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The Performers
Described by the New York Times as “a soprano of extraordinary agility and concentration,” and the
Boston Globe as “sensational,” Mary Mackenzie has captured the attention of audiences throughout
the United States.
A passionate performer of contemporary vocal music, Ms. Mackenzie has collaborated closely with John
Harbison and James Primosch; she regularly works with composers to develop and premiere new works
for voice. As a chamber musician she has appeared with the American Contemporary Music Ensemble,
the Chameleon Arts Ensemble of Boston, Collage New Music, Ekmeles, the Da Capo Chamber Players,
Fulcrum Point New Music Project, and the Talea Ensemble.
Notable solo appearances include Harbison’s Closer to My Own Life with the Albany Symphony;
Elliott Carter’s Warble for Lilac Time with the American Symphony Orchestra; Jean Barraqué’s Chant
Aprés Chant with the Juilliard Percussion Ensemble; Boulez’s Improvisations sur Mallarmé Nos. 1
& 2 for the composer’s 85th birthday celebration at Columbia University’s Miller Theatre; Reinbert
De Leeuw’s Im wunderschönen Monat Mai at the Bravo Vail Festival; Héctor Parra’s Hypermusic:
Ascension at the Guggenheim Museum; Schoenberg’s String Quartet No. 2 with the Borromeo String
Quartet; and Pierrot Lunaire at Town Hall Seattle and the Rockport Music Festival. Ms. Mackenzie
made her professional opera debut as Despina in Così fan tutte with Madison Opera, and appeared
as Sister Léonide in the world premiere of Matt Marks’ and Paul Peers’ Mata Hari at the 2017
Prototype Festival in New York City.
Ms. Mackenzie’s recordings include John Harbison’s Closer to My Own Life with the Albany Symphony
(Albany), John Harbison: Songs After Hours (Albany), Cathedral Music with the 21st Century Consort,
performing James Primosch’s Sacred Songs and Meditations (Albany), Louis Karchin: To the Sun and
Stars, performing To the Sun (Bridge), and The Opera America Songbook album, performing Richard
Danielpour’s Homeward. For more information, visit marymacksoprano.com.
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Praised by New York critic Harris Goldsmith for her ‘impeccable soloistic authority’ and ‘dazzling performances,’ American pianist Heidi Louise Williams has appeared in solo and collaborative recitals across
North America, in Europe and Asia. Her engagements have included Lincoln Center’s Alice Tully Hall,
Weill Hall at Carnegie Hall, the Taiwan National Recital Hall in Taipei, the Kennedy Center, the Chicago
Cultural Center, the French Embassy in Washington D.C., summer festivals in the U.S., France, and
Italy, and leading universities and conservatories in Taiwan and China. Her playing has aired on WFMT
Chicago, Classic 99 St. Louis, WQLN Pennsylvania, and KUAT Tucson radio stations, on WWFM Trenton,
New Jersey for the David Dubal Show, ‘The Piano Matters’, and on classical radio stations throughout
Canada and Taiwan. She has recorded for the Albany, Naxos and Neos labels.
Williams regularly collaborates with numerous outstanding American and international artists. She has
also worked with many distinguished composers including Ellen Taaffe Zwilich, Chen Yi, Augusta Read
Thomas, John Harbison, Ned Rorem, Carlisle Floyd, James Primosch, Daniel Crozier, Bernard Hoffer, Frank
Stemper, and Robert Sirota. Her 2011 Albany Records solo CD Drive American was named among the
top 10 classical albums of 2011 in the Philadelphia City Paper, featured in Fanfare’s 2012 Critics’ Want
Lists, and described as ‘veritably operatic’, ‘bold yet thoughtful’, ‘provocative and stimulating’ (Fanfare),
possessing ‘…the muscularity and poetic power to bring this demanding repertory to life’ (American
Record Guide).
Williams joined the piano faculty at the Florida State University College of Music in 2007. She earned
her BM, MM, and DMA degrees at the Peabody Conservatory, where she studied with Ann Schein and
coached chamber music with Earl Carlyss, Samuel Sanders, Stephen Kates, and Robert McDonald. For
more information, visit heidilouisewilliams.com.
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The Music
Described as “harmonically lush and lyrically soaring” by the New York Times, and as having
“abstract elegance, structural coherence, and tender feeling” by the Wall Street Journal, music by
Daniel Crozier has been performed or recorded by the Fort Worth Opera, the Boston Symphony
Chamber Players, the Seattle Symphony Orchestra, the New York City Opera, the Jacksonville Symphony
Orchestra, the Bach Festival Society of Winter Park, SongFest, Winsor Music, and saxophonist
Branford Marsalis. His operatic, orchestral, and chamber works have been recorded for release on
the Albany, ACA Digital, Parma, and MARK labels. His awards include a fellowship from the State of
Florida’s Division of Cultural Affairs, an ASCAP Foundation Morton Gould Young Composers Grant, four
nominations for awards from the American Academy of Arts and Letters, first prizes in the National
Opera Association Chamber Opera competition and Fresh Ink, the Jacksonville Symphony Orchestra’s
commissioning competition for Florida Composers, and ASCAP Special Awards annually since 1996.
Daniel Crozier holds the Doctor of Musical Arts degree from the Peabody Conservatory of the Johns
Hopkins University. He is currently Professor of Theory and Composition at Rollins College.  
It Can’t Be Summer was completed in 2013 for soprano Julia Foster and pianist Susan Gaeddert. I had
always loved yet resisted setting the poetry of Emily Dickinson, the austerity of whose verse seemed to
make the idea of adding music somehow intrusive. Then, in 2012 Julia Foster made a special request,
as she was preparing to program a group of Dickinson settings by various composers. It Can’t Be
Summer was such a pleasure to write that I made three more settings in 2014.
History’s Lamb and Byzantium, on texts by Craig A. Bannister, come from a project that united several
poets with composers to create pieces based on works in the collection of the Walters Art Museum in
Baltimore, which were eventually premiered in the gallery space. The remaining three songs come from
separate cycles. And Daylight is part of a group of Rupert Brooke settings composed for the Morpheus
Trio. Brooke’s rapt twilight scene is drawn from Other Fragments, penned during the young poet’s
service in World War I, soon before his non-combat related death. Two of the three remaining songs,
After-Song and The Fire of a Wild White Sun, come from an early collection of sacred settings.
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The former is a simple song of praise. The latter comes from the end of Thomas Merton’s parable about
the apocalypse, Atlas and the Fatman, that describes an ecstatic vision of the “new heaven and new
earth” seen by the Apostle John in Revelation 21:1. The Rainbow is the second of four settings drawn
from Wordsworth’s Ode: Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood.
—Daniel Crozier
Composer John Harbison is among America’s most prominent artistic figures. He has received
numerous awards and distinctions, including the prestigious MacArthur Foundation’s “genius” award,
the Pulitzer Prize, and the Heinz Award in the Arts and Humanities. Harbison has composed music for
most of this country’s premiere musical institutions, including the Metropolitan Opera (for whom he
wrote The Great Gatsby), the Chicago Lyric Opera, the New York Philharmonic, the Chicago Symphony,
the Boston Symphony, the Los Angeles Philharmonic, The Chamber Music Society of Lincoln Center, and
the Santa Fe and Aspen festivals. His works include six string quartets, six symphonies, a ballet, three
operas, and numerous chamber and choral works. Harbison has been composer-in-residence with the
Pittsburgh Symphony, the Los Angeles Philharmonic, the Tanglewood and Marlboro Festivals, Songfest,
and the American Academy in Rome. Citing his most important influences as the Bach cantatas,
Stravinsky (whom he met in Santa Fe in 1963) and jazz, John Harbison’s music is distinguished by its
exceptional invention and deeply expressive range. He has written for every conceivable type of concert
genre, ranging from the grand opera to the most intimate; pieces that embrace jazz along with the
classical forms. His prolific, personal and greatly admired music written for the voice encompasses a
catalogue of over 70 works including opera, choral, voice with orchestra and chamber/solo works.
Vocalism is my first setting of Walt Whitman. This “grand aria” (so says the title page) celebrates
singing. It is about the power of the voice, as pure sound, to move and change hearers. The piece pays
homage to SongFest, the conclave of singers and pianists that gathers each summer in California,
under the direction of Rosemary Hyler. It is dedicated to Marc Stern, Chairman of the Board of the Los
Angeles Opera, and his music-loving family, supporters of Songfest and of good singing. I composed

7/24/18 8:56 AM

Part II in 2004; it was introduced, at SongFest in 2005 by Amanda Gozier and Rosemary Hyler. The
premiere of Part I (2006) was entrusted to Sarah Davis and Susan Gaeddert, who presented the first
complete performance of the entire work at SongFest in 2007.
Lorine Niedecker (1903-1970) lived much of her life beside a flooding river in a small cabin without
electricity or running water. She worked small, mostly secretarial jobs. Many who knew her did not know
about her poetry. More of a presence in England (Harrison Birtwistle made a song cycle from her poems
in 1998), she is increasingly valued in the United States, with two recent biographies, and complete
republication of her spare, strong-minded poems. The Wisconsin terrain where I have done much of my
work, near Token Creek, is not so different from her home-site, on Blackhawk Island near Fort Atkinson.
Seven Poems of Lorine Niedecker was composed in honor of Tanglewood’s 75th anniversary. It
was designed to include the participation of a longtime friend and colleague, pianist Ursula Oppens.
Previous pieces composed for her include my Parody-Fantasia (1968) and Piano Sonata (1987). For the
2015 premiere of my Niedecker setting, Ursula was joined by soprano Sarah Tuttle.
—John Harbison
When honoring him with its Goddard Lieberson Fellowship, the American Academy of Arts and Letters
noted that “A rare economy of means and a strain of religious mysticism distinguish the music of
James Primosch... through articulate, transparent textures, he creates a wide range of musical
emotion.” Cleveland native James Primosch studied at Cleveland State University, the University of
Pennsylvania, and Columbia University; his principal teachers were Mario Davidovsky, George Crumb,
and Richard Wernick. Ensembles performing Primosch’s music include the Los Angeles Philharmonic,
the St. Paul Chamber Orchestra, Collage, the New York New Music Ensemble, and the 21st Century
Consort. Commissioned works have been premiered by the Chicago Symphony, Albany Symphony, and
the Cantata Singers. Additional commissions have been awarded by the Koussevitzky and Fromm
Foundations, and the Barlow Endowment, Awards include grants from the National Endowment for
the Arts, a Guggenheim Fellowship, three prizes from the American Academy of Arts and Letters, the
Stoeger Prize of the Chamber Music Society of Lincoln Center, and a fellowship to the Tanglewood Music
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Center, where he studied with John Harbison. Since 1988 he has served on the faculty of the University
of Pennsylvania.
Waltzing the Spheres sets a poem by Susan Scott Thompson I first heard read on a Bill Moyers program
about 9/11, although the poem predates the events of that day. It was premiered by Lyric Fest. Shadow
Memory, commissioned by SongFest, uses the last paragraph of a preface Susan Orlean wrote for a
volume of photographs based on a Victorian botanical journal.
The first and third of the Three Folk Hymns are based on American tunes, while the middle song treats
an Irish melody. I learned these tunes as part of my work as a liturgical musician, and am pleased to
bring that experience into the concert hall with this set.
Holy the Firm sets texts dealing with praise and mystery by three twentieth-century American women
and a monk of the seventh century Sinai desert. The fifth text is excerpted from a found poem based
upon phrases culled from a book called The Dictionary of Last Words. Holy the Firm was commissioned
by the Barlow Endowment and premiered by Dawn Upshaw and Gilbert Kalish.
—James Primosch
Celebrated as one of the world’s best composers of art song, Pulitzer Prize and Grammy Awardwinning composer Ned Rorem has written hundreds of songs and cycles, as well as ten operas, three
symphonies, four piano concertos, and an array of works for orchestra, chamber ensemble, chorus, and
ballet. He is the author of sixteen books, including five volumes of diaries and collections of lectures
and criticism. Rorem is the recipient of a Fulbright Fellowship (1951) and a Guggenheim Fellowship
(1957) and has received multiple ASCAP Deems Taylor Awards for his literary work. His suite Air Music
won the 1976 Pulitzer Prize for Music. Atlanta Symphony Orchestra’s recording of String Symphony,
Sunday Morning, and Eagles received a 1989 Grammy Award for Outstanding Orchestral Recording.
In 2000 he was elected president of the American Academy of Arts and Letters and in 2001 he was
made a Chevalier of France’s Legion of Honor. He received ASCAP’s Lifetime Achievement Award (2003)
and the American Academy of Arts and Letters Gold Medal for Music (2003). Among the distinguished
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conductors who have performed Rorem’s music are Bernstein, Masur, Mehta, Mitropoulos, Ormandy,
Previn, Reiner, Slatkin, Steinberg, and Stokowski. His most recent opera, Our Town, premiered at
Indiana University in 2006.
(Reprinted by kind permission of Boosey & Hawkes.)
Who knows if this other half of life in which
we think we are awake is not another sleep a
little different from the first, from which we
awaken when we think we are asleep?

—Pascal

When Jim Holmes died on January 9, 1999, the world instantly took a new meaning—or rather, a new
lack of meaning. Nothing mattered now, neither life nor death. He was nearly sixteen years younger than
I; we had lived together since 1967. But the world goes on turning, and I’m supposed to be a composer.
So I’ve sewn together a memorial for Jim, nineteen songs based on texts (prose and poetry) by fourteen
authors. The overall theme stresses nostalgia and loss, but also frustration and anger, and finally
renewal, albeit renewal through defiance of death. I’d like to think that the juxtaposition of unrelated
writers contains a certain logic, a certain balance. But composers can explain too much; their music
should speak for itself.
—Ned Rorem, excerpted from Composer’s Note, Another Sleep

Texts
Vocalism – John Harbison
1
Vocalism, measure, concentration, determination, and the divine power to speak words;
Are you full-lung’d and limber-lipp’d from long trial? from vigorous practice? from physique?
Do you move in these broad lands as broad as they?
Come duly to the divine power to speak words?
For only at last after many years, after chastity, friendship, procreation, prudence, and nakedness,
After treading ground and breasting river and lake,
After a loosn’d throat, after absorbing eras, temperaments, races, after knowledge, freedom, crimes,
After complete faith, after clarifyings, elevations, and removing obstructions,
After these and more, it is just possible there comes to a man, a woman, the divine power to speak words;
Then toward that man or that woman swiftly hasten all – none refuse, all attend,
Armies, ships, antiquities, libraries, paintings, machines, cities, hate, despair, amity, pain, theft, murder,
aspiration, form in close ranks,
They debouch as they are wanted to march obediently through the mouth of that man or that woman.
2
O what is it in me that makes me tremble so at voices?
Surely whoever speaks to me in the right voice, him or her I shall follow,
As the water follows the moon, silently, with fluid steps, anywhere around the globe.
All waits for the right voices;
Where is the practis’d and perfect organ? where is the develop’d soul?
For I see every word utter’d thence has deeper, sweeter, new sounds, impossible on less terms.
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I see brains and lips closed, tympans and temples unstruck,
Until that comes which has the quality to strike and to unclose,
Until that comes which has the quality to bring forth what lies slumbering forever ready in all words.
—Walt Whitman (1819-1892)
Waltzing the Spheres – James Primosch		
We pulled each other closer in the turn
around a center that we could not see –
This holding on was what I had to learn.
The sun can hold the planets, earth the moon,
but we had to create our gravity
by always pulling closer in the turn.
Each revolution caused my head to whirl
so dizzily I wanted to break free,
but holding on was what I had to learn.
I fixed my eyes on something out there firm,
and then our orbit steadied so that we
could pull each other closer in the turn.

and arms for pulling closer in the turn –
This holding on is what we have to learn.
—Susan Scott Thompson (1946 – 2007)
Seven Poems of Lorine Niedecker – John Harbison
FLORIDA
I
Always north of him
I see
he’s close
to orange, flower
roseate bird
soft air
the state
I’m in

The joy that circles with us round the curve
is joy that passes surely as a peace,
and holding on is what we have to learn.

II
You are my friend—
you bring me peaches
and the high bush cranberry
you carry
my fishpole

And if our feet should briefly leave the earth,
no matter, earth was made for us to leave,

you water my worms
you patch my boot
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with your mending kit
nothing in it
but my hand
III
My life is hung up
in the flood
a wave-blurred
portrait
Don’t fall in love
with this face—
it no longer exists
in water
we cannot fish
IV
And what you liked
or did—
no matter
once the moon
dipped down
and fish rose
from under
V
Why can’t I be happy
in my sorrow
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my drinking man
today
my quiet
tomorrow
VI
If only my friend
would return
and remove the leaves
from my eaves
troughs
VII
Ah, your face
but it’s whether
you can keep me warm
—Lorine Niedecker (1903-1970)
		
Three Folk Hymns – James Primosch
I. How Can I Keep from Singing?
My life flows on in endless song
Above earth’s lamentation
I hear the real, though far off song
That hails a new creation.
No storm can shake my inmost calm
While to that rock I’m a-clinging
If love is Lord of earth and heav’n
How can I keep from singing?

7/24/18 8:56 AM

What though the tempest round me roars
I hear the truth, it liveth
What though the darkness round me close
Songs in the night it giveth. (refrain) 		
Through all the tumult and the strife
I hear the music ringing
It sounds and echoes in my soul
How can I keep from singing? (refrain)
—tune & text: Robert Lowery (published 1869)
II. Be Thou My Vision
Be Thou my Vision, O Lord of my heart;
Naught be all else to me, save that Thou art –
Thou my best thought by day or by night,
Waking or sleeping Thy presence my light.
Be Thou my Wisdom, and Thou my true Word;
I ever with Thee and Thou with me, Lord;
Thou great Creator of moon, stars and sun;
Thou in me dwelling, and I with Thee one.
Riches I heed not, nor world’s empty praise,
Thou my inheritance now and always:
Thou and Thou only, first in my heart,
High King of Heaven, my Treasure Thou art.

High King of heaven, my victory won,
May I reach heaven’s joys, O bright heav’n’s Son!
Heart of my own heart, whatever befall,
Still be my Vision, O Ruler of all.		
—text: ancient Irish, translated by Eleanor Hull, versified by Mary E. Byrne
(amended by J. Primosch); tune: “Slane”, anonymous
III. What Wondrous Love is This?
What wondrous love is this, O my soul, O my soul?
What wondrous love is this, O my soul?
What wondrous love is this,
That caused the Lord of bliss
To bear the dreadful curse
For my soul, for my soul?
To bear the dreadful curse
For my soul.
When I was sinking down, sinking down, sinking down,
When I was sinking down, sinking down.
When I was sinking down
Beneath God’s righteous frown
Christ laid aside His Crown
For my soul, for my soul,
Christ laid aside His Crown
For my soul.
And when from death I’m free, I’ll sing on, I’ll sing on.
And when from death I’m free, I’ll sing on.
And when from death I’m free,
I’ll sing and joyful be,
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Throughout eternity,
I’ll sing on, I’ll sing on.
Throughout eternity,
I’ll sing on.
—text: anonymous (American, 19th century); tune: anonymous
(probably 18th century English)
from Songs for the Walters – Daniel Crozier			
History’s Lamb
History’s lamb I am,
Sacrificial offering for misdeeds of man.
Too oft, I’ve bled and died,
As innocents on their altars cried,
Pleas desperately mixing with their smoke.
How many more I wonder will the holocaust’s altar require
Before he loses his desire, for History’s lamb,
Sacrificial offering for misdeeds of man.
Byzantium
Byzantium, Now there’s a sound.
Byzantium, Consider it as you look around.
Byzantium, Ornaments, rings, boxes, silver plate.
Byzantium, Functional art, never out of date.
Byzantium, Everyday items from the past.
Byzantium, Artful artifacts made to last.
Byzantium.
—Craig A. Bannister (b. 1949)
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Shadow Memory – James Primosch
So this is what’s left behind, these things that end up as our real inheritance—the flotsam and jetsam
of life, the stuff that drifts into our hands and into history, the chance impression, the little shadow
each of us casts, the fragile thing someone carefully catalogs and cares for and then forgets or maybe
doesn’t, the image of an image that conjures a memory that is either real or imagined—these are here,
plucked and pressed between the pages, so they will stay fresh forever, or forever slip away.
—Susan Orlean (b. 1955)
Four Poems of Emily Dickinson – Daniel Crozier
I. Hope Is the Thing with Feathers
HOPE is the thing with feathers
That perches in the soul,
And sings the tune without the words,
And never stops at all,
And sweetest in the gale is heard;
And sore must be the storm
That could abash the little bird
That kept so many warm.
I’ve heard it in the chillest land,
And on the strangest sea;
Yet, never, in extremity,
It asked a crumb of me.
II. Angels in the Early Morning
ANGELS in the early morning
May be seen the dews among,
Stooping, plucking, smiling, flying:
Do the buds to them belong?
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Angels when the sun is hottest
May be seen the sands among,
Stooping, plucking, sighing, flying;
Parched the flowers they bear along.
III. Song: Summer for Thee
SUMMER for thee grant I may be
When summer days are flown!
Thy music still when whippoorwill
And oriole are done!
For thee to bloom, I’ll skip the tomb
And sow my blossoms o’er!
Pray gather me, Anemone,
Thy flower forevermore!
IV. It Can’t Be Summer
IT can’t be summer, — that got through;
It’s early yet for spring;
There’s that long town of white to cross
Before the blackbirds sing.
It can’t be dying, — it’s too rouge, —
The dead shall go in white.
So sunset shuts my question down
With clasps of chrysolite.
—Emily Dickinson (1830-1886)
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Another Sleep: III – Ned Rorem
XIV. Of the Scythians
Of the Scythians
who came whirling out of the North
like a locust swarm, storm-darkening the sky,
their long hair whipping the wind like the manes of horses,
no one remembers anything now but I:
how they screamed to the slaughter, as the skirl
of a thousand flutes
fashioned from enemies’ thighbones shrilled them on.
Naked they rode. We stood by our huts, stunned mute:
gold flashed from each spear, gold glittered on each arm.
I was a child in the temple. The old priest
hid me in a secret cellar with the images.
Above my head I hear him chant a last
prayer to the god. Since then
I scorn to mix with them who have come after.
Fat farmers, milky scribblers! What do they know
who have never heard the Scythians’ terrible laughter
or seen in the wind their glittering wild hair flow?
—Katha Pollitt (b. 1949)
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XV. Night
The moon,
The Pleiades have set.
Past midnight now,
and still I lie alone.
—Sappho (c. 630-570 B.C.)
XVI. The Suicide
Not a single star will be left in the night.
The night will not be left.
I will die, and with me,
the weight of the intolerable universe.
I shall erase the pyramids, the medallions, 				
the continents and faces.
I shall erase the accumulated past.
I shall make dust of history, dust of dust.
Now I am looking on the final sunset.
I am hearing the last bird.
I bequeath nothingness to no one.
—Jorge Luis Borges (1899-1986), translated by Alastair Reid
XVII. Death Stands Above Me
Death stands above me, whispering low
I know not what into my ear:
of his strange language all I know
Is, there is not a word to fear.
—Walter Savage Landor (1775-1864)
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XVIII. Despairing To Be Happy Any More
Despairing to be happy any more,
on the other hand I am not much in pain.
I can work, and sometimes from my pen
such lovely sentences of English pour
as I am proud of for their casual grandeur
nor will, when I am dead, they be forgotten:
I look about and I am as most men
as happy. Yet my spirit is still sore
with disappointment of the paradise
lost that I could not enter; a hard question
haunts me, “Is life worth it as it is?”
like a baffled man looking for the direction
from side to side I shake my head—and oh
notice: my toes are tense to go, to go.
On the high road to death
trudging, not easy to get
to that city, yet the way is
still too long for my patience,
teach me a travel-song,
Master, to march along
as we boys used to shout
when I was a young scout.
—Paul Goodman (1911-1972)
XIX. The Waves
Yes, this is the eternal renewal, the incessant rise and fall
and fall and rise again.
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“And in me too the wave rises. It swells: it arches its back. I am
aware once more of a new desire, something rising beneath me like
the proud horse whose rider first spurs and then pulls him back. 		
What enemy do we now perceive advancing against us, you whom
I ride now, as we stand pawing this stretch of pavement? It is death.
Death is the enemy. It is death against whom I ride with my spear
couched and my hair flying back like a young man’s [like
Percival’s, when he galloped in India]. I strike spurs into my horse.
Against you I will fling myself, unvanquished and unyielding, O
Death!”
—Virginia Woolf (1882-1941)
The Rainbow Comes and Goes – Daniel Crozier
The Rainbow comes and goes
And lovely is the Rose,
The Moon doth with delight
Look round her when the heavens are bare,
Waters on a starry night
Are beautiful and fair;
The sunshine is a glorious birth;
But yet I know, where’er I go,
That there hath passed away a glory from the earth.
—William Wordsworth (1770-1850)
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And, Daylight… – Daniel Crozier
And daylight, like a dust, sinks through the air,
And drifting, golds the ground.
A lark, a voice in heaven, in fading deeps of light, drops at length home.
A wind of night, shy as the young hare that steals even now out of the corn to play
Stirs the pale river once, and creeps away.
—Rupert Brooke (1887-1915)
After-Song (“Through Love to Light”) – Daniel Crozier
Through love to light! O wonderful the way
That leads from darkness to the perfect day!
From darkness and from sorrow of the night
To morning that comes singing o’er the sea.
Through love to light! Through light, O God, to Thee,
Who art the love of love, the eternal light of light!
—Richard Watson Gilder (1844-1909)
The Fire of a Wild White Sun – Daniel Crozier
The fire of a wild white sun has eaten up the distance between hope and despair. Dance in this sun.
Wake up and dance in the clarity of perfect contradiction. Come out of the smoke, the world is tossing
in its sleep, the sun is up, the land is bursting in the silence of dawn. The clear bell of Atlas rings again
over the sea and the animals come to the shore at his feet. The gentle earth relaxes and spreads out to
embrace the strong sun. The grasses and flowers speak their own secret names. With his great gentle
hands Atlas opens the clouds and birds spill back onto the land out of Paradise.
—Thomas Merton (1915-1968)
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Holy the Firm – James Primosch
I. “. . . That Passeth All Understanding”
An awe so quiet
I don’t know when it began.
A gratitude
had begun
to sing in me.
Was there
some moment
dividing
song from no song?
When does dewfall begin?
When does night
fold its arms over our hearts
to cherish them?
When is daybreak?
—Denise Levertov (1923 – 1997)
II. Every Day is a God		
Every day is a god, each day is a god, and holiness holds forth in time. I worship each god, I
praise each day splintered down, splintered down and wrapped in time like a husk, a husk of many
colors spreading, at dawn fast over the mountains split.
I wake in a god. I wake in arms holding my quilt, holding me as best they can inside my quilt.
Someone is kissing me—already. I wake, I cry “oh,” I rise from the pillow. Why should I open my eyes?
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I open my eyes. The god lifts from the water. His head fills the bay. He is Puget Sound, the
Pacific; his breast rises from pastures; his fingers are firs; islands slide wet down his shoulders.
Islands slip blue from his shoulders and glide over the water, the empty lighted water like a stage.
Today’s god rises, his long eyes flecked in clouds. He flings his arms, spreading colors; he
arches, cupping sky in his belly; he vaults, vaulting and spread, holding all and spread on me like skin.
—Annie Dillard (b. 1945)
III. The Ladder of Divine Ascent		
I long to know how Jacob saw you fixed above the ladder. That climb, how was it? Tell me, for I
long to know. What is the mode, what is the law joining together those steps that the lover has set as
an ascent in his heart? I thirst to know the number of those steps, and the time required to climb them.
He who discovered Your struggle and Your vision has spoken to us of the guides. But he would not—
perhaps he could not—tell us any more.
—John Climacus (7th Century; translated by Colm Luibheid and Norman Russell,
adapted by the composer)
IV. Cinder
We needed fire to make
the tongs and tongs to hold
us from the flame; we needed
ash to clean the cloth
and cloth to clean the ash’s
stain; we needed stars
to find our way, to make
the light that blurred the stars;
we needed death to mark
an end, an end that time
in time could mend.
Born in love, the consequence—
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born of love, the need.
Tell me, ravaged singer,
how the cinder bears the seed.
—Susan Stewart (b. 1952)
V. Deathbeds		
This is too tight; loosen it a little. I pray
You give me some sack! Bring me last year’s apple,
If you can, or any new melon. A dozen cold oysters.
My children! My papers! My book, my unfinished book!
From my present sensations, I should say I was dying
—And I am glad of it. The world is bobbing around.
Do you know the Lord’s Prayer? Cover me.
Shut the door. Can’t see you any more.
I must go home. I am very forlorn at the present
Moment and wish I was at Malvern.
Am I still alive? Do I drag my anchors?
So here it is at last, the distinguished thing!
Is this dying? Is this all? Is this
All that I feared when I prayed against a hard death?
O! I can bear this! I can bear it!
Now I have finished with all earthly business
—High time, too. Yes, yes,
My dear child, now comes death.

Williams_1743-44_book.indd 27-28

Is it come already? Here, here is my end.
Wait a moment. Do you not hear the voices?
And the children’s are the loudest! The chariots
And horses! I do not know how this happened.
I can account for it in no way...
Already my foot is in the stirrup. Lift			
Me up, lift me right up! Now farewell.
We are over the hill; we shall go better now.
I am coming, Katie! John, it will not
Be long. Supremely happy! Excellent!
My dearest, dearest Liz. We are all going;
We are all going; we are all going.
This is it, chaps. Take me home.
I believe my son, I am going. That’s it.
Good-bye—drive on. Cut her loose, Doc.
I’m going, I’m going. At a gallop!
Clear the way. Good-bye, God bless you!
Good-bye, everybody. A general good-night.
—Annie Dillard
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