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Counterpoetry. 

The opera Failing Kansas is the first full length work 
to explore the technique of vocal writing that I call 
Counterpoetry Put simply, Counterpoetry is the use of multiple unpitched voices in strict metric 
counterpoint. Failing Kansas is based on the events surrounding the murder of the Clutter family in Holcomb, Kansas 
and inspired by the examination of those events in Truman Capote’s In Cold Blood. 

My goal in writing the opera was twofold: to explore this new vocal writing technique (a parallel may be drawn with 
Capote’s desire to initiate a new art form: the non-fiction novel), and to capture the intention of this story without resorting 
to a re-telling of the tale (there has already been the novel In Cold Blood and Richard Brooks’ faithful rendition of the book to 
film). Because of these previous works, I was able to move beyond a narrative approach and toward the effect of pure sound; 
the sound of many conflicting voices assembling the story. 

The libretto is composed of actual transcripts and testimony from the event as well as fragments of verse by Robert W. Service 
and Thomas Gray and songs by Perry Smith, who along with Dick Hickock was responsible for the murders. 
In addition, research on Pentecostal hymns heard during this period (most notably those of the composer C. Austin Miles) 
are rearranged into the prism of competing spoken texts. The themes of religion, social justice, and the mystery of what 
we call fate all combine in this work, resting uneasily with the hope of redemption. 

The opera consists of a prelude, four scenes connected by three interludes or "traveling sections”, and a postlude in the 
form of a closing song. The four scenes are The Last To See Them Alive, Persons Unknown, Answer, and The Corner. These 
scenes develop complex vocal relationships and share thematic material while adding new voices as the opera progresses. 

The interludes are Like My Dream, A Brief History Of My Boys Life, and The Private Diary Of Perry Edward Smith. The interludes 
serve two main functions: 1) to introduce a wider variety of spoken vocal techniques and 2) to provide a respite from the dense 
vocal counterpoint of the four main scenes. 

There are two sets of musical themes throughout the 
piece and these separate themes are divided between 
the four scenes and the interludes. The first set of themes 
are presented in The Last To See Them Alive. 
They are as follows: 

al. An arpegio figure in 4/4 in the key of e which resolves 
to Cmaj7. Superimposed over this figure is a resetting of 
the Pentecostal hymn In The Garden which retains the origi¬ 
nals half-time meter but abandons the melodic and harmonic 
information. This theme is stated at both the beginning and 
the end of the first scene, foreshadowing its importance as 
the closing theme of the opera at which time it is joined by a 
chorus of spoken voices which gradually enter a line at a 
time, gathering together the ninth stanza 
of Gray’s Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard. 

a2. A metric figure of 3+3+1+3 with a chord progression 
of A-F#-C#-D + A-C#-D-E is combined with a spoken figure 
in 4/4 of a ballad by Perry Smith. This theme is restated in 
Answer over a comprehensive listing of highways and hotels, 
motels, rivers, towns, and cities. 

a3. A simple melodic figure in the key of F with alternating 
accents of 3 and 2. This theme falls in the middle of an arc 
(A+B+C+D+C+B+A+D) in The Last To See Them Alive as well 
as serving as the closing. It reappears in Persons Unknown in 
extreme augmentation, alternating keys in an arc of A-G-F-G-A. 

The second set of themes are found in the interludes and 
consist of various permutations of the following figures: 

bl. A syncopated motif of 3+4+4+4+4 which expands 
or contracts depending on the instrumentation: 
harmonica/strings (expand), guitar/keyboard (contract). 

b2. A small melodic motif with an implied tonal center of e. 
The cyclical nature of this melody compliments the texture of 
the multiple voices. The repeating fragment is reharmonized 
to C at the end of The Private Diary Of Perry Edward Smith. 

The Prelude combines both sets of themes. Harmonicas dou¬ 
ble strings in long tones of 3(6) against 2(4) permutating the 
second set of themes. A solo harmonica then states 
the first set of themes over this constant shifting of sound. 

The opera is “topped off” by the closing song In Cold Blood. 
The import of the opera is perhaps suggested in the line 
“Asleep among the Son of God’s disease” where “Asleep 
among” (plural) suggests a gathering together, while 
“the Son of God's disease“ (singular) implies a sacred contra¬ 
diction. In this contrary grammatical message lies 
the meaning of this opera. 

Mikel Rouse 
1995 



1. PRELUDE 

2. THE LAST TO SEE THEM ALIVE 

I come to the garden alone 
While the dew is still on the roses 
And the voice I hear 
Falling on my ear 
The Son of God discloses 

He speaks and the sound of His voice 
Is so sweet the birds stop their singing 
And the melody 
That He gave to me 
Within my heart is ringing 

And He walks with me 
And He talks with me 
And He tells me I am His own 

And the joy we share 
As we tarry there 
None other has ever known 

I’d stay in the garden with Him 
Tho’ the night around me be falling 
But He bids me go 
Thro’ the voice of woe 
His voice to me is calling 

I come to the garden alone 
While the dew is still on the roses 
And the voice I hear 
Falling on my ear 
The Son of God discloses 

And He walks with me 
And He talks with me 
And He tells me I am His own 

And the joy we share 
As we tarry there 
None other has ever known 

And He walks with me 
And He talks with me 
And He tells me I am His own 

And the joy we share 
As we tarry there 
None other has ever known 

Friend V 
Came out in August 
And after you left 
I met someone 
You do not know him 

But he put me 
on to something 
We could bring off beautiful 

A cinch 
The perfect score 

Fortunes in diving 
Train at home in y°ur sPare time 
Fortunes in diving 
Sunken treasure 

Make big money f0St 
In skin and lung diving 
Sunken treasure 
Fifty genuine maps 

Skin and lung diving 
Amazing offer 
Train at home in your spare time 
Amazing offer 

Free booklets 
Fifty genuine maps 
Fortunes in diving 

Every April flights of parrots 
Fly overhead, red and green- 
Green and tangerine- 
I see them fly, I h©ar them high> 
Singing parrots bringing April spring 

No witnesses 
The ineffable happens 
No witnesses 
Things do take a turn 
No witnesses 
Get the bubbles out of your blood 
Nothing can go wrong 

This is it, this is it 
This has to be it 
There's the school, there’s the garage 

Now we turn south 



The bank, that must be the bank 
Now we turn west 
See the trees? 
This is it, this has to be it 

Every April flights of parrots 
Fly overhead, red and green, 
Green and tangerine. 
I see them fly, I hear them high, 
Singing parrots bringing April spring 

Maybe they’re asleep 
They could be asleep I suppose 

It’s only a nosebleed 
She has them all the time 
Terrible nosebleeds 
And that's all it is 
There’s too much blood 

There’s blood on the walls 
You didn’t really look 
But the receiver was off the hook 

And when I picked it up 
I saw the line had been cut 

Green and tangerine. 
I see them fly, I hear them high, 
Singing parrots bringing April spring 

Take ye heed, watch and pray, for ye know not where the time is 
Take ye heed, watch and pray, for ye know not where the time is 
Take ye heed, watch and pray, for ye know not where the time is 
Take ye heed, watch and pray, for ye know not where the time is 

Every April flights of parrots 
Fly overhead, red and green, 
Green and tangerine 
I see them fly, I hear them high, 
Singing parrots bringing April spring 

Every April flights of parrots 
Fly overhead, red and green, 
Green and tangerine 
I see them fly, I hear them high, 
Singing parrots bringing April spring 

He speaks and the sound of His voice 
Is so sweet the birds hush their singing 
And the melody 
That He gave to me 
Within my heart is ringing 

Nuns nuns nuns nuns 
The number fifteen 
Nuns nuns 
Red hair 
Nuns nuns nuns 
White flowers 
Nuns nuns 
Priests crossing a road 
Nuns nuns 
Snakes appearing in a dream 
Nuns nuns nuns nuns 
The number fifteen 
Nuns nuns 
Red hair 
Nuns nuns nuns 
White flowers 
Nuns nuns 
Priests crossing the road 
Nuns nuns 
Snakes appearing in a dream 

Every April flights of parrots 
Fly overhead, red and green, 

I’d stay in the garden with Him 
Tho’ the night around me be falling 
But He bids me go 
Thro’ the voice of woe 
His voice to me is calling 

And He walks with me 
And He talks with me 
And He tells me I am His own 

And the joy we share 
As we tarry there 
None other has ever known 

3. LIKE MY DREAM 

I’ve always played my hunches 
That’s why I’m alive today 
You know Willie-Jay? 
He said I was a natural-born ‘medium’ 
And he knew about things like that 
He was interested 
He said I had a high degree of 

‘Extrasensory perception’ 
‘Extrasensory perception’ 
‘Extrasensory perception’ 
‘Extrasensory perception’ 
‘Extrasensory perception’ 
‘Extrasensory perception’ 
‘Extrasensory perception’ 

Sort of like having built-in radar- 
You see things before you see them 
The outlines of coming events 

Sort of like having built-in radar- 
You see things before you see them 
The outlines of coming events 

Take, like, my brother and his wife 
Jimmy and his wife 
They were crazy about each other 
But he was jealous as hell 
And always thinking 
She was passing it out 
Behind his back 

his head 
his head 
his head I told Dad, ‘Jimmy’s dead’ 
his head I told Dad, ‘Jimmy’s dead’ 
his head I told Dad, ‘Jimmy’s dead’ 
his head I told Dad, ‘Jimmy’s dead’ 

That she shot herself 
And the next day 

Jimmy put a bullet through 
Jimmy put a bullet through 
Jimmy put a bullet through 
Jimmy put a bullet through 
Jimmy put a bullet through 
Jimmy put a bullet through 

A week later we got the news 
Lord’s truth 
A week later we got the news 
Lord’s truth 
A week later we got the news 
Lords truth 
A week later we got the news 
Lords truth 

A pre monition 
Something tells me this is a trap 
A lot of pre variations 

A pre monition 
Something tells me this is a trap 
A lot of pre variations 

Only, it’s beautiful to look at 
It has blue leaves and diamonds 
Hanging everywhere 
Diamonds and oranges 
That’s why I’m there 
To pick a bushel of diamonds 
But I know the minute I try to 
The minute I reach up 
A snake is gonna fall on me 
A snake that guards the tree 
I know this before hand, see? 
And Jesus 
I don’t know how to fight a snake 
But I figure, well, 
I’ll take my chances 
What it comes down to is 
I want the diamonds more than I’m afraid of the snake 
So I go to pick one 
I have the diamond in my hand 
I’m pulling at it 
When the snake lands on top of me 
See, he starts to swallow me 
See, he starts to swallow me 
See, he starts to swallow me Feet first 
See, he starts to swallow me Like going down in quicksand 
See, he starts to swallow me Feet first 
See, he starts to swallow me Like going sown in quicksand 

4. PERSONS UNKNOWN 

It just shut you up 
The strangness of it 
Goin’ out there 
Where we’d always had such a welcome 

A pre monition 
Something tells me this is a trap 
A lot of pre varications 

Since I was a kid 
I’ve had this same dream 
Where I was in Africa 
A jungle 
I’m moving through the trees 
Toward a tree standing all alone 
Jesus, it smells bad, that tree 
It makes me kind of sick 
The way it stinks 

Single-killer concept 
Double-killer concept 

Fun to flirt 
Fun to flirt 

Nobody would kill 
Four people for fifty bucks 

You don't have to read it CLUES ARE FEW IN SLAYING OF 4 
Fifty times CLUES ARE FEW IN SLAYING OF 4 
You don’t have to read it CLUES ARE FEW IN SLAYING OF 4 
Fifty times CLUES ARE FEW IN SLAYING OF 4 



For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 

That’s incorrect 
The grammar is 
It ought to be 
‘For this killer 
Or these killers’ 
‘For this killer 
Or these killers’ 

Aw, come on, baby 
Get the bubbles out of your blood 
We scored 
It was perfect 

She woke me up She woke me up 
She had a flashlight She had a flashlight 
And she hit me with it And she hit me with it and she 
Hit me and hit me Hit me with it, hit me and hit me 
And when the flashlight broke 

She had a flashlight and when the 
She went on hitting me Flashlight broke, hit me and hit me 
In the dark In the dark 

Taller than Jesus 
Yellow like a sunflower 
Taller than Jesus 
Yellow like a sunflower 

Cameras are your best investment 
Easiest thing to hock or sell 
Cameras and TV sets 

Taller than Jesus 
Yellow like a sunflower 
Taller than Jesus 
Yellow like a sunflower 

There’s a race of men that don’t fit in, 
A race that can’t stay still; 
So they break the hearts of kith and kin; 
And they roam the world at will. 
They range the field and they rove the flood, 
And they climb the mountains crest; 
Theirs is the curse of the gypsy blood, 
And they don’t know how to rest. 
If they just went straight they might go far; 
They are strong and brave and true; 
But they’re always tired of the things that are, 
And they want the strange and new. 

Dad, I been looking for you everywhere 
Where you been, Dad? 

Know what I think? 
I think there must be something wrong with us 
To do what we did 
There’s got to be something wrong 
With somebody who'd do a thing like that 

Deal me out, baby 
I’m a normal 

In this world today while we’re living 
Some folks say the worst of us they can, 
But when we’re dead and in our caskets, 
They always slip some lilies in our hand. 
Won’t you give me flowers while I’m living 
Won’t you give me flowers while I’m living 

OF 4 
OF 4 
OF 4 
OF 4 

You don’t have to read it 
Fifty times 
You don’t have to read it 
Fifty times 

CLUES ARE FEW IN SLAYING 
CLUES ARE FEW IN SLAYING 
CLUES ARE FEW IN SLAYING 
CLUES ARE FEW IN SLAYING 

You have a guitar long enough 
Like I had that one 
Wax and shine it 
Fit your voice to it 
Treat it like it was a girl 
You really had some use for 
It gets to be kind of holy 

For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 
For this killer or killers 

That’s incorrect 
The grammar is 
It ought to be 
‘For this killer 
Or these killers' 
‘For this killer 
Or these killers’ 

Aw, come on, baby 
Get the bubbles out of your blood 
We scored 
It was perfect 

She woke me up 
She had a flashlight 
And she hit me with it 
Hit me and hit me 

She woke me up 
She had a flashlight 
And she hit me with it and she 
Hit me with it, hit me and hit me 

And when the flashlight broke 
She had a flashlight and when the 

She went on hitting me Flashlight broke, hit me and hit me 
In the dark In the dark 

Taller than Jesus 
Yellow like a sunflower 
Taller than Jesus 
Yellow like a sunflower 

Cameras are your best investment 
Easiest thing to hock or sell 
Cameras and TV sets 

Taller than Jesus 
Yellow like a sunflower 
Taller than Jesus 
Yellow like a sunflower 

There’s a race of men that don’t fit in, 
A race that can’t stay still; 
So they break the hearts of kith and kin; 
And they roam the world at will. 
They range the field and they rove the flood, 
And they climb the mountains crest; 
Theirs is the curse of the gypsy blood, 
And they don’t know how to rest. 
If they just went straight they might go far; 
They are strong and brave and true; 
But they’re always tired of the things that are, 
And they want the strange and new. 

Is it good, baby? 
Is it good? 

5. A HISTORY OF MY BOYS LIFE 

Childhood 
Be glad to tell you, as I see it 
Both good and bad 
Yes, Perry birth was normal 
Healthy-yes 
Yes, I was able to care for him properly 
Until my wife turned out to be a disgraceful drunkard 
When my children were at school age 
Happy disposition-yes and no 
Very serious if mistreated he never forgets 
I also keep my promises and make him do so 
My wife was different 
We lived in the country 
We are all truly outdoor people 
I taught my children the Golden Rule 

And promise to be good 
And always done their work quickly and willing 
So they could be free to play 
Always wash themselves first thing in the morning 
Dress in clean clothes 
I was very strict about that 
And wrong doings to others 
And if wrong was done to them by other kids 
I made them quit playing with them 
Our children were no trouble to us 
As long as we were together 
It all started when my wife wanted to go to the City 
And live a wild life 
And ran away to do so 

Perry is no Angel he has done wrong many times 
Same as so many other kids 
Rite is rite and wrong is wrong 
I dont stick up for his wrong doings 
He must pay the Hardway when he does wrong 
Law is Boss he knows that by now 

He is mechanically inclined 
Bulldozers, draglines, shovels 
Heavy duty trucks of all type 
Is his desire 
For the experience he has had 
He is real good 
Somewhat reckless and speed crazy 
With motorcycles and light cars 
But since he has had a good taste 
Of what speed will do 
And his both legs Broke & hip injury 
He now has slowed down on that 
I’m sure 

Perry is like myself a great deal 
He likes Company of decent type 
Outdoors people 
He like myself 
Likes to be by himself 
Also he likes best to work for himself 
As I do 
I’m a jack of all trades 
So to speak 
Master of few and so is Perry 



Perry does not have much schooling I dont either 
I only had second reader 
But dont let that make you think we are not sharp 
Im a self taught man & so is Perry 
A White Collar job is not for Perry or me 
But outdoors jobs we can master & if we cant 
Show him or me how its done & in just a Couple of days 
We can master a job or machine 
Books are out 
Actual experience we both catch on rite now 
If we like to work at it 

I also think speed is no longer his desire 
I notice all that now in his letters to me 
He says “be careful Dad. 
Don’t drive if you feel sleepy. 
Better stop & rest by the roadside.” 
These are the same words I used to tell him 
Now he’s telling me 
He’s learned a lesson 

As I see it 
Perry has learned a lesson he will never forget 
Freedom means everything to him 
You will never get him behind bars again 
Im quite sure Im rite 

Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 

Here's a riddle 
The riddle is: 
What’s the similarity between 
A trip to the bathroom 
And a trip to the cemetery? 
Give up? Give up. 
When you gotta go, you gotta go! 

Perry, Dad, and their Husky Dog 00M OOM 
Perry, Dad, and their Husky Dog OOM OOM OOM 
Perry and Dad panning for gold OOM OOM 
Perry and Dad panning for gold OOM OOM OOM 

Bubbles in my blood Tan with coppertone 
Bubbles in my blood Tan with coppertone 
Bubbles in my blood Tan with coppertone 
Bubbles in my blood Tan with coppertone 

You 're my baby girl A normal 
My little sweetheart A normal 
You ’re my baby girl Just a game. Don't you like games ? 
My little sweetheart Just a game. Don't you like games? 

Oh, come let us adore Him 
Oh, come let us adore Him 
Oh, come let us adore Him 
Oh 

6. ANSWER 

Beware! Property of Perry E. Smith! Beware! 

Well, what are you gonna do, Floyd? 

Hey, Perry, pass me a match 

I know the form Rabbit fever 
The secret is: People are dumb Saturday 
I know the form November fourteenth 
The secret is: People are dumb Rabbit fever 
I Know the form Saturday 
The secret is: People are dumb November fourteenth 

Well, what are you gonna do, Floyd? 

Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 
Hey, Perry, pass me a match 

Here’s a riddle 
The riddle is: 
What's the similarity between 
A trip to the bathroom 
And a trip to the cemetery? 
Give up? Give up. 
When you gotta go, 
you gotta go! 

Perry, Dad, and their Husky Dog 
Perry, Dad, and their Husky Dog 
Perry and Dad panning for gold 
Perry and Dad panning for gold 

OOM OOM 
OOM OOM OOM 
OOM OOM 
OOM OOM OOM 

Apache, El Passo, Corpus Christi 
Santillo, Sweetwater, Acapulco 
Omaha, Stillwater, Tallahasse 
Miami, Arrowhead, San Diego 
Somerset, Cherokee, Hotel Simone 

Every April flights of parrots 
Fly overhead, red and green, 
Green and tangerine. 
I see them fly, I hear them high, 
Singing parrots bringing April spring 

Hotel Nuevo Waldorf 
Cherokee Motel 
Arrowhead Motel 
Tenville Junction 
Motel Simone, Dallas, 
Needles 

I know the form 
The secret is: People are dumb 
I know the form 
The secret is: People are dumb 
I Know the form 
The secret is: People are dumb 

Apache, El Passo, Corpus Christi 
Santillo, Sweetwater, Acapulco 
Omaha, Stillwater, Tallahasse 
Miami, Arrowhead, San Diego 
Somerset, Cherokee, Hotel Simone 

Every April flights of parrots 
Fly overhead, red and green, 
Green and tangerine. 
I see them fly, I hear them high, 
Singing parrots bringing April spring 

Rabbit fever 
Saturday 
November fourteenth 
Rabbit fever 
Saturday 
November fourteenth 

Hotel Nuevo Waldorf 
Cherokee Motel 
Arrowhead Motel 
Tenville Junction 
Motel Simone, Dallas, Needles 

I guess you know why we’re 
I guess you know why we’re 
I guess you know why we’re 
I guess you know why we’re 
I guess you know why we’re 

I guess you realize 
We wouldn’t have come 
All the way to Nevada 
Just to chat with a couple of 
Two-bit check chiselers 

here 
here 
here 
here 
here 

Would we, Dick? 
Come this far to talk 
About a bunch of checks. 
Tell me Dick, Have you 
ever heard of the Clutter 
Murder case? 

And almost perfect. 

What? 
I can’t think of 
Any other reason. 

Whoa, now. Hold on here. 
I’m no goddam killer. 

Living witness! There can’t be! 
Living witness! There can't be! 
Living witness! There can't be! 
Living witness! There can't be! 

Living witness! 
There can’t be! 
Living witness! 
There can’t be! 

The Sunflower State. 
I cried my eyes out. 
The Sunflower State. 
I cried my eyes out. 
The Sunflower State. 
I cried my eyes out. 

Living witness 
A living witness 
Living witness 
A living witness 
Living witness 
A living witness 

No witnesses 
A cinch 
The perfect score 
No witnesses 
A cinch 
The perfect score 



7. THE PRIVATE DIARY OF PERRY EDWARD SMITH 

Thanatoid = deathlike 
Omnilingual = versed in languages 
Amerce = punishment, amount fixed by court 
Nescient = ignorance 
Facinorous = atrociously wicked 
Hagiophobia = a morbid fear of holy places & things 
Lapidicolous = living under stones, as certain blind beetles 
Dyspathy = lack of sympathy, fellow feeling 
Psilopher = a fellow who fain would pass as a philosopher 
Omophagia = eating raw flesh, the rite of some savage tribes 
Depredate = to pillage, rob, and prey upon 
Aphrodisiac = a drug or the like which excites sexual desire 
Megalodactylous = having abnormally large fingers 
Myrtophobia = fear of night and darkness 

Every fifteen years Mars gets closer 
1958 is a close year 

No man is an island, 
Entire of itself 

My acquantances are many, 
My friends are few; 
Those who really know me fewer still 

Heard about a new rat poison on the market. 
Extremely potent, 
Odorless, 
Tasteless, 
Is so completely absorbed once swallowed 
That no trace could ever be found 
In a dead body 

If called upon to make a speech: 
I can’t remember what I was going 
to say for the life of me-l don’t 
think that ever before in my life 
have so many people been so directly 
responsible for my being so very, 
very glad. It’s a wonderful moment 
and a rare one and I’m certainly indebted. 
Thank you! 

Read interesting article 
Feb. issue of Man to Man: 

“I knifed My Way to a Diamond Pit" 

It is almost impossible 
For a man who enjoys freedom 
With all it’s perogative, 
To realize what it means 
To be deprived of that freedom. 

- Said by Erie Stanley Gardner 

What is life? 
It is the flash of a firefly 
in the night. 
It is the breath of a buffalo 
in the wintertime. 
It is as the little shadow 
that runs across the grass 
and loses itself in the sunset. 

- Said by Chief Crowfoot, 
Blackfoot Indian Chief 

In this world today while we’re living 
Some folks say the worst of us they can, 
But when we’re dead and in our caskets, 
They always slip some lilies in our hand. 
Won’t you give me flowers while I’m living 
Won’t you give me flowers while I’m living 

Glory! Glory! 
Hallelujah! 
Glory! Glory! 
Hallelujah! 
Glory! Glory! 
Hallelujah! 
Glory! Glory! 
Hallelujah! 
Glory! Glory! 
Hallelujah! 
Glory! Glory! 
Hallelujah! 

There’s a race of men that don’t fit in, 
A race that can’t stay still; 
So they break the hearts of kith and kin; 
And they roam the world at will. 
They range the field and they rove the flood, 
And they climb the mountain’s crest; 
Theirs is the curse of the gypsy blood, 
And they don’t know how to rest. 
If they just went straight they might go far; 
They are strong and brave and true; 
But they’re always tired of the things that are, 
And they want the strange and new. 

Glory! Glory! Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 
Hallelujah! Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 
Glory! Glory! Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 
Hallelujah! Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

8. THE CORNER 

The rich never hang 
Only the poor and friendless 

I was born Perry Edward Smith 
Oct. 27, 

in Huntington 
Elko County, Elko County, 
Nevada Nevada 

My father 

Mom & Dad 
began having quarrels 
Mom & Dad Mom & Dad 

was making bootleg hooch 

I believe it was during this 
period my mother became 

acquainted with alcohol. 
began having quarrels 

began having quarrels 
I remember my mother 

Mom & Dad Mom & Dad 
was “entertaining” some sailors 

began having quarrels 
began having quarrels 

while my father was away. 

When he came home a fight ensued 
and my father 

after a violent stuggle 
threw the sailors out 

to 
beat my mother 

in fact 
all us children 
were terrified 
Crying. I was scared 

because I 
thought 

my father was going to hurt 
My brother had been 
presented a B.B. gun 
My brother had been 

He had shot 

and proceeded 

beat my mother 
I was frightfully scared 

were terrified 

also because he was 
beating my mother 

me 
I really didn’t understand why 
he was beating her but I felt 

she must have done something 
presented a B.B. gun 

a hummingbird 
dreadfully wrong.... the next 



My brother had been 

presented a B.B. gun 

He pushed me away 
He pushed me away 
He pushed me away 
He pushed me away 

He pushed me away 

He pushed me away 

He pushed me away 

He pushed me away 

He pushed me away 

He pushed me away 

He pushed me away 

He pushed me away 

He pushed me away 

Nevada 

and a Negro 

slept on the porch 

Everyone of us kids 

He had shot 
. thing I can vaguely recall is 

a hummingbird 
living in Fort Bragg, Calif, 
and after he had shot it he was 
sorry. I asked him to let me 
shoot the B.B. gun. It made me so 

telling me I was 
mad I started to cry. After I 

too small finished crying, my anger 

telling me I was 
mounted again, and during the 

too small evening when the B.B. gun 

telling me I was 
was behind the chair my 

too small brother was sitting in, 

telling me I was 
I grabbed it & held it to my 

too small brother’s ear 

telling me I was 
& hollered BANG! 

too small & hollered BANG! 

Nevada 
I recall a very odious episode 

between my mother 

we children 

in the summertime 

had taken a good look 
through the partly open curtain 

and seen what was 
going on going on 

I believe this was 
in 1935 (?) 
I believe this was 
in 1935 (?) 
I believe this was 

in 1935(?) 
I believe this was 

in 1935(?) 
I believe this was 

in 1935(?) 

I do not recall the chain of 
events but assumed Dad had 
known or suspected what was 
happening. It ended in a 

I believe this was 
separation between Mom & Dad & 

in 1935(?) Mom took us kids to San 
I believe this was 

Francisco. She run off with 
in 1935(?) Dad’s truck & all of the many 
I believe this was 

souvenirs he brought from 
in 1935(?) Alaska 

In Frisco I was 

continuously 

in trouble 

I had started to 
My mother was always drunk 

ran around with 
I run as free & wild as a 

a gang coyote 

There was no rule 
or discipline 
There was no rule 
or discipline 
There was no rule 

or discipline 

There was no rule 
or discipline 

There was no rule 

or discipline 
There was no rule 

or discipline 

There was no rule 
or discipline 

There was no rule 

or discipline 
There was no rule 

or discipline 

I came & went as I pleased- 
until my first encounter with 
Trouble. I was in & out of 
Detention Homes many many 

or anyone to show 
times for running away from 

me right from 
home and stealing. I remember 

wrong one place I was sent to. 
or anyone to show 

I had weak kidneys & wet the 
me right from 

bed every night. This was 
wrong very humiliating to me, but I 
or anyone to show 

couldn’t control myself. I 
me right from 

was very severely beaten by 
wrong the cottage mistress, who had 
or anyone to show 

called me names and made fun 
me right from 

of me in front of all the boys. 
wrong She used to come around at all 
or anyone to show 

hours of the night to see if 
me right from 

I wet the bed 
wrong 



She would throw back the covers 
She would throw back 

& furiously beat me 
& furiously 

with a large black leather belt- 
with a large black leather 

pull me out of bed 
pull me out of bed 

by my hair by 
& drag me to the bathroom 

& drag me to the 
& throw me in the 

& throw me 
tub 

& turn the cold water on & turn the 
& tell me to wash 

& tell me to wash 
myself 

& the sheets & the sheets 
Every night was a nightmare 

Every night was a nightmare 
Every night was a nightmare 

Later on she thought it was very funny 
to put some kind of ointment 

on my penis 

This was almost 
unbearable 
This was almost 

unbearable 
This was almost 

unbearable 

She was later discharged 
from her job. But this has 

It burned something 
never changed my mind about 

terrible her & what I wished I could 
It burned something 

have done to her and all the 
terrible people who made fun of me. 

She lifted me, I could 
have been light as a mouse 

we went up, up, I could see 
the square below 

We went up, up, 
Men running, yelling, 

the sheriff shooting at us 
everybody everybody 
sore as sore as 
hell be- hell be¬ 
cause I cause I 
was free was free 

He speaks and the sound of His voice 
Is so sweet the birds hush their singing 
And the melody 

That He gave to me 
Within my heart is ringing 

I’d stay in the garden with Him 
Tho’ the night around me be falling 
But He bids me go 
Thro’ the voice of woe 
His voice to me is calling 

I was flying 
I was flying 

I was flying And He walks with me 
I was better And He talks with me 

I was better And He tells me I am His own 
I was better 

than any of them And the joy we share 
than any of them As we tarry there 
than any of them None other has ever known 

/ loved my father but there were times 
When this love and affection 
I had for him 
Drained from my heart 
Like wasted water. 
Whenever he would not try to understand my problems 
Give me a little consideration 
& voice 
& responsibility. 
I had to get away from him. 
I have always felt 
A remarkable exhilaration being 
Among people with a purpose 
And sense of dedication 
To carry out that purpose. 
I felt this about you in your presence. 

I will try to tell 
all I can about myself 

though most of my early life 
is vague to me- 

up until 
about my tenth birthday. 

My school years went quite the same 
as most other boys my age. 

My home life was also normal, 
but as I told you before, 

I was hardly ever allowed 
to leave my yard and visit with playmates. 

My father was always strict 
in that line. 

We were always what you Never down and out, 
would call semi-poor but several times on the verge of it 

I had a girlfriend 
I had a girlfriend 

She was a nice girl 
She was a nice girl 

and I never once tried to touch her 
anyway but just kissing. 
It was a real clean 
courtship. 



1 had a girlfriend Of course 1 told the boys 
1 had a girlfriend that I’d had a lot of girls... 
She was a nice girl Of course 1 told the boys 
She was a nice girl that I’d had alot of girls... 

One thing 1 One thing 1 never told you about 
never told you the Clutter deal is this. 1 knew 
One thing 1 about the Clutter 

there would be a girl there. 1 
never told you deal is this 

think the main reason 1 went 
One thing 1 about the Clutter 

there was not to rob them 
never told you deal is this but to rape the girl. Because 
One thing 1 about the Clutter 

1 thought alot about it. 1 
never told you deal is this did make some advances toward 
One thing 1 about the Clutter 

the Clutter girl. But Perry 
never told you deal is this never gave me a chance. 
One thing 1 about the Clutter 

Because 1 am more ashamed of 
never told you deal is this them (these things 1 did) 

than hanging... 

My wife sued for divorce. 
I began thinking 

I never really loved my wife. 
Because if I had, 

I wouldn’t have done 
all the things I’d done. 

So I never fought the divorce. 
I started drinking, 

and was drunk for almost a month. 
I neglected my business, 

spent more money than I earned, 
wrote bad checks, 

and in the end became a thief. 

My lawyer said 
I should be as you can 
truthful with you help me And I need help, as you know. 

I come to the garden alone 
While the dew is still on the roses 
And the voice I hear 
Falling on my ear 
The Son of God discloses 

He speaks and the sound of His voice 
Is so sweet the birds hush their singing 
And the melody 
That He gave to me 
Within my heart is ringing 

And He walks with me 
And He talks with me 
And He tells me 1 am His own 

The boasts of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 

And the joy we share 
As we tarry there 
None other has ever known 

Await alike the inevitable hour: 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

We hate the world 
We hate the world 

I’d stay in the garden with Him We hate the world 
Tho’ the night around me be falling 

We hate the world 

But He bids me go 
Thro’ the voice of woe 
His voice to me is calling 

Where is Jesus? Where? 
Where is Jesus? Where? 
Where is Jesus? Where? 

I come to the garden alone The bird is Jesus'. 
While the dew is still on the roses 

The bird is Jesus! 
And the voice 1 hear 
Falling on my ear 
The Son of God discloses 

The bird is Jesus! 
The bird is Jesus! 
The bird is Jesus! 

And He walks with me 
And He talks with me 
And He tells me 1 am His own 

The boasts of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 

And the joy we share 
As we tarry there 
None other has ever known 

Await alike the inevitable hour: 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

And He walks with me 
And He talks with me 
And He tells me 1 am His own 

The boasts of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 

And the joy we share 
As we tarry there 
None other has ever known 

Await alike the inevitable hour: 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 



9. IN COLD BLOOD All Vocal and Instrumental performances by Mikel Rouse 

Failing Kansas and cloudy skies 
Driving all night and alibis 
Life will lead us to the perfect score 

Fate and friendship, a strange collide 
Lightning flashes, we’re born and tried 
‘Cross the border 
In His arms again 

In cold blood 
I will wrestle with God 
In cold blood 
And I’m breathing hard 
In cold blood 
A moment lasts forever 
Undercover of a breeze 
Asleep among the Son of God’s disease 
In cold blood 

Find the answer’s there all along 
Come to capture where we went wrong 
Life will lead us to our final score 

Another winter’s immortal sin 
From every garden that grows within 
In the corner 
In His hands again 

In cold blood 
I will wrestle with God 
In cold blood 
And I’m breathing hard 
In cold blood 
A moment lasts forever 
Undercover of a breeze 
Asleep among the Son of God’s disease 
In cold blood 
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MIKEL ROUSE was bom in 1957 in St. Louis, Missouri. 
He attended the Kansas City Art Institute and the 
Conservatory of Music at the University of Missouri at Kansas 
City. Rouse moved to New York City in 1979, 
where he studied African and other World Musics and 
began his study of the Schillinger Method of Composition. 

Upon moving to New York, Mr. Rouse formed his 
contemporary chamber ensemble, Mikel Rouse Broken 
Consort, consisting of keyboard, electric guitar/bass, 
woodwinds, and percussion. With Broken Consort, 
Rouse has produced numerous recordings including 
Soul Menu (1993); A Lincoln Portrait (1988); A Walk In The 
Woods (1985), which appeared on The New York Times list 
of the “Ten Best Records of 1985"; and Jade Tiger (1984). 

Additional recordings span a variety of genres including pop: 
Etudes (1980); Set The Timer (1985); Social Responsibility 
(1987); Against All Flags (1988), which was The New York 
Times "Pop Album of the Week” upon release; electronic: 
Colorado Suite (1984); and Quorum (1984), the first piece of 
its kind for sequencer. This music was used for Ulysses 
Dove's Vespers and presented by the Alvin Ailey American 
Dance Theater from 1987 to the present. In the spring of 
1995, a film of this work, directed by David Hinton, aired on 
PBS’s Great Performances Dance in America series and 
received two primetime Emmy Awards. 

In 1989, Rouse began work on the opera Failing Kansas 
(1995), inspired by Truman Capote's In Cold Blood, 
which premiered at The Kitchen in New York, directed by 
Mr. Rouse. This led to an emerging art form he calls 
"counterpoetry,” which involves the use of multiple unpitched 
voices in counterpoint. Other works that explore this tech¬ 
nique include Living Inside Design (1994), 
a collection of extended spoken songs, and Autorequiem 
(1994) for strings, percussion, and voices. In 1996 
Mr. Rouse premiered and directed the opera Dennis 
Cleveland (1996) which was hailed by the Village Voice 
as "the most exciting and innovative new opera since 
Einstein on the Beach”, in 1998, the Brooklyn Academy of 
Music commissioned the third opera of his trilogy, 
The End of Cinematics, to be presented at the 
Brooklyn Academy of Music's Next Wave Festival. 

In addition to Rouse's stage direction, he has also directed 
the films Roundtable (1979), The Glass Bead Game (1982), 
and A Walk in the Woods (1985). He is currently in 
production with a feature-length film adaptation of 
Dennis Cleveland. Also in 1999, Rouse completed the music 
for the multimedia work cameraworld, a collaboration with 
video artist Cliff Baldwin. In 2000, Mikel Rouse completed 
the score and filming for Funding, a full-length feature 
film/chamber orchestra work that, due to its modular 
construction, will have a variety of realizations through 
both live performance and media outlets. 

Rouse's compositions have been performed at 
Lincoln Center, the New York State Theater, and Alice Tully 
Hall, and throughout the United States and Europe. 
His work has been presented at major festivals, 
including the Philharmonic Society's Eclectic Orange Festival 
in Costa Mesa, California, The Perth International Arts 
Festival in Perth, Western Australia and the Bang On A Can 
Festival in New York City. Upcoming performances include the 
Edinburgh Festival premier of Alphabet, a John Cage 
score realization commission by the John Cage Trust and 
the Lincoln Center production of Dennis Cleveland. 

Rouse has received a grant from the Fund for U.S. Artists 
at International Festivals (January 2001); a grant from the 
Rockefeller Foundation MAPP program (July 2000); 
a commissioning grant from the Mary Hagler Cary Charitable 
Trust (November 1997-April 1999); an Edward F. Albee 
Fellowship (August 1996); numerous awards from 
Meet the Composer, including a Meet The Composer 
New Residencies Grant in Ruston, LA (March 2001 through 
February 2004); a commission from the Meet the 
Composer/Reader's Digest Commissioning Program 
(November 1995-April 1996); a grant from the New York 
State Council on the Arts (October 1991-February 1992); and 
numerous ASCAP Awards (1985-present). In 1994 
and 1999, he was nominated for the CalArts Alpert Award 
in the Arts. He currently resides in New York City. 

COMPOSITIONS 

Funding (2000) 
cameraworld (2000) 
return (1999) 
The End of Cinematics (1997) 
Dennis Cleveland (1996) 
Failing Kansas (1995) 
Autorequiem (1994) 
Living Inside Design (1994) 
Kiss Him Goodbye (1993) 
Soul Menu (1993) 
Left In My Life (1993) 
Copperhead (1992) 
Hope Chest (1991) 
Two Paradoxes Resolved (1989) 
Against All Flags (1988) 
A Lincoln Portrait (1987), 
Social Responsibility (1987) 
Book One (1986) 
Set The Timer/Uptight (1986) 
American Nova (1985) 
Quorum (1984) 
Red 20 (1984) 
A Walk In The Woods (1984) 
Colorado Suite (1984) 
Story Of The Year (1983) 
Glass Bead Game (1983) 
Jade Tiger (1982) 
Untitled (1982) 
Autumn In New York (1982) 
Shield 81 (1982) 
Quartet (1981) 
Balboa (1981) 
Etudes (1981) 

DISCOGRAPHY 

Funding (2000) 
cameraworld (2000) 
return (1999) 
The American Dream (1997) 
Dennis Cleveland (1996) 
Failing Kansas (1995) 
Living Inside Design (1994) 
Autorequiem (1994) 
Soul Menu (1993) 
Against Ail Flags (1988) 
Social Responsibility (1987) 
A Lincoln Portrait (1987) 
Set The Timer/Uptight (1986) 
A Walk In The Woods/Colorado Suite (1984) 
Quorum (1984) 
Under The Door/Sleep (1984) 
Story Of The Year (1983) 
Jade Tiger (1982) 
Etudes (1981) 
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