Drum Taps

(Full Texts)

PART I

“Beat! Beat Drums!”   Whitman  (excerpts)
(Choir)

Poet:
Beat! Beat! Drums- blow! Bugles, Blow!


Through the windows- through doors- burst like a ruthless force,


Into the solemn church, and scatter the congregation,


Into the school where the scholar is studying;


Leave not the bridegroom quiet- no happiness must he have



Now with his bride,  


Nor the peaceful farmer any peace, ploughing his field



Or gathering his grain,


So fierce you whirr and pound, you drums-



So shrill you bugles blow.

(Alto  Soloist)

Pennant:
Come up here, bard, bard,



Come up here, soul, soul,



Come up here dear little child,



To fly in the clouds and winds with me,



And play with me in the measureless light.

(Tenor Soloist) 

Child:
Father what is that in the sky

Beckoning to me with long finger?

And what does it say to me all the while?

(Baritone Soloist)

Father:
Nothing my babe you see in the sky,


And nothing at all to you it says-


But look you my babe,


Look at these dazzling things in the houses,


And see you the money shops opening,


And see you the vehicles preparing to crawl


Along the streets with goods;


These, ah these,  how valued and toil’d for these!


How envied by all the earth!

(Soprano and Tenor Soloists)

Child:
O father it is alive- it is full of people- it has children,


And now it seems to me it is talking to its children,


I hear it- it talks to me- O it is wonderful!


O it stretches- it spreads and runs so fast- O my father,


It is so broad it covers the whole sky.

(Choir)

Poet:
I see and hear not strips of cloth alone,


I hear the tramp of armies,


I hear the challenging sentry,


I hear the jubilant shouts of millions of men,


I hear Liberty!


Side of my banner broad and blue,


Side of my starry banner,


Discarding peace over all the sea and land.

(Soprano, Alto, Tenor Soloists)

Child:
O my father, I like not the houses,


They will never to me be anything,



Nor do I like money,


But to mount up there I would like,



O father dear, that banner I like,


That pennant I would be and must be.

(Baritone Soloist)

Father:
Child of mine you fill me with anguish,


To be that pennant would be too fearful.


Little you know what it is this day,



And after this day, forever.

(Choir)

Poet:
…O you banner leading the day


With stars brought from the night!…


I too leave the rest- great as it is, it is nothing-



Houses, machines are nothing- I see them not,


I see but you, O warlike pennant!


O banner so broad, with stripes, I sing you only,


Flying up there in the wind.

PART II

1)  “Ode Of The War Wife”  Doan Thi Diem, 18th century Vietnamese, (excerpt)
(Solo Soprano) 
When the dust of the world blows wild, the lovely ones suffer.

Oh, Lord of the far blue land, for what purpose has this trouble come?

Moonlight trembles to the beat of the drum.

The watch fires reach to the high clouds.

At midnight the Emperor draws his jeweled sword;

A proclamation, and the war is on.

Young hero, you put down your pen and ink

And, appareled in arrows, seize your bright shield.

Your heart has wars to win. You fling your wine cup down

And point your spear at the cave of the tiger.

I watch your footsteps vanish.  My heart follows like the moon.

You go forth, I return home.  Each of us looks around and is alone.

Lost, amid blue clouds and green mountain.

2) “Ode of The War Wagons” DuFu   (8th century Chinese poem)

(tenor, baritone soloists and choir)
War wagons rumble

Heavy horses neigh

Young foot soldiers walk, weapons at their waist

Father, mother, wife, children - running alongside

The dust so thick it even hides the great city bridge

They pull their clothes, weep, stamp their feet and bar the way

The sound of wailing rises up to strike the cloudy sky

A passing stranger asks a soldier for the reason why-

The soldier shrugs – “They’re always drafting people for a war

All the boys above fifteen sent north to guard the river

All the men of forty, west, to till the army fields

When we left home our village elders bound our boyish hair

Now our hair is white and yet we’re sent off once again

At border posts our blood is shed, enough to fill a sea

And yet our warlike emperor still desires more

Haven’t you heard:

Through the land, east of the hills, in two hundred counties

In ten thousand villages, nothing grows but thorns

And though the strong women there work the hoe and plow

And plant the seeds, they cannot grow - the dykes are broken down

And though we local soldiers can withstand the bitterest fight

They drive us ever onwards – like chickens or like dogs

Though a person might wonder how

A simple soldier dares to criticize

Still, even in the winter of this year

They just keep moving soldiers to the West

And officials demand yet another tax

And tax and tax, but how can we pay tax?

Truly we know: having sons is bad

And having daughters truly for the best

Our daughters can be married to the neighbor next door

But our sons just live to die and be buried in the grass

Haven’t you seen:

On the Western Lake shore

The ancient bleached bones no one has gathered in?

Now the new ghosts are angry, and the old ghosts weep

And dark heaven’s rain wails its bitter tears down.

3) “Look Down Fair Moon”  Whitman

(Choir)

Look down fair moon and bathe this scene,

Pour softly down night’s nimbus floods


On faces ghastly, swollen, purple,

On the dead on their backs with arms toss’d wide,

Pour down your unstinted nimbus sacred moon.
4) “Love”  8th century anonymous “Majnun-Laila” (Arabic) poem
(solo soprano)
How can pain be softened?  Too much loss- I tremble.

Love is a small bird, tied by a child, sipping the lake of death.

The child goes on with his game mindless of the bird’s pain

And the wings that cannot fly.

In this world there are a thousand roads.

But without a heart, where can one go?
PART III

1) “Year That Trembled and Reel’d Beneath Me!”   Whitman
(Choir)

Year that trembled and reel’d beneath me

Your summer wind was warm enough,

Yet the air I breathed froze me,

A thick gloom fell through the sunshine and darken’d me,

Must I change my triumphant songs? said I to myself,

Must I indeed learn to chant the cold dirges


Of the baffled! And sullen hymns of defeat?

2) “The Wound Dresser”  Whitman  (excerpts)
(Tenor Soloist)

Tenor:
An old man bending I come among new faces,

Years looking backward resuming in answer to children,

Come tell us old man, as from young men



And maidens that love me,

(Aroused and angry, I’d thought to beat the alarum,



and urge relentless war,

But soon my fingers failed me, my face drooped,



And I resigned myself,

To sit by the wounded and soothe them,



Or silently watch the dead,)…


Bearing the bandages, water and sponge,


Straight and swift to my wounded I go


Where they lie on the ground after the battle brought in,


One turns to me his appealing eyes- poor boy!


I never knew you,


Yet I think I could not refuse this moment


To die for you, if that would save you.

3)  “Prayer” Clement Marot, 16th century French

(Choir)

Desperate women, children in their arms,

Wandering through the bare winter landscape,

Its towns and castles burned -

A scene of total ruin 

brought on by reciprocal vengeance.

In such fashion has that pitiless serpent war 

obscured the pure air

by gunpowder and by famine.

May the prayers of the women

Rise to the celestial chambers 

So that the sacred daughter of heaven

Who is named Peace

May descend to illuminate the land. 
4) “Agnus Dei, dona nobis pacem”  Early Christian liturgy
(Soprano Soloist and Choir)

Agnus Dei.
Virga tulit florem – the branch bears a flower

Stella maris solem – the star of the sea, a sun.

Agnus Dei, dona nobis pacem.

