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P R O G R A M 

 
I Never Saw Another Butterfly Lori Laitman 

1. The Butterfly  (b. 1955) 
2. Yes, That’s The Way Things Are 
3. Birdsong 
4. The Garden 
5. Man Proposes, God Disposes 
6. The Old House    

Jennifer Bill, saxophone 
 
Caris Mere Giya Kancheli 
    (1935-2019)    

Anna Griffis, viola 
 
   

Brief Pause 
 
 

Durch Einsamkeiten Joseph Marx 
    (1882-1964) 
 
Gestillte Sehnsucht  Johannes Brahms 

 (1833-1897) 
Anna Griffis, viola 

Eunae Ko Han, piano 
 

Living in the Body Lori Laitman    
1. Burning the Woods of My Childhood (b. 1955) 
2. Living in the Body 
3. Not for Burning  
4. Lost at Table 
5. Bring on the Rain 
6. Crossroads 

Jennifer Bill, saxophone 
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T E X T  A N D  T R A N S L A T I O N S  
 
I Never Saw Another Butterfly 
 
1. The Butterfly (Pavel Friedmann) 
The last, the very last 
So richly, brightly, dazzlingly yellow. 
Perhaps if the sun's tears would sing 
against a white stone.... 
Such, such a yellow 
Is carried lightly 'way up high. 
It went away I'm sure because it wished to 
kiss the world good-bye. 
For seven weeks I've lived in here, 
Penned up inside this ghetto. 
But I have found what I love here. 
The dandelions call to me 
And the white chestnut branches in the court. 
 
Only I never saw another butterfly. 
That butterfly was the last one. 
Butterflies don't live in here, 
in the ghetto. 
 
2. Yes, That's the Way Things Are (Koleba) 
I. In Terezin in the so-called park 
A queer old granddad sits 
Somewhere there in the so-called park. 
He wears a beard down to his lap 
And on his head, a little cap. 
II. Hard crusts he crumbles in his gums, 
He's only got one single tooth. 
My poor old man with working gums, 
Instead of soft rolls, lentil soup. 
My poor old greybeard! 
 
3. Birdsong (Anonymous) 
He doesn't know the world at all 
Who stays in his nest and doesn't go out. 
He doesn't know what birds know best 
Nor what I want to sing about, 
That the world is full of loveliness. 
 
When dewdrops sparkle in the grass 
And earth's aflood with morning light, 
A blackbird sings upon a bush 
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To greet the dawning after night. 
Then I know how fine it is to live. 
 
Hey, try to open up your heart 
To beauty; go to the woods someday 
And weave a wreath of memory there. 
Then if the tears obscure your way 
You'll know how wonderful it is 
To be alive. 
 
4. The Garden (Franta Bass) 
A little garden 
Fragrant and full of roses. 
The path is narrow 
And a little boy walks along it. 
 
A little boy, a sweet boy, 
Like that growing blossom. 
When the blossom comes to bloom, 
The little boy will be no more. 
 
5. Man Proposes, God Disposes (Koleba) 
I. Who was helpless back in Prague, 
And who was rich before, 
He's a poor soul here in Terezin, 
His body's bruised and sore. 
II. Who was toughened up before, 
He'll survive these days. 
But who was used to servants 
Will sink into his grave. 
 
6. The Old House (Franta Bass) 
Deserted here, the old house 
stands in silence, asleep. 
The old house used to be so nice, 
before, standing there, 
it was so nice. 
Now it is deserted, 
rotting in silence — 
What a waste of houses, 
a waste of hours. 
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Caris Mere (Mark 15:33 and Giya Kancheli) After the Wind  
Und nach der sechsten Stunde And after the sixth hour 
ward eine Finsternis there was darkness  
über das ganze Land  over all the land 
um die neunte Stunde. until around the ninth hour. 
  
Wie ein heulender Nordwind Like a howling north wind 
fährt die Gegenwart runs the presence 
über die Blüten unseres Geistes over the blossoms of our minds 
und versengt sie im Entstehen. and scorches them as they arise. 
  
Und es war um die sechste Stunde And it was at the sixth hour 
und es ward eine Finsternis and there was darkness 
über das ganze Land over the all the land  
bis um die neunte Stunde. until around the ninth hour.  
 
Translation by Elissa Alvarez    
 
Durch Einsamkeiten (Anton Wildgans) Through Solitudes  
Durch Einsamkeiten, Through solitudes, 
Durch waldwild Geheg, Through wild forest enclosures, 
Über nebelnde Weiten Over misty expanses 
wandert mein Weg.  my path wanders.  
 
Fern über dem Berge Far over the mountains 
An ruhsamer Flut At calm waters 
Hartt meiner ein Ferge.  A ferryman awaits me,  
Der rudert mich gut  He will row me well.  
 
  
An ein stilles Geländ’, to a quiet place, 
Ewig gemieden forever shunned 
Und ewig ersehnt And forever longed for 
Zum Frieden.  To peace.  
  
Translation by Elissa Alvarez  
 
Gestillte Sehnsucht (Friedrich Rückert) Assuaged Longing  
In gold’nen Abendschein getauchet,  Bathed in golden evening light,  
Wie feierlich die Wälder stehn! How solemnly the forests stand! 
In leise Stimmen der Vöglein hauchet The evening winds mingle softly 
Des Abendwindes leises When. With the soft voices of the birds.  
Was lispeln die Winde, die Vögelein?  What do the winds, the birds whisper?  
Sie lispeln die Welt in Schlummer ein.  They whisper the world to sleep.  
 
Ihr Wünsche, die ihr stets euch reget But you, my desires, ever stirring 
Im Herzen sonder Rast und Ruh! In my heart without respite! 
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Du Sehnen, das die Brust beweget,  You, my longing, that agitates 
 My breast –  
Wann ruhest du, wann schlummerst du?  When will your rest, when will  
 You sleep?  
Beim Lispeln der Winde, der Vögelein,  The winds and the birds whisper,  
Ihr sehnenden Wünsche, wann schlaft ihr ein?  But when will you, yearning desires,  
 Slumber?  
 
Ach, wenn nicht mehr in goldne Fernen Ah! When my spirit no longer hastens 
Mein Geist auf Traumgefieder eilt,  On wings of dreams into golden  
 Distances,  
Nicht mehr an ewig fernen Sternen When my eyes no longer dwell  
 Yearningly 
Mit sehnendem Blick mein Auge weilt; On eternally remote stars; 
Dann lispeln die Winde, die Vögelein Then shall the winds, the birds whisper 
Mit meinem Sehnen mein Leben ein.  My life – and my longing – to sleep.  
 
Translation by Richard Stokes 
 
Living in the Body (Joyce Sutphen) 
 
1. Burning the Woods of My Childhood 
I am burning the woods of my childhood tree by tree,  
I am warming myself by the fire of those days. 
I am remembering faces I no longer can see.  
 
And the places I loved that are gone from me 
And the roads and the paths and the open ways,  
I am burning the woods of my childhood, tree by tree. 
 
Where the elm trees stood, where the fox ran free,  
And we listened to the owl and the screeching jays,  
I am remembering the faces I can no longer see.  
 
For those who walked under the pines with me,  
Who cannot join me at the fire as I sit and gaze,  
I am remembering the woods of my childhood tree by tree.  
 
Thinking old dreams that no longer can be 
Watching them fall into ashes, the reds into grays 
I am remembering the faces I can no longer see 
 
While the fire goes low and night is around me,  
The memory of that time rises up from the haze.  
I am burning the woods of my childhood tree by tree, 
I am remembering the faces I no longer can see. 
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2. Living in the Body 
Body is something you need in order to stay 
on this planet and you only get one. 
And no matter which one you get, it will not 
be satisfactory. It will not be beautiful 
enough, it will not be fast enough, it will 
not keep on for days at a time, but will 
pull you down into a sleepy swamp and 
demand apples and coffee and chocolate cake. 
 
Body is a thing you have to carry 
from one day into the next. Always the 
same eyebrows over the same eyes in the same 
skin when you look in the mirror, and the 
same creaky knee when you get up from the 
floor and the same wrist under the watchband. 
The changes you can make are small and 
costly—better to leave it as it is. 
 
Body is a thing that you have to leave 
eventually. You know that because you have 
seen others do it, others who were once like you, 
living inside their pile of bones and 
flesh, smiling at you, loving you, 
leaning in the doorway, talking to you 
for hours and then one day they 
are gone. No forwarding address. 
 
3. Not for Burning 
I come across your old letters,  
the words still clinging to the page,  
holding on to their places patiently,  
with no intention of abandoning  
the white spaces. They say  
that you will always love me 
and reading them again I almost  
believe it, but I suspect  
that they are heretics, that later,  
in the fire they will deny it all.  
 
Then I remember something I once 
read (my memory is filled with voices  
of the dead): that it is a heretic which  
makes the fire, and that I am more guilty 
than your words, poor pilgrims who trusted  
the road you sent them down and kept  
severely to the way. I forgive them;  
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I let them live to proclaim freely what  
they thought would always be true. 
 
4. Lost at Table 
The weave in the green table cloth  
is open. Enter, it says, and I do,  
sinking down into warp and woof,  
snug in a tiny linen homestead, somewhere  
east of candlestick and west of tapestry napkin.  
And if my disappearance is noticed, 
they have ways to bring me back again:  
conversation will hover, like heat detecting  
helicopters over endless acres of cornfields 
and find me sleeping between the rows 
or walking aimlessly, singing my song, 
to turn a thousand ears from green to gold. 
 
5. Bring on the Rain 
Bring on the rain and bang the leafy  
drum with sudden sticks of water. 
Pull down the silver-chained curtain  
and fill the window with streams  
of widest water falling through  
the shoreless air.  
 
Let the rainy sky be filled with jazz: 
drizzling saxophones, rivers of 
trumpet, xylophone pools.  
Send down some Billie Holiday 
to write sorrow on our  
dusty hearts.  
 
And long may the rain fall, whispering 
in a green tongue, just a summer’s night  
slipping like a silk dress over the  
lovely bones of earth,  
misty in the fields.  
 
6. Crossroads 
The second half of my life will be black  
to the white rind of the old and fading moon. 
The second half of my life will be water 
over the cracked floor of these desert years.  
I will land on my feet this time,  
knowing at least two languages and who my friends are 
I will dress for the occasion, and my hair shall be 
whatever color I please.  
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Everyone will go on celebrating the old 
birthday, counting the years as usual,  
but I will count myself new from this 
inception, this imprint of my own desire.  
The second half of my life will be swift,  
past leaning fenceposts, a gravel shoulder,  
asphalt tickets, the beckon of the open road.  
The second half of my life will be wide-eyed,  
fingers sifting through fine sands,  
arms loose at my sides, wandering feet.  
There will be new dreams every night,  
and the drapes will never be closed.  
I will toss my string of keys into a deep 
well, and old letters into the grate.  
 
 

M E E T  T H E  A R T I S T S  
 

Noted by the Boston Globe for her “intensely lyrical” singing, soprano 
Elissa Alvarez is committed to the exploration of unconventional 
programming and enjoys solo, chamber, and ensemble work spanning 
early music to repertoire of the twenty-first century, across multiple 
genres. Recent engagements include appearances with George Mason 
University’s Grand Piano Celebration at the Center for the Arts, in recital 
with saxophonist Jennifer Bill at the Boston University Tanglewood 
Institute, Mostly Moss – a celebration of the works of composer Lawrence 
Moss, and performances with the Handel and Haydn Society at the New 
York Philharmonic. Now in her tenth year as a core member of H&H, she 
has appeared with the period ensemble at Tanglewood, Boston’s Jordan 
and Symphony Halls, and the Metropolitan Museum of Art. Other recent 
affiliations include performances as a guest artist with the Brandeis-
Wellesley Orchestra, Tufts University’s New at Noon new music series, 
Bucknell University’s Debussy Centenary Symposium, Georgia Southern 
University’s Piano in the Arts Concert Series, "The Ghosts of Weimar" 
cabaret at the University of Delaware and the Lilypad, Cambridge, MA, 
“Una Voz, Un Mundo," a celebration of Latin American song for Latin 
American Heritage Month in New York City, as well as the New England 
Classical Singers, Coro Allegro, the Handel Society of Dartmouth, and the 
Picasso Machinery salon series in Brooklyn, NY. She is a founding 
member of Boston’s JEY Trio with saxophonist Jennifer Bill and pianist 
Yoshiko Kline. The works of Latin American composers feature 
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substantially in Dr. Alvarez’s research and performance. Other areas of 
interest include rock, punk, and heavy metal, interdisciplinary 
performance art, the role of art in social justice, and bicycles. Dr. Alvarez 
completed her studies at the University of Cincinnati College-
Conservatory of Music and Boston University. Prior to joining the faculty 
of George Mason University, she served as Visiting Assistant Professor of 
Music at Bucknell University.  
 
A dedicated and multifaceted musician and educator, saxophonist and 
conductor, Dr. Jennifer Bill, has performed in Asia, throughout Europe 
and the United States.  Her poignant performance style captivates 
audiences around the globe.  Dr. Bill is a Selmer Artist. A versatile 
saxophonist, Dr. Bill has performed as a soloist and a contemporary 
chamber musician with a diverse group of artists including vocalists, 
clarinetists, cellists, flutists, violinists, taped media, percussionists, wind 
quintet, and dancers.  For over a decade she has been working with visual 
artist Linnea Maas in the experimentation of the auralvisual in a 
collaboration named BRUSH|REED.  She is also a founding member of 
the Pharos Quartet, J.E.Y., and ēmergere. Her debut album, Divergent 
Reflections, was released in 2019. As a conductor, Dr. Bill currently leads 
the Boston University Concert Band and is an active clinician throughout 
New England. She has been a guest conductor with the Hong Kong Wind 
Ensemble and has led ensembles on tours through Ireland and Italy. Dr. 
Bill is currently faculty at Boston University, Boston College, Rhode 
Island College, Stonehill College, Pine Manor College, and the Boston 
University Tanglewood Institute.  Dr. Bill is also the sole organizer, 
director, and officer of Music Performance & Education, Inc. 
 
Equally at home on modern and period instruments, violist Anna Griffis 
has given recitals in Mexico, Turkey, Austria, Taiwan, Italy, and 
throughout North America. Originally from Annapolis, MD, she has 
performed at the Kennedy Center and the National Cathedral, and made 
her concerto debut with the Baltimore Symphony at Meyerhoff Hall. She 
is a member of the New Bedford Symphony (principal), Albany 
Symphony, Hartford Symphony, and Les Bostonades, and performs with 
the Rhode Island Philharmonic, Emmanuel Music, Boston Modern 
Orchestra Project, Odyssey Opera, Boston Pops, and Blue Heron. She co-
founded Trio Speranza, prize winners at the 2014 Early Music America 
baroque competition, and is violist and executive director of the new 
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music group Ludovico Ensemble with whom she has upcoming 
performances at the ICA Boston, Mass MOCA, and the Andy Warhol 
Museum in Pittsburgh. Anna studied at Lawrence University, The Hartt 
School of Music, Tanglewood Music Center, and Boston University. In 
addition to her performing career, she is on faculty at the Dana Hall 
School of Music, maintains a private studio, oversees P.R. for the Tufts 
University Music Department, and is a freelance publications and design 
specialist. She lives in the great neighborhood of Lower Allston with her 
bassoonist husband and their cat, Pig. 
 
Dr. Eunae Ko Han received her DMA in Collaborative Piano at the 
University of Maryland in College Park (UMCP).  She has extensive 
experience as an accompanist and a chamber musician, performing in 
numerous concerts and recitals throughout United States, Korea, China 
and Japan.  She held positions as opera coach at Seoul National University 
and UMCP, and has wide repertoire of vocal works including operas, 
oratorios, choral and song literatures.  She received McCoy Award for 
Collaborative Pianist, First Place in Ulrich Competition at UMCP and 
received rave review from the Washington Post for her performance of 
Mozart’s opera, “Impresario”, at the Clarice Smith Performing Arts 
Center.  Recently, she recorded a chamber music CD as well as a classical 
CD with violinist Jihae Park.  She currently serves as the music director 
for New Life Foundation (NLF), which supports young, underprivileged 
musicians. 
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Faculty Artist Series Spring 2020 
 

Friday, February 7, 7:00pm 
Dr. Elissa Alvarez 

Soprano 
 

Sunday, February 9, 3:00pm 
The Gunston Ensemble 

Strings & Piano 
 

Sunday, February 9, 7:00pm 
Prof. Kerry Wilkerson 

Bass-Baritone 
 

Sunday, February 16, 7:00pm 
The Artemis Trio 

Flute, Horn, & Piano 
 

Friday, February 21, 8:00pm 
Profs. Christopher Jewell & Emily Foster 

Bassoon & Oboe 
 

Sunday, February 23, 3:00pm 
Dr. Kathleen Mulcahy 

Clarinet 
 

Sunday, February 23, 7:00pm 
Dr. Eunae Ko Han 

Piano 
 

Sunday, March 1, 3:00pm 
Dr. David Porter 

Tuba 
 

Sunday, March 1, 7:00pm 
Dr. Anna Balakerskaia & Friends 

Piano & More 
 

All events in the Faculty Artist Series are open to the public  
and admission is courtesy of the School of Music. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

George Mason University School of Music 
For more information and a complete listing of concerts and recitals, 

visit the web site at music.gmu.edu 
 

George Mason University is a registered All-Steinway School 
 

 
The use of cameras and video or tape recorders without  

prior permission is strictly prohibited. 
Notice: For your own safety, LOOK for your nearest EXIT.  
In case of emergency, WALK, do not RUN, to that EXIT. 

 

 


