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Aubrey Campbell is a young theatrical artist and singer from Central New York. He is currently a senior at Hamilton

College, where he is pursuing a B.A. in Music.

His love for the stage began in elementary school, where he briefly picked up ventriloquism. His aspirations changed

rather quickly.

Since beginning his collegiate career, He has worked with Mark Cryer and Emily K. Harrison to enhance his craftmanship
as an actor and theatre-maker. He has performed several roles with the Hamilton College Theatre Department, including
Mark Cohen in Rent, Provost in Measure for Measure, and Louis Ironson in Angels in America: Millennium Approaches.
Aubrey has also performed with the Theatre at Woodshill, a Shakespearean and classical theatre company, where he

played Romeo in Romeo and Juliet during their 2023 season.

He is currently studying voice with Kay Smith Paulsen. With her guidance, he has won several NATS competitions, most
notably, the 2024 National Conference. In the summer of 2024, he was invited to train with the CoOOPERAtive program
run by Susan Shiplett Ashbaker alongside other notable faculty, including Bryan Hymel, Irini Kyriakidou-Hymel, and Cris
Frisco. In the summer of 2025, Aubrey was selected as an Emerging Artist with the Seagle Festival, led by Darren Keith
Woods and Tony Kostecki, where he sang the roles of Sergeant of Police in Pirates of Penzance and Zuniga in Carmen.
There, he also participated in countless classes ranging from audition simulations to “the logistics of love in the operatic

career.” There, he also had the chance to work on technique and repertoire with Stephen Lusmann and Neill Campbell.

This summer, he will return to the Seagle Festival. There, he will sing the roles of Sir. Joseph Porter in H.M.S. Pinafore,
and Joseph De Rocher in Jake Heggie and Terrence McNally’s Dead Man Walking - an opera inspired by the life’s work

of Sister Helen Prejean as a spiritual advisor to death row inmates - an excerpt of which you will witness tonight.

A Note from Aubrey
This recital would not have been possible without the endless support of countless mentors, teachers, and friends. Thank
you to my parents, Colleen and Alistair Campbell. Music brought you together from the very start. Thank you for teaching
me the joy of music, from “Eggy Soup”* to Puccini. Thank you, Dr. Kay Paulsen, my voice teacher, for helping me
discover the artistic foundations that I will carry for the rest of my singing life. Thank you, Sar-Shalom Strong, my coach
and collaborator, for making music with me with profound sensitivity and generosity. Thank you, Professor Charlotte
Botha, for advising this thesis and convincing me to join choir after one short conversation; I will severely miss your
mentorship and friendship. Thank you, Brendan Byrne, for sharing limitless laughter and poetry. Thank you, Darren Keith
Woods and Tony Kostecki, for your artistic and professional mentorship. Thank you, Professor Mark Cryer and Emily K.

Harrison, for your theatrical guidance.

*This is how 3-year-old Aubrey pronounced the title of Buddy Holly’s hit song “Peggy Sue.”
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“Rivolgete a lui lo sguardo” from Cosi fan tutte
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II. Reflets dans 1’eau
III. Jardin nocturne
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II. Sie liebten sich beide
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Text and Translations

“Rivolgete a lui lo sguardo” from Cosi fan tutte

Rivolgete a lui lo sguardo
e vedrete come sta:

tutto dice, io gelo, io ardo,
idol mio, pieta, pieta

io ardo, io gelo, io ardo,
idol mio, pieta, pieta.

E voi cara un sol momento
il bel ciglio a me volgete,

e nel mio ritroverete

quel che il labbro dir non sa.

Un Orlando innamorato

non € niente in mio confronto;
d’un Medoro il sen piagato
verso lui per nulla io conto:

Son di foco 1 miei sospiri,
son di bronzo i suoi desiri.
Se si parla poi di merto,
certo io sono ed egli ¢ certo,
che gli uguali non si trovano
da Vienna al Canada.

Siam due Cresi per ricchezza,
due Narcisi per bellezza;

in amor i Marcantoni

verso noi sarain buffoni;
siam piu forti d’un ciclopo,
letterati al par di Esopo.

Se balliamo un Pich ne cede,
si gentil e snello ¢ il piede;
se cantiam, col trillo solo
facciam torto all’usignuolo,
e qualch’altro capitale
abbiam poi che alcun non sa.

Bella, bella, tengon sodo:
Se ne vanno ed io ne godo!
Eroine di costanza,
Specchi son di fedelta.

W.A. Mozart (1756-1791)
Lorenzo da Ponte (1749-1838)

Return his glance

and you will see how it is:
everything says: I freeze, [ burn,
my idol, have pity, pity,

I burn, I freeze, I burn,

my idol, have pity, pity.

And for you, beloved, for just a moment
cast your lovely eye on me,

and in mine you will find

what my lips can’t say.

Orlando in love

is nothing compared to me;
Medoro with a wounded breast
is as nothing next to me:

My sighs are fire,

his lust is bronze.

So if we then speak of merit,

it is certain,

that no equals to us may be found
from Vienna to Canada.

With wealth, we are like Croesus,
we are two daffodils of beauty;
the Marc Anthonys compared

are buffoons to us;

we are stronger than a cyclops,
with culture, on par with Aesop.

If we dance, our moves reveil,
our gentle and slender feet;

if we sing with only a trill

it outshines the nightingale,
plus other talents

no one yet knows.

Splendid, splendid, hold fast:
if they leave, I’'m glad!
Heroines of constancy,

are mirrors of faithfulness.



Mirages, Op. 113

I. Cygne sur I’eau

Ma pensée est un cygne harmonieux et sage
qui glisse lentement aux rivages d’ennui

sur les ondes sans fond du réve, du mirage,

de 1’écho, du brouillard, de I’ombre, de la nuit.

1l glisse, roi hautain fendant un libre espace,
poursuit un reflet vain, précieux et changeant,

et les roseaux nombreux s’inclinent quand il passe,
sombre et muet, au seuil d’une lune d’argent;

et des blancs nénuphars chaque corolle ronde

tour a tour a fleuri de désir et d’espoir...

mais plus avant toujours, sur la brume et sur 1’onde,
vers I’inconnu fuyant glisse le cygne noir.

Or j’ai dit : « Renoncez, beau cygne chimérique,
a ce voyage lent vers de troubles destins ;

nul miracle chinois, nulle étrange Amérique

ne vous accueilleront en des havres certains ;

les golfes embaumés, les iles immortelles

ont pour vous, cygne noir, des récifs périlleux ;
demeurez sur les lacs ou se mirent, fidéles,

ces nuages, ces fleurs, ces astres et ces yeux.

II. Reflets dans 1’eau

Etendue au seuil du bassin,

dans I'eau plus froide que le sein
des vierges sages,

j'ai reflété mon vague ennui,

mes yeux profonds couleur de nuit
et mon visage.

Et dans ce miroir incertain

j'ai vu de merveilleux matins...
J'ai vu des choses

pales comme des souvenirs
sur I'eau que ne saurait ternir
nul vent morose.

Alors au fond du Passé bleu

mon corps mince n'était qu'un peu
d'ombre mouvante,

sous les lauriers et les cypres
j'amais la brise au souffle frais
qui nous évente...

Gabriel Fauré (1845-1924)
Renée de Brimot (1880-1943)

My mind is a swan, harmonious and wise,

that glides slowly over the rivers of boredom,
on the bottomless waves of dreams, of mirages,
of echo, of fog, of shadows, of the night.

it glides, a haughty king slicing at open space,
pursuing a vain reflection, precious and changing,
and the numerous reeds bow as it passes,

somber and quiet as a silver moon rises;

and each round crown of a white water lily
in its turn has blossomed from desire and despair...

but always as before, always on the mist and on the wave,

toward the elusive unknown, glides the black swan .

Now I said: “fair chimerical swan, abandon
this slow journey toward troubled destinations;
no Chinese miracle, nor America

will accept you in safe harbors;

the perfumed pays, the immortal isles,

have for you, black swan, perilous reefs;

swim on the lakes where faithfully reflected are

these clouds, these flowers, these stars, and these eyes.”

Stretched along the edge of the pool,
In the water colder than the breast
Of wise virgins,

I reflected my vague boredom,

My profound eyes, color of the night
And my face.

And in this uncertain mirror

I saw wondrous mornings...

I saw things

Pale as memories

On the water which could not be tarnished
By any gloomy wind.

Then at the bottom of the blue past,
My slim body was nothing but a small
moving shadow,

beneath the laurels and the cypresses

I loved the breeze with the fresh breath
That cools us...



J'amais vos caresses de sceur,
vos nuances, votre douceur,
aube opportune;

et votre pas souple et rythmé,
nymphes au rire parfumé,

au teint de lune;

et le galop des aegypans,

et la fontaine qui s'épand

en larmes fades...

Par les bois secrets et divins
j’écoutais frissonner sans fin
I’hamadryade.

O cher Passé mystérieux

qui vous reflétez dans mes yeux
comme un nuage,

il me serait plaisant et doux,
Passé, d'essayer avec vous

le long voyage!...

Si je glisse, les eaux feront

un rond fluide... un autre rond,
un autre a peine...

Et puis le miroir enchanté
reprendra sa limpidité

froide et sereine.

II1. Jardin nocturne

Nocturne jardin tout rempli de silence,
voici que la lune ouverte se balance

en des voiles d'or fluides et 1égers;

elle semble proche et cependant lointaine...
Son visage rit au cceur de la fontaine

et 'ombre palit sous les noirs orangers.

Nul bruit, si ce n'est le faible bruit de I'onde
fuyant goutte a goutte au bord des vasques rondes,
ou le bleu frisson d'une brise d'été,

furtive parmi des palmes invisibles...

Je sais, 0 jardin, vos caresses sensibles,

et votre languide et chaude volupté!

Je sais votre paix délectable et morose,

vos parfums d'iris, de jasmins et de roses,
vos charmes troublés de désir et d'ennui...

O jardin muet! L'eau des vasques s'égoutte
avec un bruit faible et magique... J'écoute

ce baiser qui chante aux lévres de la Nuit.

I loved your sisterly caresses
your nuances, your gentleness,
The opportunity of dawn;

and your easy rhythmic step,
nymphs laughing potently,
with the color of the moon;

and the gallop of the aegipans,

and the fountain which spills

in pale tears...

Through the secret and divine woods
I listened to the endless shiver

Of the hamadryad.

O dear mysterious Past

which you reflect in my eyes
like a cloud,

it would be pleasant and sweet,
past, to set out for

the long journey with you!...

If I glide, the waters will form
a fluid sphere... another sphere,
hardly another...

And then the enchanted mirror
will regain its stillness,

cold and serene.

Nocturnal garden full of silence,

behold, the open moon balancing

in fluid, light veils of gold;

it seems close and yet far...

Its face laughs in the heart of the fountain

and the shadows grow pale under the black orange-trees.

No noise, other than the faint sound of the water
flowing drop by drop over the edge of the circular
basins, or the blue shiver of a summer breeze,
furtive among invisible palms...

I know, o garden, your tender caresses,

and your languid and warm voluptuousness!

I know your delectable and melancholic peace,
your perfumes of iris, of jasmine, and of roses,
your charms troubled by desire and boredom...
O silent garden! _ The water of the basins drain
with a quiet, magical sound... I listen

to this kiss which sings on the lips of the Night.



IV. Danseuse

Sceur des Sceurs tisseuses de voilettes,
une ardente veille blémit tes joues...
Danse! et que les rythmes aigus dénouent
tes bandelettes.

Vase svelte, fresque mouvante et souple,
danse, danse, paumes vers nous tendues,
pieds étroits fuyant, tels des ailes nues
qu'Eros découple...

Sois la fleur multiple un peu balancée,
sois 1'écharpe offerte au désir qui change,
sois la lampe chaste, la flamme étrange,
sois la pensée!

Danse, danse au chant de ma fliite creuse,
Sceur des Sceurs divines. La moiteur glisse,
baiser vain, le long de ta hanche lisse...
Vaine danseuse!

Sechs Lieder Op. 13

I. Ich stand in dunklen Traumen

Ich stand in dunklen Trdumen
und starrte ihr Bildnis an,

und das geliebte Antlitz,
heimlich zu leben begann.

Um ihre Lippen zog sich

ein Lacheln wunderbar,

und wie von Wehmutstranen
erglinzte ihr Augenpaar.

Auch meine Thrinen flossen

mir von den Wangen herab,

und ach, ich kanns nicht glauben,
dass ich dich verloren hab!

II. Sie liebten sich beide

Sie liebten sich beide, doch keiner
wollt’ es dem andern gestehn;

Sie sahen sich an so feindlich,
und wollten vor Liebe vergehn.

Sie trennten sich endlich und sah’n sich
nur noch zuweilen im Traum,;

Sie waren léngst gestorben

und wussten es selber kaum.

Sister of the Sisters, weavers of violet veils,
an ardent wakefulness lightens your cheeks...
Dance! And may the sharp rhythms undo
your ribbibs.

Slim vase, shifting and supple fresco,
dance, dance, palms stretched towards us,
narrow feet fleeing like bare wings
which Eros uncouples...

Be the flowers that sway slightly,

be the scarf offered to changing desire,
be the chaste lamp, the strange flame,
be the thought!

Dance, dance to the song of my hollow flute,
Sister of the divine Sisters. The moisture flows,
vain kiss, the length of your smooth hip...

Vain dancer!

Clara Schumann (1819-1896)
Heinrich Heine (1797-1856)

I stood in dark dreams,
and stared at her portrait,,
and the beloved face
secretly sprang to life.

Around her lips there drew
a wonderful smile,

and like tears of sadness
glowed her pair of eyes

Thus, my tears flowed
down my cheeks

and oh, I cannot believe
that I have lost you!

They loved one another, but neither
wanted to tell the other;

they gave each other such hostile looks,
yet they wanted to die of love.

In the end they separated and saw each other
but only sometimes in dreams.

they died long ago

and hardly knew it themselves.



“The Confession Scene” from Dead Man Walking

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

How much longer? How much more time?
Do you really want to know?

Yes! No. I’'m so ashamed.
I’m a scrawny little S. O. B., ain’t [?

Joseph, there isn’t much time. Please tell me.
Tell me what happened that night.

I told you! I already told everyone and you
a hundred times. My brother killed ‘em.

I was just there. Stoned and wrecked.

But I didn’t do it. That’s all there is to tell.

The truth will set you free, Joe.

I told the truth. And all it’s gotten me is a one way ticket

to the death house.
I went there, Joseph.
Went were?

I’ve been to the spot. The first time in daylight,
but the next time at night

You went there?

I saw the lake and the spot where they parked the car.
Where they spread the blanket. Where they both died.

Why? Why would you do that?
Why would you go and do a thing like that?

I wanted to see what had happened through your eyes.

I couldn't do it. I couldn’t. I need you to take me there.
Take me there with you, Joseph. Please, take me there.

Please, Joseph. Don’t you see it’s your last chance!

We’d been drinkin’ and smokin’ weed

at the road house.

There was a woman eggin’ me on and actin’
like she wanted me like I wanted her like...
She gave me somethin’

Somethin’ that made me crazier

than the booze and the grass had.

And when I asked her to go to the lake with me
She laughed.

Oh, I, I was crazy and ready to explode.

That’s how mad I was now.

My brother said that the kids from the high school
went out to the lake just to make out.

And maybe, maybe we could find someone,
someone out there to...

I can't. Not when you’re lookin’ at me like that.

Jake Heggie (b. 1961)
Terrence McNally (1938-2020)



Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Helen:

Joe:

Go on. I’'m right here with you. Take me to the truth, Joe.
There was one car. We could here laughing.

A girl and a boy.

They were swimmin’ and we watched and waited.

(Gather us around, all around)

The girl was pretty. And I wanted her, wanted her bad.
But she wouldn’t stop screamin’. And my head! My head!

Oh God. Dear God. My Jesus what has he done!

I had to make her quiet! I had to make her stop!
Stop!

I killed her. Sister, I killed her with my own two hands.

You did a terrible thing, Joe. You did a terrible, terrible thing, Joe.
But you are still a son of God.

A son of God?
Don’t you hate me now, too?

No, no, I don’t hate you,
But, could anyone forgive me?

God is here, Joe. God is here right now.

I did such a bad thing sister. Maybe my dyin’ will give them folks some relief.
Joe, when they do this thing to you, I want you to look at me.

Sister, I’'m gonna die! I’'m gonna die!

Look at me. I want the last thing you see in this world to be a face of love.
Look at me, Joe. I will be the face of christ for you.

I will be the face of love for you.

I’ve never known love except for my mama.

She loves you.

But I feel yours. Thank you for loving me, Sister Helen.



“Our Very Own Home” from Fellow Travelers

Our very own home, Skippy.
Bricks, a fireplace, matching plates,
a bed, a bookshelf, towels,

grey for you purple for me.

I’m not one of those. I’m not.
Skippy, neither are you,
We’ll never be that.

I’m not one of those.
Squeals and aprons, dangling spatulas,
I’m not one of those.

Stay, just stay, come over here.

There are things we can have

and there are things we can be for each other, Skippy.
We can’t be that. You’re not one of those.

Let me hold you for an hour. That’s what we get.
That’s what we’re given.

Let me hold you.

Your head on my arm just for an hour,
you and me and the moon.

Stay here in the shadows.

Matching plates, a bed, a bookshelf.
We’re not that.

We’ll never be that, Skippy.
We can’t be that Skippy.
Just let me hold you,

that's what we get.

For an hour.
Just for an hour.

Gregory Spears (b. 1977)
Greg Pierce (b. 1978)



“O du, mein holder Abendstern” from Tannhduser

Wie Todesahnung Dammrung deckt die Lande,
umhiillt das Tal mit schwérzlichem Gewande;
der Seele, die nach jenen Hohn verlangt,

vor ihrem Flug durch Nacht und Grausen bangt.
Da scheinest du, o lieblichster der Sterne,

dein sanftes Licht entsendest du der Ferne;

die nacht’ge Ddmmrung teilt dein lieber Strahl,
und freundlich zeigst du den Weg aus dem Tal.

O du, mein holder Abendstern,

wohl griisst’ ich immer dich so gern:
vom Herzen, das sie nie verriet,

griisse sie, wenn sie vorbei dir zieht,
wenn sie entschwebt dem Tal der Erden,
ein sel’ger Engel dort zu werden!

Richard Wagner (1813-1883)

As the dawning premonition of death covers the land,
envelopes the valley with dark robes;

the soul that longs for those heights,

is afraid to take flight through night and horrors.
There you shine, oh loveliest of the stars,

you send your gentle light far away;

the night twilight divides your dear ray,

and you kindly show the way out of the valley.

Oh thou, my fair evening star,

I always greeted you so happily:

from the heart that has never betrayed her,

greet her when she passes by you,

when she floats away from the valley of the earth,
to become a blessed angel there!



Notes

Mozart, “Rivolgete a lui lo sguardo” from Cosi fan tutte

Mozart’s classic Cosi fan tutte follows two officers, Ferrando and Guglielmo, who are engaged to two sisters, Fiordiligi
and Dorabella. The cunning philosopher Don Alfonso challenges the officers in a bet against their spouses' loyalty.
Agreed, the pair fabricate a plan to convince the sisters that they must go to war, only to return in disguise to see if they
will give in to their “riches” and thus prove Don Alfonso correct. Sung by a disguised Guglielmo, “Rivolgete a lui lo
sguardo,” was originally written to be included in Act I of Cosi fan tutte, but was eventually cut in favor of a shorter aria,
“Non siate ritrosi”’. Mozart was known for recycling musical motifs across multiple compositions. If you are familiar with
his famous opera Le nozze di Figaro, you may recognise the ending motif as famously used in Count Almaviva’s aria “Hai
gia vinta la causa”.

Fauré, Mirages

For my final recital at Hamilton, I insisted that I wished to perform a work “in full”. For a few months, I searched for a
song cycle that truly resonated with me, and I landed on Fauré’s final cycle, Mirages. Throughout four episodes, French
poet Renée de Brimot brings metaphysical wonder to four seemingly mundane objects and events. The first episode is an
observation of a swan gliding through a body of water, the second is a retrospective look into a reflecting pool, the third is
focused on the sound of a flowing fountain in a garden, and the fourth is an observation of a Greek vase. In Fauré's
interpretation, he gives the voice a semi-passive musical role as phrases are written to be slightly monotonous with
minimal jumps and repeated notes. The magic of this song cycle is found in the piano line, whose part is written in
minimal harmonic transitions, emphasizing common tones and thus supporting the voice as an atmospheric cushion. In my
senior project paper, | argue that this style of composition is a precursor to the contemporary minimalism often analyzed
through the framework of Neo-Riemannian Theory. I'm happy to answer any questions about this at my reception
following this recital.

C. Schumann, Sechs Lieder Op.13

The first two songs of this cycle, “Ich stand in dunkeln Trdumen” and “Sie liebten sich beide,” are concise songs of love
lost. German Poet Heinrich Heine captures both the raw emotional intricacies of love and the confusing aspects of
relationships. What’s intriguing about this cycle is that while “Ich stand in dunkeln Trdumen” is sung in the first person
with lush emotional harmony, Romantic through-composition, and dynamic indulgence, “Sie liebten sich beide” is a cold,
objective description from an outside perspective, illustrated through a minor key, a repetitive strophic form, and an
overall quieter dynamic. Unlike Mirages, there is an intentional lack of a seamless musical through-line between songs,
indicating a clear shift of character and perspective.

Heggie, “The Confession Scene” from Dead Man Walking

Jake Heggie and Terrence McNally’s Dead Man Walking is the most performed contemporary American opera. The story
is a fictional case based on the real-life Sister Helen Prejean, who served as a spiritual advisor to inmates on death row.
Prejean has since dedicated her work to both providing spiritual comfort and advocating for the abolition of the death
penalty. She was also an active voice in the production of the opera and movie of the same name, both of which are based
on her book. The inmate, Joseph De Rocher, has, without a doubt, committed one of the most heinous crimes imaginable.
The narrative goal is not to prove his innocence - it is established from the prelude that he is not. Instead, it investigates
the possibility of reconciliation, forgiveness, and the recognition of intrinsic humanity within the most impossible of
circumstances. The confession scene, nearing the end of the final act, is Sister Helen’s final attempt at saving Joseph’s
soul before his execution.



Spears, “Our Very Own Home” from Fellow Travelers

Based on Thomas Mallon’s novel, Fellow Travelers is a historical fiction that examines a gay couple working for the US
government at the height of the 1950s lavender scare. Though in secret, Timmothy Laughlin and Hawkins Fuller share a
beautiful relationship against the backdrop of neo-baroque music lush with ornamentation and a wind-dominant orchestra.
In this pivotal aria, Hawkins breaks up with Timmothy (nicknamed “Skippy”) after realizing they will never be fulfilled
while forced to keep their relationship in private. Their relationship will not be accepted by the heteronormative world of
“bookshelves”, “a fireplace”, or “dangling spatulas”. This aria, though minimalistic in composition, is deceptively
challenging. Though the piano line mostly consists of repetitive droning tones, the vocal line disconnects from the piano
only to reconvene at key moments after countless vocal ornamentations. I often recommend this opera to peers who are
interested in the art form but are turned away by common reasons, such as a language barrier or unfamiliar subject matter.
You also may be familiar with the HBO miniseries Fellow Travelers (2023).

Wagner, “O du mein holder Abendstern” from Tannhiuser

Though widely known for his 16-hour-long epic Der Ring des Nibelungen (The Ring Cycle), Wagner, in his lesser-known
contribution to the operatic canon, interprets the German myth of the minnesinger Tannhduser and the Wartburg Song
Contest. In Act II, the contest ensues with the topic of choice being love, and the winner is promised anything from the
hand of Tannhéduser's love, Elizabeth. While the Catholic knight Wolfram sings of idealized, heavenly love. Tannhéuser,
who spent a great deal of time in the underworld with Venus, sings of worldly pleasures. Wolfram and his peers revolt. In
this Act III aria, Wolfram sings to the evening star after sensing the impending death of Elizabeth, asking the star to guide
her to heaven, where she will become an angel. Though it is typically advised for young singers not to dive into
Wagnerian repertoire, “O du mein holder” acts as an outlier in the grand scheme of Wagner's operatic compositions,
offering a smooth, legato alternative to the surrounding noise.



