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Guiseppe Verdi is an Ttalian Romantic composer best known for his extensive operatic career. His
more than twenty operas are well cele rated and are o ten pertormed in opera houses around the

world. Because of his mﬁe opera influence his
is tamous arias. The fo
when }IE was on Y 25.

1 Tramonto
Amo J'or del giorno che muore
Quando il sofe gia stanco decling,
E nellonde di queta marina
Veggo il raggio supremo languir.

1 quell'ora mi torna nel core
Un'eta pin felice di quests;
In quelﬁ:ra dolcissima e mesta
Volgo a te, cara donna, i sospir.

Locchio immoto ed immoto il pensiero,
Io contemplo la striscia lucente
Che mi vien d seren, dal sereno occidente
La guiete solcando, solcando del mar
E desio i quell'aureo sentiero
avviarmi sullorma infinita
Quasi debba la stanca mia vita
Ad un porto di pace guidar.
Text By: Andrea Maffei

I Mistero

Se tranquillo a te cl'accan’co,

Donna mia, talun mi vede,
elice appien mi crede

O guarito dallamor;
Ma non by, che sai pur quanto
Combattuto e oppresso ho il cor,

Come lago, che stagnante

Par d Lf;‘rma € appena muova,
Ma tempeste in fondo cova
Sconosciute viator,

Ma tal calma ho nel sembiante,
Ho scompig]io, hoin fondo al cor.

Seun s0spiro, se un lamento
1] Emore a me conten e,
) )
Dell'amore che m'accen
T Y L3

Non scemo lintenso ardor.
Come lampa in monumento
Non veduto avvampa in cor.

E vivra bencha represso,
Benche privo di conforto

E vivrebbe ancor che morto
Lo volesse il tuo rigor,

Che alimento da se stesso
Prende amore in nobil cor.

Text By Felice Romani

art songs contain the dramatics an intensity of
owing pieces are from his song collection Sei Romanze, written in 1845

The Sunset

[ love the time of the dying day

When the sun alrea weary declines,

And in the wave of the ] sea [ see the last ray

anguish.
At ?I-nis time there returns to my heart

n era I-Jappier than this one; In this hour so very
sweet and sa

My sigh turns to you, dear lacly‘
The eye fixed and fixed the thought,

[ contemplate the radiant stream

That rea(ﬁ]es me from the serene West The placicl
urrowing of the sea

And I desire of this gilded path

To set my foot once more on the endless way

Asif it sﬁou my weary lite

Guide to a haven o peace.

Translated By: Stuart Williams

The Myster
If tranquil cﬂ;se to you,
My lady, comeone sees me,
He {UHJ]; believes that [ am happy
r cured of love;
But not you, who knows how much still
1 battle and oppress my heart.

Like a lake that stagnates

Seems that it slceps and scarce]y moves,
But nurses storms in its clept s
Unknown to the passer-by,

Though I am quite calm in a pearance,
I have chaos in the depths mrpmy heart

Though fora sig]-n or groan

[ must contend wit my teat,

Of the love that burns me

I will not lessen the intense heat.
Like a lamp in a monument

It blazes unseen in my heart,

And it will live, althuugh repressed,
1ough deprived ot comfort,
And would live still after death
If your sternness wante it,
Because love feeds itself in a noble heart,
Translated by Stuart Williams

Richard Strauss was a German composer of the Romantic period. He was a prolific composer of
German lie writing over 200 lieder. Strauss wrote his mast famous repertoire after 1885 writing
a lieder opus every year. His works Allerscefen, Zweinung, Breit ither mein Haupt, and many others have

ecame mainstays ot the vocal repertoire.



Breit'iiher mein Haupt
Breit’ iiber mein Haupt dein schwarzes Haar,
neig‘ zu mir dein Angesic t,
stromt in die Seele so hell und Elar
mir deiner Augen Licht.

Ich will nicht droben der Sonne Pracht,
noch der Sterne leuchtenden Kranz,
ich will nur deiner Locken Nacht

und deiner Blic e Glanz.

Text By: Aldolf Friedrich Graf von Schack

Allerseelen

Stell auf den Tisch die duftenden Reseden,
Die letzten roten Astern trag herbei,

Und laB uns wieder von der Liebe reden,

Wie einst im Mai.
Gib mir die Hand, daf ich sie heimlich driicke

5 o h i
nd wenn mans sieht, mir ist es einerlei,
Gib mir nur einen deiner siiflen Blic

Wie einst im Mai.

Es blisht und duftet heut auf jedem Grabe,

Ein Tag im Jahr ist ja den Toten frei,

Komm an mein Herz, dall ich dich wieder ha.be,
Wie einst im Mai.

Text By: Hermann von Gilm zu Rosenegg

Spread Over My Head...

Spread over my head your hlack hair,

and draw your tace closer to mine,

so that into my soul, so hrightly and clearfy,
will shine your eye's light.

I do not want the sp!enc‘uor of the sun above,
nor the glittering crown of stars;

I want only the night of your locks

and the ]ig]-lt of your eyes,

Translation By: Stephanie Redman

All Souls Da

Lay on the tagle the sweet smelling mignotte
‘arry in the last red asters

Let us speak again of our love

As we did in May

Give me your hand so I ma secretly press it
And if someone sees, it is aﬂ the same to me
Give me one of your sweet glances

As we did in May

'1116 FIDWE}:S ljl()ssom and are {rﬂgran‘t on Each gl"ave
One day in the year the dead are free
Come to my heart so that [ will have you again

AsTdidin May
Translation By: Stephanie Redman

Reynaldo Hahn was a naturalized French composer of the Romantic period. He is regarded as one

ot the best alwritinﬁ French mélodie. Hisw

Paul Verlaine have

Si mes vers avaient des ailes
Mes vers {'uiraienl. doux et fréles,
Vers volre jardin si beay,

St mes vers avaient des ailes,

Des ailes comme l'oigean,

Ils voleraient, étincelles,
Vers votre foyer qui rit,

51 mes vers avaient des ailes,
Des ailes comme lesprit,

Pres de vous, purs et l'itlélcs,
1ls accourraient, nuit et jour,
Si mes vers avaient des ai]es,
Des ailes comme l'amour!

Text By Victor Hugo

Lheure exquise

La lune blanche luit dans les bois.

Dec 1ague branche part une voix sous la ramée,
ien aimée...

Létang reflete, profond miroir,
la silhouette du sau e noir ot le vent pleure.
Révons, c'est [heure.

orks mainly set to the texts of Euets like Victor Hugo and
een said to have “fine cra[tsmansl’nip and remarkable

eauty”

If my words had wings
My words would fly, sweet and frail,
To your garden o fair,

my words had wings

Like a bird. T}]ey woum ﬂy, like sparks,
They would {ly, like s arks,

O your smi inﬁ]‘leart "
my verses had wings,

Like the mind.

If my words had wings,

Like the mind. Pure and faithful,

to your side They'd hasten night and day,
If my words had wings, like love!
Translation By: Stephanie Redman

The Exquisite Hour

e white moon shines in the woods.
FIDm eacn branc Eprings a VOiCe b&‘,neﬁtll tl'le ar]jor.
Oh my beloved...

Like a deep mirror the pond reflects
the silhouette of the blac willow where the wind Weeps.
Let us dream! It is the hour...

Un vaste et tendre apaisement
semble descendne du Firmament
que Fastre irise.

Clest Ih exquise!
Text By Paul Verlsine

A Chloris

Sl est vrai, Chloris, que tu m'aimes,

Mais jentends, que tu m'aimes ien,
e ne crois point que les rois mémes

Alentun eur pareil au mien.

Que la mort serait importune
De venir changer ma tortune
Pour la félicité des cieus!

Tout ce quon dit de lambroisie
Ne touche point ma fantaisie
Au prix des grices de tes yeux.

Text By T]'zéoplule de Vian

A vast and tender calm

seems to descend from a slzy

made iridescent by the moon.

[t is the exquisite i’wur.'

Translation By: Stephanie Redman

To Chloris

If it is true, Chloris, that you love me,
And I know that you do love me well,
Then I do not heﬁeve that even I»zings
Could know such happiness as mine,

How unwelcome death would e,

If it came to exc ange my fortune
With the joy of heaven!

All that t ey say of ambrosia

Does not fire my imagination

Like the light of’your eyes.
Translation By Stephaniec Redman

H:T: Burleigh wasan African American classical composer anclfrofessiona] singer, Bur]eig}‘x

Faine notoriety one of America’s most famous composers o
or his arrangements of over 100 Negro s
accessible to soloists, before then spiritua

Moses Hogan was an African American

art songs. He best known

irituals. His arrangements ma e spirituals more
were only available to choruses and ensem es.

composer and conductor. He was best known for

is arrangements of choral music and spirituals. His life was very short lived. He died at

the age ot 46 from a brain tumor.

De Blin' Man Stood On De Road An' Cried

O, de blin’ man stood on de road and cried
O, de blin' man stood on de road and cried
Cryin’ O, my Lord, save me

De blin' man stood on de road and cried

Cryin’ what kind o’ shoes am dose you wear
Cryin' what kind o’ shoes am ose you wear
Cryin' Q, my Lord, save me

De blin' man stood on de road an’ eried

Cryin’ dat he might receib his sight
Cryin’ dat he might receib his sight
Cr)rin' Q, my Lord, save-a me

De blin’ man stood on de rod an’ cried

Cryin' dese shoes | wear am de Gospel shoes
Cryin’ dese shoes I wear am de Gospel shoes
Cryin' O, my Lord, save me

De blin’ man stood on de road an’ cried

Give Me Jesus

In the morning, when [ rise
In the morn ing, when I rige
In the morning, when I rise
Give me Jesus

Dark midnight, was my cry
Dark midnight was my cry
Dark mi&night was my cry
Give me Jesus

O]‘;, when I comes to die
Oh, when I comes to die
Oh, when I comes to die
Give me Jesus
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