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ABOUT THE COMPOSER: 
Rapidly gaining national and international acclaim, 
the music of Kile Smith (b. 1956) is hailed by critics, 
performers, and audiences for its strong voice, sheer 
beauty, and “profoundly direct emotional appeal.” 
Gramophone hailed the “sparkling beauty” of his music, 
calling Vespers “spectacular.” The Philadelphia Inquirer 
called it “ecstatically beautiful,” American Record Guide, 
“a major new work,” Audiophile Audition, “easily one 
of the best releases of the year of any type… a crime to 
pass up,” and Fanfare, “a magnificent achievement.”

Other commissions include The Arc in the Sky, The 
Consolation of Apollo, The Waking Sun, Where Flames 
a Word, and others for The Crossing and Donald Nally, 
the concert-length Canticle for Craig Hella Johnson’s 
Vocal Arts Ensemble in Cincinnati, Agnus Dei for the 
Mendelssohn Club of Philadelphia, the song cycles In 
This Blue Room for Lyric Fest and Plain Truths for the 
Newburyport Chamber Music Festival, Adieu, Adieu for 
Relâche, Red-tail and Hummingbird for Orchestra 2001 
and Piffaro, the cello concerto And Seeing the Multi-
tudes for Ovidiu Marinescu and the Helena Symphony, 
The Red Book of Montserrat for the Philadelphia Sin-
fonia, and The Nobility of Women for Mélomanie. He’s 
completed commissions for organist Alan Morrison, the 
Pennsylvania Girlchoir, Chicago’s Gaudete Brass, the 
Association of Anglican Musicians, the Episcopal Cathe-
dral of Boston, Choral Arts Philadelphia, and many oth-
ers. He’s composed for concertmaster David Kim and 
principal horn Jennifer Montone of the Philadelphia 
Orchestra. His music has been performed throughout 
the U.S., in Europe, and by The 24 and others in the U.K. 
The Independence Foundation awarded Kile a 2018 
Fellowship for his first opera, The Book of Job. Four CDs 
of Smith’s music are due for release in 2018/19.

Kile Smith’s very first works were art songs, and he has 
composed them throughout his career, having now 
written about 65 songs. Lyric Fest early on performed 
Smith’s works, and in 2014–15 appointed him their first 
composer in residence. They commissioned the song 
cycle In This Blue Room, the song “There Is No Great 
and No Small,” and the trio “Mark the Music.”

NOTES: (For complete notes, visit kilesmith.com)
In This Blue Room is a 17-song cycle on poems of Julia 
Blumenreich, Susan Fleshman, Siobhan Lyons, and 
Donna Wolf-Palacio, based on batik artwork of Laura 
Madeleine. Suzanne DuPlantis, Daniel Teadt, and Laura 
Ward premiered this in Philadelphia in March 2015. 
Although the poems are separated into three parts, and 
songs may be performed individually, the cycle should 
be sung without a break.

Jazz, swing, blues, and pop standards hover around In 
This Blue Room. The color blue suffuses the paintings 
and the poetry; that and the syntax of the poems all 
suggested a jazz sound-world to me. I arranged the 
texts into a conversational drama, first planning to use 
a promenade—like Mussorgsky in Pictures at an Exhibi-
tion—between the songs. But when I started composing 
#1, “Watermelon eyes,” the trodding bass notes, like 
someone walking through an art gallery, took on a life of 
their own. Since that poem and “Like lost beads” were 
based on the same painting, I set them with the same 
accompaniment. So the piano is the same in #1, #6, and 
the #11 duet. Finally, #17 reprises the duet, but another 
poem is added into the mix, and new music extends the 
finale into a transposed echo of the promenade. 

The Poems of Gerard Manley Hopkins are among my 
earliest works, “Spring and Fall” and “Henry Purcell” 
being written for the 1989 International Hopkins Cente-
nary Conference. I added “As kingfishers catch fire” in 
2000 and orchestrated the three for New York’s Jupiter 
Symphony, where I was resident composer. Network for 
New Music commissioned the Poems of Stephen Berg in 
2001. From the instrumentation options offered, I added 
a clarinet for what I believe is my earliest use of jazz 
inflection and voicing. There is also a transposed mezzo 
and trumpet version. Lyric Fest commissioned “There 
is No Great and No Small” and the Shakespeare trio 
“Mark the Music,” an operatic scena which I insert into an 
imagined tenor/baritone rivalry for the soprano. 

Working with Lyric Fest, led by Suzanne and Laura, has 
been one of the greatest joys in my composing life. I love 
their artistry, their vision, their embracing of all things 
beautiful, and every one of their superb colleagues.

Of the outward sentence low lays him, 
    listed to a heresy, here.
Not mood in him nor meaning, proud fire or sacred fear,
Or love, or pity, or all that sweet notes not his might nursle: 
It is the forgéd feature finds me; it is the rehearsal 
Of own, of abrúpt sélf there so thrusts on, 
   so throngs the ear.
Let him oh! with his air of angels then lift me, 
    lay me! only I’ll 
Have an eye to the sakes of him, quaint moonmarks, 
    to his pelted plumage under
Wings: so some great stormfowl, 
   whenever he has walked his while
The thunder-purple seabeach, pluméd purple-of-thunder,
If a wuthering of his palmy snow-pinions scatter 
   a colossal smile 
Off him, but meaning motion fans fresh our wits 
   with wonder.

Poems of Stephen Berg
21. Ibycus: Fragments 2, 3, 4 (B.C. 536)
Like wildfire stars all night call me
awake always Love’s dark eyes watch me hurl me
into the hopeless net of Love
northwind veined with lightning
clouds shredded with frenzy Love shakes me
to the bottom of my heart
O always to me a wide-winged purple bird

22. Always
The way light tints glass, brick, leaves or a coin
making plain surfaces luminous, holy,
sometimes You seem to watch me.
not with eyes but with the tenderness
of a serene vibrant absence, dead parent
still able to love its wayward son,
and death is the simple phrase “No need for home”—
how this can be true is too obscure for me
to understand, but one is understood by it
as the light takes unto itself the lowliest thing
it touches, even in darkness hallows
our sleeping flesh, inseparable from it—

how could I have been here and not known this?
do I dare to say outloud “I believe this”?

23. There Is No Great and No Small 
Ralph Waldo Emerson, “The Informing Spirit”
There is no great and no small
To the Soul that maketh all:
And where it cometh, all things are;
And it cometh everywhere.

I am owner of the sphere,
Of the seven stars and the solar year,
Of Cæsar’s hand, and Plato’s brain,
Of Lord Christ’s heart, and Shakespeare’s strain.

24. Mark the Music
from William Shakespeare, The Merchant of Venice
Jessica: I am never merry when I hear sweet music.
Lorenzo: The reason is, your spirits are attentive:
For do but note a wild and wanton herd…
of youthful…unhandled colts…
bellowing and neighing loud,
Which is the hot condition of their blood;
If they but hear…a trumpet sound,
Or any air of music touch their ears…
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze
By the sweet power of music…
The man that hath no music in himself,
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds,
Is fit for treasons, stratagems and spoils;
The motions of his spirit are dull as night
And his affections dark as Erebus:
Let no such man be trusted. Mark the music.
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ARTIST BIOGRAPHIES
Mezzo-soprano Suzanne DuPlantis, co-founder and artistic 
director of Lyric Fest “deeply imprints the music with her 
personality and great emotional underpinning” (Philadel-
phia Inquirer). Known for her commitment to song in all its 
varied forms and for her intimate way with an audience, 
Suzanne has helped create dynamic programming and spo-
ken content for Lyric Fest concerts for 15 years. Her career 
in opera includes debuts with Opera Philadelphia, Austin 
Lyric, and New Orleans, Cincinnati, Knoxville, and Eugene 
Opera. She has sung with the Philadelphia Orchestra, the 
Chamber Orchestra of Philadelphia, Orchestra 2001 among 
others, and extensively in recital and cabaret, premiering 
many new works written especially for her.

Tenor Jonas Hacker is a 2016 Grand Finalist of the Met-
ropolitan Opera National Council Auditions. He regularly 
receives high praise for his “attractive tenor voice” and his 
ability to convincingly portray characters across genres from 
Mozart to Glass. A graduate of the Academy of Vocal Arts, 
he has sung in opera houses and with orchestras across the 
United States, including Lyric Opera of Chicago, Philadel-
phia Orchestra, Dallas Opera, Washington Concert Opera, 
Wolf Trap Opera, Central City Opera, Columbus Symphony, 
and Annapolis Opera. He has received awards in several 
competitions, including the George London Foundation, 
Opera Index, Giargiari Bel Canto Competition, and the 
Mildred Miller International Voice Competition. 

Jessica Lennick, hailed for a soaring coloratura soprano 
and commanding stage presence, has performed with
Washington Camerata of D.C., Chesapeake Chamber 
Opera, Center City Opera Theater, and with the Caramoor 
Festival with Roberto Abbado and the Orchestra of St. 
Luke’s in Midsummer Night’s Dream. Her singing was 
singled out in Fanfare Magazine as “gloriously rendered.” 
A frequent performer of new music, Ms. Lennick has 
premiered many new works: Tesla’s Pigeon (Dunphy), 
A Weeping Woman (Solitro), Under the Harvest Moon 
(Runestad), and Honor, Riches, Marriage, Blessing (Summer) 
recorded for Navona Records. As an orchestral soloist, 
she has appeared with Riverside Symphonia, Ocean City 
Pops, Bucks County Symphony Orchestra, and Allentown 
Symphony Orchestra.

Baritone Daniel Teadt is acclaimed for his work in ma-
jor opera houses and concert halls in the U.S., Europe, 
and South America. A distinguished baryton-
Martin, he has appeared with the Metropolitan Opera 
Orchestra, Los Angeles Philharmonic, Pittsburgh 
Symphony, and on a Grammy Award-winning 
recording with the London Symphony Orchestra. A 
passionate advocate for art songs and new music, 
he has appeared with the Festival d’Aix-en-Provençe, 
Ravinia Festival, the San Francisco Opera Schwabach-
er Debut series, Music in a Great Space, Pittsburgh 
Song Collaborative, Collaborative Arts Institute of 
Chicago, NYFOS, and Lyric Fest. He has recorded with 
EMI Classics and Naxos. 

Doris Hall-Gulati is Principal Clarinet of the Chamber 
Orchestra of Philadelphia, Bass Clarinet of Opera Phil-
adelphia, and Assistant Principal/Bass Clarinet of the 
Lancaster Symphony. She won First Prize in the Louise 
D. McMahon International Music Competition and 
gave her New York City debut in the world premiere 
of John Carbon’s Rhapsody for Clarinet and Orchestra 
at Avery Fischer Hall with Gerard Schwarz and the 
New York Chamber Symphony. She debuted at Car-
negie (Weill) Hall with the Alaria Chamber Ensemble, 
and at Merkin Hall premiering Thea Musgrave’s Ring 
Out Wild Bells with the Philadelphia Trio. 

Laura Ward, artistic director of Lyric Fest, is a distin-
guished collaborative pianist, known both for her 
technical ability and vast knowledge of repertoire and 
styles. Concert engagements include Carnegie Hall, 
Kennedy Center, Boston’s Isabella Stewart Gardner 
Museum, Teatro Colón, Spoleto Festival (Italy), Colmar 
International Music Festival, and Saint-Denis Festival in 
France. She has served on the faculties of AlpenKam-
merMusik, Westminster Choir College’s CoOPERA-
tive Program, the Academy of Vocal Arts, Ravinia’s 
Steans Music Institute, Washington National Opera, 
University of Maryland, and the Music Academy of the 
West. She been the official pianist for the Washington 
International Competition and the Marian Anderson 
Award. Recent CDs include Daron Hagen 21st Centu-
ry Song Cycles on Naxos and Lineage with frequent 
collaborative partner, Randall Scarlata, on Albany.

good-intentioned tendrils holding on 
to dear, dear life, and slippery spirits 
stunned by liberating rootedness. 
  

On the other hand, galloping need 
to kick up dust on an open plain, 
stuck for a while by this folding in 
of flesh less impatient, contractions 
letting loose with a tightening grip. 
  

16. Looking Over the Wall (Donna Wolf-Palacio)
There is no real madness 
except the madness of the spirit. 
Otherwise, 
all is voices 
floating 
and the stunning flame 
of the rising sun 
and blades of grass 
that shimmer. 
  

17. Diary 3 (Siobhan Lyons) / Watermelon eyes /
Like lost beads
Gather all the doodads from the junk drawer. 
list your favorite tears, 
the best laughs. 
  

We’ll multiply everything by two 
and flip faces for pairs. 
  

Do memories mean 
we’re a match? 
  

You’re obsessed with flipping 
the same hurtful square 
You’re obsessed with flipping 
the same hurtful square— 
  

We want answers, 
at least alignment.

“Diary” fragment by Laura Madeleine

Poems of Gerard Manley Hopkins
18. Spring and Fall (to a young child)

Márgarét, áre you gríeving
Over Goldengrove unleaving?
Leáves, líke the things of man, you
With your fresh thoughts care for, can you?
Áh! ás the heart grows older
It will come to such sights colder
By and by, nor spare a sigh
Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie;
And yet you will weep and know why.
Now no matter, child, the name:
Sórrow’s spríngs áre the same.
Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed
What heart heard of, ghost guessed:
It ís the blight man was born for, 
It is Margaret you mourn for.

19. As kingfishers
As kingfishers catch fire, dragonflies draw flame;
       As tumbled over rim in roundy wells
       Stones ring; like each tucked string tells, each hung bell’s
Bow swung finds tongue to fling out broad its name;
Each mortal thing does one thing and the same:
       Deals out that being indoors each one dwells;
       Selves—goes itself; myself it speaks and spells,
Crying Whát I dó is me: for that I came
Í say more: the just man justices;
       Keeps gráce: thát keeps all his goings graces;
Acts in God’s eye what in God’s eye he is—
       Chríst. For Christ plays in ten thousand places,
Lovely in limbs, and lovely in eyes not his
       To the Father through the features of men’s faces.

20. Henry Purcell (The poet wishes well to the divine genius 
of Purcell and praises him that, whereas other musicians have 
given utterance to the moods of man’s mind, he has, beyond 
that, uttered in notes the very make and species of man as 
created both in him and in all men generally.)
Have fair fallen, O fair, fair have fallen, so dear
To me, so arch-especial a spirit as heaves in Henry Purcell, 
An age is now since passed, since parted; with the reversal
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IN THIS BLUE ROOM 
1. PART 1 - Watermelon eyes (Siobhan Lyons)
Watermelon eyes 
Point Point-planting pupil seeds 
Gravity babies 
  

2. Reading Others (Susan Fleshman)
So many 
coffeeshop thoughts 
caffeine schemes 
latte plans. 
Let me tell you 
leather-bound journal 
spiral notebook 
looseleaf sheet 
about that one 
sitting over there. 
Deep 
in a mug 
and disconcerted 
by indecipherable secrets 
written in her own clear hand. 
  

3. Dull your senses (Siobhan Lyons)
Dull your senses 
be blue 
  

your hair wrap 
holds 
tangles of wisdom 
  

you should be 
giving the directions. 
  

4. So I can find myself in a crowd (Susan Fleshman)
So I can find myself in a crowd, 
these swirls and fancy fishbones 
like a daisy in a buttonhole 
say, Here I am, the one 
I came to meet. 
            

5. Eye shadow (Siobhan Lyons)
Eye shadow 
painted on with time— 
you need only to close your eyes— 
lids locking the environment. 
  

Today is for 
satisfying rest, 
a festival of memories, 
we know. 
6. PART 2 - Like lost beads (Donna Wolf-Palacio)
Like lost beads 
of a broken necklace, 
images gather 
in the corner 
and unroll like film. 
In this blue room 
shadows swallow 
woven light 
in a storm of straw 
and slant 
as if retrieval 
were still possible. 
  

7. Diary 1 (Donna Wolf-Palacio)
What darkness 
enfolds these planets? 
Even happy dreams 
bring worry. 
We know that messenger 
all too well. 
He comes at darkness, 
leaves by light. 
He is as wide 
as the ribbon of language. 
On the other side, 
more light. 
The mask shows us 
the gap of dying 
in the details. 
The immortal root 
is holding up 
the shadowy moon. 
  

8. You are perplexed by sadness (Donna Wolf-Palacio)
You are perplexed by sadness, 
hoping for a twin. 
When you succeed, 
such muted joy, 
as if that grave persistence, 

that triumph over sadness, 
were a throne. 
  

Dark green butterflies 
free themselves from stems, 
swim against the sky. 
  

Among floating cells, 
remnants: being held 
and holding. 
You lean to the side, tipping 
with the undissolving world. 

9. Wings (Julia Blumenreich)
On the 11th midnight-bluest evening 
where clouds reshape as hardwoods, 
an arch of eccentrically colored wingless parakeets 
harmonize whatever the listener wishes to hear. 
  

As if on cue 
two angels with hair 
the plumage of their missing wings 
surf into magenta and crimson 
the arteries and veins they used to know. 
  

10. The Sleeves (Donna Wolf-Palacio)
In mathematics, 
even the invisible 
breaks away. 
The twin of this bridge 
of pearls circles 
like a tunnel 
while whorls and spinning caves 
float out 
to a floral sea. 
The fish again. 
The eye betrays us. 
So many nets and shells 
And bloated waters. 
Two halves 
between the lakes 
of angel hair and seaweed. 
Are we full yet? 
This is wisdom. 
  

11. PART 3 - Like lost beads / Watermelon eyes 

12. Aurora (Julia Blumenreich)
Dear moon 
setting in the finger song 
of the dawn. 
Remembering, remembering, 
sterling lilies swallowing light 
rooting in a sea of blue-purple asters, 
a couple of lopes 
climbing the farthest hill. 
  

Cobalt my thoughts surrounding    
my swimming aquamarine scarf 
my window painting the day. 
  

13. Strata (Julia Blumenreich)
The totality of fossils, 
both discovered and undiscovered 
how the orchard’s shadows marked 
your face like a red-tailed hawk’s wingspan 
careens across a pounding fury’s heart. 
  

There is no escape just the 
luxurious traces: four pine-green and blue spruce 
mandalas in your hair,  
one wide eye keeping score 
while the stories gather mineralized, 
footprints that return to stay.

14. She Sees She Dresses in Her Subjects (Julia Blumenreich)
Tightly woven turquoise leaves 
backdrop faceless weavers 
unexpected brocade patterns (those anonymous fingers) 
gold thread drapes her body 
this robe. 
  

She takes her sash to wrap her 
famously queenly hairline, 
until the wind 
blows her view sideways while 
a koi lifted from the pond just misses her. 
  

The koi’s radiance 
her upended thoughts mix. 
  

15. Anima and Animus (Susan Fleshman)
On the one hand, masculine flowers 
softly armored in delicate spikes, 
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