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Midtide

Gone are the years of my yout]u,

Gone the fire in my soul.

Empty my ljeart, empty my Ii’re,

Now only the waiting!

I can remember clays full of sun]ig}'l{‘,
oy, of laughter.

I can remember blessed moments,

Time shared, lives joined!

Gone are the tliings thatI c]1eris]1cc1,

Gone all my dreams!

Empty my thoughts and the hours they used to [‘lJJ,

Now onlya aniw( !

I can remember vows made in faith,

In warmth, in passion!

I can remember each word of our p]ec]ge

Our trust or promise! Now lost.

Each tender moment T spent,

Wiaiting the sound of your voice!

For gone ismy love,

Gone my only love!

1 Kiml)a”, Carol, “Song: a guicle to style and literature", (Milwaul-:ee, Wisconsin., 2005), p. 500.

Bere[t

By his bedside I satwith love in my heart,
AsThad satlon ago.

In childhood to bring sleep to his eyes.
But now, to hold l)ari the last s]eep.

My son, cleparh'ng for isles uncharted!
My Boy! His life an unvoiced i’]1ougl1t,
His future lost in the mist!

Thoped, though there was no hope,

Too soon his fast breath came,

And part of me died too!

Text: Verna Arvey
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Abenclempﬁnclung

From the Heart o][a Woman

W. A. Mozart
(1756-1791)

Program Notes and Translations

Mozart completed "Abendemp{'indung" on June 24, 1787. Although this piece
was written in the cighteenth century, it's through composed melody and sentimentality
ast forwards into the nineteenth century; rendering Franz Schubert a foundation to build
upon. During an evening, the narrator contemplates the passing of time and life. She then
speaks ot Mer own death and asks the listener to shed a tear for ]1er, which will become the
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most beautiful pear] in her crown.

Al)enclenq)ﬁndung

Abend ist’s, die Sonne ist verschwunden,
Und der Mond strahlt Si‘ﬂ)erg]anz;
So entflichn des Lebens schonste Stunden,

Flichn voriiber wie im Ta‘nz.

|
Bald entflieht des Lebens bunte Szene,
Und der Vor,hang rollt ]1erab;
Aus ist unser Spiel, des Freundes Triine
FlieRet schon auf unser Grab.

Bald vielleicht (mir weht, wie Westwind ]eise,
Bine stille Alnumg zu),

SchlieR ich dieses Lebens Pilgerreise,
Fliege in das Land der Ruh!

Werdet ihr dann an meinem Grabe weinen,
Trauernd meine Asche se hn,

Dann, o Freunde, will ich euch erscheinen
Und will himmelauf euch wehn.

Schenk auch du ein Trinchen mir

Und pfliicke mir ein Veilchen auf mein Grab,
Und mit deinem seelenvollen Blicke

Siech dann sanft auf mich herab.

Weih mir eine Trine, und ach! schame
ich nur nicht, sie mir zu weihn;

Oh, sie wird in meinem Diademe

Dann die schénste Perle sein!

Text: Joacllinl Heinrich Campe

Evening Impression

It is evening, the sun has disappeared,

and the moon radiates silver—llig]'ut;

thus flees life’s most beautiful hours,
y l)y as in the dance.

Soon escapes life’s colorful scene,
And the curtain rolls (10wn,'

Ended has our play, the friend’s tear
F‘Iows a]rea(ly upon our grave.

Soon perhaps (a gentle West wind blows to me
A silent Fore[)ocling)
I end this life's pilgrimage,

P]y into the land of rest!

will you then at my grave cry,

Gaze mourn [tu my ashes

Then, o friends, wilflT appear to you
And will send heaven to you

Give also you a little tear to me
And picle me a violet for my grave,
And with your soulful glance
Look then gently down on me.

Dedicate a tear to me, and ah!

But be not ashamed to dedicate it to me;
011, it will in my tiara

Then the most [vzeauti{'u] pearl be!

Translation: Pier Lamia Porter

Obsession

Giuseppe Verdi is known to be one of the most influential Romantic composers

of the 19" century. His works are Frequentlﬁ

His art songs are just as po[pu ar but seen to

pen(or_med in opera houses around the world.
e “sketches” of his operas. “Perduta ho la pace”

is a setting of Gretchen’s lament at the spinning wheel from Goethe’s Faust, in an Italian

translation by Luigi Balestra.



In 1911, Enrique Granados’ recognition as a composer was eternally established
with the success of his piano suite Goyesca. “Callejed” is a song taken out of the Coleccion de
Tonadillas written in 1910; inspired by the paintings of Francesco Goya. Tonadilla is a term
derived from tonada, a song of theatrical cEaracter. The vocal phrases are firmly rooted in
Spanish vocal traditions and the guitar is grap]ﬂca”y i“ustratejin the piano.!

Pauline Viardot-Garcia was the daughter of two opera singers, Manuel Garcia and
Joaquina Garcia-Stitches. After her father’s early death she studied voice with her mother
and piano with Franz Liszt. Madame Viardot, as she called herself from that time forward,
had one of the most exciting careers in music Listory. She wrote more than 100 songs, four
operettas, one opera, many piano works, and two volumes of violin music. “Plainte d’amour”
is an arrangement of Chopin's Mazurka #1 in F-sharp minor, op. 6 no. 1

Perduta ho la pace

Perduta ho la pace,

0 in cor mille guaj;
Ab, no, piti non spero
trovarla pit mai.

M’e buio di tomba
ov'egli non ¢;
Senz’esso un deserto
¢ il mondo per me.

Mio povero capo
confuso travo]to;
Oh misera, il senno,
il senno m'e tolto!

Perduta ho la pace,

o in cor mille guai;
Ah, no, pitt non spero
trovarla pitt mai.

S'io sto al ﬁ]lestrel]o,
ho gl'occhi a lui solo;
S'io sfuggo di casa,
sol dietro a lui volo.

Oh, il bel portamento;
oh, il vago suo viso!
%ua] orza & nei sguardi,
che dolee sorriso!

E son le parole

un magico rio;

Qual stringer di mano,
qual bacio, mio Dio!

Perduta ho la pace,

ho in cor mille guai;
Ah, no, pit non spero
trovarla pit mai.

I Have Lost the Peace

I have lost the peace

I have in my heart one thousand woes;
Ah, no, I can hope

To find it never again.

Everyw]qere he is not
Is like a tornl);
Without him the world

Isa desert for me.

My poor head

Is confused, upset;
Oh misery, my senses,
M.y senses are gone!

I have lost the peace

I have in my heart one thousand woes;
Ah, no, I can hope

To find it never again.

If1 stay at the window
I watch for him a]one;
If I leave the house,

Only back to him I fly.

Oh, his beautiful l)earing;
Oh, his beautiful features!
What force in his g]zmces,
What a sweet smile!

And his words are

A magic l)roolz;

What a Clasp of his ]'\ancl,
What a kiss, my God!

I have lost the peace

I have in my heart one thousand woes;
All, no, [ can lnope

To find it never again.

Anela congiungersi
al suo il mio petto;
Potessi abbracciar o,
tenerlo a me stretto!

Baciarlo potessi,

far pago il desir! ‘

Baciarglo!% potessi |
aciata morir.

Text: Luigi Balestra

Callejeo
;
v
Dos horas ha que callejeo
pero no veo, .
nerviosa ya, sin ca]ma, |
al que le di confiada
el alma.

No vi hombre jamas f

que mintiera més que el majo
que hoy me engafia;

mas no le ha de valer

pues siempre fui mujer dg marfia
y, sl es menester,

correré sin parar,

tras é], entera Hspaiia.

Text: Fernando Periquet

Plainte d'amour

Chere ame, sans toi jexpire,
Pourquoi taire ma douleur?
Mes levres veulent sourire
Mes yeux disent mon malheur.
Helas! Loin de toi jexpire,

Que ma cruelle peine,
De ton ame hautaine
Désarme la rigueur.

Cette nuit dans un réve,

Je croyais te voir;

Ah, soudain la nuit s'ac]u‘:ve,
Et s'enfuit I'espoir.

Je veux sourire

Helas! La mort, la mort est dans mon coeur.

Text: Louis Pomey

Breathless to join
His breast to mine;
I could embrace him

Hold him top me tightly!

I could kiss ]’1i111,
To satisfy my desire!
To kiss him! And I could

Being 12isse, ie.

Translation: Pier Lamia Porter

]. wan (1cr

Two hours that I wander

But I don't see,

Nervous and without ca]m,

The man to whom I trustingly gave
My soul.

Never before saw a man

That lied more

Than him who now deceives me;

But, it'll be of no use to him

For I've a]ways been a stubborn woman
And, if necessary,

Il run without stopping

After }liTﬂ, through the whole Spain.

Translation: Pier Lamia Porter

Love's Lament

Dear soul, without you I die,
Why silence my sorrow?

My lips want to smile

My eyes speak my misfortune.
Alas! Far from you I die.

May my cruel pain,
Disarm the hardness
of your lmug]'\ty soul.

Tonigllt ina clream,
I believed T saw you;
Ah, suddenly the night is over,
And hope flies away.

I want to smile

Alas! Deat}\, death is in my heart.

Translation: Pier Lamia Porter



Yearning

Antonio Cesti was one of the most celebrated of the mid-seventeenth centur gen-
eration of Italian operatic composers. As a tenor he was regarded as “the glor and sp endor
of the secular stage.” Cesti's Orontea, one of the most celebrated operas of tﬁe seventeenth
century, is considered a significant antecedent of eighteenth century opera buffa. In the aria
"Intorno all'idol mio” from the end of Act II, Orontea, Queen of Egypt, sings of her love
ror the sleeping painter Alidoro. The smooth melodic line carries a sensuous melancholy,
intensified periodically by a dissonant leap.

Written in 1842 and revised the &)Howing decade, “Oh! quand je dors” was the

first of seven poems of Victor Hugo that Franz Liszt would set between 1842 and 1849.

Liszt had already known victor Hugo in 1827 and invited him to his concerts. Liszt’s close

association with poets are evident in the 1arge amount of music that is based on literature.

he first version of “Oh! quand je dors” was published in Berlin in 1844, along with two

other Hugo settings, “Bnfants, si j'étais roi” and “S'il est un charmant gazon’; the three were
again puﬁisllecl together in their second versions in 1859.

Born in France, Léo Delibes received his early training with his mother and uncle.
He is best known for his popular opera Lakmé and as the first composer to write music of
high quality for the ballet. His songs, demonstrate his integral me]oﬁic gi[t and his flair for
ringing out the best elements of the voice, writing with grace and attractive rhythms to
bring the text vividly to life. The accom paniment for “Les Filles de Cadix” in D minor is a
lzinfof: Spanish trumpet-call dance melo y, changing to a steady guitar strum as the voice
enters. The introduction to this piece bears a striﬁing resemblance to the gypsy song “ Les
tringles des sisters tintaient” from Georges Bizet's Carmen.

Intorno all'idol mio Around my idol

Pray blow around my idol,
B]ow, sweet welcome reezes,
And on his beloved cheeks
Kiss him for me, o':)liging little

I.)reezes!

Intorno all'idol mio spirate pur, spirate,
Aure, Aure soavi e grate,

E ne“e uancie elette

BaciateFo per me,

Cortesi, cortesi aurette!

To my love who is resting on the wings of
peace,
Bring pleasant dreams.
nd conceal my passion
Reveal to him on my behalt,
O shades of love!

Al mio ben, che riposa
Su l'ali della quiete,

Grati, grati sogni assistete
E il mio racchiuso ardore
Svelate gli per me,

QO larve, o [Erve d’amore!

r[‘(33(".: AJ’IOnyI“OllS Translalion: Pier Lalnia l)orler

Oh! quand je dors Oh! When I sleep
Oh, when I s].eep, approach my bed,
As Laura appeared to Petrarch;
comme a Pétrarque a paraissait Laura, And as you pass, touch me with your breath...
t qu'en passant ton ﬁa eine me touche... Suddenly my lips
Soucﬁlin ma bouche Will part!
S'entrouvriral

Oh! quancl je (J.ors, viens auprés de ma
couche,

Sur mon front morne on peutétre s'acheve
Un songe noir qui trop longtemps dura,
Que ton regard comme un astre se leve...
Soudain mon réve
Rayonnera! Ah!

Puis sur ma levre ou vo]ﬁge une \qamme,
Bclair d'amour que Diew méme épura,
Pose un baiser, et d'ange deviens Femme...
Soudain mon ame
Séveilleral

Text: Victor Hugo

Le Filles de Cadix

|
Nous venions de voir le taureau,
Trois gargons, trois {:i”ettes,
Sur la pelouse il faisait beau,
Bt nous dansions un bolkro
Au son des castagnettes;
Dites-moi, voisin,
Si j'ai bonne mine,
Et si ma basquine va '.)ierrl, ce matin,
Vous me trouvez la taille fine?
Ah! ah!

Les filles de Cadix aiment assez cela

Bt nous dansions un bolero

Un soir cétait dimanc he,

Vers nous s'en vint un ]1ic1a1go
Cousu dor, la plume au chapeau,
Et la poing sur la hanche:

Si tu veux de moi,

Brune au doux sourire,

Tu n'as qu'a le (lire,

Cette or est a toi.

Passez votre chemin, beau sire,

Ah! Ah!
Les filles de Cadix n'entendent pas cela.

Text: Louis C]uxrles A][re(l de Musset

On my dreary brow, troubled perhaps too long

By a c{ar R dream

Let your gaze fall like light from a star
Suddenly my dream

Will radiate! Ah!

Then on my lips which floats a flame,
Flash of love that God himself purified
Place a kiss and from an angel become a woman...
Suddenl my sou
Will awa{zenl

Translation: Pier Lamia Porter

The Girls of Cadiz

We had just seen the bu”,
ree boys, three young girls,
On the grass it was nice
And we danced a bolero
to the sound of castanets:
Tell me, neighbor,
whether I have a nice face
And if my skirt looks a]right this morning
You think I have a slender waist?
Ah! ah!
The girls of Cadiz like that well enough

And we dance a bolero

One evening it was Sunday,

To us comes up a hidalgo,

Sewn with go]E, a feather in his hat,
And his fist on his hip:

“If ever you want me

Brunette with the soft smile,

You only have to say so

This gof,(l is yours

Go on your way, handsome sire
Ah! Ah!

The girls of Cadiz don't understand that.

Translation: Pier Lamia Porter

Anguish

“Die Mainacht” is the second song of Johannes Brahms' Vier Gesange, Op. 43 col-

lection. These four pieces have become amon

Brahms’ most famous an otten perfonne

songs. In “Die Mainacht” the singer is descri ing her alienation as she wanders misera y
from bush to bush in the moonlig t; the piano introduction establishes the sense of lack of
direction. Johann Voss edited Ludwig Hélty's text and Brahms used 3 out of the 4 verses.



Manuel de Falla is widely regarded as the most &istinguis]we(l Spanish composer of
the early twentieth century. Falla’s reputation is based primarily on two lavishly Iberian ballet
scores: El amor brujo (Love the magician) and El Sombrero de tres picos (The Three-Cornered
Hat). With its broad, melodic phrases and arioso vocal style Olas gigantes could easily be
mistaken for a German art song.

Often referred to as the “Dean of Black Women Composers,” Undine Smith Moore
was a notable and prolific composer of the 20" century. She I:)egan studying piano at the age
of 7, and at the age of 20 became the first gracluate of Fisk University in Najwine, Tennessee
to receive a scholarship to Juilliard. Moore is best known for her choral works, inc uding
Scenes from the Life of a Martyr, a 16-part oratorio based on the life of Dr. Martin Luther
King Jr., which was nominated for a Pulitzer Prize. She was awarded honorary Doctor of

Music degrees by Virginia State College (1972) and Indiana University (1976).

Die Mainacht The May Night

Wann der silberne Mond durch die Gestrauche l)]in]zt, When the si]very moon Llrrough the slmlbbery ﬂas]les,
Und sein schlummerndes Licht iiber den Rasen streut - And its slumbering light over the lawn spreads,
Und die Nac]ﬂ;iga” ﬂijtet, And the Ni lltengale sings,

Wandl" ich traurig von Busch zu Busch. I wander sajly from bush to bush.

Covered over by leaves coos a pair of doves
Its enchantment to me; but I turn myse”,,
seek darker sha ows,

And the lonely tear flows.

Uberhiillet von Laub girret ein Taubenpaar
Sein Bntziicken mir vor; aber ich wende mic h,
Suche dunklere SCIMHen,

Und die einsame Thrine rinnt.

Wann, o lachelndes Bild, welches wie Morgenrot When, oh smiling image, which like morning glow
Durch die Seele mir straHt, find’ ich auf Shines tljroug]] my soul, do I fin you on
Erden dich? earth?

Und die einsame Thrine And the lonely tear flows

Bebt mir heiler die Wang' herab! Trembles hotter down my cheek!

Llevadme, por piedad, adonde el vértigo
on la razén me arranque la memoria.

iPor piedad! ... {Tengo miedo de quedarme

Con mi dolor a solas, con mi dolor a solas!

Take me, for pity’s sake, to where vertigo
Can tear out memory and reason.

For pity’s sake! I am afraid to remain
With my grief alone, with my grie[ alone!

Text: Gustavo Adolfo Bécquer Translation: Pier Lamia Porter

» |

Watch and pray

Mama, is Massa goin’ to sell us tomorrow?
Yes, Yes, Yes.

Oh watch and pray.

Is he a-goin’ to seﬁ us down to Georgia?
Yes, yes, yes.

Oh! down to Geor ia,
Watch and pray. Oi mama
Don't you grieve after me.
Oh, watch and pray.

FL‘OITI t]1e Hearts Of Women

Best known for his orchestral works, African American composer William Grant
Still also composed at length for the voice: nine operas, several choral pieces and many vocal
solos and duets. Composed in 1959, the four songs in From the Hearts of Women are
distinctly different from Stills other song cycle Songs of Separation, composed in 1949. For
the earlier cycle he engaged texts by five male poets to describe ’cfwe various emotions of a
person at the end of a romantic relationship. For the text of his second cycle he asked his
wife Verna Arvey, for a description of the feminine emotional Iandscape. Sf:e takes a “verbal
snapshot” of four very diverse women of various ages. In From the Hearts of Women, one
woman paints sketches of four very different women; a child playing with her doll, a middle

Text: Ludwig Holty

Olas gigantes

Olas gigantes que os rompéis bramando
En las playas desiertas y remotas,
Envuelto entre las sabanas de espuma,
jL]eva(lme con vosotras!

Rafagas de huravcén, que arrebatais
Del alto laosque las marchitas hojas,
Arrastrando en el ciego torbellino,
iL]evaclme con vosotras!

Nubes de tempestad que rompe el rayo
Y en Fuego orndis las desprendidas orlas,
Arrebatado entre la niel)ra oscura,
leevaclme con vosotras!

Translation: Pier Lamia Porter

Gigantic Waves

Gigantic waves that break roaring

In the remote and deserted beaches,
Enveloped among blankets of foam...
Take me with you!

Blasts of the hurricane that tear

From the 11ig11 woods the shriveled leaves,
Dragging them along in the blind whirlwind.
Take me with you!

Storm clouds broken by lightning
And in fire decorating the broken sur
Snatched from the dark slay...

Take me with you!

agecl woman, a coquette and a mourning mo

Little Mother

Balyy sweetl'xeat{, baby clarling, l)a.l)y onmy knee!
My sweetheart, little angel, by my side the night long.
ittle playmate, dear companion, with me through the c]ay!
‘Cause I love you, you will listen to the things I tell you.
B please on't naugllly now.
Youll geta an]zing if you are bad|!
Mommy ‘rji you, “Be good.
Stop your crying, and youll get a reward.”
Daj)cf, says oure on]y arag "
But T know 2
Now, go to sleep, and when you wake up,
%’Hhﬂv&: more fun ‘mge’ther.

t]1 er.

Co quette

Byﬂ"le sea, in the streets, atthe l?a”,

I go forth wanting romance, wanting fun.
With a word, with a glance, with a gesture,
I'm secki ng someone to acjore me.

When I find him Il greet him with pleasure,
When I greet him Il wait for his smile.

For in this game wel partners,

In this gay game of flirtation.

In the spring, in the fall, in the summer,

Igo forth wanting romance, wanting fun.
Inthe light, in the dark, ‘neath the moon,
I'm secking someone to adore me.

When I find him I'l join himin banber,

In that moment I'll look far afield.

For in this game I seck new partners,

Since the game is worth more than the prize.
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