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“The poetry of words and the poetry of music make for a strange alchemy.”

Composer Philip Lasser

In Colors of Feelings (2009)

“In Colors of Feelings” is a song-cycle on four poems by
Tennessean poet Wynelle Ann Carson (1959-1996), who
died at the young age of 37 after a lifelong struggle with
the degenerative disease of muscular dystrophy. Her gifts
as a writer and poet were apparent from an early age, and
she used them tirelessly throughout her short, but inspir-
ing life to serve both her remarkable literary art and to
bring public attention to the plight of the handicapped. 

Composer Philip Lasser found her poetry to be a pro-
found revelation. Calling Carson a “modern-day Emily
Dickinson,” he further wrote, “There could not be for me
a more difficult poetic language to set: short, intense
poems flitting rapidly through vivid images, emotional
states and tones; each poem traveling exceedingly far in
surprisingly few words. Each poem, like a perfume, an
intense distillation of a complex life made up of inner
optimism, depth and power … The challenge of setting
these poems soon became an obsession for me; then a
profound learning experience. My musical language

slowly transformed itself to adapt to her rhythm, her
‘turn on a dime’ ideas, her voice. I witnessed a change in
what I could hear as possible. What a rare and precious
experience to discover a new sound to one’s own voice
through the power of another’s poetic talent.”

The cycle was written for and commissioned by its per-
former here, soprano Susanna Phillips, who has personal
ties to the Carson family; the listener will thus have the
rare opportunity to savor the fruits of a unique and
heartfelt collaboration.

Death of the Muse is a desolate, utterly bereft piece that
mourns the demise of poetic inspiration. The Muse in
question was in fact Carson’s own sister, who also died
tragically young of the same disease. Carson’s life was
no doubt one of many layers of sadness, and this poem
is the likely product of such a time. Words like “The fire
is out – which lit the heart” could only have come from
the momentary heaviness of a soul that is usually able to
rise, in almost irrational optimism, above such torment –
as demonstrated in the settings to come. The composer
amplifies the mood with bleak vocal lines and often sim-
ple, downward-slipping chords that impart a sense of
having nowhere left to go.       

NOTES ON THE PROGRAM



Dream is a prime example of both Carson’s “turn-on-a-
dime” sentiments and the challenge posed to a composer
in making them flow coherently in music. It’s a study in
mood swings as one’s dreams are pursued – ranging from
ecstatically questing, hopeful passages to moments of hesi-
tation and doubt as reality intervenes. The prevailing tone
is one of guarded optimism, while warning that obstacles
will be encountered – and that even successfully achieved
dreams may never quite realize the original vision under-
lying them. Carson’s potent lesson is best expressed in her
words, “But we can fly – and still be prepared for rain.”
Lasser reinforces the poem’s sense of contrast, giving
buoyant musical wings to words like “soar” and “fly,” but
fading into darker, minor-hued moments of hesitation or
darkness as more negative sentiments surface.    

You Sing for Me is an unabashedly ecstatic love song that
sets lovely verses brimming with musical symbolism.
Handicapped or not, Carson was no stranger to romantic
love – or, apparently, to the joy of having it returned …
here, by the person who sings to her: “In concertos born
within your soul – which pluck the strands of the heart in
me.” The dreamy melody projects a sense of happy
reverie, with a particularly magical accompaniment in
which the piano’s notes fall as pearls of sweet sound. 

When our Hearts were Young views romance from a dif-
ferent perspective, celebrating the kind of love that not
only starts with the usual pangs of intense emotional in-
toxication, but that is strong enough to endure over time.

Speaking of young hearts from the seeming perspective of
an older person may strike one as incongruous, coming
from one who died young. But Carson’s insights and wis-
dom, inseparable from her physical afflictions and realis-
tic view of life, speak of a person who had to condense a
longer lifetime’s experience into half the normal span. 

The music reinforces the poetry’s dreamy, quietly nostal-
gic tone: one of almost sacred intensity – while adding
soaring, climactic episodes of rhapsodic wonder and joy
at the precious memory of a time when “the taste of love
was sweet on our tongue.”  

Les Visages de l‘Amour (1998)

What poet or composer has never written about love?
This fascinating six-song cycle sets a poetic progression
of sorts that explores different (and usually successive)
stages, aspects and poetic visions of love. The remark-
able poems Lasser chose for the cycle are (with two ex-
ceptions) from native French poets, several of them
well-known. Les Visages begins with two idealistic fan-
tasy-visions of love; ones that – at least from today’s
viewpoint – reflect the often naïve notions of hopeless
but misguided romantics. Of course, we should remem-
ber that European poets of the Romantic and Victorian
eras routinely characterized love in such manner.  

From there, Lasser and his chosen poets take the listener
along something of an emotional arc as the successive



songs begin to give voice to more realistic human senti-
ments and discoveries. More down-to-earth aspects of
the emotion are revealed in turn – to include ever-closer
examination of love’s irrational and even darker aspects.
As Lasser described it, the cycle moves “from idyllic to
actual; from general to specific.” Any listener who has
loved and/or been loved will find points of personal res-
onance and sympathy here. 

Incidentally, the only one of the poets not native to
France is Lasser himself, under the pseudonyms Michel
d’Arençon for his “18th Century” poem and Paul Lau-
rent in his more contemporary style. An avowed “closet
poet,” he writes beautifully both in French and in Eng-
lish, and – to complete the cycle’s intended artistic de-
sign and purpose – included his own verses, providing
aspects of love not found in the other poems.

Lasser’s luscious setting of La Vallée Verdoyante (The
Verdant Valley), by Michel d’Arençon, opens the cycle
by putting love on a kind of pedestal, painting its
“ideal” face – complete with idyllic natural metaphors
(springtime, birdsong, flowery meadows, flowing wa-
ters, etc.). The music’s rich, impressionistic flavors flow
in sensual, dreamy vocal melodies over the shimmering,
beautifully crafted piano part. Listen for its momentary
shifts from the prevailing pastoral mood as it lends sub-
tle, jewel-like sparkle to a “spring whispered on by flow-

ers,” or beguiles you with a sudden ecstatic gush of
notes to illustrate the joy that “overflows from the petal
tops.” It’s hardly a realistic depiction of love – but poetry
and music alike are delicious!

Also distinctly unrealistic (but charming) is Dans les
Bois (In the Woods), by Gérard de Nerval: a very short
and simple mini-allegory that restricts its metaphoric
view of love to the one-year life cycle of a pair of birds.
In due season, they hatch, mate, nest and perish – all, of
course, “in the woods.” The delightfully saucy, Gallic-
toned music radiates blithe and breezy joy, with birdlike
twitters and flutters from the keyboard; it hesitates only
briefly in the final verse, “…when comes foggy Autumn
– he ceases to sing before the coming cold.” But finally,
even the creature’s winter demise is rendered in bright
and lighthearted tones.  

Love in more human terms is first addressed in Mon Rêve
Familier (My Familiar Dream), by Paul Verlaine. The
verses recount the poet’s recurring dream, in which he
loves – and is loved by – an “unknown” woman who re-
mains a variable and indistinct figment of his subcon-
scious: a woman whose name, face, voice and even hair
color he cannot pin down – but who “loves me and under-
stands me.” Yet voice is given to love’s genuine comforts.
The music casts a soft and wondering spell, imparting a
subtle sense of the dream’s surreal bewilderment.  



Romance, again by Gérard de Nerval, expands upon the
human face of love, bringing the passions and senti-
ments of an actual couple to bear for the first time in the
cycle. The initial melody recurs twice, skillfully woven
into an otherwise freewheeling, urgent musical canvas
that amplifies the giddy excitement and ecstatic but
often confusing passions of first love. Listen for Lasser’s
ingenious flourish at the final climax: “To his enthusiasm
he gives way – And feels of love the first flames” –
where he underscores love’s “first flames” with the
piano’s rising burst of incandescent musical fire.  

J’aime une Femme (I Love a Woman), by Paul Laurent,
fills a gap in the composer’s search for suitable poetry
that expresses the quiet joy of an actual relationship, ap-
parently one of some duration. We hear of love’s physi-
cal aspect for the first time, with the words “… a body so
full of delight – Into which I drown.” The dreamy music
evokes a quiet reverie of joy and fulfillment – with repet-
itive upward-turning vocal lines drifting softly over a
bed of simple chords from the piano.

The cycle ends on a painful note, completing its survey of
love’s faces with Souvenir et Plaisir (Memory and Pleas-
ure), by Louise de Vilmorin, one of Francis Poulenc’s
dear friends and most beloved poets – witness his beauti-
ful settings of her work in “Fiançailles pour Rire,” “Méta-
morphose” and “Trois poèmes de Louise de Vilmorin.”

Here, the poet recalls the heartbreak of love lost: “Mem-
ory and pleasure do not a good marriage make.” Lasser
transforms the short text into a subdued, but gritty
lament – couching dead love’s bitter dregs in aching, but
edgy and intermittently dissonant musical language.    

Nicolette et Aucassin (2008) 

Medieval French literature abounds
with ancient legends and tales that no
doubt evolved over previous cen-
turies via the old European trouba-
dour tradition, until they finally took
more permanent form in handcrafted
manuscripts. But precious few of
them have served as inspiration for
modern music, one prominent exam-
ple being Frank Martin’s Le Vin Herbé
(1938): his music drama treating the French version of
the Tristan et Iseut legend. Now, with Nicolette et Au-
cassin, Philip Lasser gives new life to a little-known 13th-
century “Chantefable” (sung-fable) in totally
unprecedented fashion.

As Lasser tells us, “I was immediately drawn to this
wonderfully tender and potent story … much like
Romeo and Juliet, with the difference that it ends on an
optimistic note.” The tale recounts the forbidden love



between Aucassin, a comely youth of noble birth, and
Nicolette, a lovely “captive maid” – presumably of com-
mon parentage – who has been raised as the goddaugh-
ter of another nobleman. His father and her guardian
conspire to keep them apart, but the love-smitten pair –
overcoming all obstacles between them – manage to fi-
nally reunite and escape together; the story ends as the
young lovers ecstatically anticipate an idyllic life to-
gether in a distant land.      

The original texts – as found in a lav-
ishly illustrated manuscript housed in
the French National Library – are
unique in two primary respects. First,
the unknown author’s alternation of 41
prose narrations with 20 “subtly

rhyming” poetic verses intended to be sung is highly un-
usual in the French literature of the period. The manu-
script further provides actual melodies – rendered in the
period neumatic style – corresponding to the first two
lines and the last line of each sung verse.         

Lasser, in order to heighten the tale’s drama, has dis-
tilled the story to six sung verses and five English narra-
tions, and transformed the original old French texts into
the modern vernacular. He further employed the origi-
nal manuscript’s actual melodies as the basis for his own
musical design, beginning and ending each of the six

verses with them. The finished product is a striking syn-
thesis of ancient and modern that preserves the original
music’s ancient modal feel while bringing it forward
into the 21st century. Listen for passages of plainchant-
like flow and strong whiffs of the Medieval organum
style, with its open fourths and fifths – yet the overall re-
sult is distinctly modern in overall effect. Scored for two
sopranos, with piano and narrator, Lasser emphasizes
(as you will hear) that the two vocalists, rather than tak-
ing on the respective character roles, sing instead with
“one and the same voice.” Note how beautifully the
voices intertwine throughout. 

The work was commissioned by pianist Margo Garrett
in 2008 – so, once again, 
we have here a unique window into the close collabora-
tion between performer 
and composer. 

Given the clear narrations and the poetry translations,
there is no need for further analysis or elaboration. The
sensitive listener should have absolutely no trouble fol-
lowing either the story line or the music’s ancient her-
itage. So get ready to lose yourself in this fascinating,
one-of-a-kind fusion of literature and music, the likes of
which you’ve surely never heard before. 

— Lindsay Koob 



VOCAL TEXTS & TRANSLATIONS

In Colors of Feelings

Death of the Muse

My pen is dry—
there’s no ink 

To spread a-long the lines.
It coughs and gags 

from lack of fuel 
And words that were left behind. 

Once my muse still singing, 
My pen  dashed across the page 

The ink caught fire 
As it spilled from the shaft 

leaving words a-blaze. 
The fire is out 

Which lit the heart 
That spawned those heavy tones.

My muse is gone 
To sing elsewhere 

And left my words alone. 

Dream

Hold on tightly 
and sail with blue breezes,
Up and up until you reach 
the unreachable. 
Let the wind carry you
to where you’ve never been.
Fear will only hold you back —
back and down. 
The dusk creeps up 
and night comes surprisingly,
Though it seems the sun will shine 
for hours yet
Soon it may be too dark to fly. 
Let go and soar 

to dreamed-of places. 
Don’t be disappointed if colors aren’t as bright
as those you painted. 

Think of those you left —
the gray ones on the ground. 

I’ve been looking towards the sky 
even though you warn me, 

It may not be so blue once we reach it. 
Rain will come 

with clouds of sadness. 
Yes  it must. 

But we can fly 
and still be prepared for rain. 

So even if the human race 
should tie you down with ropes of doubt,

I’ll still believe dreams can come true —
and I will cut you loose. 

You Sing for Me

You sing to me 
of tears and love and smiles,

Your strong hands flow over ivory keys, 
Spilling haunting tunes to the air. 

Your voice spreads like soaring wings,
In colors of feeling shaded hazy,

Enveloping my soul.
I drowned in the tide of your song,

Oh, I could listen for long. 
So long that I should never know

The tears had fallen from my eyes 
And filled the valley with a river 

Flowing to the sea. 
You sing for me 

In concertos born within your soul 
Which pluck the strands of the heart in me.

When our Hearts were Young

Under the shade of the willow tree,
Twas there you first kissed me.

When our hearts were young,
And the taste of love was sweet on our tongue

We sat under skies of blue
In the cool and fresh morning dew.

When our hearts were young,
And the taste of love was sweet on our tongue.

You caressed my soul
And kissed my heart,

And we vowed to one another
We’d never part.

When our hearts were young,
And the taste of love was sweet on our tongue.

I know now,
As I knew then,

Our love for one another
Would never end.

Underneath the willow tree,
The time you first kissed me

When our hearts were young,
And the taste of love was sweet on our tongue.

Poems from “Look at Me” — A collection of Poems by
Wynelle Ann Carson  © Copyright 2001, Imogene Carson 
Poems used by permission.



Les Visages de l’Amour

1. La Vallée Verdoyante  (Michel d’Arençon)

L’amour est une vallée verdoyante
Où chantent les oiseaux de l’esprit.
Il berce le cœur de sa douce pente, 
Et calme les douleurs qui hantent la vie.

Le silence harmonieux, qui caresse l’âme,
Baigne l’être dans un nectar sucré,
Et dans chaque recoin, il y a une flamme
Qui luit que pour ceux qui ont su aimer.
Chaque flamme illumine un petit infini
D’où coule l’eau murmurée des fleurs,
Juste assez grand pour que deux cœurs unis
Puissent se contempler dans le reflet des heures.

Chaque fleur contient des nuées mirroitantes,
Où déborde la joie par dessus les pétales.
Elle coule doucement le long de la pente,
Laissant rêver les cœurs des couleurs matinales.

Les minutes se désintègrent...suivies des heures,
Laissant la place à la paix immortelle et constante,
Où les oiseaux chantent, gazouillent, viennent et meurent,
Et se nourrissent de l’amour dans la vallée verdoyante.

2. Dans les Bois  (Gérard de Nerval)

Au printemps, l’oiseau naît et chante;
N’avez-vous pas ouï sa voix?...
Elle est pure, simple et touchante,
La voix de l’oiseau — dans les bois!

L’été, l’oiseau cherche l’oiselle;
Il aime, et n’aime qu’une fois.
Qu’il est doux, paisible et fidèle,
Le nid de l’oiseau — dans les bois!

Puis quand vient l’automne brumeuse,
Il se tait avant les temps froids.
Hélas! qu’elle doit être heureuse
La mort de l’oiseau — dans les bois!

The Faces of Love  (translations by Philip Lasser)

1. The Verdant Valley  (Michel d’Arençon)

Love is a verdant valley
Where birds of the spirit sing.
Its gentle slope rocks the heart
And calms life’s haunting pains.

Harmonious silence, which caresses the soul,
Bathes the being in sweet nectar,
And in each corner burns a flame
Which shines but for those who have known love.
Each flame illuminates a small infinity
Whence flows a spring whispered on by flowers,
Just large enough so that two hearts united
May gaze at one another in the reflection of the hours.

Within each flower lies shimmering waters
From where joy overflows beyond the petal tops;
Descending gently along the slope,
Letting hearts dream of the morning colors.

Minutes dissolve... followed by the hours,
Yielding to Peace both eternal and constant,
Where the birds sing, babble, sojourn and expire,
And nourish themselves by Love in the verdant valley.

2. In the Woods  (Gérard de Nerval)

In Springtime the bird is born and sings;
Have you not heard its voice? ...
It is pure, simple and touching,
The voice of the bird — in the woods!

In Summer, the bird seeks out his mate;
He loves and loves but once.
How sweet, peaceful and faithful,
Is the nest of the bird — in the woods!

Then when comes foggy Autumn,
He ceases to sing before the coming cold.
Alas! how joyous it must be
The death of the bird — in the woods!

3. Mon Rêve Familier  (Paul Verlaine)

Je fais souvent ce rêve étrange et pénétrant
D’une femme inconnue, et que j’aime, et qui m’aime,
Et qui n’est, chaque fois, ni tout à fait la même
Ni tout à fait une autre, et m’aime et me comprend.
Car elle me comprend, et mon cœur, transparent
Pour elle seule, hélas! cesse d’être un problème
Pour elle seule, et les moiteurs de mon front blême,
Elle seule les sait rafraîchir, en pleurant.
Est-elle brune, blonde ou rousse? — Je l’ignore.
Son nom? Je me souviens qu’il est doux et sonore
Comme ceux des aimés que la Vie exila.
Son regard est pareil au regard de statues,
Et, pour sa voix, lointaine, et calme, et grave, elle a
L’inflexion des voix chères qui se sont tues.

4. Romance  (Gérard de Nerval)

Ah! sous une feinte allégresse
Ne nous cache pas ta douleur!
Tu plais autant par ta tristesse
Que par ton sourire enchanteur:
A travers la vapeur légère
L’ Aurore ainsi charme les yeux;
Et, belle en sa pâle lumière,
La nuit, Phœbé charme les cieux.

Qui te voit, muette et pensive,
Seule rêver le long du jour,
Te prend pour la vierge naïve
Qui soupire un premier amour;
Oubliant l’auguste couronne
Qui ceint tes superbes cheveux,
A ses transports il s’abandonne,
Et sent d’amour les premiers feux!

5. J’aime une femme (Paul Laurent)

J’aime une femme aux yeux qui brament
Et au cœur si doux.
J’aime son âme qui ne me blâme
Que pour un manque de bisous.

3. My Familiar Dream  (Paul Verlaine)

I often have this strange and penetrating dream
Of an unknown woman, whom I love and who loves me,
And who is, each time, neither completely the same,
Nor totally another, and loves me and understands me.
For she understands me, and my heart, transparent
to her alone, alas! ceases to be a problem
For she alone, and the dampness of my pallid brow,
She alone knows how to cool with her tears.
Is she brunette, blond or red-headed? I do not know.
Her name? I remember it to be as sweet and sonorous
As those names of the beloved which life has exiled.
Her gaze is like the gaze of statues
And as for her voice, distant, and calm, and grave, she has
The inflection of those dear voices which have ceased to speak.

4. Romance  (Gérard de Nerval)

Oh! beneath such a feigned cheeriness
Do not hide us your pain!
You are just as pleasing through your sadness
As by your enchanting smile:
Through the light vapor
The Sunrise thus charms the eyes
And beautiful in her pale light,
The night, Phœbe, thus charms the skies.

He who sees you silent and pensive,
Alone, dreaming all day long,
Takes you to be the naïve virgin
Sighing for her first love;
Forgetting the august crown
Which encircles your splendid hair,
To his enthusiasm he gives way
And feels of love the first flames.

5. I love a woman  (Paul Laurent)

I love a woman whose eyes cry out
And whose heart is so sweet.
I love her soul which accuses me
But for a lack of kisses.



J’aime son cœur qui me protège contre l’heure
Et me donne de la joie,
J’aime où il demeure, dans un corps plein de douceur
Dans laquelle je me noie.

Je l’aime et donc j’existe.
Ceci est bien loin d’être triste
Car nous voyons tous le jour,
Bien qu’on y résiste,
Pour compléter l’œuvre de l’artiste
Et de figurer dans le portrait de l’amour.

6. Souvenir et Plaisir  (Louise de Vilmorin)

Souvenir et plaisir ne font pas bon ménage,
Vois déferler les pleurs au revers des beaux jours,
Vois au flot du regret la parure baignée,
L’écharpe de minuit de sanglots imprégnée,
Vois le baiser qui cherche à rejoindre l’amour
Et l’amour s’enivrer de nos larmes sauvages.

Nicolette et Aucassin  
– Chantefable du XIII-ième Siècle

Auteur Anonyme

I
Qui vauroit bons vers oïr
Del deport du viel antif
De deux beaux enfants petits
Nicolette et Aucassin
Tant il est douce.
Aucassin était de Beaucaire
Un château de beau séjour
De Nicolette la bien faite
Nul ne peut le détourner,
Car son père la lui refuse,
Et sa mère le menace:
“Allons, Fou! Que veux-tu faire?”
“Mère, je ne puis faire autre chose, 
Nicolette est de bonne souche;
Son corps charmant et son visage
Sa beauté m’enflamme le cœur,
Car elle est la douceur même;
Que trop est fine.”

I love her heart which protects me from the hour
And gives me joy,
I love where it resides in a body so full of delight
Into which I drown.

I love her and thus I exist.
This is far from being sad
For we all see the light of day
Resist it though we may,
To complete the work of the Artist
And to figure in the portrait of Love.

6. Memory and Pleasure  (Louise de Vilmorin)

Memory and pleasure do not a good marriage make,
See unfurl the tears on the flip-side of beautiful days,
See on the currents of regret one’s demeanor bathed,
The scarf of Midnight drenched in sobs,
See the kiss which seeks to rejoin love,
And love get drunk on our savage tears.

Nicolette et Aucassin  
– A Sung Fable of  the 13th Century

Text by an anonymous author

I
He who would hear a good verse
Of  an old captive’s tale
Of two fair children
Nicolette and Aucassin
So sweet goes the song.
Aucassin was from Beaucaire
A most beautiful castle
From Nicolette, the sweetly built,
No one could turn him away.
For his father refused to give her to him
And his mother threatened him:
“Go on, crazy one! What do you wish to do?”
“ Mother, I can do nothing else,
Nicolette is of such stock;
Her charming form and her face
Her beauty enflames my heart,
For she is sweetness itself;
So fine is she.

II
Nicole est en prison mise,
En une chambre voûtée
Merveilleusement construite,
Et revêtue de peintures, et de marbre.
Elle avait la chevelure blonde
Et les sourcils bien dessinés,
La face claire à la ligne jolie.
Jamais vous ne vîtes plus belles!
Elle s’appela orpheline hélas,
Hélas! la pauvre chétive! 
“Pourquoi suis-je prisonnière?
Aucassin, je suis votre amie,
Pour vous je suis en prison
En cette chambre voûtée
Où je mène triste vie.”

III
Quand le Comte Garin voit son fils
Que son enfant Aucassin
Ne pourra se séparer de Nicolette
Au clair visage,
Il l’a emprisonné 
Dans un cellier souterrain
Et quand il fut dedans,
Aucassin prit à se désoler.
Il dit:
“Nicolette, Fleur de lis,
Douce amie au clair visage,
Tu es plus douce que raisin
O Douce amie, O Fleur de lis.
Bel aller et beau venir
Beau jouer, beau badiner,
Beau parler, beau délecter
O doux baisers! Et doux sentir.
Nicolette, je suis votre ami,
Pour vous je suis en prison
Dans ce cellier souterrain
Où je fais mauvaise fin,
Car il m’y faudra mourir
Pour vous amie!”

II
Nicole is put in prison,
In a vaulted chamber
Marvelously built
And adorned with paintings and marble.
She had blond hair
And the eyebrows so gently drawn,
An open face with such lovely lines.
Never have you seen anyone more beautiful!
She called herself the orphan-girl,
Alas! the poor frail one!
“ Why am I a prisoner?
Aucassin, I am your love,
For you I am in prison
In this vaulted chamber
Where I lead so sad a life.”

III
When the Count Garin sees his son
That his child, Aucassin,
Will not be separated from Nicolette
The fair one,
He has him imprisoned
In an underground cellar
And when he was there,
Aucassin begins to despair.
Saying:
“Nicolette, Fleur de Lis,
My love of such fair face,
You are sweeter than grape
O sweet love, O Fleur de Lis’
Sweet the going, sweet the coming,
Sweet the play, sweet the jest,
Sweet the speech, sweet and delectable
O sweet kisses!  And sweet the feeling.
Nicolette. I am your friend,
For you I am in prison
In this underground cellar
Where I will end badly,
For I must die here
For you, my love!”



IV
Nicolette au clair visage
S’appuya à un pilier
Quand elle ouït Aucassin pleurer
Alors elle parla et dit sa pensée:
“Aucassin, gentil Baron,
Franc damoiseau honoré,
Que vous vaut de vous désoler,
De vous plaindre et de pleurer.
Pour vous je passerai la mer,
Et j’irai en autre royaume
Avec vous.”
Elle coupe de ses cheveux
Et les jette dans le cellier.
Le noble Aucassin les prend
Il les baise et les embrasse,
Et le mets sur son cœur,
Et recommence à pleurer pour son amie.

V
(Aucassin dit:)
“Etoilette, je te vois,
Que la lune attire à toi
Nicolette est avec toi.
Mon amie aux blonds cheveux,
Dieu veut les avoir, je crois,
Pour que la lumière du soir
Soit par elle plus brillante.
Douce sœur il me plairait 
De pouvoir monter tout droit,
Pour être avec toi là-haut!
Je t’embrasserai bien fort.
Quand je serai fils de roi,
Je serai digne de toi
O ma sœur, ma douce amie.”

IV
Nicolette the fair
Leaned upon a pillar
When she heard Aucassin crying
She began to speak and say her mind:
“Aucassin, kind Baron,
Honest most honored squire,
What use is it to be in such despair,
To pity yourself and to cry.
For you I would travel the sea,
And would go to another kingdom
To be with you.”
She then cut a lock of her hair
And threw it into the cellar.
The noble Aucassin took it up
He kissed it and held it,
And put it on his heart,
And began once again to cry for his beloved.

V. 
(Aucassin says:)
“Little star, I see you,
The moon attracts to you,
Nicolette is with you.
My love with hair so blond,
God would want it, I believe,
So that the light of the evening
Could shine more brilliantly.
Sweet sister, it would please me greatly
To be able to go straight up,
And be up there with you!
I would hold you so fast.
When I would be the son of a king,
I will be worthy of you
O my sister, my sweet love.”

VI
Aucassin, le beau, le blond,
Le damoiseau, l’amoureux,
Est sorti du bois profond,
Ses amours entre ses bras
Devant lui sur ses arçons.
Aucassin lui baise les yeux,
Et lui baise le front, le menton
Et la bouche.
Nicolette lui demande:
“Aucassin, bel ami,
Doux bel ami,
En quelle terre irons nous?
Bel ami, O doux bel ami?”
“Douce amie, je ne sais pas.
Il ne m’ importe où nous allions,
En forêt ou en lieu écarté,
Pourvu que je sois avec vous.”
Ils passent les vaux et les monts,
Et les villes et les bourgs,
Un jour ils arrivent à la mer
Et descendent sur le sable,
Près de la rive.

VI
Aucassin, the handsome, the blond,
The squire, the lover.
Came forth from the deep woods,
His beloved in his arms
Before him on his saddle.
Aucassin kisses her eyes,
He then kisses her forehead, her chin
And her lips.
Nicolette asks him:
“Aucassin, my tender love,
Sweet tender love,
To which land shall we go?
Tender love, O sweet tender love?”
“My sweet, I do not know,
It matters not whither we go,
Be it in forest or plain,
Provided that I be with you.”
They traversed valleys and mountains
And towns and villages,
Until one day, they reached the sea
And dismounted on the sand
Next to the shore.

Text compiled, adapted and translated by Philip Lasser



Soprano Elizabeth Futral’s career was launched with criti-
cally acclaimed performances of Delibes’ Lakmé at New York
City Opera in 1994. Career milestones followed:  winner of
Placido Domingo’s Operalia Competition, title role in
Rossini’s Matilde di Shabran in Pesaro, debut at San Francisco
Opera as Stella in the premiere of André Previn’s A Streetcar
Named Desire, and Metropolitan Opera debut in Lucia di Lam-
mermoor. She has performed often at the Metropolitan Opera
and Lyric Opera Chicago as well as the opera companies of
Washington, Houston, Santa Fe, Los Angeles, New York
City, Vancouver and Minnesota; and internationally at Royal
Opera Covent Garden, Munich, Berlin, Vienna, Geneva,
Barcelona, Brussels and Hamburg. Ms. Futral has appeared
with the New York Philharmonic, London Symphony, Min-
nesota Orchestra, San Francisco Symphony, Berlin Philhar-
monic and Chicago Symphony. A leading interpreter of the
music of today’s prominent composers, Ms. Futral has sung
world premieres of Andre Previn, Tan Dun, Philip Glass,
Ricky Ian Gordon, Dominic Argento and Stephen Paulus,
and a U.S. premiere of Kaija Saariaho.

Alabama-born soprano Susanna Phillips, winner of the
Metropolitan Opera’s 2010 Beverly Sills Artist Award, re-
turns to the Met in the 2012-13 season to perform Donna
Anna in Don Giovanni. Other 2012-13 highlights include
Phillips’ return to Santa Fe Opera as the Countess in Le nozze
di Figaro, and performances of Previn’s A Streetcar Named De-
sire opposite Renée Fleming at Carnegie Hall and with Lyric
Opera of Chicago. Ms. Phillips’ 2012-13 recital season fea-
tures appearances with Carnegie Hall, Philadelphia Cham-

ber Music Society, Artist Series Sarasota, Celebrity Series
Boston, and Cal Performances. Concert work includes
Mozart’s Requiem with the Baltimore Symphony. 

Past seasons featured appearances at The Metropolitan
Opera as Pamina, in Die Zauberflöte, and as Musetta in La
bohème. Ms. Phillips sang Euridice in Minnesota Opera’s
Orfeo ed Euridice opposite David Daniels, and as the title
character in Donizetti’s Lucia di Lammermoor at both Min-
nesota Opera and Lyric Opera of Chicago. Ms. Phillips’
busy summer of 2012 included her European debut as
Pamina at the Gran Teatro del Liceu Barcelona, company
debuts with the Verbier Music Festival and Grand Théâtre
de Bordeaux as Mozart’s Countess, Barber’s Knoxville:
Summer of 1915 with the Aspen Music Festival, and Ilia in
Idomeneo with the Ravinia Festival. Major concert appear-
ances include the Marilyn Horne Foundation gala at
Carnegie Hall and a solo recital in Chicago. 

Concert performances include the opening night of the
2011 Mostly Mozart Festival at Lincoln Center which was
telecast live on PBS; Mozart’s Mass in C minor with the
Chicago Symphony; Handel’s Messiah with the Philadel-
phia Orchestra; and Bach’s Mass in B Minor with the Saint
Louis Symphony Orchestra.

The soprano had a banner year in 2005, winning four
of the world’s leading vocal competitions: Operalia (both
First Place and the Audience Prize), the Metropolitan
Opera National Council Auditions, the MacAllister
Awards, and the George London Foundation. Ms. Phillips
is also a graduate of the Lyric Opera of Chicago’s Ryan
Opera Center.
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Pianist Margo Garrett is well known to audiences for her
frequent performances in chamber, sonata and vocal
recitals. The large roster of internationally-known artists
with whom she has long performing relationships include
sopranos Kathleen Battle, Barbara Bonney, Elizabeth Fu-
tral, the late Judith Raskin, Lucy Shelton, Dawn Upshaw,
Benita Valente, mezzo Shirley Close, tenor Anthony Dean
Griffey, flutist Julia Bogorad-Kogan, violinists Jaime
Laredo and Daniel Phillips, violist Paul Neubauer, and
cellists Sharon Robinson, Matt Haimowitz and the late
Stephen Kates. Her recordings can be found on Albany,
CRI, Deutsche Grammophon (1992 Grammy for Best
Vocal Recital), Dorian, Musical Heritage Society, None-
such, Sony Classical and Ten Thousand Lakes. Ms. Gar-
rett has premiered over 30 works, won an ASCAP Most
Creative Programming Award (1989), headed collabora-
tive piano programs at The Juilliard School, where she
currently teaches, the University of Minnesota, New Eng-
land Conservatory and Westminster Choir College. She
has traveled the globe performing, giving master classes
and adjudicating international competitions.

Narrator Michael York’s more than 60 movie credits in-
clude “Romeo and Juliet,” “Cabaret,” “Jesus of Nazareth,”
“The Three Musketeers,” “Logan’s Run,” “Conduct Unbe-
coming” and “Fedora.” He played in all three “Austin
Powers” movies, and  recently completed  “The Mill and
the Cross.”
Television work includes “The Forsyte Saga,” “Great Ex-
pectations,” “Space,” “The Far Country,” “The Heat of the
Day,” “The Lot” (Emmy-nomination), “Curb Your Enthusi-
asm” as well as a guest-spot on “The Simpsons.”

Among his Broadway credits are “Someone Who’ll
Watch Over Me,” “Bent,” “The Crucible,” and Tennessee
Williams’ “Outcry.” He also played King Arthur in a US
tour of “Camelot.”

The Grammy-nominated York has narrated many doc-
umentaries and over 90 audio books . He recorded the Ten-
nyson/Strauss “Enoch Arden” and performed it
internationally in concert, most recently in Prague. He is
the narrator of a new audio Bible, “The Word of Promise.”

Besides presenting Shakespeare with music at the
Kennedy Center and the Hollywood Bowl, he has per-
formed concert versions of Walton’s “Henry V” (with Sir
Neville Marriner), as well as “Peer Gynt,” Mozart’s
“Seraglio,” Salieri in “Amadeus,” and “Egmont.” He per-
formed “Lisztian Loves” with pianist Andre Watts at the
2011 Ravinia Festival.

His previous recordings for Delos are Alan Hovhaness’
“The Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam” with the Seattle Sym-
phony (DE 3352) and Rachmaninoff’s one-act opera
“Aleko” with the Moscow Chamber Orchestra (DE 3269).
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Noted for his highly poetic and lyrical compositions, Philip
Lasser has crafted a unique sound world, blending the sub-
tle colors of French Impressionist sonorities with the crisp,
direct sounds and rhythms of America’s jaunty  musical
palette. Standing apart from modernist trends and experi-
ments, he seeks to achieve refinement of personal expres-
sion via economy of gesture and a blossoming of color.

Born in New York City in 1963, Lasser began piano lessons
and composing at the age of 5. At 16 he entered Nadia Boulanger’s famed
Ecole d’Arts Americaines in Fontainebleau, France, where he also met and began
working with the legendary pianist Gaby Casadesus. After graduating summa cum
laude from Harvard College, Lasser worked with Narcis Bonet, Boulanger’s clos-
est colleague and disciple in Paris, where he lived from 1985 to 1988. He then stud-
ied counterpoint with Jacques-Louis Monod at Columbia University, where he
forged a seamless link between the French world of musical color and the great
German tradition of linear contrapuntal development. Two years later, Lasser en-
tered the DMA program at The Juilliard School, studying with David Diamond.

Philip Lasser’s music has been performed by many distinguished artists, and
recorded by many different labels. His recent book, The Spiraling Tapestry: An In-
quiry into the Contrapuntal Fabric of Music, offers a pioneering view of Bach’s com-
positional world.  He directs the European American Musical Alliance
Summer Music Programs in Paris, a school dedicated to training young com-
posers, chamber musicians and conductors in the tradition of legendary teacher
Nadia Boulanger. Lasser has been a distinguished member of the faculty of The
Juilliard School since 1994.

Please visit www.philiplasser.com for further detail.


