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PROGRAMME 
 

Summer is late, my heart… 
 
Sieben frühe Lieder Alban Berg  
 I. Nacht               (1885-1935) 
 II. Schilflied 
 III. Die Nachtigall 
 IV. Traumgekrönt 
 V. Im Zimmer 
 VI. Liebesode 
 VII. Sommertage 
 
La lune paresseuse                            Cécile Chaminade 
Attente (Au Pays de Provence)                          (1857-1944) 
Villanelle  
 
My Fancy Late and Early- A Maiden’s Life and Love in Canadian Folk Song, Op. 22 (2003)             John Greer 
 I. The Jolly Raftsman O (Young MacDonald)                       (b. 1954) 

II. She’s Like the Swallow (Who Is At My Window Weeping?) 
III. I Died My Petticoat Red 
IV. An Old Man He Courted Me 
 Epilogue: Come All Ye Old Comrades 
              

INTERMISSION 
 

Love Let the Wind Cry…How I Adore Thee         Undine Smith Moore 
I Want to Die While You Love Me               (1904-1986) 
 
6 Romances, Op. 38 (selections)          Sergei Rachmaninoff 
 I. Ночью в саду у меня (In My Garden at Night)          (1902-1943) 
 IV. Крысолов (The Pied Piper) 
 V. Сон (Dream) 
 
Late Summer (2001)                Tom Cipullo  
 Crickets                    (b. 1956) 



   
 

   
 

 ...Summer into Autumn Slips 
 Touch Me 
 
This recital is in partial fulfilment of the Doctor of Musical Arts in Performance. 
 
Skylar Cameron is a student of Prof. Lorna MacDonald.  
 
 

BIOGRAPHY 
 

 
Commended as a “persistent Elvira, successfully 
conveying a range of changing emotions in a 
demanding role” (Opera Canada), Nova Scotian-born 
soprano Skylar Cameron has performed opera, recital, 
and oratorio on two continents. Recent performances 
include Cosmetician II in the premiere of Norbert 
Palej’s The Art of Love (COSA Canada), Marchioness 
Violante Onesti in Mozart's La finta giardiniera 
(UWO Opera), Webern’s Op. 4 in “Songs of Anton 
Webern” (a concert curated by John Hess), Donna 
Elvira in Mozart’s Don Giovanni (Halifax Summer 
Opera Festival), and Erste Dame in Mozart’s Die 
Zauberflöte (Halifax Summer Opera Festival). 
Skylar’s previous operatic roles include the title role in 
Viardot’s Cendrillon (Mount Allison Opera 

Workshop), Sister Dolcina in Puccini's Suor Angelica (the Centre for Opera Studies in Italy), Venere in 
Cavalli's L'Egisto (HSOF), and covering the role of Susanna in Mozart's Le nozze di Figaro (UWO Opera). 
 
Equally versatile in oratorio and masses, Skylar has been featured as the Widow and soprano soloist in 
Mendelssohn’s Elijah, Bach’s Magnificat in C, and Haydn’s Mass in B-flat with Mount Allison University’s 
Choral Society and Elliott Chorale. 
 
Skylar is currently pursuing her Doctor of Musical Arts in Voice Performance with a Collaborative 
Specialization in Sexual Diversity Studies at the University of Toronto, under the tutelage of Prof. Lorna 
MacDonald. She is honoured to have received the Richard March Graduate Fellowship, the Greta Kraus 
Graduate Fellowship, and the Marilyn Cook Graduate Scholarship. Skylar has previously received support from 
the Gordon Jeffery Endowment Strings and Chamber Music Continuing Award, Western Graduate 
Research Scholarship, Mount Allison Ethel Peake Prize for Excellence in Voice, Jeunesses Musicales Award 
for a Promising Young Artist, The Evelyn Adamson Johnstone Memorial Award for a Promising Soprano, and 
other academic scholarships. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



   
 

   
 

PROGRAMME NOTES 
 
The program presented today explores themes of forbidden feelings, dreams of desire, identity, the bliss and 
heartache of love, the importance of listening, and the joy of celebration.  
  
Alban Berg’s Sieben frühe Lieder was composed during his studies with Schoenberg and near the beginning of 
his relationship with his wife Helene Nahowski, to whom the set is dedicated. Berg would quote lines from 
“Traumgekrönt” as an expression of love in letters to Nahowski. He ordered the songs in stylistic symmetry 
according to which songs employed traditional tonality, extended tonality, or moderately extended tonality. The 
texts are of an expressionist aesthetic and the tonal-chromatic structure of the set reinforces the emotional 
expression and word painting of the poetry. “Nacht” eerily sets the scene as the character describes the wonder 
and dangers of the night, underpinned by the impressionistic influence of Debussy. “Schilflied” continues with 
a mysterious mood and passionate sense of nostalgia experienced through nature. “Die Nachtigal” follows with 
the song of the nightingale, which is a true song of desire and longing for someone that is just out of reach. 
“Traumgekrönt” presents an anxious uncertainty that is calmed by the character’s dream of the loving and soft 
presence of someone in the night. The musical atmosphere and texture moves directly into the evening autumn 
sunlight of “Im Zimmer”, which describes the climatic and sensual connection of gazing into one another’s eyes 
as the minutes quietly pass-by. The chromatically inflected vocal line of “Liebesode” depicts the closeness of 
the character being wrapped in the arms of their beloved as they lay in bed and the moonlight shines upon them. 
Then comes the large sweeping gesture of the summer wind that takes us into “Sommertage” as the cycle closes 
with a romantic, and yet melancholy, climax. 
 
French composer Cécile Chaminade was an outstanding composer and pianist who received numerous awards 
and honours, and was the first woman musician ever to have won the French Legion of Honor award. Despite 
her father’s dismissal of Georges Bizet’s recommendation to send her to the Paris Conservatoire, Chaminade’s 
private training and experience in musical salons laid the foundation for a highly successful career. In fact, there 
were over one hundred  Chaminade fan clubs throughout the U.S in the decade before World War I. After a 
thirty year-long career, her popularity began to decline due to a slew of bad press discussing her lack of formal 
training and trivializing her music for being too “charming”. A critic at the New York Evening Post reviewed 
one of Chaminade’s 1908 Carnegie Hall performances saying "…on the whole this concert confirmed 
the conviction held by many that while women may someday vote, they will never learn to compose anything 
worthwhile. All of them seem superficial when they write music...”. Chaminade replied to the critic, stating 
"There is no sex in art. Genius is an independent quality...". The critics got one thing right; her songs are quite 
charming. “La lune paresseuse”, “Attente”, and “Villanelle” take us from the stillness of the lazy moon, through 
a reflective wander in Provence, and finally to a thankful celebration of harvest.  
 
My Fancy Late and Early is a set of folksong arrangements by Canadian composer John Greer, commissioned 
by soprano Ingrid Attrott and pianist Rachel Andrist. The arrangements include popular folksongs from coast to 
coast that are collected in several of Edith Fulton Folke’s books of Canadian folksongs. The songs tie together 
the narrative of love found, betrayed, lost, ill-suited, and then put into perspective. The prelude “Salish Song of 
Longing (Fancy awakes)” has been omitted as it is Indigenous to the Nlaka'pamux also known as the Thompson 
River Salish people of the Pacific Northwest, which was collected by Canadian ethnographer Marius Barbeau in 
1912. Julia Roe states that “Barbeau’s ethnographic work powerfully undermined the Nisga’a (Indigenous 
people of the northwest) and their efforts to assert their sovereign rights”1. Addressing the contribution of 

                                                
1 Julia Roe, “‘The Mystic Dragon Beyond the Sea’: Ethnographic Fantasy in Marius Barbeau’s Depiction of 
Northwest Coast Indigeneity,” The Ascendant Historian 3, no. 2 (2016): 55. 



   
 

   
 

Barbeau’s ideologies to ongoing harmful colonial discourse in academia and the state’s relationship with 
Indigenous people of the Northwest coast is a necessary step towards decolonization, and therefore, I have 
chosen not to include it in this program. 
 
Undine Smith Moore, noted as the “Dean of Black Women Composers”, was an American composer and 
professor of the twentieth century. Moore had special interest in the intersection of race and gender, and the 
barriers that impacted all women as well as the Black community. One of the ways in which she addressed these 
issues was by co-founding The Black Music Centre at Virginia State College, which aimed to educate students, 
faculty, and visitors about the contribution of Black people to music in the U.S. and around the world. “Love 
Let the Wind Cry… How I Adore Thee” is aria-like and explores the different facets of love through the 
imaginative rendering of a Sappho text by Canadian poet Bliss Carman (1861-1929). It premiered at the 
wedding of Moore’s friends Jewell (pianist) and Leon Taylor Thompson (conductor), to whom it is dedicated, 
in 1961. “I Want to Die While You Love Me” is a passionate song that expresses the character’s determination 
to live a love-filled life, never wanting to experience the pain of that love ending. It is important to note that the 
poet, Georgia Douglas Johnson (1880-1966) established the “S Street Salon” an artist salon based in her D.C. 
home that acted as a satellite for Black writers of the Harlem Renaissance to meet, socialize, discuss their work, 
and exchange ideas. In particular, the Saturday night salon nights emphasized Black women writers and enabled 
them to workshop their plays, short stories, and novels. Many of their literary works highlighted political issues 
of racial and sexual violence as well as women’s reproductive rights.  
 
6 Romances, Opus 38 was the last song cycle Rachmaninoff wrote, and it was written before the Russian 
Revolution forced him to flee to America. This cycle is different from his previous works as he shifts away 
from setting conservative texts toward more contemporary symbolist poets like Blok, Bryusov, and Sologub as 
seen in the chosen selections. The reason for this shift was due to his discovery of one of his fan letters having 
been written by poet Mariette Shaganian. Rachmaninoff asked her to send him poem suggestions that “should 
be sad rather than happy” because he found that he related more to the sadder poems, especially since at the 
time he was being treated at a sanatorium for fatigue and pain in his wrist. Shaganian visited him at the 
sanatorium and he broke into tears feeling as if he could not go on living any longer. She came to his rescue and 
left a notebook of poems to inspire him. The more peaceful, uplifting and humorous poems motivated him to 
write opus 38. 
 
Contemporary American composer Tom Cipullo’s Late Summer sets the poetry of William Heyen, Emily 
Dickinson, and Stanley Kunitz centering on the theme of late summer, a time when sun-filled days are turning 
toward the cooler days of autumn. The theme serves as a metaphor for life slipping into years, and looking back 
on the warm memories of youth. Late Summer considers the precariousness of this time, drawing a parallel to 
the dangers of climate change and the impermanence of being human. The cycle moves from despair to hope as 
the narrator realizes the crickets only have one season to live, yet they still trill away. The last vocal line of the 
song cycle ends with a breathtaking “Touch me, remind me who I am.” as the piano follows with passionate 
declamation, and we hear the trill of the crickets one last time. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                

 
 



   
 

   
 

 
TEXTS & TRANSLATIONS 

 
The following texts and translations that have been reproduced in this document may be protected by copyright 
and they are provided to you in accordance with the University of Toronto's Fair Dealing Guidelines 
(http://uoft.me/copyfair) and/or exceptions granted to educational institutions in the Copyright Act (Canada). 
The University of Toronto takes its copyright obligations seriously; if you have any questions or concerns about 
the material available in this document, please contact: performance.music@utoronto.ca 
 
https://opencommons.uconn.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=6655&context=dissertations 
 
Nacht 
Carl Hauptmann 
 
Dämmern Wolken über Nacht und Thal, 
Nebel schweben. Wasser rauschen sacht. 
Nun entschleiert sich's mit einem Mal: 
O gieb acht! gieb acht! 
 
Weites Wunderland ist aufgethan, 
Silbern ragen Berge traumhaft gross, 
Stille Pfade silberlicht thalan 
Aus verborg'nem Schoss. 
 
Und die hehre Welt so traumhaft rein. 
Stummer Buchenbaum am Wege steht 
Schattenschwarz -- ein Hauch vom fernen Hain 
Einsam leise geht. 
 
Und aus tiefen Grundes Düsterheit 
Blinken Lichter auf in stumme Nacht. 
Trinke Seele! trinke Einsamkeit! 
O gieb acht! gieb acht! 

Night 
Translation: © David Paley 
 
Twilight floats above the valley’s night, 
Mists floating. Waters rushing gently 
Now, unveiling itself all at once: 
Oh, t! Take care! 
 
A broad wonderland has opened up; 
Silvery mountains rise-up fabulously large; 
Silent paths in silver light wind 
From the hidden lap of-the-valley. 
 
And the majestic world so marvelously pure! 
A voiceless beech-tree stands by the path 
Shadow-black; a breath from a distant grove 
Lonely is gently blows 
 
And out-of-the deep valley’s darkness, 
Gleaming lights are shining into night. 
Drink, my soul, now! Drink solitude! 
Oh, take care! Take care! 
 

Schilflied 
Nikolaus Lenau 
 
Auf geheimen Waldespfade 
schleich ich gern im Abendschein 
an das öde Schilfgestadem 
Mädchen, und gedenke dein. 
 
Wenn sich dann der Busch verdüstert, 
rauscht das Rohr geheimnisvoll; 
und es klaget, und es flüstert, 
daß ich weinen soll. 
 
Und ich mein, ich höre wehen 

Reed Song 
Translation: © David Paley 
 
On the secret woodland way 
I creep gladly in the evening glow.  
To the desolate reedy-shore 
Maiden, and think of you. 
 
When the bushes fade to darkness  
The reed mysteriously whistles 
And laments, and it whispers 
I must weep. 
 
And I think that hear wafting 



   
 

   
 

leise deiner Stimme Klang 
und im Weiher untergehen 
deinen lieblichen Gesang. 
 

Your gentle voice resounds in-the pond,  
descends and is lost 
your lovely song. 
 

Die Nachtigall 
Theodor Storm 
 
Das macht, es hat die Nachtigall 
die ganze Nacht gesungen; 
da sind von ihrem süßen Schall, 
da sind in Hall und Widerhall, 
die Rosen aufgesprungen. 
 
Sie war doch sonst ein wildes Blut, 
nun geht sie tief in Sinnen, 
trägt in der Hand den Sommerhut 
und duldet still der Sonne Glut 
und wieß nicht was beginnen 
 
Das macht, es hat die Nachtigall 
die ganze Nacht gesungen; 
da sind von ihrem süßen Schall, 
da sind in Hall und Widerhall, 
die Rosen aufgesprungen. 
 

The Nightingale 
Translation: © David Paley 
 
Because it was the nightingale That through the 
night was singing, 
There came to her in sweetest song, 
Where echoes sound and ring again, 
The roses bursting open.  
 
She was but an innocent child Whose thoughts 
became more pressing. Although she holds her 
summer hat, 
She bears the heat of beating sun 
In silent contemplation. 
 
Because it was the nightingale That through the 
night was singing, 
There came to her in sweetest song, 
Where echoes sound and ring again, 
The roses bursting open. 
 

Traumgekrönt  
Rainer Maria Rilke 
 
Es gibt so wunderweiße Nächte, 
drin alle Dinge Silber sind. 
Da schimmert mancher Stern so lind, 
als ob er fromme Hirten brächte 
zu einem neuen Jesuskind. 
 
Weit wie mit dichtem Diamantenstaube  
bestreut, erscheinen Flur und Flut, 
und in die Herzen, traumgemut, 
steigt ein kapellenloser Glaube,der leise seine Wunder 
tut. 
 

Crowned with Dreams  
Translation: © David Paley 
 
That was the day to whiten chrysanthemums; 
I trembled at their splendid sight… 
And then you came to take my soul to heaven 
Deep in the night. 
 
I trembled so, and you came soft’ and gently, 
For, then, I had in dreams just thought of you. 
You came; and softly, like a fairy story, 
The night rang out. 
 
 

Im Zimmer 
Johannes Schlaf 
 
Herbstsonnenschein. 
Der liebe Abend blickt so still herein. 
Ein Feuerlein rot 
Knistert im Ofenloch und loht. 
 

In the Room 
Translation: © David Paley 
 
Autumnal sun; 
The lovely evening peers so still within, 
A little red fire 
Crackling and glowing in the stove. 
 



   
 

   
 

So, mein Kopf auf deinen Knie'n, 
So ist mir gut. 
Wenn mein Auge so in deinem ruht, 
Wie leise die Minuten zieh'n. 

With my head upon your lap, 
I am content. 
When my eye has rested so on yours, 
How gently do the minutes pass-by. 
 

Liebesode 
Otto Erich Hartleben 
 
Im Arm der Liebe schliefen wir selig ein, 
Am offnen Fenster lauschte der Sommerwind, 
Und unsrer Atemzüge Frieden  
Trug er hinaus in die helle Mondnacht. -- 
 
Und aus dem Garten tastete zagend sich  
Ein Rosenduft an unserer Liebe Bett 
Und gab uns wundervolle Träume, 
Träume des Rausches -- so reich an Sehnsucht! 

Ode to Love 
Translation: © David Paley 
 
In the arms of love, we sank in blissful sleep, 
Whilst summer wind listened at the open window 
And drew our peaceful breathing 
Into the shining, moonlit night. 
 
And, from the garden, the scent of roses  
Felt its cautious way to our bed of love 
And gave us wondrous dreams, 
Ecstatic dreams- so full of yearning! 
 

Sommertage 
Paul Hohenberg 
 
Nun ziehen Tage über die Welt, 
Gesandt aus blauer Ewigkeit, 
Im Sommerwind verweht die Zeit. 
Nun windet nächtens der Herr 
Sternenkränze mit seliger Hand 
Über Wander- und Wunderland. 
 
O Herz, was kann in diesen Tagen 
Dein hellstes Wanderlied denn sagen 
Von deiner tiefen, tiefen Lust: 
Im Wiesensang verstummt die Brust, 
Nun schweigt das Wort, wo Bild um Bild 
Zu dir zieht und dich ganz erfüllt 

Summer Days 
Translation: © David Paley 
 
Now, days pass over the world, 
Sent forth from the infinite blue, 
As Time drifts by in summer wind. 
At night, the Lord, with blessed hand,  
Binds his stars in garlands, now, 
Over a walker’s wonderland. 
 
Oh, heart! What, in such days as these, 
Can your brightest rover’s song then say 
Of your deep, so deep desire? 
Whilst meadows sing, your breast is still; 
And, in scene upon scene, in silence, 
No echoes ring, but quite fulfil. 
 
 

La lune paresseuse 
Charles de Bussy 
 
Dans un rayon de crépuscule 
S'endort la libellule; 
Le rossignol s'est endormi 
Sur la branche d'un chêne ami, 
 
L'herbage est plein de lucioles, 
Le ciel d'étoiles folles, 
Et pourtant la lune qui luit 
Laisse ses ombres a la nuit. 

La lune paresseuse 
Translation: © Richard Stokes 
 
In a ray of twilight 
The dragonfly falls asleep; 
The nightingale has fallen asleep 
On the branch of a friendly oak, 
 
The grass teems with glow-worms, 
The sky with whirling stars, 
And yet the shining moon 
Permits the night its patches of darkness. 



   
 

   
 

 
Mollement, Lune, tu reposes 
Sous des nuages roses . . . 
Oh! la paresseuse, pourquoi 
Te jouer de mon tendre émoi? 
 
Toujours voilée á l'heure douce 
Où, glissant sur la mousse, 
Les cigales chantent moins fort, 
Tu ne te montres pas encor! 
 
Lève-toi! brillante et sereine, 
Viens éclairer la plaine! 
Lune d'argent, Lune au front blanc, 
Illumine mon bras tremblant! 
 
Frôle de ta lumière pure 
L'or de ma chevelure: 
Car c'est bientôt que va passer 
Sur la route mon fiancé! . . . 

 
Quietly, O moon, you repose 
Beneath pink clouds . . . 
Oh! idle one, why 
Do you toy with my tender feelings? 
 
You are always hidden at the sweet hour 
When the crickets, moving over the moss, 
Sing less loudly, 
And still you do not show yourself! 
 
Arise, brilliant and serene, 
Light up the plain! 
Silver moon, white-faced moon, 
Illumine my trembling arm! 
 
Brush with your pure light 
The gold of my tresses: 
For it will not be long 
Before my betrothed passes by! . . . 
 

Attente (Au Pays de Provence) 
Philippe d’Ohsson 
 
Je ne sais à quoi je rêve 
Depuis que tu n'es plus là. 
Je vais, morne et seul, sans trêve 
Et comme un qui s'exila. 
 
Le soleil succède a l'ombre 
Et la nuit chasse le jour : 
Moi, je reste toujours sombre 
Avec un immense amour. 
 
Parfois, fiévreux, j'écoute, 
Croyant entendre tes pas, 
Tes petits pas sur la route 
Résonner soudain tout bas. 
 
Et c'est la brise qui passe, 
Et c'est un oiseau qui fuit, 
Une branche qui se casse 
Ou mon pauvre coeur qui bruit. 
 
Je ne sais à quoi je rêve 
Depuis que tu n'es plus là. 
Je vais, morne et seul, sans trêve 
Et comme un qui s'exila. 

Attente (Au Pays de Provence) 
Translation: © Richard Stokes 
 
I do not know what I dream of 
Since you are no longer here. 
Cheerless and alone, I wander without respite 
Like an exile. 
 
Sunlight follows shade 
And night banishes day: 
But I remain ever gloomy 
With my immense love. 
 
Sometimes, feverish, I listen, 
Thinking I hear your footsteps, 
Your little steps on the road 
Suddenly, so quietly, breaking the silence. 
 
And it turns out to be a passing breeze, 
A flying bird, 
A branch breaking 
Or the sound of my poor heart. 
 
I do not know what I dream of 
Since you are no longer here. 
Cheerless and alone, I wander without respite 
Like an exile. 



   
 

   
 

 
Pourquoi donc es-tu partie, 
Toi qui connais ma langueur, 
Toi qui sais toute ma vie, 
Toi, son charme et sa douceur? 
 

 
Why did you leave, 
You who know how I languish, 
You who know my whole life, 
You, its delight and balm? 
 

Villanelle 
Édouard Guinand 
 
Le blé superbe est rentré,  
Fête aux champs, fête au village.  
Chaque fillette, au corsage,  
Porte un bleuet azuré,  
Fête aux champs, fête au village!  
 
Les jeunes gens danseront  
Ce soir, dans la grande allée: 
Et sous la nuit étoilée,  
Que de mains se chercheront  
Ce soir, dans la grande allée!  
 
Ce soir, dansez jusqu’au jour,  
Aux gais sons de vos musettes!  
Jeunes garçons et fillettes,  
Chantez vos refrains d’amour,  
Aux gais sons de vos musettes! 
 
Sans contrainte et sans remords  
Enivrez-vous de jeunesse:  
La tristesse est pour les morts,  
Pour les vivants l’allégresse,  
Enivrez-vous de jeunesse! 
 

Villanelle 
Translation: © Sooah Park 
 
The splendid wheat has been gathered in, 
There are celebrations in the fields and the village, 
Every girl is wearing 
A blue cornflower in her bodice,  
There are celebrations in the fields and the village! 
  
The young people will dance 
this evening, In the long avenue:  
And beneath the starry night sky, 
How hands will seek one another out this evening, 
In the long avenue!  
 
This evening, dance until day,  
To the merry sounds of your accordion!  
Young boys and girls, 
Sing your songs of love,  
To the merry sounds of your accordion! 
 
Without constraint and without remorse,  
Become drunk with youth:  
Gloominess is for the dead,  
Happiness for the living,  
Become drunk with youth! 
 
 

The Jolly Raftsman O (Young MacDonald)        
 
I am sixteen, I do confess, 
I’m sure I am no older O. 
I place mind. It never shall move.  
It’s on a Jolly rafts-man O.  
 
To hew and score it is his plan, 
And handle the broad-axe neatly O. 
It’s lay the line and mark the pine 
And do it most completely O. 
 
Oh, she is daily scolding me 
To marry some free-holder O. 

She’s Like the Swallow (Who Is At My Window 
Weeping?) 
 
She's like the swallow that flies so high 
She's like the river that never runs dry 
She's like the sunshine on the lee shore 
She loves her love and love is no more 
 
‘Tis out in the meadow this fair maid did go 
Picking the lovely primrose 
The more she plucked the more she pulled 
Until she's got her apron full 
 



   
 

   
 

I place my mine. It never shall move. 
It’s on a Jolly rafts-man O.  
 
To hew and score it is his plan, 
And handle the broad-axe neatly O. 
It’s lay the line and mark the pine 
And do it most completely O. 
 
My love is marching through the pine 
As brave as Alexander O, 
And none can I find to please my mind 
As well as a jolly rafts-man O. 
 
To hew and score it is his plan, 
And handle the broad-axe neatly O. 
It’s lay the line and mark the pine 
And do it most completely O. 
 
He is young and fair and handsome, 
He’s my fancy alte and early. 
There’s another who doth claim him; 
I don’t blame her, [I don’t blame her]. 
 
I Died My Petticoat Red 
 
I wish and I wish and I wish in vain,  
I wish I was a young maid again,  
But a young maid again I never shall be, 
'Till apples grow on an orange tree.  
 
Shoal, shoal, shoal de back-er-ol, 
Show de ramsack, call the pop-a-too, 
While they call the cat the kiddle-y-ack,  
A widdle-y widdle-y wum,  
'Till they niddle-y-ack, niddle-y-ack night night night. 
 
I died my petticoat I died it red,  
And ‘round the world I begged my bread,  
Friends and relations think me dead,  
Call the cat, the kiddle-y-ack, the low. 
 
Shoal, shoal, shoal de back-er-ol, 
Show de ramsack, call the pop-a-too, 
While they call the cat the kiddle-y-ack,  
A widdle-y widdle-y wum,  
'Till they niddle-y-ack, niddle-y-ack night night night. 
 
 

She climbed on yonder hill above 
To give a rose unto her love 
She gave him one, she gave him three 
She gave her heart for company 
And as they sat on yonder hill 
His heart grew hard, so harder still 
He had two hearts instead of one 
She says, “young man what have you done?” 
 
How foolish you must be 
To think I loved no one but thee. 
The world's not made for one alone 
I take delight in everyone 
 
She took her roses and made a bed, 
A stony pillow for her head 
She lay her down no more did say, 
But let her roses fade away. 
 
An Old Man He Courted Me 
 
An old man he courted me, fal the dol doodle, 
An old man he courted me, hi derry down; 
An old man he courted me all for to marry me; 
Maids when you're young never wed an old man. 
 
For, he has no fal the dol all the dol doodle, 
Oh, he has no fal the dol diddle the one, 
He has no filoodle, he's lost his ding-doodle, 
So maids while you're young never wed an old man. 
 
Oh, it's when that we went to bed, fal the dol 
doodle, 
It's when that we went to bed, hi derry down, 
It's when that we went to bed, he lay as if he was 
dead; 
Maids when you're young never wed an old man. 
 
I threw me leg over him, fal the dol doodle, 
I threw me leg over him, hi derry down, 
I threw me leg over him, I swore I would smother 
him; 
Maids when you're young never wed an old man. 
 
For, he has no fal the dol all the dol doodle, 
Oh, he has no fal the dol diddle the one, 
He has no filoodle, he's lost his ding-doodle, 
So maids while you're young never wed an old man. 



   
 

   
 

 
Epilogue: Come All Ye Old Comrades 
 
Come all ye old comrades, come now let us join, 
Come and join your sweet voices in chorus with mine, 
For we’ll laugh and be jolly while sorrow refrain, 
For we may [or] may never all meet here again. 
 
Here’s adieu my old comrades, here’s adieu and 
farewell. 
If ever I return again there is no tongue to tell. 
But we’ll trust to his mercy who ca sink or can save 
Or carry us over the wide swelling wave. 
 
 

 
 

Love Let the Wind Cry…How I Adore Thee 
 
Love let the wind cry  
on the dark mountain,  
Bending the ash trees  
And the tall hemlocks  
With the great voice of  
Thunderous legions, 
How I adore thee. 
 
Let the hoarse torrent  
In the blue canyon,  
Murmuring mightily  
Out of the gray mist  
Of primal chaos  
Cease not proclaiming  
How I adore thee. 
 
Let the long rhythm  
Of crunching rollers, 
Breaking and bursting  
On the white seaboard  
Titan and tireless, 
Tell, while the world stands,  
How I adore thee. 
 
Love, let the clear call   
Of the tree cricket,  
Frailest of creatures,  
Green as the young grass,  
Mark with his trilling 
 Resonant bell-note,  
How I adore thee.  

 
 
But, more than all sounds,  
Surer, serener,  
Fuller of passion  
And exultation, 
Let the hushed whisper  
In thine own heart say, 
How I adore thee. 
 
I Want to Die While You Love Me   
 
I want to die while you love me,  
While yet you hold me fair,  
While laughter lies upon my lips  
And lights are in my hair. 
 
I want to die while you love me  
I could not bear to see  
The glory of this perfect day  
Grow dim or cease to be. 
 
I want to die while you love me  
Oh, who would care to live  
Till love has nothing more to ask  
And nothing more to give! 
 
I want to die while you love me,  
And bear to that still bed,  
Your kisses turbulent, unspent  
To warm me when I’m dead. 
 



   
 

   
 

 
Ночью в саду у меня  
Alexander Aleksandrovich Blok 
 
Ночью в саду у меня 
Плачет плакучая ива, 
И безутешна она, 
Ивушка, грустная ива. 
 
Раннее утро блеснёт — 
Нежная девушка-зорька 
Ивушке, плачущей горько, 
Слёзы — кудрями отрёт. 

 
In My Garden at Night 
Translation: © Anton Belov 
 
At night in my garden, 
The weeping willow is crying, 
She’s inconsolable, little willow, 
A sad willow. 
 
The early morning shall shine, 
Dawn, a tender maiden, 
Will wipe with her curls, 
The tears of the bitterly-crying willow. 
 

Крысолов  
Valery Yakovlevich Bryusov 
 
Я на дудочке играю, 
Тра-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля, 
И на дудочке играю, 
Чьи-то души веселя. 
 
Я иду вдоль тихой речки, 
Тра-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля, 
Дремлют тихия овечки, 
Кротко зыблются поля. 
 
Спите, овцы и барашки, 
Тра-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля, 
За лугами красной кашки 
стройно встали тополя. 
 
Малый домик там таится, 
Тра-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля, 
Милой девушке приснится, 
Что ей душу отдал я. 
 
И на нежный зов свирели, 
Тра-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля, 
Выйдет словно к светлой цели, 
через сад, через поля. 
 
И в лесу под дубом тёмным, 
Тра-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля, 
Будет ждать в бреду истомном, 
В час, когда уснёт земля. 
 
Встречу гостью дорогую, 

The Pied Piper 
Translation: © Anton Belov 
 
I play on a little pipe, 
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la, 
I play on a little pipe, 
Making souls happy. 
 
I walk past a quiet brook, 
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la, 
The quiet sheep are sleeping, 
The fields are swaying gently. 
 
The little sheep and rams are snoozing, 
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la, 
The stately poplars rise 
Beyond the fields of red buckwheat. 
 
There, a little house is hiding, 
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la, 
A pretty maiden will dream, 
That I gave my soul to her. 
 
And to the tender call of pipe, 
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la, 
She will come as if toward a bright goal, 
Through the garden, through the fields. 
 
And in the forest, beneath a dark oak, 
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la, 
She will wait in languid delirium, 
In the hour, when the earth is sleeping. 
 
I will meet my dear guest, 



   
 

   
 

Тра-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля, 
Вплоть до утра зацелую, 
Сердце лаской утоля. 
 
И, сменившись с ней колечком, 
Тра-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля, 
Отпущу её к овечкам, 
В сад, где стройны тополя. 
 
Тра-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля-ля! 

Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la, 
I will kiss her until morning, 
Satisfying heart with tenderness. 
 
And exchanging little rings with her, 
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la, 
Will let her go back to the sheep, 
Into the garden, where the poplars are stately. 
 
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la! 

 
Сон 
Fyodor Sologub  
 
В мире нет ничего 
Вожделеннее сна, — 
Чары есть у него, 
У него тишина, 
  
У него на устах 
Ни печаль и ни смех, 
И в бездонных очах 
Много тайных утех. 
  
У него широки, 
Широки два крыла, 
И легки, так легки, 
Как полночная мгла. 
  
Не понять, как несёт, 
И куда, и на чём, — 
Он крылом не взмахнёт, 
И не двинет плечом 

 
Dream 
Translation: © Anton Belov 
 
There is nothing in the world 
More desirable than sleep, 
Charms has he, 
He has peace, 
 
Upon his lips there is 
Neither sadness nor laughter, 
And in his bottomless eyes 
Are many mysterious delights. 
 
He has wide, 
Two wide wings, 
They are weightless, so weightless, 
Like the midnight darkness. 
 
It is impossible to know, how he carries, 
Where he goes and carried by what, 
He his wing doesn’t flap 
And his shoulder doesn’t move. 
 
 

Crickets 
William Heyen 
 
Evenings, where lawns are not sprayed with poisons,  
you can still hear the crickets, 
you can still see lightning bugs signaling, 
 
look, a yellowgreen strobe under the trees, 
But gone, but there again, sometimes 
In the same spot, and sometimes not, 
 
as the tiny purveyors of phosphor  
drift past our houses, looking 

Touch Me 
Stanley Kunitz 
 
Summer is late, my heart. 
Words plucked out of the air 
some forty years ago 
when I was wild with love 
and torn almost in two 
scatter like leaves this night 
of whistling wind and rain. 
It is my heart that's late, 
it is my song that's flown. 
Outdoors all afternoon 



   
 

   
 

for one another, and the crickets, 
 
crickets, crickets, the ones that still 
have their legs, keep scraping them together 
listen maybe for the last time on earth, listen…. 
 
…Summer Into Autumn Slips 
Emily Dickinson 
 
[As] Summer into Autumn slips And yet we sooner 
say “The Summer” than “the Autumn,” lest We turn 
the sun away,  And almost count it an Affront The 
presence to concede Of one however lovely, not The 
one that we have loved- 
 
 

under a gunmetal sky 
staking my garden down, 
I kneeled to the crickets trilling 
underfoot as if about 
to burst from their crusty shells; 
and like a child again 
marveled to hear so clear 
and brave a music pour 
from such a small machine. 
What makes the engine go? 
Desire, desire, desire. 
The longing for the dance 
stirs in the buried life. 
One season only, 

and it's done. 
So let the battered old willow 
thrash against the windowpanes 
and the house timbers creak. 
Darling, do you remember 
the man you married? Touch me, 
remind me who I am. 
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