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PROGRAM 
 

Blowin’ in the Wind Bob Dylan 

 b. 1941 
Michael Davidson, tenor & guitar 
Madeleine Wething, violin 
Sally Murphy, cello 
Jacob Long, percussion 

 
Black Angels George Crumb 
 b. 1929 

I. Departure 
Threnody I: Night of the Electric Insects 
Sounds of Bones and Flutes  
Lost Bells 
Devil-music 
Danse Macabre 
 

II. Absence 
Pavana Lachrymae 
Threnody II: Black Angels! 
Sarabanda de la Muerte Oscura 
Lost Bells (Echo) 
 

III. Return 
God-music 
Ancient Voices 
Ancient Voices (Echo) 
Threnody III: Night of the Electric Insects 

 

Madeleine Wething, violin I 
Arman Nasrinpay, violin II 
Caitlyn Fukai, viola 
Sally Murphy, cello 
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With God on Our Side Dylan 
Masters of War 
Gates of Eden 
A Hard Rain's a-Gonna Fall 
 
Sifting Through the Ruins Libby Larsen 
 b. 1950 

I. … Jeff Hardy… 
II. To the Towers Themselves 
III. Don’t look for me anymore 

     from the "wailing wall" at Grand Central Terminal 
IV. Untitled 
V. Someone Passes 

 

Katelyn Mattson-Levy, soprano 
Caitlyn Fukai, viola 
Matthew Piatt, piano 

 
Shelter from the Storm Dylan 
 
 

NOTES 
 
The self-proclaimed “Poet Laureate of Rock and Roll” and recent Nobel 
Prize-winner Bob Dylan needs little in the way of introduction to either 
his output or lasting legacy. Phoenix-like, Dylan’s musical career has 
seen many flashes and rebirths in the last half-century, but the magic of 
his words and melodies persists. The interpolation of his songs amid the 
works of Libby Larsen and George Crumb, however, does beg 
contemplation of the social function of music amid times of rest and 
unrest. The popular reach of Dylan’s songs, their root in folk music, and 
their deep associations with the unrest of the 1960s does diminish their 
relevance to successive generations. Their potency stems perhaps from 
their ability to question us more so than their ability to give convenient 
comfort. Like Crumb, Dylan harkens the ears to the cyclical nature of 
content and discontent, movement and stasis, peace and conflict. 
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Black Angels exhibits composer George Crumb’s gift for drawing out 
new timbres and expressive potentials out of familiar combinations of 
instruments, in this case the perennial genre of the string quartet, 
reimaged by Crumb as an amplified “electric string quartet.” Begun as a 
commission for the University of Michigan in the late 1960s, Crumb soon 
found himself responding to the contemporary crisis of the Vietnam 
War, inscribing the score with the note “finished on Friday the 
Thirteenth, March 1970 (in tempore belli)”—"time of war,” a gesture to 
Franz Joseph Haydn’s own Missa in tempore belli from 1796. In a blog 
post for the new music website New Music Box, the composer wrote: “I 
think that Black Angels should inspire a sense of terror although, toward 
the end, I introduce a note of optimism. As black as things are, there is a 
progression from the dark to the light over the course of the work, even 
though the final page again has a flashback to the hysterical music of 
the opening page. It’s not uniformly black, but the prevailing sense is 
probably very much that.”  

Subtitled “Thirteen Images from the Dark Land,” the work exhibits an 
intricate use of numerology in the structure and organization of its 
musical material, particularly with the numbers 7 and 13, which Crumb 
juxtaposes and compounds as symbolic of good and evil. At the 
beginning, middle, and end of the piece are three threnodies, or 
laments, for the entire quartet. The middle movement “Threnody II” 
takes the title of the entire piece as its own label, playing on frantic 
inversions of light and dark. Around these, Crumb structures a vast 
musical palindrome, the number of performers in each movement 
mirrored around the central threnody. (Early movements also receive 
“echoes” later in the work.) The individual parts are highly virtuosic, 
demanding a range of performance techniques and the capacity to play 
on various percussion instruments such as maracas and crystal glasses 
for highly unsettling effects.  

The piece was programmed regularly by various quartets in the 
aftermath of 9/11. Crumb himself sensed a metaphoric return of the 
pendulum in the intervening decades since its premiere: “I think that 
when I hear this piece played in very recent times, I’m struck with the 
haunting sense that here we go again. We’re heading right into a very 
dark period for America. It’s surprisingly reminiscent of so many things 
that worried us about the Vietnam time. I heard the piece played several 
times just in the last year and a half and I kind of shudder that things 
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move in cycles. We get ourselves into these awful, abysmal messes. We 
can’t seem to avoid that every so often in our history.” 

The career of Minneapolis-based composer Libby Larsen springs from 
roots of strong eclecticism. From a youth spent singing Gregorian 
chants as well as heading rock bands, Larsen has amassed a catalogue 
of over four hundred works. In addition to numerous residencies at 
orchestras across America, she is a founding member of the American 
Composers Forum, an important network for new composers and new 
works.  

Written in the aftermath of 9/11, Libby Larsen’s 2005 song cycle Sifting 
Through the Ruins comprises five potent movements for voice, piano, 
and viola, a probing musical sifting through the fragments of lives lost, 
disrupted, and left in confusion. Mezzo-soprano Suzanne Mentzer 
herself approached Larsen with texts she collected in the wake of the 
attack on the Twin Towers, most from anonymous sources. The 
composer intuitively hit on the nature of these selections—“The words 
are startlingly simple, innocent, direct, and bereft of contrivance. In 
short, they are authentic.” The title of the first song refers to bass player 
and executive chef Jeffrey Harris who worked in the North Tower, just 
floors above the first impact site. This lament wanders through states of 
disbelief depicted in the text, the viola having explicit instructions to 
keen as if a mourner. “To the Towers Themselves,” a setting of another 
anonymous text, personifies the Twin Towers. Criticizing them as “two 
dumb guys, beer-drinking MBA’s,” the song moves through alternating 
state of agitation and poignant reflection at the loss of these “young 
men lost at war.” The central movement “Don’t look for me anymore” 
hauntingly takes the perspective of a victim who relieves their would-be 
rescuers of the challenge to locate them amid the ruins. The text of the 
fourth song collects words on the countless shrines and memorials that 
sprung up around New York City in the weeks following 9/11. Keening 
once more, the instruments follow the voice’s journey among these 
descriptions and the lost and missing lives they symbolize. The final 
movement “Someone Passes” begins with an extended solo for the 
viola, which fuses with the piano to produce a musical heartbeat that 
accompanies the poignant realization that heart adjusts to tragedy, but 
not without pain.   

—Ryan M. Prendergast 
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TEXTS 

1

With God on Our Side · Bob Dylan 
 

Oh my name it ain't nothin' 
My age it means less 
The country I come from 
Is called the Midwest 
I was taught and brought up there 
The laws to abide 
And that land that I live in 
Has God on its side. 
 

I've learned to hate the Russians 
All through my whole life 
If another war comes 
It's them we must fight 
To hate them and fear them 
To run and to hide 
And accept it all bravely 
With God on my side. 
 

But now we got weapons 
Of chemical dust 
If fire them we're forced to 
Then fire them we must 
One push of the button 
And a shot the world wide 
And you never ask questions 
When God's on your side. 
 

Through many a dark hour 
I've been thinkin' about this 
That Jesus Christ was 
Betrayed by a kiss 
But I can't think for you 
You'll have to decide 
Whether Judas Iscariot 
Had God on his side. 
 

So now as I'm leavin' 
I'm weary as Hell 
The confusion I'm feelin' 
Ain't no tongue can tell 
The words fill my head 
And then fall to the floor 
That if God's on our side 
He'll stop the next war. 
 
Masters of War · Bob Dylan 
 

Come you masters of war 
You that build all the guns 
You that build the death planes 
You that build all the bombs 
You that hide behind walls 
You that hide behind desks 

2

I just want you to know 
I can see through your masks. 
 

You that never done nothin' 
But build and destroy 
You play with my world 
Like it's your little toy 
You put a gun in my head 
And you hide from my eyes 
And you turn and run farther 
When the fast bullets fly. 
 

You fasten the triggers 
For the others to fire 
Then you sit back and watch 
While the death count gets higher 
You hide in your mansion 
While young people's blood 
Flows out of their bodies 
And is buried in the mud. 
 

Let me ask you one question 
Is your money that good? 
Will it buy you forgiveness? 
Do you think that it could? 
I think you will find 
When your death takes its toll 
All the money you made 
Will never buy back your soul. 
 
Gates of Eden · Bob Dylan 
 

Of war and peace the truth just twists 
Its curfew gull it glides 
Upon four-legged forest clouds 
The cowboy angel rides 
With his candle lit into the sun 
Though its glow is waxed in black 
All except when 'neath the trees of Eden. 
 

The lamppost stands with folded arms 
Its iron claws attached 
To curbs 'neath holes where babies wail 
Though it shadows metal badge 
All and all can only fall 
With a crashing but meaningless blow 
No sound ever comes from the Gates of Eden. 
 

The savage soldier sticks his head in sand 
And then complains 
Unto the shoeless hunter who's gone deaf 
But still remains 
Upon the beach where hound dogs bay 
At ships with tattooed sails 
Heading for the Gates of Eden 
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The foreign sun, it squints upon 
A bed that is never mine 
As friends and other strangers 
From their fates try to resign 
Leaving men wholly, totally free 
To do anything they wish to do but die 
And there are no trials inside the Gates of Eden. 
 

At dawn my lover comes to me 
And tells me of her dreams 
With no attempts to shovel the glimpse 
Into the ditch of what each one means 
At times I think there are no words 
But these to tell what's true 
And there are no truths outside the Gates of 

Eden. 
 
A Hard Rain's a-Gonna Fall · Bob Dylan 
 

Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son? 
And where have you been, my darling young 

one? 
I've stumbled on the side of twelve misty 

mountains, 
I've walked and I've crawled on six crooked 

highways, 
I've stepped in the middle of seven sad forests, 
I've been out in front of a dozen dead oceans, 
I've been ten thousand miles in the mouth of a 

graveyard, 
And it's a hard, and it's a hard, it's a hard, and 

it's a hard, 
And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall. 
 

Oh, what did you see, my blue-eyed son? 
Oh, what did you see, my darling young one? 
I saw a newborn baby with wild wolves all 

around it, 
I saw a highway of diamonds with nobody on it, 
I saw a black branch with blood that kept 

drippin', 
I saw a room full of men with their hammers a-

bleedin', 
I saw a white ladder all covered with water, 
I saw ten thousand talkers whose tongues were 

all broken, 
I saw guns and sharp swords in the hands of 

young children, 
And it's a hard, and it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a 

hard, 
And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall. 
 

And what did you hear, my blue-eyed son? 
And what did you hear, my darling young one? 
I heard the sound of a thunder, it roared out a 

warnin', 
Heard the roar of a wave that could drown the 

whole world, 

4

Heard one hundred drummers whose hands 
were a-blazin', 

Heard ten thousand whisperin' and nobody 
listenin', 

Heard one person starve, I heard many people 
laughin' 

Heard the song of a poet who died in the gutter, 
Heard the sound of a clown who cried in the 

alley, 
And it's a hard, and it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a 

hard, 
And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall. 
 

Oh, what'll you do now, my blue-eyed son? 
Oh, what'll you do now, my darling young one? 
I'm a-goin' back out 'fore the rain starts a-fallin', 
I'll walk to the depths of the deepest black 

forest, 
Where the people are many and their hands are 

all empty, 
Where the pellets of poison are flooding their 

waters, 
Where the home in the valley meets the damp 

dirty prison, 
Where the executioner's face is always well-

hidden 
Where hunger is ugly, where souls are forgotten, 
Where black is the color, where none is the 

number, 
And I'll tell it and think it and speak it and 

breathe it, 
And reflect it from the mountain so all souls can 

see it, 
Then I'll stand on the ocean until I start sinkin', 
But I'll know my song well before I start singin', 
And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, 
It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall. 
 
Sifting Through the Ruins · Libby Larsen 
 
I. ...Jeff Hardy... 
 

Sometimes it feels like it's been forever. 
Sometimes it feels like it just happened. 
Sometimes it feels like it never happened. 
But it is real. 
 

Now I walk by the new site, almost daily. 
I find it hard to look at. 
There is his name, etched in stone. 
 
II. To the Towers Themselves 
 

They were never my favorites, 
Not the Carmen Miranda Chrysler, 
Nor the Rockefeller's magic boxes, 
Nor the Empire, which I think would have killed 

us all if she fell. 
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They were two young dumb guys, 
Swaggering across the skyline. 
Beer-drinking MBA's 
Not too bright. 
Now that they are gone, 
They are like young men 
Lost at war, 
Not having had their life yet. 
 

They are lost like cannon fodder, 
Like farm boys throughout time, 
Stunned to death, 
Not knowing what hit them, 
And beloved 
By the weeping mothers left behind. 
 
III. Don't look for me anymore 
 

Don't look for me anymore, 
It's late and you're tired, 
Your feet ache standing atop the ruins of our 

twins 
Day after day searching for a trace of me, 
Your eyes burning red, 
Your hands cut, bleeding 
Your hands sifting through the ruins 
And your back crooked from endless hours of 

labor. 
Don't look for me anymore. 
It's my turn. 
 
IV. Untitled 
 

We keep them in our hearts and prayers, 
Battalion 7 Ladder 12 Engine 3. 
500 illegal immigrants unnamed. 
Nick Brandemasti 
5'10" 
190 lbs, 
Dark brown hair 
Hazel eyes 
21 years old, 
Employed by Keefe, Broyette and Woods 
Two World Trade Center 
89th floor, 
Wearing: dark blue dress shirt, gray slacks, black 

shoes, 
and a silver Omega watch with a blue face. 
Characteristics: collection of freckles in horse-

shoe shape over right clavicle, cleft chin. 
 
V. Someone Passes 
 

Missing— 
At first you were missing. Now I just miss you. 
 

The heart stops briefly when 
Someone dies, 
A quick pain 

6

As you hear the news, and 
Someone passes 
From your outside life to inside. 
Slowly the heart adjusts 
To its new weight. 
 
Shelter from the Storm · Bob Dylan 
 

'Twas in another lifetime, one of toil and blood 
When blackness was a virtue the road was full of 

mud 
I came in from the wilderness, a creature void of 

form. 
"Come in," she said, "I'll give ya shelter from 

the storm." 
 

I was burned out from exhaustion, buried in the 
hail, 

Poisoned in the bushes an' blown out on the 
trail, 

Hunted like a crocodile, ravaged in the corn. 
"Come in," she said, "I'll give ya shelter from 

the storm." 
 

Suddenly I turned around and she was standin' 
there 

With silver bracelets on her wrists and flowers in 
her hair. 

She walked up to me so gracefully and took my 
crown of thorns. 

"Come in," she said, "I'll give ya shelter from 
the storm." 

 

In a little hilltop village, they gambled for my 
clothes. 

I bargained for salvation and she gave me a 
lethal dose. 

I offered up my innocence I got repaid with 
scorn. 

"Come in," she said, "I'll give ya shelter from 
the storm." 

 

Well, I'm livin' in a foreign country but I'm bound 
to cross the line. 

Beauty walks a razor's edge, someday I'll make it 
mine. 

If I could only turn back the clock to when God 
and her were born. 

"Come in," she said, "I'll give ya shelter from 
the storm." 
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BIOGRAPHIES 
 

Born in 1991, Madeleine Wething 
began playing the violin at age five. 
This year, Madeleine played with the 
Columbus Indiana Philharmonic and 
the Terre Haute Symphony and won 
the 2018 Southern Illinois Young Artist 
Organization Competition. Previous 
orchestral experience includes being 

selected to play in the Netherlands Philharmonic-CvA Academy, playing 
in the NJO Dutch Orchestra Tour and concerts with The Ithaca College 
Symphony and Chamber Orchestra. Madeleine took part in the Charles 
Castleman String Quartet Program, Promisek Bach Workshop, Round 
Top Music Festival, String Academy in France, the 33rd International 
Music Festival of Portogruaro, and Masterclass Virtuosi in Verona, Italy. 
She performed in masterclasses of Anner Bijlsma, Liza Ferschtman, and 
Elmar Oliveira. Influential teachers include Ilya Grubert, Nicholas 
DiEugenio, and Katie Lansdale. Madeleine is a master’s student at 
Indiana University where she studies with Prof. Kevork Mardirossian. 
 

Arman Nasrinpay began playing the violin at 
the age of 10 and has performed at the 
Kennedy Center, Strathmore Music Center, the 
Meyerhoff Symphony Hall, and the 
Shakespeare Theatre for Performing Arts. He 
was the assistant principal second violinist of 
the American Youth Philharmonic, principal 
second of the Londontowne Symphony 
Orchestra, assistant principal second of the 
Aspen Philharmonic, and assistant 
concertmaster of Indiana University’s Concert 

Orchestra. Arman won the Washington Performing Arts Society’s Feder 
Competition, the United States Army Young Artists Competition, and 
the Gretchen Hood String Competition. Along with competitions, 
Arman has performed in master classes given by Aaron Rosand, Zino 
Bogachek, Karina Canellakis, Dmitri Berlinsky, Victor Danchenko, Itzhak 
Rashkovsky, and Ani Schnarch. During summers, Arman played at the 
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Summit Music Festival, Kent Blossom Music Festival, Chautauqua Music 
Festival, Aspen Music Festival, and the Bowdoin International Music 
Festival. He studies at Indiana University as a Premiere Young Artist 
under Simin Ganatra of the Pacifica Quartet. 
 

Caitlyn Fukai, 25, is a violist from University 
Place, Washington. She recently graduated from 
the Indiana University Jacobs School of Music 
with a Performer Diploma and Master of Music 
in viola performance where she studied with 
Atar Arad. She graduated with her bachelor’s 
degree from the University of New Mexico in 
2015. While in Indiana, Caitlyn served as 
principal violist of the Richmond (Indiana) 
Symphony as well as assistant principal/principal 

of various IU orchestras. A great lover of chamber music, Caitlyn was a 
member of the string quartet seminar at the Music Academy of the West 
under the study of the renowned Takács Quartet in 2016. Her group, 
the Kirkwood Quartet, performs frequently in the greater Indianapolis 
area at different types of events and venues. This summer Caitlyn will 
also be playing at the Sarasota Music Festival. 
 

Sally Murphy began playing cello at the age of 
9, and has since vested her interests in both 
teaching and performance. She was the winner 
of the Young Artists division of the Colorado 
state MTNA competition and also won the 
MTNA West-Central region division. She has 
held several orchestral positions, including the 
Greeley Philharmonic Orchestra, Cheyenne 

Symphony Orchestra, where she served as the principal cellist, and 
ensembles throughout North Texas. Sally holds a Bachelor of Music 
degree from the University of Northern Colorado and a Master of Music 
from the University of North Texas, where she was a graduate teaching 
assistant and a member of the Bancroft String Quartet. Her primary 
teachers have included Barbara Thiem, Gal Faganel, and Nikola Ruzevic. 
In the fall, she plans to pursue a doctorate in cello performance at 
Indiana University, studying with Peter Stumpf. Sally plays on a cello 
loaned to her by the Carlsen Cello Foundation. 
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Katelyn Mattson-Levy, mezzo-soprano, has 
been recognized as an artist of great passion and 
sensitivity. Katelyn is a two-time award winner of 
the Metropolitan Opera's National Council 
Competition at the district level, first place 
recipient in the National Opera Association 
Competition, and a finalist in both the 
International Contemporary Opera Competition 
and Liederkrantz Foundation Competition. 
Operatic roles include Contessa Almaviva in Le 

Nozze di Figaro, Micaela in Carmen, Donna Elvira in Don Giovanni, Mimi 
in La Bohème, Fiordiligi in Così fan tutte, Lady Billows in Albert Herring, 
and Rosalinda in Die Fledermaus. On the concert stage, Katelyn has 
proven herself a recitalist of the highest caliber, described as 
"...performing with deeply emotional perspective” by the Bellingham 
Herald. Katelyn has performed with the Des Moines Metro Opera, 
Opera Kansas, Cincinnati Opera, Illinois Symphony Orchestra, Musica 
Sacra of Cincinnati, Chicago Chamber Orchestra, Southern Illinois Music 
Festival, and the Bellingham Festival of Music. She is a native of Sterling, 
Kansas and is an announcer with Kansas Public Radio. 
 

Matthew Piatt, a Victoria native, is in his 
seventh season as an assistant conductor and 
prompter with the Lyric Opera of Chicago. He 
has also served as an assistant conductor with 
San Francisco Opera since 2006. Matthew was 
the first pianist/coach to be awarded an Adler 
Fellowship with the San Francisco Opera. He 
has played keyboards with the San Francisco 
Opera orchestra in L’elisir d’amore, Nixon in 
China, and the world premieres 

of Appomattox by Philip Glass and The Gospel According to Mary 
Magdalene by Mark Adamo. He has performed with Renée Fleming and 
Yo-Yo Ma to promote arts education in Chicago Public Schools. 
Additional collaborations have included performances with David 
Daniels, Ailyn Perez, and Marjorie Owens. He earned his bachelor's 
degree in piano from the University of Houston, graduating summa cum 
laude. He received his master's in collaborative piano at the University 
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of Michigan, where he studied with Martin Katz. This month marks 
Matthew's fourth season with the Ad Astra Music Festival. 
 

Michael Davidson holds a Bachelor of Music 
degree in voice from Loyola University New 
Orleans and a Master of Music degree in voice 
from the University of Kansas. While at the 
University of Kansas, he was on stage in 
several operas including as Ferando in 
Mozart’s Cosi Fan Tutte. Professionally, he has 
sung with both the New Orleans Opera and 
The Kansas City Lyric Opera choruses, as well 
as the Eutin Summer Opera Festival in Eutin, 
Germany. Michael has performed now in two 
choruses accompanying Placido Domingo, and 

has worked with some of the nation’s foremost vocal coaches including 
John Wustman, Martin Katz, Russell Miller, and Leonardo Vordoni. 
Currently Michael teaches vocal music at Russell High School and 
Ruppenthal Middle School. Michael’s most recent projects include 
directing/producing Cinderella at RHS and directing music for Godspell 
at Barton County Community College. 
 

Percussionist Jacob Long is currently in his 
third year of study at Kansas State University 
to earn a Bachelor of Arts in music. He is 
involved in numerous ensembles at K-State, 
including The Kansas State University Concert 
Band, Percussion Ensemble, Lab A Jazz Band, 
and African Ensemble, and he has appeared 
and performed with numerous faculty, 
university choir, and instrumental ensembles. 
In his spare time, he performs with musical 
theater productions around the Manhattan-
Junction City area. Once he completes his 

degree, he intends to continue his pursuit of musical theater and 
become a studio musician.   
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