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A Pr o gr am ~ George Frideric Handel

Much of Handel's career as a composer was focused on the genre of Italian opera. He adhered
to the standard practices of the rerio d, in which priority was given to solo singing and stage
presentation. Most of the arias, i

George E Hamle]
(1685-1759)

Cara Sposa
from Rinaldo

ike Cara Sposa were in da capo form, in which there is an
section, B section and then the A section returns. At first glance, I Jandel’s opera’s seem much
like that of hi¥ contemporaries, but what set him apart was his ability to convey the characters
emotion through the piece. Rinaldo was the first opera Handel wrote for a London audience.
It is known for its smooth harmony and rich orchestration, in which he used a bassoon and
four trumpets, not a common practice of the time. The opera is based on a Torquato Tasso
poem which was an epic elaboration of the history of the first crusade. The song Cara Sposa,
originally written for a castrati, is Rinaldos lament for his lost love Almirena.

Carmella Cao: Flute
Kimberly Anderson: Cello

Transcribed by Georgia McQuade

Hector Berlioz
(1803-1 869)

Villanelle
Absence

from Les Nuits D'été
Extase Henri Duparc
Chanson Triste (1848-1933)

Dearest Bride
Dearest bride, dearest beloved.
here are you? Come back, hear my entreaties!
[ challenge you, evil spirits.
With the intensity ot my scorn,
"To appear on the altar out of your darkness!

Cara Sposa

(ara sposa, amante cara.

Dove sei? Deh ritorna a pianti miei!
Del vostro Erebo su“’ara,

Colla face del mio sdegno
lovisfido, o spiriti rei! j

Text: Giacomo Rossi Translation: unknown

[ntermission

Hector Berlioz
Richard Strauss

(1864-1949)

Ach Lieb ich muss nun scheiden

1 l‘l T . M . A French composer at the forefront of the Romantic riocl, Berliozs roots were still ground-
ch lrage meine Minne f

ed in the classical period, an this is obvious in his early works which still fell under the genre

Die Nacht
Céici]ie

No. 1 Rain has Fallen
No.2 Sleep Now

from Op. 10
CmCi_{'iX.ion

from Hermit Songs

Sure on this Shining Night

Senza mamina
from Suor Ange’ica

Samuel Bar]:)cr
(1910-1981)

Giacomo Puccini

(1858-1924)

Georgia McQuade is a student of Dr. Alfonse Anderson. This pcrfurmanca is affcred n
partial fulfillment for the requirements of the Master of Music Degree in Vacal Performance.

of French Romance. Berlioz is credited with coining the term Mélodie, after composing his

Mélodhes [ramjafses, however like his earlier songs this set fell more into the genre of the Ro-
mance. Berliozs first set composed in the newer style of the Mélodie was Les Nuits daté. This
set was first published in 1841 with piano accompaniment and then was later orchestrated
lJy Berlioz. There are six songs in the set, and they can be perfomlecl in any order, all of which

are to the text by Théophile Gautier.
Villanelle

Quad viendra la saison nouvelle
Quand auront clispa.m es troi

Tous les deux nous irons, ma belle
Pour cueillir le muguet aux bois;
Sous mos pieds égrenant les perles
Que l'on voit au matin h'emf:ler,
Nous irons écouter les merles sitfler.

Le pritemps est venu, ma belle;

Clest le mois des amants béni,

Et loiseau satinant son aile,

Dit ses vers au rebord du nid.

Oh! Viens done sur ce banc de mouse,
Pour parler de nos beaux amours,

Et dis-moi de ta voix si couce: Toujours!

Villanelle (tlle poetic formofa pasloral)
When verdant spring again approaches,
When winter’s cfxillﬁmve disappeared,
Through the woods we shall stroll, my darling,
The fair primrose to cull at will.

The trembling bright pearls that are Shinning
Each morning we shaﬁeln'usl) aside;

We shall go to hear the gay thrushes singing.

The Flowers are abloom, my darling,
Of happy lovers 'tis the month;

And tﬁe bird his soft win, engiossing,
Sings sweet carols wi u'niis nest.
Come with me on the mossy bank,

Where well talk of notlling else but love,
And whisper with thy voice so tender: always!



Loin, bien loin égarant nos courses,
Faisons fuir le lapin cache,

Et le daim au miroir des sources
Admirant son graml bois pencllé;
Puis, chez nu tout Iwureux, tour aises,
En panniers enlagant nos doigts,

Revenons, rapportant des fraises des boi.

A l)Sc‘llCC

Reviens, reviens, ma bien-aimée !
Comme une fleur loin du soleil,
La fleur de ma vie est 1(crmée,
Loin de ton sourire vermeil.

Entre nos coeurs tant de distance !
Tant d'espace entre nos baisers !

Q sort amer! 6 dure absence !

O grands désirs inapaisés !

D'ici la-bas que de campagnes,
Que de villes et de hameausx,
Que de vallons et de montagnes,
A lasser le pied des chevaux !

Far, far off let our foot steps wander,
Frightning the hiding hare away,
While the deer at the jpring is gazing,

Admiring his reflected horns.

Then Back home, with our hearts rejoicing,

And fonc“y our f"mger entwined,

Lets return, let’s return l)ringing fresh wild berries

woocl—grown,

Absence

Come back, come back my dearest love!
ike a tlower tar trom the sun,

The flower of my life has clroope(l,

Removed from the charm of your smile.

Between our hearts how long a distance!
What a wide space our Risses divide!

Q bitter fate! O cruel absence!

O longing vain, unsatisfied!

Between us so much counh’ysicle,

So many towns and many 11am]c{s,

So man vaHey's and many mountains,
To tire ti;e hoofs of the horses!

Chanson Triste

Dans ton coeur dort un clair de lunc,
Un doux clair de lune cl'été,

Et pour fuir la vie importune,

Je me 11uiera"(lans ta clarté. |

J'oul)]ierai les douleurs assées,
Mon amour, quancl tu ]Serceras
Mon triste coeur et mes pensées
Dans le calme aimant de tes bras.

Tu prendras ma téte malacle,‘
Oh! quelquefois sur tes genoux,
Et lui diras une ballade <
Qui semblera parler de nous;

Et dans tes yeux pleins de tristesse,
Dans tes yeux alors je boirai |
Tant de baisers et de tendresse
Que peut-étre je guérirai.

Text: Jean Lahor

Richard Strauss

Sorrowful Sor

Moonlight slunlliers in your heart,
A gentle summer moonlight

And to escape the cares of ]ii{e

I shall drown myself in your light.

[ shall forget past sorrows,

My sweet, when you cradle

My sad heart and my t]wughts
[n the Ioving calm of your arms.

You will rest my poor head,

h! sometimes on your lap,
And recite to it a ballad
That will seem to speak of us;

And from your eyes full of sorrow,
From your eyes | shall then drink
So many kisses and so much love

Tl‘xat per]laps I s]1a11 Le l'lea]ecl.

Translation: Richard Stokes

Text for Les Nuits dété : Théophile Gautier  Translation: Samuel Byrne

Henri Duparc
Composer of French Mélodie, Henri Dupare has been called one of the most beautiful and

melodic composers of song in the French literature. This is astonishing considering he only
has an output of 16 songs. Duparc was very critical of his own works, never feelin, tl'ley were
finished, and eventually destroyed much of his own work. Chanson Triste was Duparcs E:st Mélode
but its slightly sentimental quality is very reminiscent of the earlier style of the Romance. This
contrast that of his later Mélodie Extase, which Duparc patterned after Wagner's opera Tristan
und Isolde. Both Extase and Chanson Triste are to poems IJy French syml)olist poet, Jean Lahor.

Exstase Ecstasy
Sur un lis pale mon coeur dort Ona pale lily my heart is sleeping

D'un sommeil doux comme la mort A sleep as sweet as death

Mort exquise, inort par‘:umée Exquisite death, death perfumed

Au souﬁﬁe de la bien aimée By‘ﬁ‘lc breath of the l)ef:ved

Sur ton sein pale mon coeur dort On your pale breast my heart is sleeping
D'un sommeil doux comme la mort A sleep as sweet as deal

Germany composer and conductor for over eight decades, Richard Strauss composed in ev-
ery musical genre. He is best known for his operas, composed in the 20" century, however he

id compose over 200 songs in his lifetime. Strauss’s lied went through a progression from
that of smaller works firmly rooted in the German Romantic tradition, to larger orchestrated
works, that show the influences of his operas. Three of these songs, Ach heb, ich muss nun
scheiden, Die Nacht and Céicilie, were composed between 1885 and 1891. During this period
Strauss chose lesser-known poets, who while lacking high literary quality possessed texts with
striking expressive images. After 1891 when Ioh trage meine Minne, was written, Strauss began
to use more contemporary poets, and while this song is about love, many of the songs from
this period reflect social criticism.

Ach Lieb, ich mul} nun scheiden Alas, my love, I must now part from you,
Ach Liel), ich muf nun sc]leic]en, Alas, m love, I must now part from ou,
ielm tiber Ber%l und Tal, and go geyond the mountain an vaﬁ,ey;

ie Erlen und die Wei(len, the ﬁ rs and the willows

die weinen allzumal. are weeping all the while.

Sie sahn so oft uns wandern They watched us wander so often
Zusammen an Bacl’les Ran(l, toge’c]1er }Jy tl1e e Ee O'[ tl"le l)rool?;
as eine ohn’ den andern the sight of one of us without the other

geht iiber ihren Verstand. will surpass their understanding.



Die Erlen und die Weiden
vor Schmerz in Trinen stehn,
nun enlzet, wie's uns beiden
erst mul} zu Herzen gehn.

Text: Felix Dahn

Ich trage meine Minne

lch trage meine Minne vor Wonne stumm

Im Herzen un im Sinne mit mir herum.

Ja, daR ich dich gef:lmclen, du liebes anc],

Das freut mich alle Tage, die mir
beschieden sind.

Und ob auch der Himmel h’l’il)e,

Kohlschwarz die Nacht,

Hell leuchtet meiner Liebe golclsonnige Pracht.
Und ]iigt auch die Welt in Siinden,

So tut mir's we

Die arge muR eruinc]en vor deiner U, nschuld
Schnee.

C

Text: Karl Henckell

Die Nacht
Aus dem Walde tritt die Nacht,

1s den Baumen schleicht sje leise,
Schaut sich um im weitem Kreise,
Nun gib acht.

Alle Lichter dieser %]t,

Alle B]umen, alle Farben

Loscht sie aus und stiehlt die Garben
Weg vom Feld.

Alles nimmt sie, was nur ho]d,
Nimmt das Silber weg des Stromes,
Nimmt vom Kupfercich des Domes
\Weg das Gold

Ausﬁepli'mclert steht der Strauch,

ticke niher, Seel an See e;
Odie Nac}tt, mir l)angt, sie stehle
Dich mir auch,

Text: Hermann von Gilm

QO alders and wi“ows,
standing weeping with pain,
just think now how we
must feel in our hearts!

Translations: Emi]y Ezust

[ carry my love

[ carry my love mute with delight,

In my heart and in m: mind with me wherever.
Yes, t{mt [ have .otm({ you, you beloved child,
That makes me joyfu every clay, and that is
granted to me,

And no matter if the sl-zy is gloomy,
Coal-black the night,
Bri l]'tly shines my love's gold—shinhlg splendor.
j even as the world lies t}wroug}\ its sinﬁlhwss,
hearted

d T am heavy- I
The evil mustvl‘),ecome blind from your snowy
innocence.

Plﬂranslations: Rebecca Cautllen

The N ight
N igllt steps out of the woods,
n sneais sof‘tly out of the trees,
Looks about in a wide circle,
Now beware.

Allthe lights of this earth,

owers, all colors
[t extinguishes, and steals the sheaves
From the field.

[t takes eve?'tl-‘jng that is dear,
Takes the silver from the stream,

lakes alway, from the cathedral’s copper roo{,
e gold.

The shrubs stand plundered,
raw nearer, soul to soul;
Oh, I fear the night will also steal

Oou Irom me.

Translations: Lawrence Snyder

Cicilie
Wenn du es w[ifgtest,
Was traumen hei ft von Lrennenden

Vun \Wanaem llIlCl Rl lL‘n' ]TLit der G

Aug in Auge,

Und kosend und plaudemd,
Wenn du es wiilStest,

Du neigtest dein Herz!

Wenn du es wi'lRtest, '

Was bangen heilt in einsamen Nichten,

Umschauert vom Shlrm, nieman

Milden Mundes die kampfmiide Seele,

Wenn du es wiilStest,
Du []eéimst]' ZU mir.
i

Wenn du es wiiRtest,

Was leben lleiﬁt, umhaucht von der Gottheit

Weltscllaf'femlem Atem,

Zu schweben empor, 1ic]1tgetragen,
u seligen Hohen,

Wenn ju es wiiﬁtest,

Du lebtest mit mir!

Text: Heinrich Hart

Samuel Barl)er

An American composer in the 20t
was known for his vocally inspired |

Cecily

If you only knew
Kiissen, what it's ]iK’e to dream of l)uming L*isscs,
e]iel)ten, ol wandering an. resting with one’s I)e](wcd,

eye turned to eye,
an cud(ﬂing and chatti ng -
it you only knew,
c{ incline your heart to me!

you wou
If you onli knew
what it’s like to feel dread on lonely nights,
d trostet  surroun, araging storm, while no one comforts
aging
with a mi d voice your s!:ruggle—wea.ry soul -
if you onl l-znew,
you wou j, come to me,

If you only knew
what it’s lii;e to live, surrounded by God's
world-creating breath,
to tloat up, carried by the light,
to blesse lleig ts -
it you only knew,
hen you would five with me!

Translations: Emily Ezust

century, Barber composed in every genre of music and
yricism. Pn]ougllt to be somewhat conservative, Barber

wanted to create music that was }u'g]l]y accessible to both performer and audience. He favored
lyrical and nostalgic texts lJy European poets but set American poets like James Agee as well,

Op. 10 contains three songs all

to poetry Ly James Joyce. This opus was never classified as a

set but Barber does connect them lla.mwm'ca”y ]Jy ]1aving the first and Jast piece in the same
key. In Rain has Fallen Barber's accompaniment gives the idea of rajn fa”ing, and this adds
to the over-all melanc]mly feel of the piece. In Skep now Barber creates a progression from
slow to fast and then back to slow, painting a picture of death irst as sometlu'ng sad, and then

al)rupt and then {inaﬂy death becomes peace.

The arucificion is from the Hermit songs, a set

of ten songs based comments written on the margins of medieval manuscripts, written by
Irish monks. Sure on this sllim'ng night is a great example of his lyrical nature, with its ]ong and

seamless Iyrica] lines; of Barber’s songs

TOown.

this is the most performed and prol)a.l)ly the most well



Rain Has Fallen

Rain has fallen all the day.

O come among the laden trees:
The leaves lie tﬁicle upon the way
Ol mem'ries.

Staying a little by the way

Of mem'ries shall we epart.
Come, my beloved, where I may
Spea.le to your heart.

Sleep Now

Sleep now, O sleep now,

O you unquiet heart!

A voice crying “S]cep now”
Is heard in my heart.

The voice of the winter

Is heard at the door.

O sleep, for the winter

s erying "Sleep no more.”

My kiss will give peace now
And quiet to your heart -
eep on in peace now,

O you unquiet heart!

Text for Op. 10: James Joyce

Giacomo Puccini

The Crucifixion

At the cry of the first bird

ley began to cmch[y t11ee, o Swan!
Never shall lament cease because of that.
[t was like the parting of day from night.

Al], sore was the su f{ering borne
By the l)ody of Mary's Son

But sorer still to Him was the grief

Which for his sal:e, came up-on his Mother

Plﬂrans]atccl 'Jy I’{UWRI‘C]. Mlllllf()r(l ]OIIBS

Sure on this Shining Night

Sure on this s hining night

Of star-made shadows round,
Kindness must watc or me,

This side the ground.

The late year lies down the north.

Allis llealecl, all is health
Higll summer holds the carth.
Hearts all whole.

Sure on this s]]jning night
I weep for wonder

Wamf' ring far a-lone

Of shadows on the stars

Text: James Agee

Italian composer Giacomo Puccini was most known and revered for his operas. He is arguably
second to only Verdi in the genre of Italian opera. Puccini’s approach to opera was indicative of a style
known as “verismo,” which came into popularity after the success of Mascagni's Cavalleria rusti-
cana. The word “verismo” translates to ‘true’ and this is the main premise of the style where the
story portrays realistic- sometimes sordid or violent- clepictions of everyday life. Suor Ange/ica,
an opera in one act set to a libretto by Giovacchino Forzano, is no exception. Suor Angelica,
along with Gianni Schicchi and 11 tabarro, form a set of three one-act cperas entitled 1/ rittico.
The story of Suor Angelica is about a woman, Sister Angelica, who has a child out of wedlock
and then is forced to join a convent. r seven years of isolation from her {ami]y, Angelica’s
aunt comes and tells her that her son has died of a fever. The aria Senza mamma comes at the

end of the opera when Sister Angelica is mourning the death of her son. She feels responsilale
for his death because she wasn't there to take care of him and in the end takes her own life.

Senza mamma
Senza mamma, o l)im]Jo, tu sei morto!
Le tue labbra senza I baci miei,
Scolori ron,'f‘redde!
E chiudesti o bimbo, g]iocchi belli!
Non potendo careezarmi,
Le manine compoensti in croce!
E tu sei morto senza sapere
quanto tamavaQuesta tua mammal
Or ache sei un angelo de cielo,
Oratu puoi ve(ler?a la tua rhamma,
Tu puoi scendere git pel firmament
Ed aleggiare intorno a me #i sento,
Sei qui, mi baci e m'accarez¥i.

h! Dimmi, quando in ciel potro vederti?
Quando potro biaciarti?
Oh! Dolce fine d'ogni mio dolore,
Quando in cielo con te potrd salire?
Quando potrd morire?
Dillo alla mamma, creatura ]Je]la,
Con un leggeroo scintillar di stella,
Parlami, amore, amor!

Text: Giovacchino Forzano

Without a mother

Without a mother, o babe, you are dead!
Your lips, without my kisses,

Grew pale and cold!

And you closed o babe, your beautiful eyes!
Powerless to caress me,

You crossed your little hands!

And you died never Lmowing

how much you were loved by your mother!
Now that you are an angel in {lcaven,
Finally you can see your mother!

You may descend to earth

And hovering around me I can feel youl...
You are here and you kiss and caress me.
Ah! "Tell me, when will I see you in Heaven?
When will I'kiss you?

O beloved end to all my sorrows,
When will I be with you in heaven?
When will I die?

Tell your mother, l)eautil:ul creature,
Witﬁ, the twinkle of a star..

Spealz to me, my Iove, my love!

Tr ans]ation: Mart]1a Gerlmrt



