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Pasticcio! 
Libretto by Abbey Fenbert 

 
 

NARRATOR:  
 
In Greek myth, Calliope, “beautifully voiced,” is the muse of epic poetry and mother of Orpheus,  
“sing wildly,” the man with godlike musical gifts. Calliope’s speech is more poetic than  
colloquial, with the lofty otherworldliness of an immortal muse, but she has a humane and 
humorous side. Since she’s timeless, she addresses both her modern listeners and her son as the 
story unfolds.  
 

ACT I 
 

Overture - Movement IV, New World Symphony Antonín Dvořák  
 

Calliope: 
Where does love go when it dies? 
Love must have life, or is not love. 
What lives must die, or did not live. 
Where does it go? 
What does it leave behind? 
On Death, it chafes to confess, I know little. 
Though my knowledge plumbs canyons 
And spans the starscape, 
I have never grasped the coil. 
Muses are barred from dying. 
We live in stories told through eternity, 
Spun again, and again, retold, remade. 
And so I never stop singing. 
We’ve met. 
In the grey fog that lifts when a flash breaks through the clouds; 
In the empty room that only stories fill with solace; 
When you’ve begged for inspiration, I’ve obliged. 
I’m the Muse Calliope. 
(Epic Poetry, for those keeping track) 
Shaky on death, but as for birth… 
That’s another tune. 
Meet my son. 
His name is ‘Sing Wildly’ 
His music made the stones shiver 
And the streams leap. 
 
 [to Orpheus] 
Orpheus! No more avalanches today! Play a light mist for once! 
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[to audience] 
Nothing can stop him. 
 
[to Orpheus] 
Orpheus! 
Call up the stones. 
Fill every still dead thing 
With wild song. 
 
[sees Eurydice coming; again to audience] 
This is a story told for eternity. 
Nothing will stop it. 
Euridyce will follow the lyre, 
And fall, like an avalanche, in love. 
 
“Tonight” (West Side Story) 
 

Leonard Bernstein 

Tonight, tonight, won’t be just any night, Tonight there will be no morning star. 
Tonight, tonight, I’ll see my love tonight, And for us, stars will stop where they are. 
Today, the minutes seem like hours, the hours go so slowly, And still the sky is light. 
O moon, burn bright, and make this endless day Endless night. Tonight! 
 
Calliope: 
Joy is a dire fever, isn’t it?  
But I have watched mortals long enough to know the cure. 
 
[to Orpheus]  
Son - Marry her!  
 
“Soave il vento” (Così fan tutte) 
 

W. A. Mozart  

Soave sia il vento,  
Tranquilla sia l'onda,  
Ed ogni elemento benigno risponda  
Ai nostri {vostri) desir.  
 

May the wind be gentle, 
may the waves be calm, 
and may every one of the elements 
warmly fulfil our (your) wishes. 

Calliope: 
Welcome, daughter!  
[blinking back tears of happiness; at audience]  
How can it be this way…  
We who watch forever, live not, and never die.  
How can it feel so new Every time?  
 
[to Eurydice]  
Welcome, daughter.  
Careful, daughter. 
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Joy that touches heaven Mocks the gods.  
Do not trespass.  
For human beings, Joy must live nearer to the ground.  
 
[silence… to the audience, grim] 
And on the ground are snakes… 
 
[as though witnessing impending disaster, and trying to stop it]  
Eurydice!  
[horror…fading into grief]  
A story told over and over. 
 
[to Orpheus]  
Orpheus, the snakes, she….  
[understanding]  
The last note fades into silence. 
She is gone.  
How can it be so painful  
Every time?  
 
Act III Overture (Tristan und Isolde) 
 

Richard Wagner 

[period of silence] 
 

 

Calliope: 
Silence will make you mad.  
It is the sound of your lover not talking,  
The sound of your son not singing, 
The sound of your friends not laughing,  
The sound of your heart not beating.  
It is the sound of your hollow life  
And it echoes…  
 
Movement II (Ein Deutsches Requiem) 
 

Johannes Brahms 

Denn alles Fleisch, es ist wie Gras  
und alle Herrlichkeit des Menschen  
wie des Grases Blumen.  
Das Gras ist verdorret  
und die Blume abgefallen.   
So seid nun geduldig, lieben Brüder,  
bis auf die Zukunft des Herrn.  
Siehe, ein Ackermann wartet  
auf die köstliche Frucht der Erde  
und ist geduldig darüber,  
bis er empfahe den Morgenregen  

For all flesh is as grass,  
and all the glory of man  
as the flower of grass.  
The grass withers,  
and the flower thereof falleth away. 
Be patient therefore, brethren,  
unto the coming of the Lord.  
Behold, the husbandman waiteth  
for the precious fruit of the earth,  
and has long patience for it,  
until he receive the morning  

 



4	  
	  

und Abendregen.   
Aber des Herrn Wort bleibet in Ewigkeit.   
Die Erlöseten des Herrn werden wiederkommen  
und gen Zion kommen mit Jauchzen;  
ewige Freude wird über ihrem Haupte sein;  
Freude und Wonne werden sie ergreifen,  
und Schmerz und Seufzen wird weg müssen.  

and evening rain. 
But the word of the Lord endureth for ever. 
And the ransomed of the Lord shall return,  
and come to Zion with songs  
and everlasting joy upon their heads: 
 they shall obtain joy and gladness, 
and sorrow and sighing shall flee away 

 

Calliope: 
We buried her by the trees she loved, 
And the branches bowed their heads,  
And the leaves dropped tears of dew,  
And the roots trembled, all for the grief of Orpheus.  
We could not help him.  
 
[helpless appeal to her son]  
What can I do for you?  
Death is Hades’ business, Orpheus, mine is —  
[an epiphany]  
Inspiration.  
 
[to Orpheus with new resolve]  
Here’s something they don’t say at weddings, son.  
When one lover dies  
Both must walk through hell. 
 

Orpheus Enters the Underworld 
 

“Zu Hilfe” (Die Zauuberflöte) 
 

W. A. Mozart 

Orpheus: 
Zu Hilfe! Zu Hilfe! sonst bin ich verloren, 
der listigen Schlange  
zum Opfer erkoren – 
barmherzige Götter! Schon nahet sie sich, 
ach rettet mich, ach rettet, schützet mich! 
 
Three “Ladies” of the Underworld: 
Stirb, Ungeheuer, durch uns’re Macht! 
Triumph! Triumph! Sie ist vollbracht 
die Heldentat! Er ist befreit 
durch uns’res Armes Tapferkeit. 

 
First Lady, observing Orpheus: 
Ein holder Jüngling, sanft und schön! 

 
Help me! oh, help me! or I am lost, 
condemned as sacrifice  
to the cunning serpent – 
Merciful gods! It’s coming closer! 
Ah! save me, ah! defend me! 
 
 
Die, monster, by our power! 
Victory! Victory! Accomplished is the heroic 
deed! He is free,  
thanks to our bravery! 
 
   
A pleasing youth, gentle and fair! 
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Second Lady:  
So schön, als ich noch nie geseh’n. 
 
Third Lady: 
Ja, ja, gewiß! zum Malen schön. 
 
All Three: 
Würd’ ich mein Herz der Liebe weih’n, 
so müßt’ es dieser Jüngling sein. 
Laßt uns zu uns’rer Fürstin eilen, 
ihr diese Nachricht zu erteilen. 
Vielleicht daß dieser schöne Mann, 
die vor’ge Ruh’ ihr geben kann. 
 
First Lady: 
So geht und sagt es ihr, 
ich bleib’ indessen hier. – 
 
Second Lady: 
Nein, nein, geht ihr nur hin, 
ich wache hier für ihn! 
 
Third Lady: 
Nein, nein, das kann nicht sein, 
ich schütze ihn allein! 
 
First Lady: 
Ich bleib’ indessen hier ... 

Second Lady: 
Ich wache hier für ihn ... 
 
Third Lady: 
Ich schütze ihn allein ... 
 
First Lady: 
... ich bleibe ... 
 
Second Lady: 
... ich wache ... 
 
Third Lady: 
... ich schütze ... 
 
 

 
   
The fairest I have ever seen. 
  
 
Yes, that is true, pretty as a picture. 
 
 
If I ever gave my heart away, 
It could be none but this youth. 
Let us hasten to our Queen 
And report this news to her. 
Perhaps this handsome man 
Can restore her peace of mind. 
 
 
You go and tell her, then; 
Meanwhile I’ll stay here –  
 
 
No, no, you go ahead; 
I’ll keep watch over him! 
 
 
No, no, that may not be; 
I’ll protect him! 
 
 
Meanwhile, I’ll stay here… 
 
   
I’ll keep watch over him… 
 
 
I alone will protect him… 
 
 
…I’ll stay… 
 
 
…I’ll keep watch… 
 
 
…I’ll protect… 
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First Lady: 
... ich! 
 
Second Lady: 
... ich! 
 
Third Lady: 
... ich! 
 
All Three (each to herself):   
Ich sollte fort! Ei, ei! wie fein! 
Sie wären gern bei ihm allein. 
Nein, nein, das kann nicht sein! 
Was sollte ich darum nicht geben, 
könnt’ ich mit diesem Jüngling leben! 
Hätt’ ich ihn doch so ganz allein! 
Doch keine geht, es kann nicht sein. 
Am besten ist es nun, ich geh’. 
Du Jüngling schön und liebevoll, 
du trauter Jüngling, lebe wohl, 
bis ich dich wiederseh’. 

 

   
…I! 
   
 
…I! 
 
 
…I! 
 
 
Then I must go! Aha, very nice! 
They want to be alone with him. 
No, no, that’s out of the question! 
What would I not give  
To live with this youth! 
If only I had him to myself! 
Still no one goes; it is not to be. 
I had better go. 
O youth so fair and loveable, 
O faithful youth, farewell 
Until I see you again. 
 
 

“Hernando’s Hideaway” (The Pajama Game) 
 

Richard Adler and Jerry Ross 

Seductress: 
I know a hot and hoppin’ joint…. 
 
I know a dark, secluded place. A place where no one knows your face. 
A glass of wine, a fast embrace. 
It’s called Hernando’s Hideaway. Olé! 
All you see are silhouettes, and all you hear are castanets, 
And no one cares how late it gets,  
Not at Hernando’s Hideaway! Olé! 
At the Golden Finger Bowl or any place you go,  
You will meet your Uncle Max and everyone you know. 
But if you know the spot that I am thinking of, 
You will be free, to gaze at me, and talk of love! 
Just knock three times and whisper low that you and I were sent by Joe. 
Then strike a match and you will know 
You’re in Hernando's Hideaway! Olé! 
 
Denizens of the Underworld: 
I know a dark, secluded place. A place where no one knows your face. 
A glass of wine, a fast embrace. 
It’s called Hernando’s Hideaway. Olé! 
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All you see are silhouettes, and all you hear are castanets, 
And no one cares how late it gets,  
Not at Hernando’s Hideaway! Olé! 
At the Golden Finger Bowl or any place you go,  
You will meet your Uncle Max and everyone you know. 
But if you know the spot that I am thinking of, 
You will be free, to gaze at me, and talk of love! 
Just knock three times and whisper low that you and I were sent by Joe. 
Then strike a match and you will know 
You’re in Hernando's Hideaway! Olé! 
 

 
 

ACT II 
(a Den of Iniquity, deep in the Underworld) 

 
Overture – Orfeo ed Euridice 
 

Christoph Willibald Gluck 

Calliope: 
My son’s lament rattled the bolts over hell,  
Melted the lines between the worlds. 
Rocks shift, and waters go still,  
And Orpheus crosses over  
To gamble for his love. 
  
[to Orpheus]  
The world is with you, son…  
But don’t put your trust in the world.  
In this game Uncle Hades holds the cards. 
 
“Luck Be A Lady” (Guys and Dolls) 
 

Frank Loesser 

They call you “Lady Luck,” but there is room for doubt. 
At times you have a very unladylike way of running out – 
You’re on this date with me. The pickings have been lush. 
And yet before this evening is over you might give me the brush. 
You might forget your manners, you might refuse to stay. 
And so the best I can do is….pray. 
 
Luck, be a lady tonight. Luck, be a lady tonight. 
Luck, if you’ve ever been a lady to begin with, Luck, be a lady tonight. 
Luck, let a gentleman see how nice a dame you can be. 
I know the way you’ve treated other guys you’ve been with, Luck, be a lady tonight. 
A lady doesn’t leave her escort. It isn’t fair, it isn’t nice. 
A lady doesn’t wander all over the room, And blow on another guy’s….dice. 
So let’s keep the party polite. Never get out of my sight. 
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Stick with me, baby, I’m the fella you came in with. Luck be a lady tonight. 
A lady wouldn’t flirt with strangers. She’d have a heart, she’d have a soul. 
A lady wouldn’t make little snake eyes at me, when I’ve bet my life on this roll. 
Roll ‘em! Roll ‘em! Roll, will ya, what’s the matter, roll the dice! 
Comin’ out, Comin’ out, comin’out right. Ha! 
 
Calliope: 
The Lord of the Underworld showed his hand  
And struck my son a bargain. 
  
[to Orpheus, quoting Hades]  
“The prize is yours but heed the price: 
Seek her hand but not her eyes!  
Dive into the changeless deep,  
Wake your wife from endless sleep.  
Toward the river wend and wind,  
With your lover close behind. 
Never glance upon her face! 
Move ahead and let her chase.  
Shadows do not make a sound  
Tempting you to turn around.  
But if you wish her life restored,  
You must honor this accord.  
I will grant the joy you lack --  
Orpheus — do not look back.”  
 
“Ode to Joy” (Symphony No. 9, Movement IV) Ludwig Van Beethoven 

Arr. Michael Rondeau 
Joyful, joyful, we adore you, God of Glory, Lord of Love; 
Hearts unfold like flo’ers before you, op’ning to the sun above. 
Melt the clouds of sin and sadness; Drive the dark of doubt away; 
Giver of immortal gladness, fill us with the light of Day! 
 
All your works with Joy surround you, Earth and heav’n reflect your rays, 
Stars and angels sing around you, Center of unbroken praise; 
Field and forest, vale and mountain, Flowery meadow, flashing sea, 
Chanting bird and flowing fountain, Praising you eternally! 
 
Always giving and forgiving, Ever blessing, ever blessed; 
Wellspring of the Joy of living, ocean depth of happy rest! 
God creator, Christ Redeemer, Let your light upon us shine; 
Teach us how to love each other, Lift us to the Joy divine. 
 
Mortals join the mighty chorus which the morning stars began;  
God’s own love is reigning o’er, joining people hand in hand. 
Ever singing, march we onward, victory in the midst of strife;  
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Joyful music leads us sunward in the triumph song of life! 
 
Calliope: 
Careful, Orpheus.  
Mortals know the price of bliss is loss.  
Take this from a god: the cost of fortune is restraint.  
One step, and then another.  
Onward now — 
 
Joy lies within your reach.  
Cling harder, like strings bind to the lyre.  
 
[after some silence, to audience]  
But silence will drive you mad. 
The sound of no footsteps behind you,  
The sound of no rustling dress,  
The sound of no life before you… 
And who of you could bear not to look back?  
 
[Orpheus looks back]  
 
“Rain, thunder, earthquake, and wind!” (Les Boréades) Jean-Philippe Rameau 

 
Borée en fureur rassemble tous les vents  
dans ces climate. 
Quels feux! Quells terribles éclats! 
L’air s’embrase, la terre tremble, 
Elle s’écroule sous nos pas. 
 
Juste ciel! Quelle violence! 
Cruels, cruels,  
ta colère féroce tombe sur nous. 
Euridice, pauvre Euridice! 
A fatale vengeance, 
Dieu redoutable, Dieux jaloux! 
 
Nuit redoutable! Jour affreaux! 
Terrible Dieu des vents, 
Calme leur violence, 
Écoute, écoute nos cris douloureux. 
 
Pleure, gémis, people odieux, 
Mon coeur dans ces transports, 
Ose envier aux Dieux ces foudroyans 
Eclats de leur vaste puissance; 
Ah! Qu’il doit être doux de punir une offence,  

The furious Borée gathers all the winds  
within these climes. 

What fire! What terrible lightening! 
The air ignites, the earth trembles, 

It crumbles under our feet. 
 

O heavens! What violence! 
Cruel, cruel,  

your wrath falls fierce upon us. 
Euridice, poor Euridice! 

O fatal vengeance,  
Frightful god, jealous god! 

 
Horrible night! Frightful day! 

Terrible god of the winds, 
Calm their violence, 

Listen to our mournful cries. 
 

Cry, moan, despicable people, 
My heart, in its ecstasy, 

Dares to envy the gods for this 
Most astonishing show of their vast power. 

O, how sweet it must be to punish an offense, 
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Quand on peut se vanger comme eux! 
 
Quels torrens! Quells vents furieux! 
Ciel! O ciel! Prends nôtre deffense, 
Écoute nos cris douloureux. 
 
Dieu puissant,  
je jouïs du moins de la vengeance, 
Et je vais confondre tes yeux  
l’ingrate qui m’offence. 
 
Terrible Dieu des Vents, 
Calme leur violence,  
Dieux! O Dieux! Secourez nous! 
Nous périssons tous. 
 

When one can revenge it as they can. 
 

What floods, what furious winds! 
Heaven, o heaven! Come to our defense,  

Hear our mournful cries. 
 

Powerful god,  
at least I enjoy your vengeance, 

And I shall overwhelm in your sight 
The ungrateful creature who offended me. 

 
Terrible god of the winds,  

Calm their violence, 
Gods, o gods, help us! 

For we all perish. 
 
 

Calliope: 
What’s crueler than grief? Mortals ask the Muses  
One curse only:  
Hope.  
Now all that remains is to sing.  
Play for the dead stones, Orpheus.  
Play for the fallen leaves.  
You’ve called to life the still things before.  
Sing wild.  
Someone always listens; Someone will hear.  
 
Hear My Prayer 
 

Felix Mendelssohn 

Hear my prayer, O God, incline thine ear! Thyself from my petition do not hide! 
Take heed to me! Hear how in prayer I mourn to Thee! 
Without Thee all is dark, I have no guide. 
The enemy shouteth, the godless come fast! Iniquity, hatred upon me they cast. 
The wicked oppress me, Ah, where shall I fly? Perplexed and bewildered, O God, hear my cry! 
My heart is sorely pain’d within my breast, My soul with deathly terror is oppress’d, 
Trembling and fearfulness upon me fall, with horror overwhelm’d, Lord, hear me call! 
O for the wings, the wings of a dove! Far away, far away would I rove! 
In the wilderness build me a nest, and remain there forever at rest.  
 
Calliope: 
He sang not to Hades, hoarder of souls.  
He sang not to Fortune, the fickle hand.  
He sent his song up to the ears of Mercy,  
And the rivers and rushes joined his call.  
The trees and the birds joined his call.  
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The mountains and mists joined his call.  
The stones and the fishes, the lions and sheep,  
The spiders and blossoms and gold tipped grain  
All joined his cry to Mercy.  
Does she hear?  
Will she answer?  
[heavenward]  
We call!  
 
[Pause] 
 
[Calliope overcome with joy]  
Someone always hears!! 
 
The wild song won love its pardon;  
My wild son rejoined his bride.  
But grief had tempered wild bliss,  
And their joy lived closer to the ground  
Where earthly love can flourish til it fades.  
 
This is a story told for eternity.  
Sometimes it ends in rapture,  
Sometimes in pain. 
But always it ends, and the music begins again.  
And this is what I know from stories  
About death, and of love.  
Listen now if you’ve forgotten:  
Men and women die.  
But love does not.  
It only shatters  
Into song.  
 
Ride On, King Jesus Traditional Spiritual 

Arr. by Robert F. McFadden III 
Ride on, King Jesus, No man can a-hinder me. 
In that great get’nup mornin’ fare thee well, fare thee well. 
When I get to heaven gonna wear a robe, No man can a-hinder me. 
Gonna walk all over those streets of gold, No man can a-hinder me. 
Goin’ to a place where we’ll never grow old, No man can a-hinder me. 
In that great get’nup mornin’ fare thee well, fare thee well. 
  
“Thy Right Hand, O Lord” (Israel in Egypt) 
 

George Frederic Handel 

Thy right hand, O Lord, is become glorious in power: 
Thy right hand, O Lord, hath dashed in pieces the enemy! 
 


