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of the requirements for the Bachelor of Music Degree in Vocal Performance.

~Notes and Translations~

Reynal(lo Hahn was born in 1875 in Caracas, Venezuela. He composed “Si
mes vers avaient des ailes” when he was just fifteen years old. His abi ity to ac-
centuate the beauty of the voice is evident in this piece. The sweeping motion of

the accompaniment carries the delicate vocal line.
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Simes vers avaient des ailes

Mes vers {Llira.ien't, doux et {réles,
Vers votre jardin si beau,

Si mes vers avaient des ailes,
Comme l'oiseau.

1ls vo[eraien’c, stincelles,
Vers votre foyer qui rit,

Si mes vers avaient des ailes,
Comme ‘esprit. '

Pres de vous, purs et {'i.cléles,
Ils accourraient, nuit et jour,
Si mes vers avaient des ailes,
Comme |'amour.

Text by Victor Hugo (1802-1885)

If my verses had wings

My verses would fly, fragile and gentle,
T'o your beautiful garden,

It my verses had wings

Like a bir

Tlﬁey would ﬂy like sparks
To your ¢ erry l)eartﬁ,

It my verses had wings
Like my spirit.

Pure and faithful, to your side
They would hasten night and day
It my verses had wings

Like love.

Translation by Carol Kimball

Jules Massenet was born in 1842 in France. He is best known for his operas,
UNT o 1] . : e : 5 iy

Nuit d'Bspagne” was written in 1872. The piece gives a description of a hot and
humid Spanish evening. The accompaniment, with its energetic rhythmic Tat‘l:erns,

comes trom Spani511 dance ﬁgures that almost seem to upstage the voca

Nuit d'Espagne

L'air est embaumé,

La nuit est sereine

Et mon ame est pleine
De pensers joyeux;

Viens! 6 bien aimée,
Voici l'instant de 'amour!

Dans les bois profonds,
Ot les fleurs s’enclorment,
O chantent les sources;
Vite en{uyons nous!

Vois, la lune est claire

Et nous sourit dans le cie

Les yeux indiscrets

Ne sont plus a craindre.

Viens, (‘)iien aimée,

La nuit protége ton front rougissant!
La nuit est sereine,

Apaise mon coeur!

Viens! 6 bien aimée,

Cest I'heure d’amour!

ine.

Spanish Night

The air is balmy,

The night is serene

And my soul is tu

Of joyous thougllts;

Come! My beloved!

This is the moment of love

Into the cleep woo&s,

Where the Howers sleep,
Where the springs are singing;
Let us go quickly!

Look, the moon is bright,
And smiling in the sky,

Prying eyes

Are no longer to be found

Come! My beloved!

The night covers your ])lushing face!
The night is serene

Calm my heart!

Come! My beloved!

It is the hour of love!
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Dans le sombre azur,
Les blondes etoiles
Bcartent leurs voiles
Pour te voir passer,
Viens, 6 bien aimée,

.. ’[,. de I I
Voici l'instant de 'amour!

Ij;ai vu s'entr’ouvrir

‘on rideau de gaze.

Tu m’entencls, crue“e,

Et tu ne viens pas!

Vois, la route est sombre
Sous les rameaux enlacés!

Cueille en leur splendeur
. -
Ies jeunes années,
Viens! car 'heure est breve,
Un jour effeuille les fleurs du printemps!
La nuit est sereine, apaise mon coeur!
Viens! & bien aimée,
SRPRT, )
est I'heure d'amour!

Text by Louis Callet (1835-1 898)

%o_llannes Brahms was born in 1833 in Hamburg, Germany. He was one of the

ea&ir&g composers in the Romanticlperio .He composed “Dein blaues auge” when he
¥ 8 . . L il B . . .

40 years old. It was originally written for Bass/Baritone. This piece is mainly

turne

In the dark blue slzy

The pale stars

Cast off their veils

To see you pass _l)y,

Come! My ie oved!
This is the moment of love!

I saw, half open
Your gauzy curtain
You hear me, cruel one,
nd you do not come!
Look, the path is dark
Under the intertwined branches!

Gather in their splenclor
Your yoPLgt htul years,
ome! Time is short,

In one clay the leaves of sprinig are shed

I'he night is serene, calm my heart!
Come! O my beloved!

It is the hour of love!

Translation by Carol Kimball

about restoration. “Die Mainacht” and the fo owing song, “Von ewiger Liebe,” are

oth part of the same opus. They oth have similar moods and have an intense ap-
proacl.i)l_ to musical content, In “Die Mainacht,” the piece portrays a man wanclering
sadly tl')roug the woods who shuns the lseau_ty ot May. As he ]Jegins to contemplate
love, a single tear falls. There were four verses in the original poem. Brahms omitted
the seconj one and set the other three in strophic torm."Von ewiger Liebe” portrays
three ditterent characters: a narrator, a bo " and a girl. The narrator tells a stor o’fl a

oy who is walking his sweetheart home. Ti;e ]Joy then confronts the girl and 'l:eﬂls her
that he must end the rela’cionslli now because he 1 eels as t 1oug11 he has failed her.

The girl then declares that their love is strong and will last forever.

Dein blaues Auge
Dein blaues Auge halt so still,

Ich blicke bis zum Grund.
Du fragst micll,

Was icﬁ sehen will?

Ich sehe mich gesund.

Es brannte mich ein glithend Paar,
Noch sc hmerzt, noch schmerzt
Das Nachge{'ﬁhl:

Das deine ist wie See so klar

Und wie ein See so kiihl.

Text l)y Klaus Groth (181 9-1899)

Your Blue Eyes
Your blue eyes leee}])J so still,

I look right to the bottom of them.
You ask me,

What do I want to see?

I want to see myself restored.

A 1owing pair once burned me,
[t hurts; it still hurts

e "eeiing after:
But your eyes are so clear like the lake

And like the lalze, so cool and separate.

Translation by Nicole Harris

Die Mainacht
Wann der silberne Mond

D_urch die Gestrauche ])hnlzt,
Und sein schlummerndes Licht
Lil)er den Rasen streut, |

Und die Nachtigall flstet,

Wandl’ ic]ftraurig von Busch zu Busch.

Uberhiillet von Lau])

Girret ein Tau].)enpaar

Sein Entziicken mir vor;
Aber ich wende mic h,

Suche dunklere Schaﬁen,
Und die einsame Trine rinnt.

Wann, o lachelndes Bilcl,
Welches wie Morgenrot
Durch die Seele mir strahlt,
Find’ ich auf Frden dich?
Und die einsame Trine Bebt

Mir heiler die Wang’ herab!

Text l:)y Lu(lwig Heinrich Christoph
Helty (1748-1776)

Von ewiger Liebe
Dunkel, wie dunkel in Wald und in Feld!

end schon ist es, nun sc 1weijet ie Welt.

Nirgend noch Lichtund nirgend noch Rauch,

Ja, und die Lerche sie sclxweiget nun auch.

Kommt aus dem Dorfe der Bursche lleraus,
Gibt das Geleit der Geliebten nach Haus,
Fiihrt sie am Weidengebiische vorbei,
Redet so viel und so mancherlei:

Leidest du Schmach und betriibest du c]ich,
Leidest du Schmach von andern um mich,
Werde die Liche gelrennt so geschwind,
Schnell wie wir frither vereiniget sind.
Scheide mit Regen und sclleiie mit Wind,
Schnell wie wir frither vereiniget sind.

Q

Spricht das Magdelein, Maﬁ elein spricht:
Unsere Liebe sie trennet sich nicht!

Fest ist der Stahl und das Eisen gar sehr;

Unsere Liehe ist fester noch mehr.

Bisen und Sl.alll, man schmiedet sie um,
Unsere Liebe, wer wandelt sie um?
Eisen und Stahl, sic kénnen zergehn,
Unsere Liebe mu ewig bestehn!

Text l)y Jose{? Wenzig (1807—1876)

The May Night

When the silver moon

Gleams tlrougll the l)L_lshes,

And its slum bering light

Spreads over the field,

And the nightingale sinfs,

|

sacdly wancl.er £rO]ll })U.S h to JJUS]]..

Ean-alopecl by the foliage

But I turn away to seek dar
And a single tear Hows.

pair of doves coos their cle]i?ht before me;
ker shadows,

When, o smilini image,
Wl)ich like the

awin

Shines 't.lrougll my soul,

Will T lcmclf/ou on Earth?

And a Silhg

Burning

e tear falls ulvering
own my cheek.

Translation by Nicole Harris

Of Eternal Love
Dark, how dark it is in the forest ancl_tlle field

Itis eveninf already; the wor
Nowhere a

is silent now.
ight and nowhere smoke

Yes, and even the lark is silent now.

From out of the viHage comes a young ])oy
Walking his sweetheart llome,

He each er past the willow Luslles,
Ta]lzing so much, and of other things:

”H: you suﬁer 1'1L1I11i1ia'|1’01’1 ancl (l"lSiIeSS yOLll_’SCHﬁ,

s

If Jyou suffer shame from others because o me,
[hen our love will en quickly,

Quicker than we first came together.
It will separate with the rain and with the wind
Faster than when we first came togetller."

Then the maiden says, the maiden says:
“Our love will never end!

Steel is firm and iron is ‘Brm,

But our love is even firmer.

Iron and steel can be changecl,

But who would cllange our Jove?
Iron and steel can melt

Our love, our love will [ast forever!”

Translation by Nicole Harris
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Ralph Vaug’llan Williams was one of the most important British composers of
his time. He was born in 1872 in Down Ampney, Gloucestershire and was greatly
influenced by English folk music. In “The sky above the roof” the accompaniment
is very thin. the melocly is beautifu , yet melanchol . The hrases seem to rise and
all as it in a constant struggle with itself. “The Caﬁ" has foﬂe influence in it. The
vocal line is gentle and rich, almost Romantic in spirit. The song “Silent Noon” is a
sensual piece that ce ebrates the feeling of love. The poetry u_secl in the song is simply
beautitul. Tt describes a person with their lover wanting to live in the moment and
wish that it would never end.

The Slzy Above the Roof

The slzy above the roof is calm and sweet:
A tree above the roof bends in the heat.
A bell trom out the blue drowsily rings:
A bird from out the blue plain'tively sings.

Ah God! A life is here, simple and {air,

Murmurs of strite are Ilere }ost in the air.

W1y ost thou weep, O heart poured out in tears?
What hast thou clone, O ]]ear'ls, with tl1y spent years?

Text ]Jy Paul Verlaine (1844-1896)

The Call

Come, my Way, my Truth my Life
Such a Way that gives us breath
uch a Truth that ends all strife

Such a Life as killeth death

Q

Come, my Light, my Feast, my S’crength
Such a Light that sfllows a teast

Such a Feast that mends in lengtl'l

Such a Strengt]l as makes his guest.

Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart
Such a Joy as none can move
Such a Love that none can part
Such a Heart as joys in love.

Text by George Herbert (1 593-1633)

Silent Noon

Your hands lie open in the long fresh grass

The finger points look 'tllrougll like rosy blooms
Your eyes smile peace.

The pasture gleams and glooms

‘Neath billowing skies

That scatter and amass!

All round our nest, far as the eye can pass,
Are golden king-cup fields with silver edge
Where the cowpars ey skirts the hawthorne 11eclge.

“Tis visible silence, still as the hourg ass
5

Deep, in the sun-searched growtl]s the clragonﬂy 11angs
Like a blue threa ; oosened from the sky.
So this winged hour is ropt to us from above.

ph, clasp we to our lllearts, for deathless clowe'r,
his close-¢ompanioned inarticulate hour
When two-fold silence was the song of love.
¥

Text by Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828-1882)

Woufang' Amadeus Mozart was born in 1756 in Salzbur , Austria. He is among
one of the most influential an, popular composers of the Classical period. His op-
era Cosi fan tutte is about an old philosopher and cynic, Don Alfonso who is deter-
mined to prove to his two'young friends, C%ug ielmo and Ferrando, that their fiancées,
Fiordi igi and Dorabella, are not to be trusted like any other woman. With the l1elp
of Despina, the ladies’ mgaid, Alfonso conjures his plan. He tells the sisters that their
overs ﬁave heen called up on duty being that they are officers. As a part of his plan, he
in‘h;oc].u.ces the sisters to two banians, who are, of course, Guglielmo an FIe)rran o
in disguise. After inner conflicts the two women give in to the advances of the “Al-
anians,” forcing Guglielmo and Ferrando to give up. However, Don Alfonso reveals
the plan to the sisters anJ they are reconciled with tEeir overs. The duet is from Act
11 Scene I. Sisters Dorabella and Fiordi igi agree that it would not do any harm tlirt a
ittle with the “Abanians” and would llelp pass the time before their lovers return.

Prendero quel brunettino

DORABELLA
I'll take the dark one,

W 10 seems more {Lll’l to me.

FIORDILIGI
And in the meantime I'll laugh
And joke a bit with the ]Jlonf

Prendero quel brunettino

DORABELLA
Prenders quel brunettino,
Che piut lepido mi par.
FIORDILIGI

intanto io col biondino

Vo' un po' ridere e burlar. one.
DORABELLA DORABELLA
Scherzosetta, ai do]ci detti Playfully I'll answer
lo di quel risponders. His charming words.
FIORDILIGI FIORDILIGI
Sospirando, i sospiretti Sighi“%’ I'll mimic

lo dell'altro imiters. The other’s sighs.
DORABELLA DORABELLA

Mi dira: He'll say to me:

Ben mio, mi moro! My 1ove, I'm clying!
FIORDILIGI FIORDILIGI

Mi dira: He'll say to me:
Mio bel tesoro! My clarﬁng jewel!

FIORDILIGI E DORABELLA FIORDILIGI E DORABELLA
Ed intanto che diletto, nd in the meantime

Che spassetto What joy an satisfaction

lo provero! I wi ]Jlave!

Text by Lorenzo Da Ponte (1749-1838) Translation by Nicole Harris
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