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Biographies 
 
One of the rising stars from the Australian opera scene, Melbourne born lyric tenor Christopher Busietta 
can be found singing on the opera stages in Germany, currently as a full-time tenor soloist with Theater 
Augsburg until July 2014. 
 
He began his professional work in Australia in 2004 as a soloist in concert and oratorio with local choirs 
and orchestras in Melbourne, and as a professional chorister with Opera Australia and Victorian Opera. 
He then went on to become a principal tenor with Opera Australia's (OzOpera) primary schools company, 
touring Rossini's Barber of Seville and Cinderella as well as singing leading roles for Lyric Opera of 
Melbourne and iOpera. 
 
After winning the 2009 German Australian Opera Grant, he relocated to Germany, singing roles with 
Hessisches Staatstheater Wiesbaden, Theater Aachen, Theater Augsburg, Staatstheater am Gärtnerplatz 
and Oper Frankfurt. 
 
His 37 operatic roles include Don Ramiro (La Cenerentola), Don Ottavio, (Don Giovanni), Alfred (Die 

Fledermaus), Pedrillo (Die Entführung aus dem Serail), Erwin (Anna Amalia's Erwin und Elmire), Goro 
(Madama Butterfly), Basilio (Le Nozze di Figaro) and der Steuermann (Der Fliegender Holländer). 
 
Amongst other music theater roles, he has also performed as Marius in Les Misérables and Judas in Jesus 

Christ Superstar. He will play Woof in Theater Augsburg's open air production of Hair in 2013 and Freddy 
in the open air production of My Fair Lady in 2014. 
 
He graduated from the Melba Memorial Conservatorium of Music in 2006. He also holds a Bachelor of 
Computer Science from Monash University (Clayton). 
 

 
Winner of the prestigious 2006 Australian National Piano Award, Amir Farid is a Melbourne based solo 
pianist, associate artist and chamber musician. He has been described as "a highly creative musician, a 
pianist of great intelligence and integrity. He brings strong musical substance to all that he does, imbuing 
it with his own particular experience and understanding". 
Throughout his career, Amir has been working and developing under the guidance of Professor Ronald 
Farren-Price, with whom he completed his Bachelor of Music (Hon) degree, and is currently undertaking 
a Master of Music degree at the Melbourne Conservatorium of Music, University of Melbourne. He also 
attended the Australian National Academy of Music (ANAM) where he studied with Rita Reichman, 
Geoffrey Tozer and Timothy Young. In 2009, he graduated with distinction as a Scholar supported by the 
Gordon Calway Stone Memorial Award at the Royal College of Music London, studying with Andrew Ball. 
 
He has performed concerti with the Sydney Symphony, Melbourne Symphony, Melbourne Chamber 
Orchestra, Orchestra Victoria, Melbourne Youth and ANAM Orchestras, including Rachmaninoff’s 2nd 
Piano Concerto at the Sidney Myer Music Bowl with the Melbourne Symphony in front of a capacity 
13,000 strong crowd. He is a member of an award winning piano trio, The Benaud Trio, and as an 
associate artist, he has accompanied some of Australia's finest singers and instrumentalists.  

 

 
Parmi veder le lagrime from Rigoletto 
 

Ella mi fu rapita! 
E quando, o ciel?...ne’ brevi 
istanti, prima che il mio presagio interno 
sull’orma corsa ancora mi spingesse! 
Schiuso era l’uscio! E la magion deserta! 
 
E dove ora sarà quell’angiol caro? 
Colei che prima potè in questo core 
destar la fiamma di costanti affetti? 
Colei sì pura, al cui modesto sguardo 
quasi spinto a virtù talor mi credo! 
 
Ella mi fu rapita! 
E chi l’ardiva?...ma ne avrò vendetta. 
Lo chiede il pianto della mia diletta. 
 
Parmi veder le lagrime 
scorrenti da quel ciglio, 
quando fra il dubbio e l’ansia 
del subito periglio, 
dell’amor nostro memore 
il suo Gualtier chiamò. 
 
Ned ei potea soccorrerti, 
cara fanciulla amata; 
ei che vorria coll’anima 
farti quaggiù beata; 
ei che le sfere agli angeli 
per te non invidiò. 

She has been stolen from me! 
When, O heaven? In those few moments, 
before some inner voice 
made me hastily retrace my steps! 
The gate was open, the house deserted! 
 
And where is she now, that dear angel? 
She who first kindled my heart 
with the flame of a constant affection? 
So pure that her modest demean our 
almost convinced me to lead a virtuous life! 
 
She has been stolen from me! 
And who dared it?...But I shall be avenged. 
The tears of my beloved demand it. 
 
I seem to see the tears 
coursing from her eyes 
as, bewildered and afraid 
at the surprise attack, 
remembering our love, 
she called her Walter’s name. 
 
But he could not defend you, 
sweet, beloved maid; 
he who would pledge his very soul 
to bring you happiness; 
he who, in loving you, envied 
not even the angels. 

La donna è mobile from Rigoletto 
La donna è mobile qual piuma al vento 
Muta d’accento e di pensiero. 
Sempre un amabile leggiadro viso, 
In pianto o in riso è menzognero. 
 
La donna è mobil qual piuma al vento 
Muta d’accenti e di pensier. 
 
E sempre misero chi a lei s’affida 
Chi le confida mal cauto il core! 
Pur mai non sentesi felice appieno 
Chi su quell seno non liba amore! 
 
La donna è mobil qual piuma al vento 
Muta d’accenti e di pensier. 

Woman is fickle like a feather in the wind; 
She vacillates in word and in thought. 
A lovable, pretty face, 
In tears or in laughter is always lying 
 
Woman is fickle like a feather in the wind; 
She vacillates in word and in thought. 
 
And one is always miserable who relies upon her 
And confides his heart rashly to her. 
And yet will never feel completely happy 
Who on this breast doesn’t taste love! 
 
Woman is fickle like a feather in the wind; 
She vacillates in word and in thought. 

 



Rigoletto 
Music:  Giuseppe Verdi (1813–1901) 

Book:  Francesco Maria Piave (1810–1876) 

Questa o quella from Rigoletto 

 
Questa o quella per me pari sono 
a quant’altre d’intorno mi vedo; 
del mio core l’impero non cedo 
meglio ad una che ad altra beltà. 
La costoro avvenenza è qual dono 
di che il fato ne infiora la vita; 
s’oggi questa mi torna gradita 
forse un’altra doman lo sarà. 
 
La costanza, tiranna del core, 
detestiamo qual morbo crudele. 
Sol chi vuole si serbi fedele; 
non v’è amor se non v’è libertà. 
De’ mariti il geloso furore, 
degli amanti le smanie derido; 
anco d’Argo i cent’occhi disfido 
se mi punge una qualche beltà. 

This one or that one are  the same to me 
as the rest I see around me; 
I never yield the empire of my heart 
to one beauty more than another. 
Feminine charm is a gift bestowed 
by fate to brighten our lives. 
And if one woman pleases me today, 
Perhaps another will tomorrow. 
 
Fidelity, tyrant of the heart, 
we shun like cruel pestilence. 
Only those who want should preserve fidelity; 
without freedom there is no love. 
The ravings of jealous husbands, 
And the yearning of lovers I deride; 
I would challenge Argus’ hundred eyes 
If I was wounded by a pretty face. 
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Purcell If Music be the food of Love  3:25 

Bach Deposuit Potentes (Magnificat in D [BMV243]) 1:56 

Giordano Caro mio ben  3:17 

Schubert Ave Maria  4:30 

Beethoven Der Kuss  1:50 

Beethoven Ich liebe dich  2:26 

Mozart Dalla sua pace (Don Giovanni) 4:30 

Gounod Ah léve toi soleil (Roméo et Juliette [Romeo & Juliet]) 4:20 

Rossini Sí ritrovar'la io giuro (La Cenerentola [Cinderella]) 5:00 

 

BREAK 
 

Britten Winter Words  

    1. At Day-close in November 1:34 

    2. Midnight on the Great Western (or The Journeying Boy) 4:36 

    3. Wagtail and Baby (A Satire) 1:59 

    4. The Little Old Table 1:21 

    5. The Choirmaster's Burial (or The Tenor Man's Story) 4:00 

    6. Proud Songsters (Thrushes, Finches and Nightingales) 1:01 

    7. At the Railway Station, Upway  
       (or The Convict and Boy with the Violin) 

2:51 

    8. Before Life and After 3:26 

Wagner Westwärts schweift der Blick (Tristan und Isolde) 

 [Tristan and Isolde]) 
1:11 

 Mit Gewitter und Sturm (Der Fliegende Holländer 

 [The Flying Dutchman]) 
3:40 

Verdi Questa o Quella (Rigoletto) 1:37 

 Parmi veder le lagrime (Rigoletto) 4:46 

 La Donna é Mobile (Rigoletto) 2:52 

 
 
Encores? If you clap hard enough and cheer loud enough you will get a surprise ☺☺☺☺. 

 



If Music be the Food of Love 
Music: Henry Purcell (1659-1695) 

Poem: Henry Heveningham (1651-1700) 

(First Line from William Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night) 
 
If music be the food of love,  
Sing on, till I am fill’d with joy; 
 
For then my list’ning soul you move 
To pleasures that can never cloy 
Your eyes, your mien, your tongue declare 
That you are music everywhere. 
 
Pleasures invade both eye and ear, 
So fierce the transports are, they wound; 
And all my senses feasted are 
Though yet the treat is only sound. 
 
Sure I must perish by your charms, 
Unless you save me in your arms. 
 

Deposuit Potentes from Magnificat in D 
Music: J.S. Bach (1685-1750) 

Text: Gospel of Luke (Luke 1:46-55) 

 
Deposuit potentes de sede et exaltavit humiles  
 

He hath put down the mighty and raised up the lowly. 

 
 

 
Westwärts schweift der Blick from Tristan und Isolde 

Westwärts schweift der Blick; 
ostwärts streicht das Schiff. 
Frisch weht der Wind der Heimat zu: 
mein irisch Kind, wo weilest du? 
Sind's deiner Seufzer Wehen, 
die mir die Segel blähen? 
Wehe, wehe, du Wind! - 
Weh, ach wehe, mein Kind! - 
Irische Maid,du wilde, minnige Maid! 

Westwards wanders the gaze; 
Eastwards strikes the ship. 
Fresh blows the wind towards home: 
my Irish child, where are you now? 
Is it your wafting sighs  
that swell my sails? 
Blow, blow, you wind! 
Woe, ah woe, my child! 
Irish maid, you wild, adorable maid! 

 

Mit Gewitter und Sturm from Der Fliegende Holländer 
Mit Gewitter und Sturm aus fernem Meer  
mein Mädel, bin dir nah!  
Über turmhohe Flut vom Süden her -  
Mein Mädel, ich bin da!  
Mein Mädel, wenn nich Südwind wär',  
ich nimmer wohl käm' zu dir!  
Ach, lieber Südwind, blas' noch mehr!  
Mein Mädel verlangt nach mir!  
Hohojo! Hallohoho Jollohohoho! 
 
Von des Südens Gestad',  
aus weitem Land -  
ich hab' an dich gedacht!  
Durch Gewitter und Meer 
 vom Mohrenstrand  
hab' dir was mitgebracht.  
Mein Mädel, preis' den Südwind hoch,  
ich bring' dir ein gülden Band;  
Ach, lieber Südwind, blase doch!  
Mein Mädel hätt' gern den Tand.  
Ho-ho! Je holla ho! 
 
Mein Mädel, wenn nicht Südwind wär'… 

With thunder and storm, from distant seas 
my lass, I'm near you! 
Through towering waves, from the south 
my lass, I am here! 
My girl, if there were no south wind 
I could never ever come back to you: 
Ah, dear south wind, blow some more! 
My lass longs for me! 
Hoyohel Halloho! Yolohol Hoho! 
 
From the southern shores, 
in distant lands 
I have thought of you; 
Through storm and sea,  
from Moorish beaches 
I have brought something for you. 
My girl, praise the fair south wind, 
I bring you a golden ring; 
ah, dear south wind, then blow! 
My lass would like her gift. 
Hoyohe! Halloho! 
 
My lass, if there was no south wind… 

 

  



Winter Words (Op. 52) 

Music: Benjamin Britten (1913-1976) 

Words: Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) 

 
6. Proud Songsters 

 
The thrushes sing as the sun is going,  
And the finches whistle in ones and pairs, 
And as it gets dark loud nightingales 
In bushes pipe, as they can when April wears, 
As if all Time were theirs. 
 
These are brand-new birds of twelve-months’ 
growing, 
Which a year ago, or less than twain, 
No finches were, nor nightingales, nor thrushes, 
But only particles of grain, 
And earth, and air, and rain. 
 
7. At the Railway Station, Upway 

 
'THERE is not much that I can do,  
For I've no money that's quite my own!'  
Spoke up the pitying child--  
A little boy with a violin  
At the station before the train came in,--  
'But I can play my fiddle to you,  
And a nice one 'tis, and good in tone!' 
 
The man in the handcuffs smiled;  
The constable looked, and he smiled too,  
As the fiddle began to twang;  
And the man in the handcuffs suddenly sang  
With grimful glee:  
'This life so free  
Is the thing for me!'  
And the constable smiled, and said no word,  
As if unconscious of what he heard;  
And so they went on till the train came in--  
The convict, and boy with the violin. 
 

8. Before Life and After 

 
A time there was, as one may guess 
And as indeed earth's testimonies tell 
Before the birth of consciousness 
When all went well 
 
None suffered sickness love or loss 
None knew regret, starved hope or heartburning 
None cared whatever crash or cross 
Brought wrack to things 
 
If something ceased, no tongue bewailed 
If something winced and waned no heart was 
wrung 
If brightness ceased and dark prevailed 
No sense was stung 
 
But the disease of feeling germed 
And primal rightness took the sense of wrong 
Ere nescience shall be reaffirmed 
How long, How long? 

  

 

 

 

 Caro mio ben 
Music:  Tommaso Giordano (1730-1806) 

Words:  Anonymous 

 

Caro mio ben, 
Credimi almen, 
Senza di te languisce il cor. 
 
Il tuo fedel 
Sospira ognor. 
Cessa, crudel, 
Tanto rigor! 
 
Caro mio ben, 
Credimi almen, 
Senza di te languisce il cor. 

My dear beloved, 
believe me at least, 
without you my heart languishes. 
 
Your faithful one 
always sighs; 
cease, cruel one, 
so much punishment! 
 
My dear beloved, 
believe me at least, 
without you my heart languishes. 

 

Ave Maria 
Music: Franz Schubert (Ellens Gesang III, D. 839, Op. 52, No. 6, 1825) 

Text: Traditional Catholic Prayer, various sources. 

 

Ave Maria, gratia plena, 
Maria, gratia plena, 
Maria, gratia plena, 
Ave, Ave, Dominus, 
Dominus tecum. 
Benedicta tu in mulieribus, et benedictus, 
Et benedictus fructus ventris (tui), 
Ventris tui, Jesus. 
Ave Maria! 
 
Sancta Maria, Mater Dei, 
Ora pro nobis peccatoribus, 
Ora, ora pro nobis; 
Ora, ora pro nobis peccatoribus, 
Nunc et in hora mortis, 
In hora mortis nostrae. 
In hora, hora mortis nostrae, 
In hora mortis nostrae. 
Ave Maria! 

Hail Mary, full of grace, 
Mary, full of grace, 
Mary, full of grace, 
Hail, Hail, the Lord 
The Lord is with thee. 
Blessed art thou among women,  
Blessed is the fruit of thy womb, 
Thy womb, Jesus. 
Ave Maria! 
 
Holy Mary, Mother of God, 
Pray for us sinners, 
Pray, pray for us; 
Pray for us sinners, 
Now, and at the hour of our death, 
The hour of our death. 
The hour, the hour of our death, 
The hour of our death. 
Ave Maria! 

 



Der Kuß (Op. 128 1822) 
Music:  Ludwig van Beethoven (1770-1827) 

Words:     Christian Felix Weisse (1726 - 1804) 

 

Ich war bei Chloen ganz allein, 
Und küssen wollt' ich sie. 
Jedoch sie sprach, sie würde schrein, 
Es sei vergebne Müh! 
 
Ich wagt' es doch und küßte sie, 
Trotz ihrer Gegenwehr. 
Und schrie sie nicht? 
 Jawohl, sie schrie -- 
Doch lange hinterher. 

I was with Chloe, completely alone, 
and I wanted to kiss her; 
but she said, that she would scream - 
it would be a futile attempt! 
  
Yet I dared and kissed her, 
despite her resistance. 
And did she not scream?  
Oh yes, she did;  
but much later. 

 

Ich liebe Dich (WoO 123) 
Music:  Ludwig van Beethoven (1770-1827) 

Words:  Karl Friedrich Wilhelm Herrosee (1764-1821) 

 

Ich liebe dich, so wie du mich, 
Am Abend und am Morgen, 
Noch war kein Tag, wo du und ich 
Nicht teilten unsre Sorgen. 
 
Auch waren sie für dich und mich 
Geteilt leicht zu ertragen; 
Du tröstetest im Kummer mich, 
Ich weint in deine Klagen. 
 
Drum Gottes Segen über dir, 
Du, meines Lebens Freude. 
Gott schütze dich, erhalt dich mir, 
Schütz und erhalt uns beide. 

I love you as you love me, 
in the evening and the morning, 
Never was there a day when you and I 
did not share our troubles. 
  
And they were for you and me 
easier to bear when they were shared; 
You comforted me in my troubles, 
and I wept in your sorrows. 
  
Then, may God's blessing be upon you, 
You, my life's joy. 
God protect you, keep you for me, 
Protect and keep us both. 

 

 Winter Words (Op. 52) 

Music: Benjamin Britten (1913-1976) 

Words: Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) 

 
5. The Choirmaster’s Burial 

 
He often would ask us 
That, when he died, 
After playing so many 
To their last rest, 
If out of us any 
Should here abide, 
And it would not task us, 
We would with our lutes 
Play over him 
By his grave-brim 
The psalm he liked best— 
The one whose sense suits 
“Mount Ephraim”— 
And perhaps we should seem 
To him, in Death’s dream, 
Like the seraphim. 
 
As soon as I knew 
That his spirit was gone 
I thought this his due, 
And spoke thereupon. 
“I think”, said the vicar, 
“A read service quicker 
Than viols out-of-doors 
In these frosts and hoars. 
That old-fashioned way 
Requires a fine day, 
And it seems to me 
It had better not be.” 
Hence, that afternoon, 
Though never knew he 
That his wish could not be, 
To get through it faster 
They buried the master 
Without any tune. 
 

 
 
But ’twas said that, when 
At the dead of next night 
The vicar looked out, 
There struck on his ken 
Thronged roundabout, 
Where the frost was graying 
The headstoned grass, 
A band all in white 
Like the saints in church-glass, 
Singing and playing 
The ancient stave 
By the choirmaster’s grave. 
 
Such the tenor man told 
When he had grown old. 
 

 



Winter Words (Op. 52) 

Music: Benjamin Britten (1913-1976) 

Words: Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) 

 

3. Wagtail and Baby 

 
A baby watched a ford, whereto  
A wagtail came for drinking;  
A blaring bull went wading through,  
The wagtail showed no shrinking.  
 
A stallion splashed his way across,  
The birdie nearly sinking;  
He gave his plumes a twitch and toss,  
And held his own unblinking.  
 
Next saw the baby round the spot  
A mongrel slowly slinking;  
The wagtail gazed, but faltered not  
In dip and sip and prinking.  
 
A perfect gentleman then neared;  
The wagtail, in a winking,  
With terror rose, and disappeared;  
The baby fell a-thinking. 
 

4. The Little Old table 

 
Creak, little wood thing, creak, 
When I touch you with elbow or knee; 
That is the way you speak 
Of one who gave you to me! 
 
You, little table, she brought - 
Brought me with her own hand, 
As she looked at me with a thought 
That I did not understand. 
 
- Whoever owns it anon, 
And hears it, will never know 
What a history hangs upon 
This creak from long ago. 

 Dalla sua pace from Don Giovanni 
Music:  Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart (1756-1791) 

Libretto: Lorenzo De Ponte (1749-1838) 

 
Come mai creder deggio 
Di sì nero delitto capace un cavaliere! 
Ah, di scoprire il vero ogni mezzo si cerchi. 
Io sento in petto e di sposo e d’amico 
Il dover che mi parla: 
Disingannarla voglio o vendicarla! 
 
Dalla sua pace la mia dipende. 
Quel che a lei piace vita mi rende; 
Quel che le incresce morte mi dà. 
S’ella sospira, sospiro anch’io. 
È mia quell’ira; quel pianto è mio, 
E non ho bene s’ella non l’ha 

How should I ever believe 
A gentleman capable of such a heinous crime? 
Ah, to discover the truth may every means be found. 
I feel within the breast of both husband and lover 
The duty that speaks to me: 
I will disabuse her or avenge her! 
 
On her peace, mine depends. 
That which pleases her gives me life; 
That which displeases her gives me death. 
If she sighs, I sigh also. 
That anger is mine; that mourning is mine, 
And I am not well if she is not. 

 

Ah léve toi soleil from Romeo and Juliette 
Music: Charles Gounod (1818-1893) 

Text: Jules Barbier (1825-1901) and Michel Carré (1821-1872) 

 

L'amour, l'amour! Oui, son ardeur 
A troublé tout mon être! 
Mais quelle soudaine clarté 
Resplendit à cette fenêtre? 
C'est là que dans la nuit 
Rayonne sa beauté! 
 
Ah! lève-toi, soleil!  
Fait pâlir les étoiles 
Qui, dans l'azur sans voiles, 
Brillent au firmament. 
 
Ah! lève-toi! Parais!  
Astre pur et charmant! 
 
Elle rêve, elle dénoue 
Une boucle de cheveux 
Qui vient caresser sa joue. 
Amour! Amour! porte-lui mes voeux! 
 
Elle parle! Qu'elle est belle! 
Ah! Je n'ai rien entendu! 
Mais ses yeux parlent pour elle! 
Et mon coeur a répondu! 

Love, love! Yes, its ardor 
Has troubled all of my being! 
But what sudden light 
Dazzles at that window? 
It is there that in the night 
Radiates her beauty! 
 
Ah! rise, sun!  
Make pale the stars 
Which, in the azure, without veils, 
Glitter in the firmament. 
 
Ah, arise! Appear!  
Star- pure and charming! 
 
She is dreaming, she unties 
A lock of hair 
Which comes to caresse her cheek. 
Love! Love! carry to her my vows! 
 
She speaks! How beautiful she is! 
Ah! I heard nothing! 
But her eyes speak for her! 
And my heart has responded! 

 



 Sí ritrovar’ la io guiro from La Cenerentola (1817) 
Music:  Gioachino Rossini (1792-1868) 

Libretto: Jacopo Ferretti (1784–1852) 

 

Sì, ritorvarla io giuro. 
Amor, amor mi muove : 
Se fosse in grembo a Giove 
Io la ritroverò. 
 
Pegno adorato e caro 
Che mi lusinghi almeno 
Ah!  come al labbro e al seno 
Come ti stringerò! 
 
Noi voleremo, domanderemo, 
Ricercheremo, ritroveremo. 
Dolce speranza, freddo timore, 
Dentro al mio core stanno a pugnar; 
Amore, amore, M'hai da guidar. 

Yes, I will find her again, I swear it. 
Love, Love moves me: 
If she were in the lap of Jupiter 
I would find her again. 
 
Beloved and dear pledge, 
that at least gratifies me. 
Ah! How to my lips and breast, 
How I'll embrace you! 
 
We'll fly, inquire, 
We'll search, we'll find. 
Sweet hope, cold fear, 
Inside my heart they are fighting; 
Love, love, give me guidance. 

 

 

 

END OF FIRST HALF 

15 Minute Break 

 Winter Words (Op. 52) 
Music: Benjamin Britten (1913-1976) 

Words: Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) 

  
Winter Words was written in 1953 to a collection of Thomas Hardy poems and is a 
very sophisticated and complicated work, requiring some major teamwork on the 
part of the pianist and singer. Each song is a dramatic ballad and both piano and voice 
play characters in the stories and have an equal part in illustrating the drama as it 
unfolds. The major themes running through this work are the coming and effect of 
winter, the endless cycles of nature and the contrast between innocence and 
experience.  
 

1. At Day-Close in November 

The ten hours' light is abating, 
And a late bird flies across, 
Where the pines, like waltzers waiting, 
Give their black heads a toss. 
 
Beech leaves, that yellow the noon-time, 
Float past like specks in the eye; 
I set every tree in my June time, 
And now they obscure the sky. 
 
And the children who ramble through here 
Conceive that there never has been 
A time when no tall trees grew here, 
When none will in time be seen. 
 

2. Midnight on the Great Western 

In the third-class seat sat the journeying boy,  
And the roof-lamp's oily flame  
Played down on his listless form and face,  
Bewrapt past knowing to what he was going,  
Or whence he came.  
 
In the band of his hat the journeying boy  
Had a ticket stuck; and a string  
Around his neck bore the key of his box,  
That twinkled gleams of the lamp's sad beams  
Like a living thing.  
 
What past can be yours, O journeying boy  
Towards a world unknown,  
Who calmly, as if incurious quite  
On all at stake, can undertake  
This plunge alone?  
 
Knows your soul a sphere, O journeying boy,  
Our rude realms far above,  
Whence with spacious vision you mark and mete  

This region of sin that you find you in,  
But are not of? 
 

 
 

 
 


