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Preludes for Guitar, No.' s 1,3 &4 

Stephen Earls, Guitar 

Prelude and Fugue in B Flat Minor 
Prelude and Fugue in D Minor 

Anna Sears, Piano 

Nun Wandre Marie, song by Hugo Wolf 
Ringst ist der Weld, gypsy song by Dvorak 

Alexandra Hughes, Soprano 
Peter Golub, Piano 

INTERMISSION 

C-Minor Phantasie (No.4), K-475 

Anna Seers, Piano 

Carriage Barn 

H. Villa Lobos 

J.s. Bach 

Mozart 

Leftovers for Guitar, Violin. end Percussion (November 1972) 
in 3 portions Stephen P. Earls 

1. Morsels 
2. Canned Vegetables 
3. Turkey Hash 

Stephen Earls, Acoustic Guitar 
Mitehell Markowitz, Violin 

• 

Peter Golub, Xylophone and Glockenspiel 
David Jacobson, Piano 
Richard Harris, Chimes 
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Woodwind Quartet 

Edith Bicknell, Oboe 
Deborah Morse, Flute 
Gunnar Schonbeck, Clarinet 
Edward Whiteside, Bassoon 

"Os:tinato" from Mikrokosmos, Vol. VI 

Anna Sears , Piano 

-

Eric Dash 

Bartok 



NUN WANDRE MARIE (translation) Sung by St . Joseph 

Walk. on Mary 
ever on. 

The cocks are already crowing, 
and the place is near. 

Walk on, my love, 
my treasure, 
and soon we shall be 
in Bethlehem. 

'l'here you shall rest 
end sleep. 
The cocks are already crowing, 
and the place is near. 

I see -- dear wife and lady -
your strength ebbing, 
your agony 
I can hardly bear. 

Have courage! We shall find 
some shelter there. 
The cocks are already crowing 
and the place is near 

If your hour of pain 
were already over, Mary, 
I would well reward 
the bringer of such good news. 

This little ass here 
I would gladly give him! 
The cocks are already crowing, 
come - the place is near. 

SILENT WOODS (translation)Rings Ist der Weld 

Calm lies the wood 
So peaceful and still 
I hear t he fearful beating of my heart 
I hear the fearful beating of my heart 
This black haze wraps me in a cloud 
And hides the tears falling from my cheeks. 

This grief exists deep in my heart 
Where I would feign conceal it 
Where I would feign conceal it 
A grief that revenge may never kn0\'1 
Till welcome death shall heal it. 
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