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THE PERFORMERS

Soprano, Ann Moss, a native of Boston and graduate of the 
Longy School of Music and the San Francisco Conserva-
tory, currently lives and teaches in the San Francisco Bay 
Area. Moss is an ardent champion of contemporary vocal 
music, and, in addition to working closely with well-known 
composers, Ann seeks out, and performs, music by emerg-
ing composers at forums and festivals across the US. As a 
co-founder and Artistic Director of the new music repertory 

group CMASH, Ann has been personally responsible for the commissioning and 
premieres of more than 80 art songs, vocal chamber music and operatic roles. Her 
debut album Currents (2013) features vocal chamber music she has championed 
over the past decade. Her second album, Love Life, made with pianists Steven 
Bailey and Jake Heggie, cellist Emil Miland, violinist Isaac Allen, and the vocal 
ensemble Chanticleer, was released in Spring 2016. In the same year, Moss also  
recorded, with pianist, Karen Rosenak, a solo album of Don Walker’s Emily  
Dickinson songs on the Albany label [TROY1633].
 

Pianist, Karen Rosenak, a longtime member of the Empyrean 
Ensemble, and, a founding member of the new music en-
semble Earplay, has been on the Musician-ship faculty at UC 
Berkeley since 1990. She completed her DMA in keyboard 
performance practices and theory at Stanford University. In 
the year 2008, Rosenak was in residence at Amherst College, 
where she held the Valentine Professor Chair. There, she 
taught composition and music theory while performing in 

solo and chamber music concerts. Rosenak finds the challenge of tackling a piece 
of fresh new music irresistible. She has recorded an entire album of Don Walker’s 
piano music (2011) on the Vienna Modern Masters label [VMM 2058].

THE COMPOSER

Don Walker (b. 1941, Ventura, California) attended Stanford 
University (BA 1964) and the University of California,  
Berkeley (MA 1966; PhD 1971). While a graduate student, 
he studied composition with Larry Austin, Arnold Elston, 
Richard Felciano and Seymour Shifrin. He was recipient  
of the University’s Prix de Paris in Musical Composition 
(1966-68).
        During the 1970s, Walker taught at Sonoma State  

University, the University of South Florida, and Oregon State University. He also 
earned a Master’s degree in Library Science at UC Berkeley (1974).
 During the 1980s he was employed as a church organist in Stockton CA, 
while earning an MA in California History at CSU, Sacramento. Finally, Walker was 
employed as an Archivist at the University of the Pacific, where he organized the 
Dave Brubeck Collection.
 Awards Walker has received include: an NEH Grant for the Study of  
Ethnomusicology at the University of Washington (1977) and a Composer-in- 
the-Community grant with the Oakland Chamber Orchestra (1997). He is now 
retired and lives near San Diego, California.



III.
O merry bird, said I, that fears no snares, that neither toils nor hoards up in thy 
barn, feels no sad thoughts, nor cruciating cares, to gain more good, or shun what 
might thee harm.

Thy clothes ne’er wear, thy meat is ev’-rywhere, thy bed—a bough, thy drink, the 
water clear. Reminds not what is past, nor what’s to come dost fear!

The dawning morn with songs thou dost present, setest hundred notes unto thy 
feather’d crew.

So each one tunes his pretty instrument, and warbling out the old, begins anew.

And thus they pass their youth in summer season, then follow thee into a better 
region,
where winter’s never felt by that sweet airy legion.

IV.
If ever two were one, then surely we. If ever man were loved by wife, then thee. If 
ever wife were happy in a man, compare with me, ye women, if you can.

I prize thy love more than whole mines of gold; or all the riches that the East doth 
hold. My love is such that rivers cannot quench, nor ought but love from thee give 
recompense.

Thy love is such I can no way repay; the Heavens reward thee, manifold, I pray. 
Then, while we live, in love, let’s so persevere, that when we live no more we may 
live ever. 

The Texts

Anne Bradstreet Songs
I.                                                               
Silent, alone, where none or saw or heard, In pathless paths I led my wand’ring feet;
My humble eyes to lofty skies I reared, to sing some song my mazed muse thought 
meet.

My great Creator, I would magnify, that nature had thus deck’d, lib’rally. But ah,
and ah again, my imbecility.

I heard the merry grasshopper then sing, the black-clad cricket bear a second part:
they kept one tune and played on the same string, seeming to glory in their little art.

Shall creatures abject thus their voices raise, and in their kind resound their 
maker’s
praise, whilst I as mute can warble forth no higher lays?

II.
Now say, have women worth? Or have they none? Or, had they some,
but with our Queen, is’t gone?

Nay, masculines, you have thus taxt us long. But she, though dead
will vindicate our wrong.

Let us say our sex is void of reason, know ‘tis slander now, but once was treason.



Fain would the heaven-born soul with her converse, then seek, then court her,    for 
her promis’d bliss. Auspicious queen, thine heavenly pinions spread, and lead 
celestial Chastity along; Attend me, Virtue, through my youthful years !
O leave me not to the false joys of time. But guide my steps to endless life and bliss.

IV.
While an intrinsic ardor prompts to write, the muses promise to assist my pen; ‘twas 
not long since I left my native shore (the land of errors and Egyptian gloom); Father 
of mercy, ‘twas thy gracious hand brought me safely from those dark abodes.

Students, to you is given to scan the heights above, to traverse the ethereal space, 
and mark the systems of revolving worlds. Still more, ye sons of science, ye receive 
the blissful news by messengers from heaven how Jesus’ blood for your redemption 
flows. Improve your privileges while they stay, let sin, that baneful evil to the Soul by 
you be shunn’d, nor once remit your guard. Suppress the deadly serpent in its egg. 
Ye blooming plants of human race divine, an Ethiop tells you ‘tis your greatest foe.

Phillis Wheatley Songs
 I.
Aurora Hail ! And all the thousand dyes
which deck thy progress through the vaulted skies;  
                                              
The morn awakes, and wide extends his rays,
On ev’ry leaf the gentle zephyr plays;
Harmonious lays the feather’d race resume,
Dart the bright eye and shake the painted plume.
Ye shady groves, your verdant gloom display,
To shield your poet from the burning day.

II.
‘Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land,
Taught my benighted soul to understand that there’s a God,
That there’s a Saviour, too;
Once, I redemption neither sought, nor knew.
Some view our sable race with scornful eye:
“Their color is a diabolic dye.”
Remember Christians, Negroes black as Cain may be refined,
and join the angel train.

III.
O Thou bright jew’l, in my aim I strive to comprehend thee. Thine own words 
declare wisdom is higher than a fool can reach. I cease to wonder, and no more 
attempt Thine height to explore, or fathom Thy profound,  But, O my soul, sink not 
into despair, Virtue is near thee and with gentle hand would now embrace thee, 
hovers over thine head. 
  

Emily Dickinson’s Thoughts of Sue
I.
To own a Susan of my own
Is of itself a Bliss— 
Whatever Realm I forfeit, Lord,
Continue me in this !

II.
Because the Bee may blameless hum
For Thee a Bee do I become
List even unto Me.

Because the flowers unafraid
May lift a look on Thine, a Maid
Always a flower would be. 

Nor Robins, Robins need not hide
When Thou upon their Crypt intrude
So Wings bestow on Me,
Or Petals, or a Dower of Buzz
That Bee to ride, or Flower of Furze
I that way worship Thee.
     
 



From Letters of Helen Hunt Jackson to Emily Dickinson
I
Dear Miss Dickinson, I hope someday, somewhere, I shall find you in a spot where 
we can know each other. I wish very much that you would write to me now and 
then. I have a little manuscript volume with a few of your verses in it…and I read 
them very often. You are a great poet and it is wrong to the day you live in, that you 
will not sing aloud.

II.
My dear friend, I know your “Bluebird” by heart…and that is more than I do any of 
my own verses. We have bluebirds here. I might have had the sense to write about 
one myself, but I never did…and now I never can…for which I am inclin’d to envy 
and perhaps hate you. What should you think of trying your hand on the oriole? He 
will be along presently…

III.
What portfolios of verses you must have! It is a cruel wrong that you will not give 
them light. I do not think we have a right to withhold from the world a word or 
thought anymore than a deed which might help a single soul.

Gertrude Stein Songs
I.
Like and like. Likely and likely. Likely and likely. Like and like.

He had a dream. He dream’d he heard a pheasant calling, and very likely a  
pheasant was calling. To whom went. 

He had a dream. He dream’d he heard a pheasant calling, and most likely a  
pheasant was calling. In time.

III.
Volcanoes be in Sicily
And South America
I judge from my Geography—
Volcanoes nearer here
A Lava step at any time
Am I inclined to climb—
A Crater I may contemplate
Vesuvius at Home.

IV.
Now I knew I lost her—
Not that she was gone—
But Remoteness travelled
On her Face and Tongue.

Alien, though adjoining
As a Foreign Race—
Traversed she though pausing
Latitudeless Place.

Elements Unaltered—
Universe the same
But Love’s transmigration—
Somehow this had come—

 
 
 

V.
That she forgot me was the least
I felt it second pain
That I was worthy to forget
Was most I thought upon. 
 
Faithful was all that I could boast
But Constancy became
To her, by her innominate, 
A something, like a shame.

VI.
To be forgot by Thee
Surpasses Memory
Of other minds
The Heart cannot forget
Unless it contemplate
What it declines.
I was regarded then
Raised from oblivion
A single time
To be remembered what—
Worthy to be forgot
Is my renown.   



With you alone is excellence and peace, mankind made plausible,
his purpose plain.
 Enchanted in your air benign and shrewd, with limbs asprawl,
and empty faces pale.
The spiteful and the stingy and the rude sleep like the scullions
in the fairy tale.
This moment is the best the world can give: the tranquil blossom on
the tortur’d stem.
Reject me not, sweet sounds; oh, let me live, till doom espy my tow’rs,
and scatter them, a city spellbound under the aging sun.
Music, my rampart, and my only one.

Harrie Alley Songs
I.
I feel the Spring run in my blood and melt the heavy
winter as it comes.
My heart is out of sense with the season.
In dark skies I see not potential mud, but violets, or
snowdrops, if there must be snow.                                                                     
Of those who smile at my heart’s reason, and think me
out of sense with sense and season, I say:                                                                
Tin souls, like tin vane cocks, may turn and toady to the
weather, but I feel the Spring run in my blood and melt
the frozen winter as it comes.

II.
Patience is amiable and amiably. What is amiable and amiably?
Patience is amiable and amiably. What is impatience?
Impatience is amiable and amiably.
George, Genevieve, Geronimo straightened it out without their finding it out. 
Grammar makes George in our ring, which grammar makes George in our ring.
Grammar is as disappointed. Not is as grammar is as disappointed.
George is in our ring. Grammar is not is disappointed. George is in our ring.

III.
They are what they are. They have not been changing. They are what they are.
Each one is what that one is. Each is what each is.
They are not needing to be changing.
One is what she is. She does not need to be changing.
She is what she is.  She is not changing. 
She is what she is.

IV.
Accident’ly in the morning and after that ev’ry ev’ning and accident’ly and ev’ry 
ev’ning and after that ev’ry morning and accident’ly ev’ry morning and ev’ning and 
after that ev’ry morning. After that accident’ly, accident’ly after that. Accident’ly 
after that.

More Maryas and more Martha. More Martha and more Maryas. More and more 
and more Martha and more Maryas.

Edna St. Vincent Millay, “On Hearing a Symphony of Beethoven”
Sweet sounds, oh beautiful music, do not cease.
Reject me not into the world again.



II.
It moves apart from me, is yours to claim…not to demand…
though loving is the gift.
These things are seldom lent.
What is received you choose, and choose what you can name.
Discover what is sent.
What is not claimed you lose.
The thinking tells if you can name the gift.
The giving seeks its limit in the claim.

III.
Jealousy, his handmaiden, owned his mornings.
She, the fond harlot, rode with him hawking (never publicly).
Careless levity did not become a princeling of dark fortunes.
Crusades annoyed him.
He bore keen malice toward his brother.
(Lay to him the blame of it.)
A man hating a fine prince need not deny the King,
Save darkness of heart consume him.
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  Poems by Anne Bradstreet
 1 Silent, alone [2:52]
 2 Now say, have women worth? [1:27]
 3 O merry bird [2:28]
 4 If ever two were one [2:53]

  Poems by Phillis Wheatley
 5 Aurora Hail [1:41]
 6 ’Twas mercy brought me [2:04]
 7 O Thou, bright jew’l [2:43]
 8 While an intrinsic ardor prompts [4:29]

  Poems by Emily Dickinson
 9 To own a Susan of my own [0:50]
 10 Because the Bee may blameless hum [2:39]
 11 Volcanoes be in Sicily [0:56]
 12 Now I knew I lost her [1:18]
 13 That she forgot me was the least [1:50]
 14 To be forgot by Thee surpasses memory [2:30]

  

  Poems by Helen Hunt Jackson
 15 Dear Miss Dickinson [2:25]
 16 My dear friend [1:35]
 17 What portfolios of verse you must have! [1:22]

  Poems by Gertrude Stein
 18 Like and like [1:07]
 19 Patience is amiable and amiably [0:48]
 20 They are what they are [1:51]
 21 Accident’ly in the morning [1:14]

  Poem by Edna St. Vincent Millay
 22 Sweet sounds [2:38]

  Poems by Harrie Alley
 23 I feel the Spring [1:31]
 24 It moves apart from me [1:21]
 25 Jealousy, his handmaiden [2:47]

  Total Time = 49:27
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