nineteenth-century traditions, and 
studied in Germany. Born in Georgia, he spent his youth in Indianapolis before moving to New York at the 
turn of the century. His hardscrabble personal musical life was single-mindedly devoted to “the new,” 
as has been mentioned, even as, under pseudonyms, he created a large body of more “practical” choral 
arrangements. Who Can Revoke was commissioned in 1948 by Harold Aks, then his son-in-law and 
conductor of the Interracial Fellowship Chorus of Greater New York, the dedicatees of the work. The text is 
by another daughter, Catherine Riegger Harris, a social worker.
 Roger Sessions was better known as an instrumental composer; indeed, Turn, O Libertad, his 
setting of a Walt Whitman text which first appeared in the poet’s 1865 collection Drum-Taps, is the first 
choral work in the then-48-year-old composer’s oeuvre. It was written, in the composer’s words, “in 1944 
expressly for one of a series of concerts designed as ‘Salutes’ to our various allies in the Second World 
War. The particular concert for which it was written was that dedicated to the Soviet Union.” Sessions 
chose the text himself, no doubt with its dedicatee in mind. The composer conducted its premiere in New 
York in April of that year.
 Little needs to be said about the most familiar work in this collection. Randall Thompson’s Alleluia 
entered into the pantheon of great American choral masterpieces almost from the moment of its first 
performance. Commissioned by Serge Koussevitzky for the opening of the Berkshire Music Center (now the 
Tanglewood Music Center) on July 8, 1940, it has become a Tanglewood tradition, sung by the entire student 
body at the beginning of each summer season. Originally expected to be a rather joyous “fanfare” suitable for 
the beginning of the new venture, recent events in Europe led the composer to limit the “joy” to the single, 
mesmerizing word: “Alleluia.” A conservative composer in a world soon to turn its back on this style, Thompson 
spent his life in academia. However the cutting edge of the music world may have viewed his output, American 
choral societies have kept many of his works, Alleluia most definitely included, firmly in the repertoire.
 Leonard Bernstein, then 37, was in the midst of work on his well-known Candide along with Lillian 
Hellman, when that formidable force of nature asked him to compose eight Choruses from “The Lark” for 
use in her translation/adaptation of Jean Anouilh’s 1952 play The Lark (L’Alouette), a dramatization of the 
life of Joan of Arc. The first three are in French, while five are in Latin. Recordings of the choruses by the 
New York Pro Musica Antiqua were taped for use during the actual nightly performances of the play, which 
premiered on October 28, 1955 in Boston, and November 17 in New York. Bernstein later recycled the 
faux-medieval choruses (with additions) into his 1988 Missa Brevis, an idea first suggested to him back in 

 Before briefly discussing the individual works, allow an old friend to express the pleasure it was—
most of the time!—to have worked for so many years with Gregg, his wife Rosalind Rees, and his Singers. 
From that experience has come life-long friendships, much musical knowledge and pleasure, and a 
deepened understanding of how vital a role music, and especially singing, can play in a person’s life. I now 
fully understand that John Dryden was on to something when he declaimed:

From harmony, from Heav’nly harmony
This universal frame began:
From harmony to harmony
Through all the compass of notes it ran,
The diapason closing full in man.

 In August 1958, just two weeks before he died, the great English composer Ralph Vaughan Williams 
had an after-luncheon chat with the author Sylvia Townsend Warner.  They discussed what they’d be if 
they were “reincarnated.” Townsend Warner describes his prompt answer: “ ‘Music,’ he said, ‘music. But 
in the next world, I shan’t be doing music, with all the striving and disappointments. I shall be being it.’ ” 
Well, now Gregg is “being it” too. Ave atque vale [Hail and farewell].

Notes on the Works
In the spirit of Roger Sessions, who sternly declared “The question is one of music, and not of 
composers….It is the music which composers write and not the composers which should take first place 
in our consciousness,” the following will be brief, but with the caveat that in the current instance, pace Mr. 
Sessions, the performances share that pride of place with the “music.” It is the well-known and beloved 
“Gregg Smith Sound” that is the focus here, as important and essential as the works themselves.

CD 1:
The great William Schuman, 1943 and 1985 Pulitzer-Prize-winning composer, teacher, music publisher, 
university head, and arts administrator, was a product of completely American musical education—and, in 
Gregg’s words, “one of the most important choral writers in American musical history.” He set this, the 
opening passage of Thomas Wolfe’s 1929 novel Look Homeward, Angel, for women’s voices in 1939 while 
teaching at Sarah Lawrence College, where he was on the faculty from 1935-1945. In 1942, he reworked the 
Prelude for Voices for SATB choir, the version heard here.



 Michael Hennagin’s background was uniquely American: born in Oregon, and raised in Los Angeles, 
he was introduced to the world of film music by his brother-in-law, Jerry Goldsmith, years later an Oscar 
winner. Early experience in that genre led to education at Curtis Institute in the early 1960s, and eventually 
to a life in Midwestern academia, capped by 19 years at the University of Oklahoma. His 1969 The House 
on the Hill, a “madrigal cantata” for soprano, alto, and baritone voices, was written while on the faculty of 
what is now Emporia State University in Kansas. It sets four of Edwin Arlington Robinson’s well-known  
“ ‘personage’ poems,” as Gregg called them, drawn from collections published between 1896 and 1910. 
Four individual texts are linked by a baritone’s intoning of lines from the overall work’s eponymous “The 
House on the Hill.” Gregg praises Hennagin’s “uncanny sense of rhythmic prosody.”
 No representative collection of the Singers’ recorded output should omit an example of Gregg Smith’s 
own works. This one includes Legend: The Lion and the Unicorn, from 1964, a setting of a text by 
Dorothy Stott Shaw for soprano solo, SSA chorus, violin, and piano: “all…demand virtuoso performances,” 
Gregg proudly asserts. The work was composed when he was 33, during a period of close collaboration 
between the poet and the Texas Boys Choir, based in Fort Worth, and is dedicated to “Mary D [. Walsh, a 
Choir patron] and the Boys.” As Gregg notes, while the work is “basically tonal,” it also features “free rhythmic 
and almost aleatoric” passages. The text is an allegory about the creative artist (Unicorn) and the critic (Lion).
 As an example of Gregg’s devotion to whatever he felt was valuable in the “new,” Carolyn Madison’s 
Bitte stands out in this selection. Earnest researching, even in this electronically-enabled day and age, has 
turned up no reliable information on Ms. Madison’s current whereabouts. We do know that she graduated 
from UCLA in 1957, and in the mid-1960s was composing in New York City. Bitte [Entreaty], in what Gregg 
calls a “sort of twelve-tone style” was finished in November 1962 and is dedicated In Memoriam A. 
Schoenberg. It is a strophic setting of Nikolaus Lenau’s poem of the same title, first published in his 1832 
Gedichte, a text that has drawn many composers’ attentions, including Charles Ives’s. He published his 
bilingual romantically-tinged setting in his iconic 114 Songs in 1922. However that may be, Ms. Madison’s 
SATB rendition gives the Ives a run for its money—one in which she may well come out ahead.
 It is fitting that the first CD of the collection should come to a close with a recording of Edmund 
Najera’s setting of the macaronic Christmas carol In Dulci Jubilo. Of Hispanic descent, Najera was born 
in Arizona and studied in Los Angeles with, among others, Lukas Foss. He was a founding member of the 
Gregg Smith Singers in Los Angeles and sang for many years with them during their California incarnation. 
He arranged and composed much music for the Singers and for Robert Shaw, and taught in California and 

1955 by Robert Shaw, that other great crusader for the American choral tradition. The Missa is dedicated 
to Shaw, and he conducted its premiere in 1988.
 The only non-twentieth-century work in this collection is Charles Ives’s political “schottische,” 
William Will. Written in 1896, the “William” who “Will” is William McKinley, then running for his first term 
as president. Its undistinguished text, by a local Connecticut poet, Sarah Hill, is a full-throated endorsement 
of the hard-money, pro-tariff Republican candidate for president that year, and certainly not for his 
opponent “Billy [William Jennings] Bryan.” One would be hard-pressed to recognize this as an Ives work—
except maybe for the madcap piano interlude—but no Gregg Smith anthology would be complete without  
a nod to this quintessential American Original. And William Will can serve as a base-mark for the listener, 
showing just how far American music has developed since the “Gay Nineties” it so clearly epitomizes.
 Andrew Imbrie hailed from the generation after Copland. Born in New York in 1921, he studied 
briefly with Nadia Boulanger, but garnered most of his musical education from Roger Sessions, both at 
Princeton and then at the University of California, Berkeley, where he earned his Master’s in 1947. He 
spent his entire career on the faculty at Berkeley, retiring in 1991. He died in 2007. Like many another 
American (and, for that matter, European) composer, in his 1949 On the Beach at Night he answers the 
siren call to set a Whitman text; the one he chose appeared for the first time in the poet’s 1871 collection 
Passage to India. Gregg praised the string orchestra setting’s “masterful handling and mixing of the 
orchestral and choral sonorities” and its “generally somber and moody coloring,” appropriate for a text 
whose “burial clouds” clearly relate to the recently-ended Civil War.
 Jacob Druckman wrote his Four Madrigals, settings of seventeenth-century English poetry, early in 
his career, and while “tonal,” as Gregg notes, they also, in his words, “are extremely demanding of virtuoso 
singing, both in pitch and especially rhythm….They show a tremendous command of choral compositional 
technique.” Druckman was a Philadelphia native, but spent his formative years studying at Juilliard, with, 
among others, Vincent Persichetti, and, at Tanglewood, with Aaron Copland. His talents were recognized early 
and he received numerous prizes and awards, including the Pulitzer in 1972. He spent much of his career in 
various academic posts, and became especially interested in electronic music later in his life. The Madrigals 
were composed when he was 30, and a professor at Juilliard. (His son, Daniel Druckman, succeeded him 
on the Juilliard faculty and became Associate Principal Percussionist of the New York Philharmonic.)



 After producing his most popular music—Billy the Kid, Rodeo, Appalachian Spring and the like—
during the 1930s and ’40s, which came to literally define what “American” music has meant to many 
listeners, Copland’s last developments took him in a different direction. In the Beginning (the first of this 
collection’s Copland selections) serves as a kind of farewell to that earlier period, even as it combines 
Copland’s interest in his ancestral faith with the formational English of the King James Bible’s version of the 
creation of the world. Scored for chorus and mezzo-soprano solo, sung here by Gregg’s wife, Rosalind Rees, 
the splendidly concise setting clearly demarcates the seven days with choral punctuation. It was “written 
for the Harvard Symposium on Music Criticism” and premiered on May 2, 1947, conducted by Robert Shaw.
 The remainder of CD 2 is devoted to Lukas Foss’s fascinating cantata in oratorio style, The Prairie. 
This was the first recording (of only two to-date) of the 1944 work, and was conducted by Foss himself. Only 
22 at the time of its premiere, in New York, also under the baton of Maestro Shaw, the work served as an 
audaciously Whitmanesque announcement to the American musical world of the arrival of a strong new talent.
 Foss was a refugee, having left his native Germany after Hitler’s coming to power. After some years 
in France, he arrived in the United States in 1937, at the tender age of 15. One marvels not only at his 
choice of such an echt-American poem as Carl Sandburg’s The Prairie (which had appeared in his 1918 
collection Cornhuskers) for his text, but also at the sophisticated way he manipulated the text of that 
lengthy poem, rearranging, repeating, jumping back and forth within it, to achieve his desired pacing.
 At the time of that first recording, in 1976, Foss, then well into his distinguished career, had the 
following to say about the composition of The Prairie:

Shortly after I left Europe and emigrated to this country as a boy of fifteen, I 
fell in love—with America. At nineteen [1941] I read Sandburg’s Prairie and 
immediately started to set it to music. A colleague looked at the sketches. “Why 
are you trying to write so American?’ I wasn’t. I was in love. I had discovered 
America….As I look at The Prairie now, I wonder why I could instinctively do 
then what I have had to ‘learn’ how to do later.

 And in composing his An American Cantata [1976/77] at the time of that Prairie recording, Foss declares 
himself to be returning “to my early love, to American texts, to tonality (in part), to the prairie (in spirit).”

—watson bosler

at Silliman University in the Philippines; he spent the last decades of his life in Charlottesville, Virginia, 
where he taught voice at the University of Virginia and was also on the faculty of the Piedmont-Virginia 
Community College. Many of his works became staples of the Singers’ repertoire, and In Dulci Jubilo is a 
fitting way to honor his longstanding connection with the Singers as well as to highlight the fertile ground 
they were for not only performers but also composers. In Gregg’s words, the work’s “lush harmonies” and 
the request that, “with ‘staggered breathing’ there be no [breathing] space from beginning to end, with only 
one exception” makes real demands on the chorus: but then Eddie knew from personal experience of at 
least one chorus that could carry out his wishes impeccably.

CD 2:
The second CD is devoted to works by two of the best-known American composers of the twentieth century, 
neither of whom needs much of an introduction to devotees of the period: Aaron Copland and Lukas Foss. 
Copland, the child of immigrants, and Foss, an immigrant himself, in their very lives gave witness not only 
to the complexity of what it means to be “American” but also to the essential role that the arrival of the 
“new” plays in our national saga.
 Aaron Copland was born in 1900 in Brooklyn; his parents were, in Howard Pollack’s words, “Jewish 
immigrants from small towns in Lithuanian Russia.” His early education in New York was capped not by 
enrollment in a university but by continued personal musical education and involvement in the nascent 
modern music movement in his hometown. When he made the then-required pilgrimage to the Old World it was 
to the fascinating postwar scene in Paris that he was drawn, soon coming under the influence of the great 
“Mademoiselle,” Nadia Boulanger. Like Gregg, she was devoted both to the new and to the splendid heritage 
of the past, particularly the Renaissance choral tradition, and it was under her influence that Copland 
composed his Four Motets in 1921 (which remained unpublished for 58 years). His settings (the third of this 
collection’s Copland selections) pay homage to Boulanger’s sense of “clarity, elegance, and formal continuity,” 
again in Pollack’s words, even as they nod to his Jewish heritage in his crafting of psalm-like texts.
 But unlike his nineteenth-century American predecessors, who all but lost their individuality while 
studying in Europe (which Gregg referred to as “a tragedy”), Copland never forgot his background, as the 
jazzy An Immorality for treble choir from 1925 shows. His choice of a poem by the avant-garde Ezra 
Pound as his text neatly interlocks with the worldly Parisian milieu in which he moved during the first half 
of the 1920s. The setting also exploits the composer’s pianistic virtuosity.



Track 3.  Roger Sessions (1896-1985)
Turn, O Libertad (1944)
Turn, O Libertad, no more doubting;
Turn from lands retrospective, recording proofs of 
the past;
From the singers that sing the trailing glories of 
the past;
From the chants of the feudal world—the triumphs 
of kings, slavery, caste;
Turn to the world, the triumphs reserv’d and to 
come—give up that backward world;
Leave to the singers of hitherto—give them the 
trailing past:
But what remains, remains for singers for you—

wars to come are for you;
(Lo! how the wars of the past have always inured to 
you—and the wars of the present [shall] also inure:)
—Then turn, and be not alarm’d, O Libertad—turn 
your undying face,
To where the future, greater than all the past,
Is swiftly, surely preparing for you.
 —walt whitman (1819-1892)
Italics: Sessions’s change to Whitman’s 1865 text.

Brackets: Sessions’s omission.

Track 4.  Randall Thompson (1899-1984)
Alleluia (1940)
Alleluia. Amen.

Texts
CD 1:
Track 1.  William Schuman (1910-1992)
Prelude for Voices (1939/1942)
... a stone, a leaf, an unfound door; of a stone, a 
leaf, a door. And of all the forgotten faces.

Naked and alone we came into exile. In her dark 
womb we did not know our mother’s face; from 
the prison of her flesh have we come into the 
unspeakable and incommunicable prison of this 
earth. Naked and alone we came into exile.

Which of us has known his brother? Which of us 
has looked into his father’s heart? Which of us has 
not remained forever prison-pent? Which of us is 
not forever a stranger and alone? Naked and alone 
we came into exile.

O waste of loss, o in the hot mazes, o lost, among 
bright stars on this most weary unbright cinder, 
lost! Remembering speechlessly we seek the great 
forgotten language, the lost lane-end into heaven, a 
stone, a leaf, an unfound door. Where? When?

O lost, and by the wind grieved, ghost; come back 
again.
 —thomas wolfe (1900-1938)

Track 2.  Wallingford Riegger (1885-1961)
Who Can Revoke (1948)
Who can revoke the axe’s stroke
That split the heart of the living oak?
Who can unloose a fatal noose,
Or cancel out a past abuse?
Who can borrow a bright tomorrow
For those whose lives were spent in sorrow?
Who can save the young and brave
Who went so early to the grave?

Nothing to do but plant anew
A tree where once that other grew.
And nothing worth but bring to birth,
More beauty to enrich the earth.
And to employ no base alloy,
But build a golden world of joy.
For all of those who follow after
A world of love, a world of laughter.
 —catherine riegger harris (1912-2004)

Gregg Smith conducting 
the Gregg Smith Singers 
in the 1970s.



LATIN CHORUSES
I. Prelude
Exaudi orationem meam, Domine.
Qui tollis peccata mundi, miserere nobis.

II. Benedictus
Benedictus qui venit in nomine Domini.
Osanna in excelsis.

III. Sanctus
Sanctus Dominus Deus Sabaoth.
Pleni sunt coeli et terra gloriae tuae.
Osanna in excelsis.

IV. Requiem
Requiem aeternam dona eis, Domine,
Et lux perpetua luceat eis.
Kyrie eleison. Christe eleison. Kyrie eleison.

V. Gloria
Gloria in excelsis Deo.
Gloria Regi nostro clarissimo.
Gloria Regi nostro illustrissimo, electo Dei.
 —Jean anouilh (1910-1987) / 

lillian hellman (1905-1984)

Track 5.  Leonard Bernstein (1918-1990)
Choruses from “The Lark” (1955)
FRENCH CHORUSES
I. Spring Song
Revecy venir le printemps.
Laudate Dominum. Alleluia. Amen.

II. Court Song
Ron, ron, ron…
Fi, mari de vostre amour
Car j’ai ami, noble et de bel atour.
Tout l’aime aussi.
Fi, mari.

J’ai ami, noble et de bel atour.
Me sert de nuit et de jour.
Tout l’aime aussi.
Fi, mari.

III. Soldier’s Song
Vive la Jeanne, la jolie, jolie Jeanne,
Jolie, jolou, jola la la, Jeanni, Jeannou, Jeanna na na,
O la jolie, jolie Jeanne!

Here again comes the spring.
Praise the Lord. Alleluia. Amen.

Fie on your love, husband, 
For I have a lover, noble and of handsome bearing.
And everyone loves him.
Fie, husband.

I have a lover, noble and of handsome bearing,
Who serves me night and day.
And everyone loves him.
Fie, husband.

Long live Jeanne, pretty, pretty Jeanne.
Jolie, jolou, jola la la, Jeanni, Jeannou, Jeanna na na,
O pretty, pretty Jeanne!

Hear my prayer, Lord.
Who bears the sin of the world, have mercy on us.

Blessed is He who comes in the name of the Lord.
Hosanna in the highest.

Holy, holy, holy Lord God of Hosts,
Heaven and earth are full of Thy glory.
Hosanna in the highest.

Rest eternal grant to them, Lord,
And light perpetual shine upon them.
Lord have mercy, Christ have mercy, Lord have mercy.

Glory to God in the highest.
Glory to our most renowned King.
Glory to our most illustrious King, the Elect of God.



golden shall shine out again,
The great stars and the little ones shall shine out 
again, they endure,
The vast immortal suns and the long-enduring 
pensive moons shall again shine.

Then dearest child mournest thou only for Jupiter?
Considerest thou alone the burial of the stars?

Something there is,
(With my lips soothing thee, adding I whisper,
I give thee the first suggestion, the problem and 
indirection.)
Something there is more immortal even than the stars.
(Many the burials, many the days and nights. 
passing away.)
Something that shall endure longer even than 
lustrous Jupiter,
Longer than sun or any revolving satellite,
Or the radiant sisters the Pleiades.
 —walt whitman (1819-1892)

Track 8.  Jacob Druckman (1928-1996)
Four Madrigals (1958)
1. Shake Off Your Heavy Trance
Shake off your heavy traunce, 
 [And] leape into a daunce,
Such as no mortals use[d] to treade; 
 Fit only for Apollo
To play to, for the Moone to lead, 
 And all the Starres to follow.
 —francis beaumont (1584-1616)

Brackets: Druckman’s additions.

2. The Faery Beam Upon You
The faery beame uppon you,
The starres to glister on you, 
 A Moone of light 
 In the Noone of night,
Till the firedrake hath o’ergone you.

The wheele of fortune guide you,
The Boy with the bowe beside you. 
 Runne ay in the way, 
 Till the birde of day
And the luckier lott betide you.
 —Ben Johnson (1572-1637)

Track 6.  Charles Ives (1874-1954)
William Will: A Republican Campaign Song (1896)
1. What we want is Honest Money,
Good as gold, and pure as honey; 
Ev’ry dollar sound and true.
What we want is full Protection,
And we’ll have it next Election,
For low tariff and low wages make us blue.
Refrain
So hurrah for Will McKinley and his Bill!
And stand for honest money William will!
So hurrah for Will McKinley, he who made the tariff bill!
And be ruler of this Nation William will.

4. Down with all Repudiation!
No dishonor for our Nation!
As we promise we will pay!
And we soon shall hear the humming
Of the good times that are coming
When McKinley, surnamed William, wins the day!
Refrain
 —susan benedict hill (1836-1898)

The recording omits verses 2 & 3.

Track 7.  Andrew Imbrie (1921-2007)
On the Beach at Night (1949)
On the beach at night,
Stands a child with her father,
Watching the east, the autumn sky.

Up through the darkness,
While ravening clouds, the burial clouds, in black 
masses spreading,
Lower sullen and fast athwart and down the sky,
Amid a transparent clear belt of ether yet left in 
the east,
Ascends large and calm the lord-star Jupiter,
And nigh at hand, only a very little above,
Swim the delicate sisters the Pleiades.

From the beach the child holding the hand of her father,
Those burial clouds that lower victorious, soon to 
devour all.
Watching. silently weeps.

Weep not, child,
Weep not, my darling,
With these kisses let me remove your tears,
The ravening clouds shall not long be victorious;
They shall not long possess the sky, they devour 
the stars only in apparition,
Jupiter shall emerge, be patient, watch again 
another night, the Pleiades shall emerge, 
They are immortal, all those stars both silvery and 



And when I asked him what the deuce he meant
By doing that, he only looked at me
And smiled, and said it was a way of his.
And though I know the fellow, I have spent
Long time a-wondering when I shall be
As happy as Cliff Klingenhagen is.

Through broken walls and gray, 
 The winds blow bleak and shrill.
They are all gone away.

II. Richard Cory
Whenever Richard Cory went down town,
We people on the pavement looked at him:
He was a gentleman from sole to crown,
Clean favored, and imperially slim.

And he was always quietly arrayed,
And he was always human when he talked;
But still he fluttered pulses when he said,
“Good-morning,” and he glittered when he walked.

And he was rich—yes, richer than a king—
And admirably schooled in every grace:
In fine, we thought that he was everything
To make us wish that we were in his place.

So on we worked, and waited for the light,
And went without the meat, and cursed the bread;
And Richard Cory, one calm summer night,
Went home and put a bullet through his head.

Why is it then we stray
Around the sunken sill?

They are all gone away.

III. Miniver Cheevy
Miniver Cheevy, child of scorn, 
 Grew lean while he assailed the seasons;
He wept that he was ever born, 
 And he had reasons.

Miniver loved the days of old 
 When swords were bright and steeds were prancing;
The vision of a warrior bold 
 Would set him dancing.

Miniver sighed for what was not, 
 And dreamed, and rested from his labors;
He dreamed of Thebes and Camelot, 
 And Priam’s neighbors.

Miniver mourned the ripe renown 
 That made so many a name so fragrant;
He mourned Romance, now on the town

And Art, a vagrant.

3. Death Be Not Proud
Death bee not proude, though some hath called thee 
 Mighty and Dreadfull, for thou art not soe
For those whom thou thinck’st thou dost overthrowe 
 Dye not poore Death, nor yet canst stop you 
[thou kill mee].
From rest, and sleepe, which but thy picture[s] bee, 
 Much pleasure, then from thee, much more 
must flowe
And soonest our best men with thee doe goe, 
 Rest of their bones, and Soules deliverie.
Thou art slave to Fate, to Chance, to Kings, [and] 
to desperate men,
 And dost with poyson, warr, and sicknes dwell
And Poppie or Charm[es], can make us sleepe as well 
 And better than thy stroak, why swell’st thou then?
One shorte sleepe past, wee wake aeternallye 
 And Death shall bee noe more. Death, thou 
shalt dye.
 —John donne (1573-1631)

Brackets: Druckman’s omissions.
Italics: Druckman’s additions.

4. Corinna’s Going A-Maying
Get up, get up for shame, the Blooming Morne
Upon her wings presents the god unshorne. 
 See how Aurora throwes her faire 
 Fresh-quilted colours through the aire: 
 Get up, sweet-Slug-a-bed, and see 
 The Dew-bespangling Herbe and Tree.

Each Flower has wept, and bow’d toward the East,
Above an houre since; yet you not drest, 
 Nay! Not so much as out of bed? 
 When all the Birds have Mattens seyd, 
 And sung their thankfull Hymnes: ’tis sin, 
 Nay, profanation to keep in,
When as a thousand Virgins on this day,
[Spring, sooner than the Lark,] to fetch in May.
 —robert herrick (1591-1674)

Brackets: Druckman’s omissions.

Track 9.  Michael Hennagin (1936-1993)
The House on the Hill – A Madrigal Cantata 
(1969)
Introduction
They are all gone away, 
 The house is shut and still….
They are all gone away…. 
 From the house on the hill.  Remember them.

1. Cliff Klingenhagen
Cliff Klingenhagen had me in to dine
With him one day; and after soup and meat,
And all the other things there were to eat,
Cliff took two glasses and filled one with wine
And one with wormwood.  Then, without a sign
For me to choose at all, he took the draught
Of bitterness himself, and lightly quaffed
It off, and said the other one was mine.



[You will not see the unicorn again.]
The lion, of course, came back,
roaring regally, wildly disheveled of mane,
weaving his head as if he were leading the pack,
as if the whole circus parade were at his back.

The elegant unicorn, having no taste for brawling,
vanished abruptly—disappeared utterly.
Deep in some wood, where wild plum petals falling
trouble the scene, a sharp-eyed squirrel might see
the flash of his silvery hide, under the wild plum tree.

The lion, triumphant, without any need to be wary,
prowling the avenue boldly, tawny in pride,
took up his post on the steps of the Public Library,
royally ready to act as a mentor and guide
to all of the ignorant, waiting to go inside.

The unicorn, albeit so fragilely armed,
Escaped—unharmed.
He whom the lion had pounced on, roared at, harassed,
he with the horn poised right on his delicate head,
turned on his small, clean hooves and, gravely 
embarrassed, fled.

Nevertheless, the lion was not unscathed.
Although the witnesses willingly attest
that the unicorn made no move of a quarrelsome 
nature—
nevertheless, that swift, bright horn of the creature
somehow, some time, was momentarily sheathed
deep in the lion’s vulnerable breast.

He will not die; but intermittent pain
provokes a snarl and bared teeth whitely gleaming.
Staunch at his post, however, he will remain.
In some far wood, under wild plum petal rain,
the unicorn stands dreaming.
 —dorothy stott shaw (1891-1985)

Brackets: Smith’s omissions. 
Italics: Smith’s changes.

Miniver loved the Medici, 
 Albeit he had never seen one;
He would have sinned incessantly 
 Could he have been one.

Miniver cursed the commonplace 
 And eyed a khaki suit with loathing;
He missed the mediæval grace 
 Of iron clothing.

Miniver scorned the gold he sought, 
 But sore annoyed was he without it;
Miniver thought, and thought, and thought, 
 And thought about it.

Miniver Cheevy, born too late, 
 Scratched his head and kept on thinking;
Miniver coughed, and called it fate, 
 And kept on drinking.

The house on the hill. 
 And our poor fancy-play
For them is wasted skill: 
 They are all gone away….

IV. An Old Story
Strange that I did not know him then, 
 That friend of mine!
I did not even show him then 
 One friendly sign;

But cursed him for the ways he had 
 To make me see
My envy for the praise he had 
 For praising me.

I would have rid the earth of him 
 Once, in my pride….
I never knew (did not know) the worth of him 
 Until he died.

Epilogue
They are all gone away, 
 The house is shut and still….
They are all gone away….
From the house on the hill.
There is nothing more to say.
 —edwin arlington robinson (1869-1935)

Track 10.  Gregg Smith (1931-2016)
Legend: The Lion and the Unicorn (1964)
“The lion and the unicorn
Were fighting for the crown,
The lion beat the unicorn 
All around the town.
Some gave them white bread
And some gave them brown,
And some gave them plum cakes,
And sent them out of town.”



Track 12.  Edmund Najera (1936-2009)
In Dulci Jubilo (1959)
In dulci jubilo [In quiet joy]
Now sing with hearts aglow!
Our delight and pleasure
Lies in praesepio. [in the manger]
Like sunshine is our Treasure,
Matris in gremio, [in the Mother’s lap]
Alpha est et O! [You are the Alpha and O(mega)]

O Jesus parvule [O tiny Jesus]
For Thee I long alway,
Comfort my heart’s blindness,
O Puer optime, [O best of boys]
With all Thy loving kindness,
O Princeps Gloriae. [Prince of glory]
Ah, trahe me post Te! [Draw me unto Thee]

O patris caritas, [O caring of the Father]
O Nati lenitas! [O mildness of the Newborn]
Deeply were we stainèd
Per nostra crimina, [By our crimes]
But Thou for us hast gainèd
Coelorum gaudia. [heavenly joy]
Oh that we were there!

Ubi sunt gaudia, [Where there are joys]
In any place but there?
There are angels singing
Nova canticum [a new song]

And there the bells are ringing
In regis curia, [in the royal court]
O that we were there! 

—traditional

CD 2:
Track 1.  Aaron Copland (1900-1990)
In the Beginning (1947)
In the beginning God created the heaven and the 
earth. And the earth was without form, and void; 
and darkness was upon the face of the deep. And 
the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters. 
And God said, Let there be light: and there was light. 
And God saw the light, that it was good: and God 
divided the light from the darkness. And God called 
the light Day, and the darkness he called Night. 
And the evening and the morning were the first day.

And God said, Let there be a firmament in the midst 
of the waters, and let it divide the waters from the 
waters. And God made the firmament, and divided 
the waters which were under the firmament from 
the waters which were above the firmament: and it 
was so. And God called the firmament Heaven. And 
the evening and the morning were the second day.

And God said, Let the waters under the heaven be 
gathered together unto one place, and let the dry 
land appear: and it was so. And God called the 
dry land Earth; and the gathering together of the 

Track 11.  Carolyn Madison (born ca. 1935/36)
Bitte [Entreaty] (1962)
Weil’ auf mir, du dunkles Auge,
Uebe deine ganze Macht,
Ernste, milde, träumerische,
Unergründlich süsse Nacht!

Nimm mit deinem Zauberdunkel
Diese Welt von hinnen mir,
Dass du über meinem Leben
Einsam schwebest für und für.

—nikolaus lenau (1802-1850)

Linger on me, oh eye of darkness,
Exert your full power,
Serious, gentle, dream-like,
Unfathomably sweet night!

With thy somber magic take
This world away from my sight,
That thou alone over my life
May’st float forever and ever.

Gregg Smith, at right, 
and the Gregg Smith 
Singers (augmented 
to 20 members) at the 
time these recordings 
were made in the 
mid-1970s.



and to every fowl of the air, and to every thing that 
creepeth upon the earth, wherein there is life, I 
have given every green herb for food: and it was 
so. And God saw every thing that he had made, 
and, behold, it was very good. And the evening and 
the morning were the sixth day.

Thus the heavens and the earth were finished, and 
all the hosts of them. And on the seventh day God 
ended his work which he had made; and he rested 
on the seventh day from all his work which he 
had made. And God blessed the seventh day, and 
sanctified it: because that in it he had rested from 
all his work which God created and made.

These are the generations of the heavens and of 
the earth when they were created, in the day that 
the Lord God made the earth and the heavens, 
and every plant of the field before it was in the 
earth, and every herb of the field before it grew: 
for the Lord God had not caused it to rain upon the 
earth, and there was not a man to till the ground. 
But there went up a mist from the earth, and 
watered the whole face of the ground. And the Lord 
God formed man of the dust of the ground, and 
breathed into his nostrils the breath of life; and 
man became a living soul.
 —genesis 1-2:7

Italics reflect Copland’s alterations  
to the Biblical text.

Track 2.  Aaron Copland (1900-1990)
An Immorality (1925)
Sing we for love and idleness,
Naught else is worth the having.

Though I have been in many a land,
There is naught else in living.

And I would rather have my sweet,
Though rose-leaves die of grieving,

Than do high deeds in Hungary
To pass all men’s believing.
 —ezra pound (1885-1972)

Track 3.  Aaron Copland (1900-1990)
Four Motets (1921)
1. Help Us, O Lord
Help us, O Lord!
For with Thee is the fount of life.
In Thy light shall we see light.
Let us march and try our ways.
Turn to God.
For with Thee is the fount of life.
In Thy light shall we see light.
It is good that man should wait,  
 it is good that man should hope, hope for the  
 salvation of the Lord.
Help us, help us, O Lord.
Ah!

waters called he Seas: and God saw that it was 
good. And God said, Let the earth bring forth grass, 
the herb yielding seed, and the fruit tree yielding 
fruit after its kind, whose seed is in itself, upon the 
earth: and it was so. And the earth brought forth 
grass, and herb yielding seed after its kind, and the 
tree yielding fruit, whose seed was in itself, after 
its kind: and God saw that it was good. And the 
evening and the morning were the third day.

And God said, Let there be lights in the firmament 
of the heaven to divide the day from the night; 
and let them be for signs, and for seasons, and 
for days, and years: and let there be lights in the 
firmament of the heavens to give light upon the 
earth: and it was so. And God made two great 
lights; the greater light to rule the day, and the 
lesser light to rule the night: he made the stars 
also. And God set them in the firmament of the 
heaven to give light upon the earth, and to rule 
over the day and over the night, and to divide the 
light from the darkness: and God saw that it was 
good. And the evening and the morning were the 
fourth day.

And God said, Let the waters bring forth abundantly 
the moving creature that hath life, and fowl that 
may fly above the earth in the open firmament of 
heaven. And God created great whales, and every 
living creature that moveth, which the waters 

brought forth abundantly, after their kind, and 
every winged fowl after his kind: and God saw 
that it was good. And God blessed them, saying, 
Be fruitful, and multiply, and fill the waters in the 
seas, and let fowl multiply in the earth. And the 
evening and the morning were the fifth day.

And God said, Let the earth bring forth the living 
creature after his kind, cattle, and creeping thing, 
and beast of the earth after his kind: and it was 
so. And God made the beast of the earth after his 
kind, and cattle after their kind, and every thing 
that creepeth upon the earth after his kind: and 
God saw that it was good. And God said, Let us 
make man in our image, after our likeness: and let 
him have dominion over the fish of the sea, and 
over the fowl of the air, and over the cattle, and 
over all the earth, and over every creeping thing 
that creepeth upon the earth. So God created man 
in his own image, in the image of God created he 
him; male and female created he them. And he 
blessed them, and God said unto them, Be fruitful, 
and multiply, and replenish the earth, and subdue 
it: and have dominion over the fish of the sea, and 
over the fowl of the air, and over every living thing 
that moveth upon the earth. And God said, Behold, 
I have given you every herb bearing seed, which is 
upon the face of all the earth, and every tree, in the 
which is the fruit of a tree yielding seed; to you it 
shall be for food. And to every beast of the earth, 



 back with a wind under their wings honking the  
 cry for a new home.
Here the water went down, the gaps and valleys  
 hissed. Here the black loam came, and the  
 yellow sandy loam, here a morning star fixes a  
 fire sign over the timber claims.
Here I know I will hanker after nothing so much as  
 one more sunrise or a sky moon of fire doubled  
 to a river moon of water.

The prairie sings to me in the forenoon and I know 
 in the night I rest easy in the prairie arms, on  
 the prairie heart.

Track 5.  II. Dust of Men (Chorus & Soli)
I am here when the cities are gone.
I am here before the cities come.
I nourished the lonely men on horses.
I will keep the laughing men who ride iron.
I am dust of men….

I am dust of your dust, as I am brother and mother
To…the worker in flint and clay,
The singing women and their sons a thousand 
years ago
Marching single file the timber and the plain.

I hold the dust of these amid changing stars.
I last while old wars are fought, while peace broods 
mother-like,

While new wars arise and the fresh killings of 
young men.
I fed the boys who went to France in the great dark 
days….
I who have seen the red births and the red deaths
Of sons and daughters, I take peace or war, I say 
nothing and wait.

Track 6.  III. They Are Mine (Alto & Chorus)
Have you seen a red sunset drip over one of my cornfields,  
the shore of night stars, the wave lines of dawn up 
a wheat valley?
Have you heard my threshing crews yelling in the 

chaff of a strawpile and the running wheat of 
the wagon-boards, my cornhuskers, my harvest 
hands hauling the crops, singing dreams of 
women, worlds, horizons?... 

They are mine, the threshing crews eating 
beefsteak,  
the farmboys driving steers to the railroad 
cattle pens.

They are mine, the crowds of people at a Fourth 
of July basket picnic, listening to a lawyer read 
the Declaration of Independence, watching the 
pinwheels and Roman candles at night, the 
young men and women two by two hunting the 
bypaths and kissing bridges.

They are mine, the horses looking over a fence in 

2. Thou, O Jehovah, Abideth Forever
Thou, O Jehovah, abideth forever.
God reigneth over all men and nations.
His throne doth last and doth guide all the ages.
Why willst Thou forsake us ever?
When then willst Thou forget us never?
Thou, O Jehovah, abideth forever
And all the length of our days will ever be our Savior.
When willst Thou forget us never?
Thou, O Jehovah, abideth forever.

3. Have Mercy on Us, O My Lord
Have mercy on us, O my Lord,
Be not far off from us, O my God.
Give ear unto our humble prayer.
Attend and judge us in Thy might.
Ah Lord, uphold us with Thy guiding hand,
Restore us to Thy kindly light.
Ah, have mercy on us, O my Lord.
Be not far off from us, O my God.
O my heart is sorely pained,
And calls on Thee in vain.
Cast me not away from Thee, from salvation.
Then we shall trust in Thee, then we will bear our place.
Have mercy on us, O my Lord,
Be not far from us, O my God.
Oh, my heart is sorely pained and calls on Thee in vain.
Cast me not away from salvation.
Have mercy on us, O my Lord.
Be not far from us, O my God.

4. Sing Ye Praises to Our King
Sing ye praises to our King,
O sing ye praises to our King and Ruler.
Come and hear, all ye men, come and hear my praises.
He doth bless all the earth, bringeth peace and comfort.
Shout unto God, all ye men, shout to God now all 
your praises.
He doth bless all the earth, bringeth peace and comfort.
Sing ye praises to our King.
Come and praise Him all ye men.
Shout and praise Him all ye men.
He doth bless all the earth, bringeth peace to all men.
Sing ye praises to our King and Ruler.
O sing ye praises, sing.
 —the composer, based on scripture

Tracks 4-12.  Lukas Foss (1922-2009)
The Prairie (1944)
Track 4.  I. I Was Born on the Prairie (Tenor)
I was born on the prairie and the milk of its wheat, 
the red of its clover, the eyes of its women, gave 
me a song and a slogan.

Here the water went down, the icebergs slid with  
 gravel, the gaps and the valleys hissed, and the 
 black loam came, and the yellow sandy loam.
Here now a morning star fixes a fire sign over the  
 timber claims and cow pastures, the corn belt,  
 the cotton belt, the cattle ranches.
Here the gray geese go five hundred miles and  



Track 9.  VIa. Cool Prayers (Chorus)
After the sunburn of the day
handling a pitchfork at a hayrack,
after the eggs and biscuit and coffee,
the pearl-gray haystacks
in the gloaming
are cool prayers
to the harvest hands.

Track 10.  VIb. O Prairie Girl (Soprano)
Spring slips back with a girl face calling always: 
“Any new songs for me? Any new songs?”

O prairie girl, be lonely, singing, dreaming, 
waiting—your lover comes—your child 
comes— the years creep with toes of April rain 
on new-turned sod.

O prairie girl, whoever leaves you only crimson 
poppies to talk with, whoever puts a good-by 
kiss on your lips and never comes back—

There is a song deep as the falltime redhaws, long 
as the layer of black loam we go to, the shine 
of the morning star over the corn belt, the wave 
line of dawn up a wheat valley.

Track 11.  VIc. Songs Hidden in Eggs (Soprano & Alto)
Look at six eggs
In a mockingbird’s nest.

Listen to six mockingbirds
Flinging follies of O-be-joyful
Over the marshes and uplands.

Look at songs
Hidden in eggs.

Track 12.  VII. To-morrow (Chorus & Soli)
O prairie mother, I am one of your boys.
I have loved the prairie as a man with a heart shot 

full of pain over love.
Here I know I will hanker after nothing so much as 

one more sunrise or a sky moon of fire doubled 
to a river moon of water.

I speak of new cities and new people.
I tell you the past is a bucket of ashes.
I tell you yesterday is a wind gone down, 

a sun dropped in the west,
I tell you there is nothing in the world,  

only an ocean of to-morrows, 
a sky of to-morrows.

I am a brother of the cornhuskers who say 
at sundown:

To-morrow is a day.
 —carl sandburg (1878-1967),  

adapted by the composer

the frost of late October saying good-morning to 
the horses hauling wagons of rutabaga….

They are mine, the old zigzag rail fences, the new 
barb wire. They are mine.

They are mine…
I am the prairie, mother of men, waiting.

Rivers cut a path on flat lands.
The mountains stand up.
The salt oceans press in
And push on the coast lines.
The sun, the wind, bring rain
And I know what the rainbow writes across the 
 east or west in a half-circle:
A love-letter pledge to come again.
They are mine….

Track 7.  IV.  When the Red and the White  
Men Met (Chorus)
Out of prairie-brown grass crossed with a streamer of 
wigwam smoke—out of a smoke pillar, a blue promise 
—out of wild ducks woven in greens and purples—

Here I saw a city rise and say to the peoples round world:
Listen, I am strong, I know what I want.

Out of log houses and stumps—canoes stripped 
from tree-sides—flatboats coaxed with an ax from 
the timber claims—the streets and the houses rose 

in the years when the red and the white men met.

A thousand red men cried and went away to new 
places for corn and women: a million white 
men came and put up skyscrapers, threw out 
rails and wires, feelers to the salt sea: [now the 
smokestacks bite the sky with stub teeth.]

The streets and the houses rose when the red and 
the white men met.

Brackets: Omitted from this recording.

Track 8.  V. In the Dark of a Thousand Years (Bass 
& Chorus)
To a man across a thousand years I offer a handshake.

I say to him: Brother, make the story short, for the 
stretch of a thousand years is short.

What brothers these in the dark?
What eaves of skyscrapers against a smoke moon?
These chimneys shaking on the lumber shanties
When the coal boats plow by on the river—
The hunched shoulders of the grain elevators—
The flame sprockets of the sheet steel mills
And the men in the rolling mills with their shirts off
Playing their flesh arms against the twisting wrists 
of steel:

what brothers these
in the dark
of a thousand years?



Publishers:
CD 1: William Schuman’s Prelude for Voices is published by G. Schirmer, Inc. (Associated Music 
Publishers); Wallingford Riegger’s Who Can Revoke is published by Edward B. Marks Music Corp.;  
Roger Sessions’s Turn, O Libertad is published by Edward B. Marks Music Corp.; Randall Thompson’s 
Alleluia is published by E. C. Schirmer Music Co.; Leonard Bernstein’s Choruses from “The Lark” is 
published by The Amberson Group, Inc. (Boosey & Hawkes); Charles Ives’s William Will is published by 
Willis Woodward & Co. (Peermusic Classical [Hal Leonard]); Andrew Imbrie’s On the Beach at Night is 
published by Malcolm Music, Ltd. (Shawnee Press, Inc.); Jacob Druckman’s Four Madrigals is published 
by Beekman Music, Inc. (Mercury Music Corp.); Michael Hennagin’s The House on the Hill—A Madrigal 
Cantata is published by Walton Music Corp.; Gregg Smith’s Legend: The Lion and the Unicorn is 
unpublished (available from Rosalind Rees); Carolyn Madison’s Bitte (Entreaty) is unpublished (available 
from Rosalind Rees); Edmund Najera’s In Dulci Jubilo is published by G. Schirmer, Inc.
CD 2: Aaron Copland’s In the Beginning is published by Boosey & Hawkes; Copland’s An Immorality is 
published by E. C. Schirmer Music Co. (Boosey & Hawkes); Copland’s Four Motets is published by Boosey 
& Hawkes; Lukas Foss’s The Prairie is published by G. Schirmer, Inc. (Associated Music Publishers).

Photo Sources:
Cover photo: Ann Klein (taken May 5, 2007)
Gregg Smith: Malcolm Merriweather (from GSS Archives)
Gregg Smith Singers: Walter Gould Management

This project is supported in part by an award from the National Endowment for the Arts.

Acknowledgments
Recorded 1975-1976. First release on CD. Digitally remastered from the original stereo analog tapes [ADD]. 
This recording was enhanced using 24-bit technology for high definition sound.

Recording Engineer: David Hancock

Analog-to-Digital Transfer Engineer – CD 1 (Tracks 4, 7-9, 12); CD 2 (Tracks 1-12): Bob Hodge, Belfer 
Audio Laboratory and Archive, Syracuse University

Analog-to-Digital Transfer Engineer – CD 1 (Tracks 1-3, 5-6, 10-11): Martin Bronson

Digital Remastering and Restoration Engineer: Martin Bronson (with appreciation for his scrupulous and 
resourceful restoration of the original tapes)

Producer: Michael Sherwin

Annotations: Program notes by Watson Bosler

Additional Acknowledgments: Thanks to Eric Ellingsen, Malcolm Merriweather, Sam Hutchinson,  
Linda Eckard, Richard Vallis



TROY1646/47
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
© 2016 ALBANY RECORDS    MADE IN THE USA

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

Th
e 

Gr
eg

g 
Sm

it
h 

Si
ng

er
s 

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

20
th

 C
en

tu
ry

 A
me

ri
ca

n 
Ch

or
al

 T
re

as
ur

es
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
 T

RO
Y1

64
6/

47
The Gregg Smith Singers                               20th Century American Choral Treasures                               TROY1646/47

the gregg smith 
singers 20th century 

american choral treasures
             cd premieres from the gss archives

Rosalind Rees, Jeanne Distel, sopranos | Kevin Treadway, boy soprano | Ani Yervanian, mezzo | Linda Eckard, Fay Kittelson, altos | Jerold Norman, tenor

Patrick Mason, Harlan Foss, baritones | Marilyn Chandler, violin | Oresta Cybriwski, Raymond Beegle, Alan Buratto, pianos | Orpheus Ensemble
Brooklyn Philharmonia Orchestra | Gregg Smith Singers | Long Island Symphonic Choral Association | Texas Boys Choir | Gregg Smith, Lukas Foss, conductors

  CD 2: Choral Music of Aaron Copland & Lukas Foss

  Aaron Copland
 1 In the Beginning [15:39]
 2 An Immorality [4:00]
 3 Four Motets [9:32]
  Lukas Foss
  The Prairie [48:48]
 4 I. I Was Born on the Prairie [5:29]
 5 II. Dust of Men [6:00]
 6 III. They Are Mine [6:18]
 7 IV. When the Red & the White Men Met [3:31]
 8 V. In the Dark of a Thousand Years [6:34]
 9 VIa: Cool Prayers [2:43]
 10 VIb: O Prairie Girl [4:25]
 11 VIc: Songs Hidden in Eggs [2:39]
 12 VII: To-morrow [11:07]

  Total Time = 78:01

  CD 1: American Choral Music, 1896-1969

  William Schuman
 1 Prelude for Voices [7:28]
  Wallingford Riegger
 2 Who Can Revoke [2:51]
  Roger Sessions
 3 Turn, O Libertad [2:34]
  Randall Thompson
 4 Alleluia [4:40]
  Leonard Bernstein
 5 Choruses from “The Lark” [11:15]
  Charles Ives
 6 William Will [2:53]

  Andrew Imbrie
 7 On the Beach at Night [13:09]
  Jacob Druckman
 8 Four Madrigals [7:06]
  Michael Hennagin
 9 The House on the Hill— 
  A Madrigal Cantata [12:45]
  Gregg Smith
 10 Legend: The Lion and  
  the Unicorn [8:36]
  Carolyn Madison
 11 Bitte (Entreaty) [1:54]
  Edmund Najera
 12 In Dulci Jubilo [4:32]

  Total Time = 79:50

Smith_1646-47_inlay.indd   1 10/27/16   11:08 AM


