
HAMILTON COLLEGE DEPARTMENT OF MUSIC
PRESENTS

Arielle Sher
Senior Vocal Recital

with Sar-Shalom Strong

Sunday, April 12, 2026, at 7:30 pm 
Wellin Hall 

Schambach Center for Music and the Performing Arts



Erbarme dich, mein Gott
     from Matthäuspassion                        

  Johann Sebastian Bach  
(1685–1750) 

Sungjun Jo, violin
Jack Keeney, cello

Sar-Shalom Strong, harpsichord

6 Deutsche Lieder, Op. 103
      4. Wiegenlied in drei Tönen
      5. Das heimliche Lied

Louis Spohr 
(1784–1859) 

Emily Hsieh, clarinet

Music, when soft voices die Roger Quilter 
(1877–1953) 

Chanson triste Henri Duparc 
(1848-1953)

 
Belle nuit d’amour
     from Les Contes d’Hoffman

Jacques Offenbach 
(1819–1880) 

Peicen Yan, mezzo-soprano
Sar-Shalom Strong, piano

Podrugi milyye
     from Pique Dame

Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky 
(1840–1893)

 

Katerina Sergei Prokofiev 
(1891-1953) 

Please feel free to applaud after each selection.  Late arrivals will be seated at appropriate intervals. Food and beverages are not allowed in Wellin 
Hall. Please turn off  phones and other devices. Schambach Center is a smoke-free building.



Program Notes

This program asks what it means for a single voice to carry a whole history. The contralto is perhaps the most human of  vocal 
types: rarely a heroine in the operatic sense, she is more often a witness, a mourner, a confessor. The works gathered here reflect 
that character not as limitation but as depth. Each piece, in its own way, asks the voice to mean something.

The program opens with Johann Sebastian Bach’s “Erbarme dich, mein Gott” — “Have mercy, my God” — the great alto aria 
of  remorse from the St. Matthew Passion. Composed in Leipzig and first performed on Good Friday in 1727, the Matthäuspas-
sion sets the Passion narrative from the Gospel of  Matthew against poetic texts by Picander. The aria falls at one of  the most 
devastating moments in the score: immediately after Peter’s denial of  Christ. The weeping violin obbligato, presented here by 
Sungjun Jo, seems to speak what the voice alone cannot, the two lines winding around each other in an almost unbearable dia-
logue of  guilt and longing. For the contralto, this aria is among the most intimate and demanding expressions of  repentance in 
the baroque canon. To sing it is to inhabit Peter’s moment of  recognition, and to ask for mercy with every phrase.

From Bach’s anguish, the program moves to a quieter, more domestic emotional world. Louis Spohr’s 6 Deutsche Lieder, Op. 
103 are songs for voice and clarinet obbligato — an unusual and beautiful pairing, and one that suits the contralto especially well, 
the warm lower resonances of  the voice meeting the clarinet’s own depth on equal terms. Spohr occupies a fascinating position 
in music history: enormously celebrated in his own time, a virtuoso violinist and champion of  the young Wagner, yet largely 
eclipsed since by his contemporaries. His lieder reward rediscovery. The fourth song, “Wiegenlied in drei Tönen,” is a gently 
rocking lullaby, spare in its melodic material yet deeply tender. The fifth, “Das heimliche Lied” — “The Secret Song” — is more 
inward, a secret the speaker can share only with the wind. Together they ask for simplicity and restraint, qualities that are harder 
than they look.

Roger Quilter’s “Music, when soft voices die” follows as if  in answer. Quilter is among the finest composers of  English art song, 
a tradition sometimes called the “English Lied,” and his settings of  Romantic and Elizabethan poetry are celebrated for the 
naturalness with which the music seems to arise from the words themselves. This song sets Percy Bysshe Shelley’s 1821 lyric — a 
meditation on how beauty persists in memory long after its source has faded — with gossamer-light harmony that hovers be-
tween major and minor, never quite settling. For the contralto, the low-lying phrases allow the text to become almost murmured, 
sound retreating into silence exactly as Shelley intended.

The second half  of  the program deepens into the French and Russian repertoire that forms much of  the contralto’s natural 
home. Henri Duparc’s “Chanson triste” opens this world. Duparc is one of  the most poignant figures in French musical history: 
a student of  César Franck and a composer of  immense promise, he was struck by a neurological illness in his mid-thirties that 
silenced him for the remaining fifty years of  his life. He destroyed much of  his own work. What survives — seventeen songs — 
represents some of  the greatest mélodies ever written. “Chanson triste,” setting a poem by Jean Lahor, is an early masterpiece: 
a long-arching vocal line over warm, chromatically rich harmonies, describing the solace the speaker finds in the beloved’s eyes. 
The mélodie asks for legato, tonal depth, and a quality of  inwardness — the sense that the voice is speaking from within rather 
than performing outward.

Jacques Offenbach’s Barcarolle, “Belle nuit d’amour,” from Les Contes d’Hoffmann, brings a different kind of  beauty: one that 
is unabashedly gorgeous and knows it. Offenbach spent most of  his career as the brilliant impresario of  French operetta, but 
Les Contes d’Hoffmann was his attempt at something more serious — a grand opera based on the fantastical tales of  E.T.A. 
Hoffmann, left unfinished at his death in 1880. The Barcarolle, sung in the opera by the characters Nicklausse and Giulietta in a 
moonlit Venice, carries in its rocking rhythm and inevitable melody a beauty that feels both effortless and elegiac: a perfect night, 
passing. Performed here as a duet with Peicen Yan and accompanied on harpsichord, it takes on an intimate, almost timeless 
quality — the two voices sharing something too lovely to hold.

The Russian repertoire that closes the program returns the music to weight and shadow. Tchaikovsky’s “Podrugi milyye” — 
“Dear friends” — is an aria for the character Polina in Pique Dame, the opera drawn from Pushkin’s story of  obsession and 
doom that premiered in St. Petersburg in 1890. The aria is deceptively gentle: a pastoral song shared among companions, but 
already shadowed by the melancholy that saturates the entire opera. Tchaikovsky wrote with exceptional understanding of  the 
lower female voice; his mezzo-soprano and contralto roles are among the richest in the Russian canon. Here, the warmth of  the 
voice is asked to carry something quietly unbearable — joy with sorrow already inside it.

The program closes with Sergei Prokofiev’s “Katerina.” Prokofiev was among the most original and mercurial composers of  the 
twentieth century — by turns neo-classical, lyrical, sardonic, and tender — and his songs, less celebrated than his orchestral or 
theatrical work, reward close attention. The name Katerina resonates deeply in Russian literary culture: she is the tragic heroine 
of  Ostrovsky’s The Storm, the suffocating protagonist of  Leskov’s Lady Macbeth of  the Mtsensk District — figures who endure 
and resist and are broken by worlds that cannot contain them. Prokofiev’s setting finds emotional truth through characteristic 
means: unexpected harmonic turns, a vocal line that resists easy sentiment, arriving at feeling through precision rather than 
indulgence. It is an appropriate ending for a program that has asked, again and again, what the voice knows that words alone 
cannot say.



Texts and Translations 
Erbarme dich, mein Gott from Matthäuspassion
Erbarme dich, mein Gott,
Um meiner Zähren Willen!
Schaue hier, Herz und Auge
Weint vor dir bitterlich.
Erbarme dich, mein Gott

J.S. Bach
Have mercy, my God,
for the sake of  my tears!
Look here, heart and eyes
weep bitterly before you.
Have mercy, my God!

– Christian Friedrich Henrici

Wiegenlied in drei Tönen from 6 Deutsche Lieder, Op. 103
Alles still in süßer Ruh,
Drum, mein Kind, so schlaf  auch du!
Draußen säuselt nur der Wind,
Su, su, su, schlaf  ein, mein Kind!

Schließ du deine Ӓugelein,
Laß sie wie zwei Knospen sein!
Morgen, wenn die Sonn’ erglüht,
Sind sie wie die Blum’ erblüht.

Und die Blümlein schau’ich an,
Und die Ӓugelein küss’ ich dann,
Und der Mutter Herz vergißt,
Daß es draußen Frühling ist.

Louis Spohr
All is still in sweet repose,
Therefore, my child, you, too, must sleep!
Outside is but the rustle of  the wind,
Sh, sh, sh, go to sleep, my child!

Close your little eyes,
Let them be two little buds.
Tomorrow when the sun shines, 
They will blossom like flowers.

And I gaze at the little flowers,
And I kiss the little eyes,
And a mother’s heart forgets
That it is spring outside.

– August Heinrich Hoffmann von Fallersleben

Das heimliche Lied from 6 Deutsche Lieder, Op.103
Es gibt geheime Schmerzen,
Sie klaget nie der Mund, 
Getragen tief  im Herzen
Sind sie der Welt nicht kund.
Es gibt ein heimlich Sehnen, 
Das scheuet stets das Licht,
Es gibt verbogne Tränen,
Der Fremde sieht sie nicht.

Es gibt ein still Versinken
In eine innre Welt,
Wo Friedensauen winken,
Von Sternenglanz erhellt,
Wo auf  gefallnen Schranken
Die Seele Himmel baut,
Und jubelnd den Gedanken 
Den Lippen anvertraut.

Es gibt ein still Vergehen
In stummen, öden Schmerz,
Und Niemand darf  es sehen,
Das schwergepreßte Herz.
Es sagt nicht was ihm fehlet,
Und wenn’s im Grame bricht,
Verblutend und zerquälet,
Der Fremde sieht sie nicht.

Es gibt einen sanften Schlummer,
Wo süßer Frieden weilt,
Wo stille Ruh’ den Kummer 
Der müden Seele heilt.
Doch gibt’s ein schöner Hoffen,
Das Welten überfliegt,
Da wo am Herzen offen
Das Herz voll Liebe liegt.

Louis Spohr
There are secret pains
Whose lament is never tongued,
Borne deep in the heart
They are unknown to the world.
There is a secret longing
That always shies from the light,
There are hidden tears
A stranger does not see.

There is a quiet sinking
Into an inner world
Where peaceful meadows beckon,
Lit by the gleam of  stars,
Where, all boundaries fallen,
The soul raises Heaven
And with jubilation
Confides its thoughts to the lips.

There is a quiet passing
Into silent, desolate pain,
And no one is allowed to see
That heavy-pressed heart,
It does not say what it needs,
And though it breaks with grief,
Tortured to death and bleeding, 
The stranger does not see it.

There is a gentle slumber
Where sweet peace abides,
Where quiet rest heals the cares
Of  the weary soul.
There is yet a lovely hope
That soars above all worlds,
Where, open to another heart,
The heart lies filled with love.

– Ernst Koch



Music, when soft voices die		  Roger Quilter
Music, when soft voices die
Vibrates in the memory.
Odours when sweet violets sicken,
Live within the sense they quicken.
Rose leaves when the rose is dead.
Are heaved for the beloved’s bed.
And so thy thoughts when thou art gone.
Love, itself, shall slumber on!

– Percy Bysshe Shelley

Chanson triste
Dans ton cœur dort un clair de lun
Un doux clair de lune d’été,
Et pour fuir la vie importune,
Je me noierai dans ta clarté.

J’oublierai les douleurs passées,
Mon amour, quand tu berceras
Mon triste cœur et mes pensées
Dans le calme aimant de tes bras.

Tu prendras ma tête malade,
Oh! quelquefois sur tes genoux,
Et lui diras une ballade
Qui semblera parler de nous;

Et dans tes yeux pleins de tristesses,
Dans tes yeux alors je boirai
Tant de baisers et de tendresses
Que peut-être je guérirai.

Henri Duparc 
Moonlight slumbers in your heart,
A gentle summer moonlight,
And to escape the cares of  life
I shall drown myself  in your light.

I shall forget past sorrows,
My sweet, when you cradle
My sad heart and my thoughts
In the loving calm of  your arms.

You will rest my poor head,
Ah! sometimes on your lap,
And recite to it a ballad
That will seem to speak of  us;

And from your eyes full of  sorrow,
From your eyes I shall then drink
So many kisses and so much love
That perhaps I shall be healed.

 – Jean Lahor

Belle nuit d’amour from Les Contes d’Hoffman                                                                   
Belle nuit, ô nuit d’amour
Souris à nos ivresses
Nuit plus douce que le jour
Ô,belle nuit d’amour!
Le temps fuit et sans retour
Emporte nos tendresses
Loin de cet heureux séjour
Le temps fuit sans retour
Zéphyrs embrasés
Versez-nous vos caresses
Zéphyrs embrasés
Donnez-nous vos baisers!
Vos baisers! Vos baisers! Ah!
Belle nuit, ô, nuit d’amour
Souris à nos ivresses
Nuit plus douce que le jour,
Ô, belle nuit d’amour!
Ah! souris à nos ivresses!
Nuit d’amour, ô, nuit d’amour!
Ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah!

Jacques Offenbach
Lovely night, oh, night of  love
Smile upon our joys!
Night much sweeter than the day
Oh beautiful night of  love!
Time flies by, and carries away
Our tender caresses forever!
Time flies far from this happy oasis
And does not return
Burning zephyrs
Embrace us with your caresses!
Burning zephyrs
Give us your kisses!
Your kisses! Your kisses! Ah!
Lovely night, oh, night of  love
Smile upon our joys!
Night much sweeter than the day
Oh, beautiful night of  love!
Ah! Smile upon our joys!
Night of  love, oh, night of  love!
Ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah!



Podrugi milyye from Pique Dame                                                                   
Да! вспомнила!
Подруги милые
 в беспечности игривой 
Под плясовой напев вы резвитесь в лугах. 
И я, как вы, жила 
в Аркадии счастливой; 
И я, на утре дней, 
в сих рощах и лугах
Минутны радости вкусила: 
Любовь в мечтах златых 
мне счастие сулила; 
Но что ж досталось мне
в прекрасных сих местах? 
Могила!

Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky
Oh, yes! I remember!
Dear friends!
In carefree, playful joy
You frolic in the meadows to a dancing tune. 
And I, like you, once lived
in happy Arcady; 
And I, in the morning of  my days,
in these groves and fields 
Tasted fleeting pleasures: 
Love in golden dreams 
promised me happiness; 
But what did I receive
in these beautiful places? 
A grave!

– Konstantin Nikolaevich Batyushkov

Katerina
Я сидела до сумерек 
Показалыся день маленек 
Пора до дывора 
Эх, порa до двора 
Не пора лиды да дывора 
Целовати молодца? 

Не забудь меня дыда 
Катеринушка, эх! 
Я ды тогда тебя забуду 
Ды когда вдевках жить не буду 
Катеринушка, эх, Катеринушка! 
Ты не плачь, Катюша! 

Отдавали молоду да 
На чужую ды сторону 
Да не за равынюшку 
Эх, не за равнюшку 
Ты садися да 
Катя, с нами 
Да поедем мы гулять 
Малыша некать-ды да 
Малыша искать, эх! 
Ты не плачь, ты не плачь 
Катюша, ты не плачь 
Милая подружка 

Катеринушка, эх, Катеринушка! 
Ты не плачь, Катюша! 
Ты не плачь, Катюша! 
Катюша!

Sergei Prokofiev
I sat until twilight 
The day appeared small 
Time to go to the yard 
Oh, time to go to the yard 
Is it time to 
Kiss the young man? 

Don’t forget me, child
Katerina, eh! 
I’ll forget you then 
When I’m not going to live as a girl 
Katerina, oh, Katerina! 
Don’t cry, Katyusha! 

They gave it to a young man, yes 
On someone else’s side 
Yes, not for the plain 
Oh, not for a little girl, 
You sit down right 
Katya, come with us 
Let’s go for a walk 
There’s no one to find the baby – oh, yes 
to look for the baby, eh! 
Don’t you cry, don’t you cry 
Katyusha, don’t cry. 
Dear friend 

Katerina, oh, Katerina! 
Don’t cry, Katyusha!
Don’t cry, Katyusha! 
Katyusha!



Arielle Sher

Arielle Sher, contralto, is thrilled to share the culmination of  her vocal work at Hamilton! Coming from a family of  
both operatic singers and classical instrumentalists, Arielle found her love for opera at an early age. Starting at age 
three, she began singing with her church choir in Zurich, Switzerland. She began receiving vocal lessons from her 
grandmother, a student of  Elizabeth Schwartzkopf, at age four. Upon her immigration to the United States, Arielle 
joined the Grammy-winning Conspirare Choir as part of  their youth choir. She performed in cathedrals and music 
festivals across Texas, as well as at the Long Center in Austin, Texas.

Throughout middle and high school, Arielle shifted her musical focus to musical theatre. She performed in a variety 
of  roles during this time, including Mrs. Potts in Beauty and the Beast, Killer Queen in We Will Rock You, The Witch in 
Into the Woods, Marta in The Sound of  Music, and Mitch Maloney in The 25th Annual Putnam County Spelling Bee. Along with 
these roles, Arielle participated in her school’s choir and vocal lessons, competing in local vocal competitions starting 
in seventh grade. Starting in tenth grade, she became the section leader for the Alto section with the St. Stephen’s 
Episcopal School Choir and the St. Stephen’s Madrigals. Upon her graduation from high school, she received The 
Velberta Asher Towner Award in the Performing Arts and the Distinguished Choral Student Award.

At Hamilton College, Arielle is completing her Bachelor of  Arts in World Politics and Economics, and is heavily 
involved in the musical life on campus. During her first semester at Hamilton, she joined the Hamiltones a capella 
group and began studying voice under Dr. Kay Smith Paulsen. She has performed in a variety of  concerts with the 
Hamiltones, the Hamilton College Choir, and other voice students like Alice Riley ’27.

Arielle also works as a Teaching Assistant and Research Assistant in the Government Department, as well as being the 
Vice President for the Ukraine Club and Treasurer for Teremok Russian Language Club. In her free time, she enjoys 
writing poetry for the Topical, going on walks in the Root Glen, and learning new instruments. Upon graduation, 
Arielle will be pursuing a Master’s degree in War Studies at King’s College London.

A Note from Ari
Thank you all for joining me at my senior recital! I’d like to thank my friends and family at Hamilton for their contin-
ued support of  my musical journey. I am grateful for having the opportunity to have such a wonderful and supportive 
chosen family. I’d also like to thank Nina Revering, my first choir director. Your musical guidance and mentoship has 
led me to where I am today, and I am forever grateful to you for introducing me to choral music. Moreover, I want 
to thank Dr. Kay Smith Paulsen, Karen Corigliano, John Krause, Sar-Shalom Strong, and Dr. Charlotte Botha for the 
many musical opportunities you have provided me at Hamilton. Thank you for your academic guidance, your leader-
ship, and your friendship. It has been one of  the greatest pleasures of  my life to sing, study, and work with you. Again, 
thank you to everyone who has joined me on this incredible journey. I appreciate you!




