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The Birds’ Lullaby
Sing to us, cedars; the twilight is creeping
With shadowy garments, the wilderness through;
All day we have carolled, and now would be sleeping,
So echo the anthems we warbled to you;
While we swing, swing,
And your branches sing,
And we drowse to your dreamy whispering.
Sing to us, cedars; the night-wind is sighing,
Is wooing, is pleading, to hear you reply;
And here in your arms we are restfully lying,
And longing to dream to your soft lullaby;
While we swing, swing,
And your branches sing,
And we drowse to your dreamy whispering.
Sing to us, cedars; your voice is so lowly,
Your breathing so fragrant, your branches so strong;
Our little nest-cradles are swaying so slowly,
While zephyrs are breathing their slumberous song.
And we swing, swing,
While your branches sing,
And we drowse to your dreamy whispering.

E. Pauline Johnson (1861 - 1913) was
one of Canada’s most popular and
successful entertainers at the turn of the
20th century. The daughter of a Mohawk
Native-Canadian father and an English
mother
she
adopted
the
name
"Tekahionwake," at age thirty-one. She
created a Mohawk costume, and began
touring Canada giving recitals of her
poetry, comedy routines and plays. She
was the first Native poet to have her work
published in Canada, and was one of the
few female writers at the time to make a
living from what she wrote and performed.

“Hope” is the thing with feathers
“Hope” is the thing with feathers That perches in the soul And sings the tune without the words And never stops - at all And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard And sore must be the storm That could abash the little Bird
That kept so many warm Emily Dickinson (1830-1886)

Today she is one of the best known
of all American poets. She wrote
nearly 1800 poems. “Hope is the
thing with feathers” is among the
most familiar of her works .

I’ve heard it in the chillest land And on the strangest Sea Yet - never - in Extremity,
It asked a crumb - of me.

Three Poems from the Parlour

Miss Jane Austen

Miss Cassandra Austen

Happy the lab’rer in his Sunday Clothes!
In light-drab coat, in well-darn’d hose,
In waistcoat smart and hat upon his head,
to church, to church, to church he goes:
As oft with pride he downward throws
A glance upon the ample cabbage rose
Which stuck in button hole regales his nose,
He envies not the gaiest London beaux.
In church he takes his seat among the rows,
Pays to the place the rev’rence he owes
Likes best the prayers whose meaning least he knows.
Lists to the sermon in a soft’ning doze.
And rouses joyous at the welcome close.

Love, they say is like a rose;
I’m sure ‘tis like the wind that blows,
For not a human creature knows
How it comes or where it goes.
It is the cause of many woes,
It swells the eyes and reds the nose,
And very often changes those
But let us now the scene transpose
And think no more of tears and throes,
Why may we not as well suppose
A smiling face the urchin shows?
And when with joy the bosom glows,
And when the heart has full repose,
Tis mutual love the gift bestows.

Mrs. George Austen
This morning I woke from a quiet repose,
I first rubbed my eyes, and I next blew my nose:
With my stockings and shoes I then covered my toes,
And proceeded to put on the rest of my clothes
This was finished in less than an hour, I suppose.
I employed myself next in repairing my hose,
‘twas a work of necessity not what I chose;
Of my sock I’d much rather have knit twenty rows,
My work being done, I look’d through the windows.
And with pleasure beheld all the bucks and the does,
The cows and the bullocks, the wethers and ewes,
To the library each morning the family goes,
So I went with the rest, though I felt rather froze.
My flesh is much warmer, my blood freer flows,
When I work in the garden with rakes and with hoes,
And now I believe I must come to a close,
For I find I grow stupid e’en while I compose,
If I write any longer my verse will be prose.

Four Dickinson Songs

Out of the Morning

The Grass

Will there really be a morning?
Is there such a thing as day?
Could I see it from the mountains
If I were as tall as they?
Has it feet like water-lilies?
Has it feathers like a bird?
Is it brought from famous countries
Of which I have never heard?
Oh, some scholar! Oh, some sailor!
Oh, some wise man from the skies!
Please to tell a little pilgrim
Where the place called morning lies!

The grass so little has to do, ?
A sphere of simple green,
With only butterflies to brood,
And bees to entertain,

I’m Nobody
I'm Nobody! Who are you?
Are you – Nobody – too?
Then there's a pair of us!
Don't tell! they'd advertise – you know!
How dreary – to be – Somebody!
How public – like a Frog –
To tell one's name – the livelong June –
To an admiring Bog!
When the Hills Do
Alter! When the Hills do —
Falter! When the Sun
Question if His Glory
Be the Perfect One —
Surfeit! When the Daffodil
Doth of the Dew —
Even as Herself — Sir —
I will — of You —

And stir all day to pretty tunes
The breezes fetch along,
And hold the sunshine in its lap
And bow to everything;
And thread the dews all night, like pearls,
And make itself so fine, ?
A duchess were too common
For such a noticing
And even when it dies, to pass
In odors so divine,
As lowly spices gone to sleep,
Or amulets of pine.
And then to dwell in sovereign barns,
And dream the days away, ?
The grass so little has to do,
I wish I were the hay!

Poems by E. E. Cummings (spanning five decades)

yes is a pleasant country:
if’s wintry
(my lovely)
let’s open the year
both is the very weather
(not either)
my treasure
when violets appear
love is a deeper season
than reason;
my sweet one
(and april’s where we’re)
(from 1 x 1 [One Times One], 1944)

i carry your heart with me(i carry it in
my heart)i am never without it(anywhere
i go you go,my dear;and whatever is done
by only me is your doing,my darling)
i fear
no fate(for you are my fate,my sweet)i want
no world(for beautiful you are my world,my true)
and it's you are whatever a moon has always meant
and whatever a sun will always sing is you
here is the deepest secret nobody knows
(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud
and the sky of the sky of a tree called life;which grows
higher than soul can hope or mind can hide)
and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart
i carry your heart(i carry it in my heart)
(from 95 Poems, 1958)

“o purple finch
please tell me why
this summer world(and you and i
who love so much to live)
must die”
“if i
should tell you anything”
(that eagerly sweet caroling
self answers me)
“i could not sing”
(from 73 Poems, 1963)
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Cinder poem by Susan Stewart

Would Like to Meet poem by Christie Dickason

We needed fire to make
the tongs and tongs to hold
us from the flame: we needed
ash to clean the cloth
and cloth to clean the ash’s
stain; we needed stars
to find our way, to make
the light that blurred the stars;
we needed death to mark
an end, an end that time
in time could mend.
Born in love, the consequenceborn of love, the need.
Tell me, ravaged singer,
how the cinder bears the seed.

Energetic sea lion, male, would like to meet
Sympathetic and magnetic female penguin,
Skilled at self-defense,
To share a taste for mackerel and herring,
plaice, for just a taste,
Whale music, sliding on thin ice,
Object, to melt a few snow drifts.
Sweet and pretty tuneful thrush, female,
Seeks male oak,
must be rooted, deeply rooted
To share delight in summer breezes, little acorns
Would consider elder,
Object, nesting.

All the Way Home
Text written by members of Radcliffe’s
Ladies Choir as they reflected on their motto,
“Friendship through singing”.

Mature holly, yes, yes, would like to meet
Fairly soon, closely pruned, like-minded evergreen
To form a windbreak, side by side, not too thorny,
Object, berries, irrelevant.

Sing to me comfort, sing to me home, sing to me friendships I have known.
Sing me a place where I belong, joyful with harmonies sing me all the way home with a song in my heart.
All the way home. Brighten my path and carry me on, all the way home.
There’s a beautiful pow’r in what we bring, there’s strength in the glorious song we sing.
Easing all troubles, calming all fears, joyful, with harmonies sing me all the way home
Evening brings a shining star, her ancient anthems from afar. Silence below, her song in the sky,
Joyful with harmonies sing me all the way home.

ASTER proudly releases a holiday CD
which includes remastered recordings
of live performances from 2002 –
2021. Many voices and many styles
of music will bring back memories of
Christmas concerts past, or perhaps
become the soundtrack to your
holidays this year.
Suggested donation $10 per CD.

SAVE THE DATES!
ASTER performs with the
Broomfield Children’s
Chorus
Friday, December 10
at 7 PM and Saturday,
December 11th at 2 PM at
Holy Comforter
Episcopal Church in
Broomfield.

Artistic Staff:
Christina Lynn-Craig founded ASTER Women’s Chamber Choir in April of 2000. She is a former member of the
music faculty and alumna of Loretto Heights College. She received the MM degree from Temple University in
Philadelphia and the DMA degree from the University of Colorado, where she was a member of the voice faculty.
She won the Heart of Broomfield Award for the Arts in 2004. Her private voice studio is filled with talented
singers of all ages. Contact her Tinaregina@aol.com if you are interested in lessons or in auditioning for ASTER.

Jeanine Cully Marsh and her husband, Tom, moved to Colorado from Columbia, SC in 2011 to be closer to their
daughter and her family and this year they moved to Anthem Highlands in Broomfield. Jeanine teaches piano and
is on staff at Trinity Lutheran Church in Boulder as the Music Coordinator/Youth Choir Director where she also
sings in the Adult Choir and substitutes on organ.
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