
Arts in Dialogue

Week 3: Making Connections



Kate Ashton

https://www.stangrillcomposer.com/g

allery/art-inspired-music/

Vermeer: The Music Lesson

17th Century Dutch Paintings with 

the inclusion of period instruments 

and music composed in the same era

https://www.stangrillcomposer.com/gallery/art-inspired-music/
https://www.stangrillcomposer.com/gallery/art-inspired-music/


Scarlatti:                       

K 27 Sonata in b minor

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yMKkSYlriVA


Linda Budd

Bernstein: 

Chichester Psalms

NB: Performance of 

this piece at Jordan 

Hall on Feb. 14!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=S3WQkhptmVA


Chichester Cathedral; Chichester, United Kingdom



Chichester Cathedral; Chichester, United Kingdom



Anne Dooley

Music: Henri Dutileux: 

Timbres, espace, mouvement, 

ou La Nuit étoilée, for 

orchestra (1976-1978)

Painting: Vincent Van Gogh 

“Starry Night”

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VyYJOi3X898


John Dooley

Sibelius:           

Symphony No. 7

Berlin Philharmonic, 

Van Karajan

Landscape photography 

of Finland

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XHHfvdAqvn8


Tom Glannon 

Edward Hopper,                            

House by the Railroad (1925)



Out in the exact middle of the day,

This strange, gawky house has the expression

Of someone being stared at, someone holding

His breath underwater, hushed and expectant;

This house is ashamed of itself, ashamed

Of its fantastic mansard rooftop

And its pseudo-Gothic porch, ashamed 

Of its shoulders and large, awkward hands.

But the man behind the easel is relentless.

He is as brutal as sunlight, and believes

The house must have done something horrible

To the people who once lived here

Because now it is so desperately empty,

It must have done something to the sky

Because the sky, too, is utterly vacant

And devoid of meaning. There are no
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Trees or shrubs anywhere–the house

Must have done something against the earth.

All that is present is a single set of tracks

Straightening into the distance. No trains pass.

Now the stranger returns to this place daily

Until the house begins to suspect

That the man, too, is desolate, desolate,

And even ashamed. Soon the house starts

To stare frankly at the man. And somehow

The empty white canvas slowly takes on

The expression of someone who is unnerved,

Someone holding his breath underwater.

And then one day the man simply disappears.

He is a last afternoon shadow moving

Across the tracks, making its way

Through the vast, darkening fields.

This man will paint other abandoned mansions,

And faded cafeteria windows, and poorly lettered

Storefronts on the edges of small towns.

Always they will have this same expression,

The utterly naked look of someone

Being stared at, someone American and gawky.

Someone who is about to be left alone

Again, and can no longer stand it.



Jackie Keshian

Music:

César Franck: 

Panis Angelicus, 

“Bread of the Angels”

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5U9gIr5aIyU


Painting: 

Joos van Cleve 

(1485-1541)

The Last Supper



Gloria Leitner

Photo: Autumn Reflections in 

Mystic Lakes

   

Arpeggios of Autumn

Shimmering ripples,

     chords of color harmony—

A softly scintillating, delicate dance

     of ever-shifting hues.



Beethoven:           

Piano Sonata #30, 

Richard Goode

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8JZGiY--2LM


Dan O’Shea

Les Misérables: 

“Do You Hear the People 

Sing?”

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gMYNfQlf1H8


Les Misérables: “Do 

You Hear the People 

Sing?” used as a 

protest song in 

various movements.

Image: 2014 Hong 

Kong Protests



Carol Phelan

Stephen Sondheim:

Sunday in the Park 

with George, “Color 

and Light”;

Bernadette Peters 

and Mandy Patinkin

Production: 1986

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QmAol7gMym4


Stephen Sondheim:

Sunday in the Park 

with George, 

“Sunday”

Bernadette Peters 

and Mandy Patinkin

1984 Tony Awards

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=x0AJlmwqfxg


George Seurat:

A Sunday on La 

Grande Jatte



Laura Ramsay

Mendelssohn: 

The Hebrides Overture

(Fingal’s Cave)

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zyZ5cHUaiBI


Fingal’s Cave, Isle of Staffa, Scotland



Fingal’s Cave, Isle of Staffa, Scotland



Thomas Moran 

(1837-1926), American, 

Hudson River School;

Fingal’s Cave



Shirley 

Rossetti

Vivaldi, 

Four Seasons

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GRxofEmo3HA


Shirley Rossetti

Crocuses and snowdrops wither,

Violets, primroses together,

Fading with the fading Spring

Before a fuller blossoming.

Artist:  H. Bockmann;  

Poetry: Seasons by Christina Rossetti 

Spring



O sweet Summer, pass not soon,

Stay awhile the harvest moon:

O sweetest Summer, do not go,

For Autumn's next and next the snow.

Artist:  H. Bockmann

Poetry:  Seasons by Christina Rossetti 

Summer



When Autumn comes the days are drear,

It is the downfall of the year:

We heed the wind and falling leaf

More than the golden harvest-sheaf.

Artist:  H. Bockmann

Poetry:  Seasons by Christina Rossetti 

Autumn



Dreary Winter come at last:

Come quickly, so be quickly past:

Dusk and sluggish Winter, wane

Till Spring and sunlight dawn again.

Artist:  H. Bockmann

Poetry:  Seasons by Christina Rossetti 

Winter



Debussy: Clair de Lune

Elise Tamplin

Girls from North Country, Horses

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9uKVI6_Fm4g
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GwqA92DiMzA


Sandra Waxman



Brahms:

Symphony No. 4

Chicago Symphony 

Orchestra, Sir Georg Solti

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6yy3eQwu63A


Lois Solomon



Jazz music by 

David Lewis Luong

Video footage of 

New York City

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=J70MWc8SLGs


Smetana, Collins, and the 
Hudson River School
Project for Arts in Dialogue

Pat Elliott



The Brooklyn Museum of Art
by Billy Collins

• I will now step over the soft velvet rope
• and walk directly into this massive Hudson River
• painting and pick my way along the Palisades
• with a stick I snapped off a dead tree.

• I will skirt the smoky, nestled towns
• and seek the path that leads always outward
• until I become lost, without hope
• of ever finding the way back to the museum.

• I will stand on the bluffs in nineteenth-century 
clothes,

• a dwarf among rock, hills, and flowing water,
• and I will fish from the banks in a straw hat
• which will feel like a brush stroke on my head.

• And I will hide in the green covers of forests
• so no appreciator of Fredric Edwin Church,
• leaning over the soft velvet rope,
• will spot my tiny figure moving in the stillness
• and cry out, pointing for the others to see,

• and be thought mad and led away to a cell
• where there is no vaulting landscape to explore,
• none of this birdsong that halts me in my tracks,
• and no wide curving of this river that draws
• my steps toward the misty vanishing point.



Thomas Cole



Thomas Cole



Frederick Edwin Church



Church



Smetana:

Ma Vlast, Die Moldau

Berlin Philharmoniker, 
Herbert von Karajan

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tiiPb0h3CRs

