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PROGRAM 
Tomorrow's Songs (1974) 

Tomorrow when another youngest day is born 
Every day I am reborn 
Under a jacaranda tree 
It gets dark very quickly these days 
When tomorrow becomes yesterday 

Songs of Antigone (1979) 

Jane Manning, soprano 
Albert Tipton, alto flute 

Mary Norris, piano 

I shall go with you and be your guide 
Oedipus is dead 
Brothers of my heart 
Beloved how I long to be a simple bride 
Brother I commended you unto the gods 

Jane Manning, soprano; Peter Middleton, flute and alto flute; 
Robert Atherholt, oboe; Paula Page, harp; Raphael Fliegel, violin; 

Wayne Brooks, viola; Shirley Trepel, violoncello; Paul Ellison, doublebass 
Larry Livingston, conductor 

INTERMISSION 
Winter Poems* (1984) 

Dull sky drop your blinding soothing blanket 
Old tree men ... 
Naked before my mirror in the morning 
Even the broken fences are beautiful 
The wonder of this icy splendor world 

From the Sacred Harp (1982) 
Come on my friends (1869) 
0 Jesus, my savior (1844) 
There is a holy city (1844) 
Come on my friends 

Jane Manning, soprano 
Peter Middleton, flute 

Paula Page, harp 

See how the scriptures are fulfilling (1844) 
I want to live (1911) 
Come on my friends 

*American Premiere 

Jane Manning, soprano 
Brian Connelly, piano 

This event is co-sponsored by the Museum of Fine Arts, Houston. 

Photographing and sound recording are prohibited. We further request that audible paging 
devices not be used during the performance. Paging arrangements may be made with the 
ushers. 



I Tomorrow 
when another youngest day 
is born 
I'll know 

Although 
I am afraid 
the sun I'll see 
might be 
an unfamiliar one 
though terrified 
that the I who watches 
won't be the one I know 
I'll read the morning face 
with earnest care 
and hold it to me 

I will be 
mine 

W It gets dark very quickly 
these days 

Light becomes shadow 
hope becomes rage 
child becomes stranger 
green leaf turns to mold 

It gets dark in an instant 
in that fierce still 
breath 
before the immortal soul's 
one millionth death 

TOMORROW'S SONGS 

II Every day I am reborn 

Each day a little slower 
heavier 
with knowledge 
clinging to my outside 
like barnacles 

Nevertheless 
tomorrow 
I will be reborn 

III Under a jacaranda tree 
cross-legged on blue-blossom-shaded asphalt 
the future sits and strums 
a large guitar 

Her voice straight silver slim 
drifts between shade and sunlight 
into deep ocean calms 
and heat baked streets 

A childish tremor battles newfound sounds 
a strand of long soft hair 
tangles 
with strings 
and fingers 

The asphalt melts a little 
gentled by promises 
and jacaranda blooms 

V When tomorrow 
becomes yesterday 
and tears dry salty crusts 
of memory 
the end is near 

When valleys take the place of mountains 
dreams turn to sleep 
the end is here 



SONGS OF ANTIGONE 

I 11I 

I shall go Brothers of my heart 
with you we shared our childhood games 
and be your guide took turns 
for your mind's eye shall see with blossoms 
the clouds crowning each other kings 
shelter you from and queens 

the rain played shepherd beggar oracle 
that it may weep the tears raced in the solemn corridors 
your blind face can no longer cry of Thebes 

the rocks and gave them 
that their sharp edges sound 
may not cut your feet 

the terror in men's eyes 
when they behold Oedipus 
ravaged 

so that it may not singe 
and sear 
your soul 

Your banishment 
shall be my fate 

Give me your hand 
I shall go 
with you 

11 

Oedipus 
is dead 

the veil drawn 
over empty eyes 
for the last time 
the miserable old withered flesh 
I cherished so 
vanished into 
a strange forbidding place 

I was not there 
I who shared all 
but this one final trial 
I was not there to hold him 
ease his dying 

he made his peace 
with vengeful gods 
alone 

Father I loved you 
I loved you well 

I have come home 
seeking your solace 
Brothers 
to find you turned 
to games 
of war 
drowned 
in a pool of blood 
of your own shedding 
swords run through 
each other's hearts 

I have come home 
Brothers 
to one entombed 
the other one dishonored 
by decree 
to be on pain of death 
left rotting 
left unmourned 
on a desolate field 
your soul imprisoned 
in your decaying 
flesh 

It shall not be 
I will not leave you thus 
whatever penalty 
this much 
I can still do for you 
for us 

Commend 
your sweet young 
wasted life 
give you 
your final prayer 
sprinkle your sad banished bones 
with dust 
and set you free 

w 

Beloved 
haw I long to be 
a simple bride 
the pliant gentle answer 
to a husband's '~Dish 

It is not I who gave 
my heart a conscience 
a duty to my mind 
my fate was drawn 
long before I was born 
I cannot elude 
the ruins of my father's house 
may not seek refuge 
in your love 

Yet 
I long for you 
bridegroom 
long for our marriage bed 

v 

Brother I commended you 
unto the gods 
who now 
will speak for me 
I observed my law 
before the law of Thebes 
and for that obedience 
die 

But not 
like this 
I'll not go slowly 
helplessly 
trapped in my tomb 
animal 
in endless winter cave 
my body shriveling 
my mind fading away 
my heart 
my heart curled into 
dust 
I'll not go slowly 
not like this 

By my own will and hand 
I shall fulfill 
the prophecy 
upon our house 
with my dying end 
the noble line of Oedipus 
the King 

Gentle cloth my bridal veil 
so soft against my throat 
show me 
the way 
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WINTER POEMS 

I 

Dull sky 
drop 
your blinding soothing blanket 
release an avalanche 
of cold white snow 
and bury me 
freeze 
the blood the roaring mind 
I'm tired 

III 

Naked 
before my mirror 
in the morning 

II 

Old tree men 
burdened by heavy gleaming sheaths 
of brittle ice 
wizened feathery figures 
encase{l in a transparent shell 
radiant with sun against the opaque muffled world 
transcendent beauty awesome crippling weight 
to bend 
and humble 
tree men 
for December age 

staring shivering at my body familiar strange 
to see if it still holds 
me 
holds love 

After the ice storm 
my garden stood for a few sun hours 
in glistening fragile beauty 
and died 
by the last frost 
my garden died 

Forever 
Who can tell 

At night in an empty room 
watching dreams drift 
from between frozen fingers 
wondering 

IV 

at dry eyes of hurt 
and quarreling 
bitterly 
with faith 

Even the broken fences 
are beautiful 
in winter shimmer 
telephone lines 
crystal bead strung 
part of a vast invisible 
distant chandelier 
and everywhere 
refracting icicles 
spring dew drops frozen 
into another season 

v 

The wonder 
of this icy splendor world 
will not decay 
or wither 
but simply 
gently 
melt 
to nourish 
a miracle to come 



BIOGRAPHIES 

JANE MANNING has long been regarded as one of the world's leading exponents of contemporary 
music. In 1983, Manning celebrated her 20th year of professional singing with a special series of three 
recitals in London, prompting both the London Times and Telegraph to acknowledge her extraordinary 
devotion to contemporary music. "A brilliant and indefatigable exponent of new music for 20 years" 
headlined the Telegraph while the Times review was equally supportive: "An extraordinarily intense 
and committed performance. . . epitomized the imaginative scope, executive achievement and 
seemingly inexhaustible stamina that characterized Miss Manning's 20 years of exposition and 
promotion of contemporary music." She has premiered more than 200 compositions, recorded 
extensively, and is in great demand at the major world festivals. Her present tour includes 
performances with the Musica Viva in Boston, Composers Forum in Symphony Space in New York, the 
Mills Festival in San Francisco (with the Kronos Quartet), Rice University's Syzygy Series in 
Houston, and the San Diego festival. 

C. E. COOPER was educated in Switzerland, Turkey, and England. She studied violin with the noted 
pedagogue, Gilbert Back, and singing with the famed Nadina de Sanctis. Daughter of the world
reknowned opera producer Carl Ebert, she had access, at an early age, to the great opera houses of 
Europe and America, and to musicians, writers, painters, and designers during and after World War 
II. Although she is fluent in five languages, her writing has been exclusively in English. Her initial 
works included short stories, novella, and opera libretti; after 1968, however, Cooper has devoted herself 
entirely to poetry and to commissioned texts for vocal, choral, and theater works. Her catalogue 
includes more than 200 poems, several of which appear in anthologies published in England. 

PAUL COOPER (b. 19 May 1926) was educated at the University of Southern California, Los 
Angeles, and at the Conservatoire National and the Sorbonne in Paris. His illustrious teachers included 
Ingolf Dahl, Ernest Kanitz, Roger Sessions, Halsey Stevens, and the famed Nadia Boulanger. He has 
received virtually every award and honor offered in the United States: A Fulbright Fellowship to Paris, 
two Guggenheim Fellowships to London, and awards or grants from the National Endowment for the 
Arts, Ford, Rockefeller, Rackham, and the National Academy and Institute of Arts and Letters, as well 
as yearly awards from ASCAP since 1966. His list of compositions includes six string quartets, six 
concertos, four large oratorios, five symphonies (the last of which was commissioned by the Houston 
Symphony) and an appreciable amount of chamber and vocal music. He is recorded on CRI, Crystal, 
and Lyrichord labels and is published exclusively by Edition Wilhelm Hansen/ Chester Music, New 
York. W. L. Taitte has written: "He seems to heed Debussy's dictum that a composer can better spend 
his time looking at the world than listening to music of other composers; his works are filled with air and 
light, perceived freshly with the sense of a poet." 

NOTES 

Tomorrow's Songs were commissioned by Paulina Stark and were the first compositions by 
Cooper to be written in Texas. The five songs of the cycle are centered around the middle poem and its 
hauntingly beautiful opening lines: "Under a jacaranda tree crosslegged on blue-blossom-shaded 
asphalt the future sits and strums a large guitar." The cycle is one of the most widely performed 
works by the composer. 

Songs of Antigone were commissioned by Isabelle Ganz for the Cambiata Soloists. The text, at 
once lyric and dramatic, is remarkably accurate in historical detail. Similarly, the choice of the seven 
instruments was carefully considered. Although it is scored for modern instruments, it frequently 
imitates sounds imagined and possibly related to their Grecian precursors. 

Winter Poems were commissioned by Sumiyo Ender who will be performing them later this 
season in the U.S. and in Europe. The premiere was given by Marianne Mellniis at the Radiohuset in 
Stockholm in a retrospective of the composer's works last May. As with Tomorrow's Songs, the cycle 
focuses on the middle poem and especially on the line: "After the ice storm my garden stood for a few sun 
hours in glistening fragile beauty and died." The short fifth poem is deliberately set in a quiet and 
reflective manner and pays homage to "Serenity" of Charles Ives. 

Composed for and commissioned by Frances Bible, From the Sacred Harp are arrangements of 
white spirituals from the collection of the same name. Although the cycle has seven sections, only five 
melodies are used since the opening song is repeated in the middl~ and again at the conclusion of the 
work. Most of the melodic sources stem from about the year 1844. 


