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in a dark blue night | voxa 1pm5a bpno x X

1. Evening | vmg, words by Morris Rosenfeld 3:40
2. Broadway | mxn3, words by Anna Margolin 4:33 i
3. Like the Stars in Heaven | 5oon oy anx pwyow =1 m, words by Nafiali Gross 1:59 : oo é“ g
4. Golden Honey | paxn o, words by Celia Dropkin 3:53 ﬂ ;
5. Night Reflex | opybayrvaxa, words by Reuben Iceland 4:16 : 1 ;
L ;
Coney Island Days
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6. Coney Island 2:16
7- Pennies 3:31 R 4
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8. Knish Store 2:00 Breag i
9. Russian Bath 3:08 g aueand }
10. Mother 2:48 SR 3
1. Aunt Fanny 2:96 A :
12. Ellis Island 314 i ‘ 5 ]
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IN A DARK BLUE NIGHT consists of two
connected song cyeles. The first, iz a dark
blue m'gbt, sets to music modernist Yiddish
poetry about New York City at night, all writ-
ten by Jewish immigrant poets at the turn of
the 20¢h century. The second, Coney Island
Ddys, transforms an oral history with the com-
poser’s late grandmother, Irene Weiser, into a
musical expioration of the period of time when
Jews became Americans and the way that hum-

ble, individual stories can capture the svveeping

breadch of history.

Annic Polland, president of the Tenement Mu-
seum, and Niki Russ Federman, fourth—genera—
tion co-owner of Russ & Daughters, share their
thoughts on IN'A DARK BLUE NIGHT,
Jewish immigrant life in New York, family his-

tory, and CO”CCtiVC memory.

AP: American Jews today don' have the con-
nection to immigration that our parents and
grandparents once did. This time, when individ-
uals were coming to a new country with almost
nothing and trying to create life in a new and
alien piaee, was such a critical moment in Jew-
ish history and American history. The tensions
that Jewish immigrants were experiencing—
how to reconcile Jewish culture with American
culture, Jewish politics with American politics,
and creatinganew identity from these disparate
parts—is still very much present in our socicty.
To have an understanding of how people did
this 100 years ago when they were first encoun-
tering New York is so important. This album is
a beautiful entrée into this world and is a way to
bring to life the diversity of Jewish experience in
the first half of the 20th century and hold it up

as a mirror to examine these same issues today.

NRF: To live an integrated lite—both as an
individual and as a collective—it’s essential to
have an understanding of, and to be in relation-
ship with, who and where you came from. Being
disconnected from that can be very dangerous
and alienating. This music provides a vehicle
to connect with a shared past. In many ways it
relates to what I do at Russ & Daughters, using
food and our space, which is 110 years old, to
create a throughline of experience and to be in

conversation with history. If you walk into any

Russ & Daughters, whether it the shop or the
cafe, you will see that there are pictures on the
Waiis—my famiiy pictures: my great—grandfa—
ther, grandmother, pictures of the Lower East
Side. But youll never see a wall text explaining
who was in those pictures. This is intentional,
because I see those pictures in the same way |
see the food we serve: [ want people to see their
own story and their own famiiy in those images
and in taking a bite from a bowl of kasha. This is
what comes through in the music. These works
have a universality. They are an invitation for
anyone to transpose their memory and their

stories onto them.

AP: We have such a powerful connection
to the immigrant Yiddish pocts whose works
form the texts of in a dark blue night. They
are encountering the same city, the same
skyscrapers, the same modern landscape that
we are seeing today. The songs on the first half
of the album breathe life into the city, with
the distinct blend of nature and architecture
that give New York its own beautiful form. In
many ways then, these songs, cven though they
arc in Yiddish, present a New York perspective
more than anything else. They are the words of
people who feel very much a part of the built
environment and part of the cityscape. Burt at
the same time, these are the works of marginai

newcomers,and in that way, these songs provide



a very spcciﬁc insider/outsider viewpoint.
We think about history all the time, but in
many ways it has been made static. Through
this music, though, the dynamism of history
is made apparent. Ie gives you a jolt and forces
you to experience the city you have always
known through the perception of a newcomer,
bringing into relief the emotional experience of
what it would have been like to encounter the

City for the first time.

NRF: You feel a creative tension between
the world of the past that is represcntcd in the
album texts and the contemporary sound of the
music. The diaioguc between the two, where
the present informs the past, rcaliy hclps to
reframe this history and imbue it with freshness.
I think in a way this music is also giving voice
and dignity to the experience of the individual,
cspcciaily through the words of Alexs own
grandmother in Coney Island Days. There
was very often a fceiing among the immigrant
popuiation that their own stories were not that
important. [t wasn't shame, Cxactiy, but the idea
that their famiiy history wasn't interesting, We
don' have that much surviving history about
Russ & Daughters because my ancestors didn'
think itwas anything worth recording or writing
down or saving, because thcy believed the work
thcy did was simpiy a means of survival. There

was nothing glamorous abour it. My great-

grandparents atone point lived behind Russ &
Daughtcrs with their three daughters, and at the
time thcy probably tele pretey ashamed about
that. This music imbues this experience, of
beingan immigrant family living in the cramped
quarters behind the shop where theyre trying
to make a iiVing, with bcauty, and it allows the

listener a way to claim that story as their own.

AP: Pcoplc want to find a piace to
commemorate history, to make it physical, to
write it down, to be able to imagine it in some
way that gives it a tangibie shapc. This album
both asks and answers the question of what
we can do with the individual and collective
memories that are passcd down to us. This
album isnt simply an invitation to remember
the past. Rather, it shows us that remcmbcring
is our rcsponsibility. L4
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in a dark blue night

Evening
Morris Rosenfeld

The sun rests on the Palisades
Casting her last, sweet glance

To the forlorn Hudson, which lies
In its cold silver-bed lost in thought,
Murmuring a loncly “good night.”

Good night to you, princess of light, silent
Asadream of youth on the shore

You're sinking, taking joy with you!
Luminously setting in your splendor,

Lcaving the world alone — good night!

Soon only ared spot remains

On the horizon like blood, an ache
Takes shapc in the Westand a pain
Rocks the fields slecpy and calm

And whispcrs everywhcre: “good night’f..

on the Hudson, N. Y. City.
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Broadway, Evening
Anna Margolin

The evening blooms. The strectrustles brightas a thousand springs.
Fires swim up from sundustand coral.

Shop windows — fiery caves. Cascades

Of deep velvet, silks heavy and cool.

And people in an endless quadrille,

Meeting each other and losing themselves.

And there are searching eyes, eyes singing, laughing,

But to me, everything is kneeling,

The wind blossoms blue. Blue shadows fall.

A car soars by on long black rays.

A billboard takes shape in heaven like a sword.

And voices rustle, kissing each other, heard and unheard,
And wind upward together like spirals of light.

And eyes searching, eyes singing, laughing.

But to me itis tragic: the last watch,

The final hour of farewell on the earth.
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New York
Naftali Gross

Like the stars in heaven
Inadark blue night,

Your streets are illuminated,
Your towers are illuminated
Great noisy city.

Your towers are illuminated,
Your windows are illuminated,
[lluminated like the stars

In a dark blue night.
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New York Evening By The Hudson Shore
Celia Dropkin

In the rooms of your skyscrapers

Golden honey runs — the light,

Through the millions of windows,

Asif through the rooms of a gigantic honcy-comb,
You can see the golden honey,

The honey of mankind, the light.

Giant bees have built their bechives here,

A forest of bechives,

And overfilled them with honey,

Mankinds honey — the light.

"The Hudson is pitch black at nigh,

And the honey flows over there,

And engulfs the blackness of the shores of New York.
Such trees with golden fruit,

A forest with golden fruit,

Giant cedars,

Covered with hanging streetlights.
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Night Reflex
Reuben Iceland

Against the gende, ﬂowing gray of cvening,

The skyscrapers scream, like naked giants,

With dark brows and ﬁery cyes —

A mighty cry of human desire,

To build wonder within the wonder of the world.
And wonder-veiled, like a giant black bow,

A bridge stretches curved-taut, from shore to shore
Over a black river.

And life, drained from days,

And dreams, enchanted in the nights,

Flow golden through steel veins

From wonder to wonder,

Where people have illuminated windows in heaven.



Coney Island Days

Coney Island

I'was very young. We used to go to the beach ourselves. We ran in the water. We came out. We
were there all day. There was no limit. We were there without an adult. The adult was Morty,
and he didnt pay any attention. I'd go out with Bea. We went to Nathan’s. They used to give us
fifteen cents ora dime to go on the boardwalk, and get something... custard and aride. T used
to go with Marlene, nine times out of ten she dropped hers on the boardwalk, so I'had to share
my fifteen cents with her. I had good times. All my family was loving to me.

Pennies

My mother, she had a pot, a commercial pot, and she filled it with pennies, so Beaand I, you
know, Bea was a lictle bit of a devil, I was younger, I only followed whatever she did, so, we
bought candies, we went to the movies with that money... Years later I was fully grown, I said, I
knew we were doing wrong, that’s stealing. But if I asked my mother shed say you could have it
but we didnttask, we just took. But, you know, Morty was a goody-goody. My brother was an
angel. I found outhe did it too. I was so shocked, because he was so good, you know? I thought

we were very bad.

Knish Store

We had a knish store. We waited on customers. My uncle Joe stood by the oil. When we came
over to get the knishes, he said in Jewish, avek! Avek! He was so nervous that Id get hure. We
had aroom in the back of the store. They had one bathroom. Just a toilet. Maybe a sink, no
bathtub. All of us sleptin one room, except Morty. There was a hotel attached to the store, for
Morty they gave him a tiny room, but for us we all slept in one room.
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THE BOARDWALK AND BEACH. CONEY ISLAND. N. Y.

Russian Bath

You know in Coney Island they had Russian baths. I used to go with my mother to the bath.
You know the women would be naked. [ was a licdle child, and when Id see cheir bodies [
thought it was very funny. My mother had no shame. I always saw her. | went with her.

Mother

My mother never knew her age. She never celebrated her birthday. She always went to school
to speak better English. When she died, she had leukemia, she was still going to school.

She was heavy. She used to buy a corset. When she went to get measured, I went with her.
My mother used to take me all over. I was like her pet. My mother, she was a saint. She was
wonderful.

Aunt Fanny

Wherever we lived, Fanny had to have an apartment in the same building. Her and my mother,
they didnt go out without cach other. And me. I'used to go out with them all the time. She
liked the mountains, she didntlike Coney Island. She used to take me every time she went.
She stayed in a hotel sometimes, they called it a kokhaleyn, where you cook yourself. And
when she saw me she used to jump up and down, she loved me so much. Ioved her. My
mother was a little jealous. But you know I loved my mother. Nobody could love their mother
more than [ loved her.

Ellis Island

You know, Bea and I paid. My mother and father, I had their names put down — a record of
their names in Ellis Island. We had to pay for that. Yea, Beaand I did it. We did it for them
both. And then all my life I said, why cant I do it for Fanny? She would have loved it. But I fele
her children should do it,and I didnt do it for her. But I'm sorry I didn't.



Produced by Alex Weiser
Recorded at Power Station,
May 26th, 2022

Audio Engineer: Nick Lloyd

in a dark blue night was originally commissioned by
The ASCAP Foundation Charles Kingsford Fund.
The world premiere performance was given as a
recorded audio/video presentation by Annie Rosen
and Dan Schlosberg on January 5, 2021 at 4:43pm
(sunset), on Facebook and YouTube. It was edited

and mixed by Gleb Kanasevich. The cycle was

- subsequently expanded with additional songs and
instruments and premiered in its present version
with the performers recorded here at Kettle Corn
New Music on May 27th, 2022. This performance also : : - 2
featured the premiere of Coney Island Days. ]
. : ;
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