
Barkarole, Op. 17, No. 6______________ Richard Strauss
Ich trage meine Minne, Op. 32, No. 1	 (1864-1949)

Schlechtes Wetter, Op 6, No. 5
Heimliche Aufforderung, Op. 27, No. 3

Hölderlin Fragmente____________________Hans Eisler   
	 An die Hoffnung	         (1898-1962)

	 Andenken
	 Elegie 1943	
	 Die Heimat
	 An eine Stadt
	 Erinnerung

Six Duets________________________ Thomas Pasatieri
	 The Silver Swan	 (b. 1945)

	 The Fountain
	 Remember	
	 The Little Stone
	 Ave Maria
	 TheThread of Life

– Intermission –

Il était une fois à la cour d’Eisenach 
from Les Contes d’Hoffmann_______ Jacques Offenbach

		  (1819-1880)

Au fond du temple saint  
from Les Pêcheurs de Perles_ ___________ George Bizet

		  (1838-1875)

I am in need of music___________________ Ben Moore
This heart that flutters	 (b. 1960)

In the dark pine-wood
Bright cap and streamers

I Don’t Wanna Rock and Roll___________Maury Yeston
		  (b. 1945) 

How Can I Keep from Singing  
(American Folksong)_____________ arr. Richard Walters

Special thanks to the members of Phi Mu Alpha Sinfonia for their assistance with this evening’s 
performance. Audience members are reminded to silence alarm watches, pagers and cellular phones 
before the performance. As a matter of courtesy and copyright law, no recording or unauthorized 

photographing is allowed. The Moore Musical Arts Center is a nonsmoking facility.
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Meet the Artists

Ellen Scholl spent 15 years singing professionally in Europe, where 
she presented recitals and performed extensively in operas and orato-
rios. She holds a bachelor’s degree from Northern Illinois University 
and a master’s degree from De Paul University. After teaching and 
performing in the Chicago area, she moved to Hagen, Germany, to 
begin her European career. Scholl later moved to Munich to sing at 
the Bavarian State Opera and, in 1988, to Kiel with her husband 
Christopher. Her opera roles include Cherubino in The Marriage of 
Figaro, Dorabella in Cosi fan tutte, Octavian in Der Rosenkavalier and 
Conception in L’Heure Espangole. Her oratorio roles include Attalia 
and Elijah. Scholl has also been featured on German television and 
radio, singing with the North German Radio, Bavarian Radio and 
ZDF (Central German Television). While in Germany, she was a 
member of the voice faculty at the Christian Albrecht Universitaet 
in Kiel. Presently an adjunct member of the voice faculty at Findlay 
University and BGSU, she continues to be an active performer in 
recitals and oratorios around the country.

On holidays, dark women walk on the silken ground in March when 
the length of day and night are equals.

And slowly over the piers of golden dreams are rocked heavily and 
pulled in the air.

Elegie 1943 (Elegy 1943)
As when the old water in wrath transforms in to something more 

terrible and returns,
The unheard battle ripens and grows, more weighted from  

year to year.
That covers man’s head widely in pale darkness.
Who brought the curse?
It’s not from today or yesterday.
Our fathers were unaware of those who first lost the measure.
It’s been too long that the dying enjoy the fear of their  

neighbor’s leader.
And restless, confused and troubled Chaos is the same
The restless gender that wishes for,is wild and despondent  

and life is cold from worry.

Die Heimat (My Homeland)
The boatman turns homeward on the mute river
 from distant islands, where he has been gathering his harvest;
 gladly would I also turn toward home now;
 but what have I gathered except sorrow?

 You lovely banks that brought me up,
 Ah, can you give me, peace again
 when I come to you woods of my childhood?

An Eine Stadt (To a City)
Long have I loved you. I should like, for my pleasure,
To call you “Mother” and to present to you an artless song,
To you, the most beautiful city of the Fatherland,
As far as I have seen.

As the bird of the forest flies over the peaks,
so the bridge lightly and strongly swings itself
Swing over the stream’s current
there where it gleams past you -
The bridge that wagons and men cross over is light and strong.
As I walked into the mountains that seemed so attractive past,
the magic captured me as well.
You gave refugees cool shadows, the bank watched as the sound of 

the waves rand in the beautiful picture.

Shrubs bloomed downward to the joyful valley
where, leaned against the hills or caressing the shore,
your merry streets
rest under scented gardens.

Errinerung  (Memory)
O holy heart of the people, O homeland
Full of patience as silent mother earth and full of mistakes 
While in the depths, the stranger have taken your “best”
They harvest your thoughts and your spirit.
They pick your grapes yet mock you.
And position vines so that you stagger to the ground wild  

and confused.
Yet, you don’t choose to hide your beauties from me.
I have often stood and overlooked the lovely green of the  

distant garden
High up in the air on your mountain and have seen you.
And on the shore I saw your cities bloom, so noble
Where industry in the work place is silent.
Where knowledge, your mild sun enlightens the artist to  

become serious




