
Notes, Texts, and Translations

I

from Wachet auf, ruft uns die Stimme, BWV 140	Johann Sebastian Bach
	Mein freund ist mein	(1685-1750)

	Bach is widely known for composing over 300 cantatas and for the impact he had on early sacred music. This work, BWV 140, depicts an allegory between the parable of the ten virgins and Jesus, who came to unite with humanity. Bach premiered this work on the 27th Sunday after Trinity in 1731.
	In the duet “Mein Freund ist mein,” Bach utilizes the soprano and baritone to tell a love story between Jesus and the human soul. The oboe has a dance-like continuo, provoking a joyous feeling. The text comes from Song of Solomon 2:16 in the Bible, “My beloved is mine, and I am his; he feedeth among the lilies.” This duet offers an intimate connection with the text, contrasting with the larger chorale and orchestrated movements of this cantata.


	Seele	Soul
	Mein Freund ist mein,	My beloved is mine,
	Jesus	Jesus
	Und ich bin sein,	And I am his,
	Seele & Jesus	Soul & Jesus
	Die Liebe soll nichts scheiden.	Nothing shall separate the love
	Seele, Jesus	Sould, Jesus
	Ich will|du sollst mit dir|mir in Himmels	I will|you shall revel with you|me 
	Rosen weiden, 	roses-of-heaven,
	Seele & Jesus	Soul & Jesus
	Da Freude die Fülle, da Wonne wird sein.	Where fullness of joy, where gladness will be.

· translation by Michael Marissen & Daniel R. Melamed









II

Quattordici Ariettas e un Duetto, Opus 82	Ludwig van Beethoven
			(1770-1827)
	
	Beethoven began composing at the age of 12 and is known as one of the most prominent German composers. In 1809, he composed Opus 82 to German and Italian texts. Inspired by the poems of Pietro Metastasio, Beethoven set the second through fifth songs on many of Metastasio’s poetry, focusing on themes such as hope, lament, and love. “Odi l’aura” no. 5, was set to a text by an anonymous composer. Beethoven may have composed Opus 82 due to a historical theory regarding his relationship to a young Italian pianist and close friend, Therese Malfatti.
	Hoping to highlight the theme of “The Impatient Lover,” Beethoven used the same text “Che fa, che fa mio bene” as a buffa and a serious arietta assai seriosa. The final song of the set is a pastoral duet between the soprano and baritone, connecting the themes of love and nature.


	Dimmi, ben mio

	Dimmi, ben mio, che m’ami,	Say, my love, you love me,
	Dimmi che mia tu sei.	Say that you are mine
	E non invidio ai Dei	And I will not envy
	La lor’ divinità!	The gods their power divine.
	Con un tuo sguardo solo,	With one single look from you,
	Cara, con un sorriso	My dear, with just one smile
	Tu m’apri il paradiso	You will show me paradise,
	Di mia felicità!	Blissful content the while.


	Tintendo, si
	
	T’intendo, si, mio cor,	I understand you well, my heart;
	Con tanto palpitar!	From your vigorous throbbing
	So che ti vuoi lagnar,	I know you wish to complain
	Che amante sei.	That you are in love.

	Ah! taci il tuo dolor,	Ah, do not reveal your sorrow;
	Ah! soffri il tuo martir	Ah, bear your anguish:
	Tacilo, tacilo e non tradir	Keep it silent, and do not betray
	L’affetti miei, l’affetti miei!	My fond feelings.
	

	Che fa, che fa mio bene

	Che fa, che fa il mio bene?	What is my darling doing?
	Perchè, perché non viene?	Perhaps she will not come?
	Vedermi vuole languir	She likes to see me pine away
	Così, così, così!	Like this!
	O come è lento nel corso il sole!	How slowly the sun runs its course,
	Ogni momento mi sembra un dì,	Every second's like a day.
	Che fa, che fa il mio bene?	What is my darling doing?
	Perchè, perché non viene?	Perhaps she will not come?
	Vedermi vuole languir	She likes to see me pine away
	Così, così, così!	Like this!

	Che fa, che fa mio bene

	Che fa, che fa il mio bene? 	What is my darling doing?
	Perchè, perché non viene?	Perhaps she will not come?
	Vedermi vuole languir	She likes to see me pine away
	Così, così, così!	Like this!
	O come è lento nel corso il sole!	How slowly the sun runs its course,
	Ogni momento mi sembra un dì,	Every second's like a day.
	Che fa, che fa il mio bene?	What is my darling doing?
	Perchè, perché non viene?	Perhaps she will not come?
	Vedermi vuole languir	She likes to see me pine away
	Così, così, così!	Like this!

	Odi l’aura

	Venere:	Venus;
	Odi l'aura che dolce sospira;	Hear the breeze in flight
	Mentre fugge scutendo le fronde,	Sigh sweetly through the stirring fronds;
	Se l'intendi, ti parla d'amor.	Know, it speaks to you of love.

	Pallade:	Pallas Athena;
	Senti l'onda che rauca s'aggira;	Hear the wave caress the shore,
	Mentre geme radendo le sponde,	Gruffly moaning as it ebbs;
	Se l'intendi, si lagna d'amor.	Know, it complains to you of love.

	Quell'affetto chi sente nel petto,	This sensation in your heart,
	Sa per prova se nuoce, se giova,	Known from what has come before
	Se diletto produce o dolor!	As bringing hurt or bringing joy,
		Makes for pain or sheer delight.

· translations by Uri Liebrech
III

from Sept Mélodies, Opus 2	Ernest Chausson
			(1855-1899)
	
	Ernest Chausson was a French composer known for his emotional works. He is most famously known for his Poème pour violon et orchestre (Opus 25), Symphonie en si bemol majeur, and song cycle Poème de l'amour et de la mer. Known for his dramatic use of chromaticism in many of his works, Chausson uses this technique to create depth and emotion. His work was seen as a bridge between the late Romantic era and the rise of Impressionism.
	Chausson was inspired by French poets associated with the Parnassian and Romantic movements, setting music to the poems of several of these artists, including Charles Marie-René Leconte de Lisle, Armand Silvestre, Théophile Gautier, and Paul Bourget. Not only does Chausson’s use of dense arpeggiation and chromaticism in these songs create heightened, sometimes melancholic connections to the text, but he also uses these harmonic structures to showcase his Wagnerian and French Impressionistic influences.


	Les Papillons
	
	Les papillons couleur de neige	The butterflies, the colour of snow,
	Volent par essaim sur la mer;	are flying in swarms over the sea;
	Beaux papillons blancs, quand pourrai-je	beautiful white butterflies, when can I
	Prendre le bleu chemin de l'air?	take the blue path of the air?

	Savez-vous, ô belle des belles,	Do you know, o fairest of the fair,
	Ma bayadère aux yeux de jais,	my bayadére with the jet black eyes,
	S'ils me voulaient prêter leurs ailes,	if they would lend me their wings,
	Dites, savez-vous, où j'irais?	say, do you know where I would go?

	Sans prendre un seul baiser aux roses,	Without taking a single kiss from the roses,
	A travers vallons et forêts,	through valleys and forests,
	J'irais à vos lèvres mi-closes,	I would go to your half-closed lips,
	Fleur de mon âme, et j'y mourrais.	flower of my soul, and I would die there.







	Le Charme
	
	Quand ton sourire me surprit, 	When your smile caught me unawares,
	Je sentis frémir tout mon être;	I felt my whole being shiver;
	Mais ce qui domptait mon esprit,	but what was taming my spirit,
	Je ne pus d'abord le connaître.	I did not at first know.
	
	Quand ton regard tomba sur moi,	When your gaze fell on me,
	Je sentis mon âme se fondre;	I felt my soul melt;
	Mais ce que serait cet émoi,	but what this emotion was
	Je ne pus d'abord en répondre.	I could not at first tell.

	Ce qui me vainquit à jamais,	That which conquered me forever
	Ce fut un plus douloureux charme,	was a more sorrowful charm,
	Et je n'ai su que je t'aimais	and I only knew that I loved you
	Qu'en voyant ta première larme!	upon seeing your first tear!



	Nanny

	Bois chers aux ramiers, pleurez, doux feuillages,	Woods, dear to the doves, weep, soft leaves,
	Et toi, source vive, et vous, frais sentiers;	and you, lively spring, and you, cool paths;
	Pleurez, ô bruyères sauvages,	weep, o wild heathers,
	Buissons de houx et d'églantiers.	holly and sweet-briar bushes.
	
	Printemps, roi fleuri de la verte année,	Spring, king covered in the flowers of the green year,
	O jeune dieu, pleure! Été mûrissant,	Oh young god, weep! Ripening summer,
	Coupe ta tresse couronnée;	Cut your crowned tress;
	Et pleure, Automne rougissant.	and weep, reddening Autumn.

	L'angoisse d'aimer brise un cœur fidèle.	The anguish of loving breaks a faithful
	Terre et ciel, pleurez: oh! que je l'aimais!	heart. Earth and sky, weep: oh, how I loved
	Cher pays, ne parle plus d'elle:	her! Dear country, do not speak of her again:
	Nanny ne reviendra jamais!	Nanny will never return.






	Sérénade Italienne

	Partons en barque sur la mer	Let us set out in a boat over the sea
	Pour passer la nuit aux étoiles;	to pass the night beneath the stars;
	Vois, il souffle juste assez d'air	see, just enough air is blowing
	Pour enfler la toile des voiles.	to fill the canvas of the sails.

	Le vieux pêcheur italien	The old Italian fisherman
	Et ses deux fils qui nous conduisent	and his two sons who steer us
	Écoutent, mais n'entendent rien	listen, but understand nothing
	Aux mots que nos bouches se disent.	of the words that our lips speak.

	Sur la mer calme et sombre, vois:	On the sea, calm and dark, see:
	Nous pouvons échanger nos âmes,	we can exchange our souls,
	Et nul ne comprendra nos voix	and none but the night, the sky and the
	Que la nuit, le ciel et les lames.	waves will understand our voices.

· translations by Christopher Goldsack























IV

from Rusalka, Opus 114	Antonín Dvořák
	Měsíčku na nebi hlubokém	(1841-1904)

	Antonín Dvořák was a Czech composer known widely for his Symphony no. 9 "From the New World". Dvořák was a prolific composer known for his love for nationalistic music and the many rhythms of Bohemian/Moravian folk music. Rusalka was Dvořák’s ninth and most successful opera, having been performed thousands of times since its premiere in 1901. The opera blends plot elements found in The Little Mermaid by Hans Christian Anderson and Undine by Friedrich de la Motte Fouqué. The opera follows a water nymph, Rusalka, as she sacrifices her immortality to fall in love with a human prince.
	The best-known aria from this opera is “A Song to the Moon.” In Act I, Rusalka sings to the moon, pleading that it will help her express her love to the prince. Dvořák uses harp and violin to create a dreamy melodic theme, bridging Rusalka’s world with the prince’s. Dvořák employs chromaticism, motivic repetition, and word painting to emphasize Rusalka’s longing and vulnerability.

	Měsíčku na nebi hlubokém,	Moon high and deep in the sky
	světlo tvé daleko vidí,	Your light travels far,
	po světě bloudíš širokém,	You travel around the wide world,
	díváš se v příbytky lidí.	and see into people’s homes.

	Měsíčku, postůj chvíli,	Moon, stand still a little while
	řekni mi, řekni, kde je můj milý!	and tell me where is my dear.

	Řekni mu, stříbrný měsíčku,	Tell him, silvery moon,
	mé že jej objímá rámě,	that I am embracing him.
	aby si alespoň chviličku	For at last momentarily
	vzpomenul ve snění na mě.	Let him recall dreaming of me.

	Zasvit' mu do daleka, zasviť mu,	Illuminate him from far away
	řekni mu, řekni, kdo tu naň čeká!	and tell him, tell him who is waiting for him.

	O mně-li duše lidská sní,	If his human soul is really dreaming of me,
	af se tou vzpomínkou vzbudí!	may the memory awaken him!
	Měsíčku, nezhasni, nezhasni!	Moon, don’t disappear, don’t disappear!

	Měsíčku, nezhasni!	Moon, don’t disappear!
· translation by Marc Verzatt


V

Six Elizabethan Songs	Dominick Argento
			(1927-2019)
	
	Dominick Argento is considered to be America’s pre-eminent composer of lyric opera. While his instrumental works have received consistent praise, much of his music is vocal, incorporating his composition of operatic, choral, and solo works. Argento spent a decade focusing on song cycle composition, including Letters from Composers, To Be Sung Upon the Water, and Cosa Guidi. Argento’s first work upon completing graduate school at the Peabody Conservatory was his Six Elizabethan Songs.
	Argento composed these six songs in a flat nestled in the streets of Florence. He notes in his comments on the work that he prefers this cycle to be performed with a baroque ensemble. Argento took six Elizabethan poems from Francis Palgrave’s The Golden Treasury to set as his text to create a work for a friend and student at Eastman. Not only does Argento use musical devices to reflect the meaning of the text in his harmonic and melodic structures of each piece, but he connects with each text in specific ways. 


Spring

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year's pleasant king;
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring,
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!

The palm and may make country houses gay,
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day,
And we hear aye birds tune this merry lay,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet,
Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit,
In every street these tunes our ears do greet,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!
Spring! The sweet Spring!






Sleep

Care-charmer Sleep, son of the sable Night,
Brother to Death, in silent darkness born,
Relieve my anguish and restore thy light,
With dark forgetting of my cares, return.

And let the day be time enough to mourn
The shipwreck of my ill-adventur'd youth:
Let waking eyes suffice to wail their scorn,
Without the torment of the night's untruth.

Cease, dreams, the images of day-desires
To model forth the passions of the morrow.
Never let rising sun approve you liars,
To add more grief to aggravate my sorrow.
Still let me sleep, embracing clouds in vain;
And never wake to feel the day's disdain.


Winter

When icicles hang by the wall
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
And Tom bears logs into the hall,
And milk comes frozen home in pail;
When blood is nipt and ways be foul,
Then nightly sings the staring owl:
Tu-who!
Tu-whit! Tu-who! -- A merry note!
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

When all aloud the wind doth blow,
And coughing drowns the parson's saw,
And birds sit brooding in the snow,
And Marian's nose looks red and raw;
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl
Then nightly sings the staring owl:
Tu-who!
Tu-whit! Tu-who! -- A merry note!
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
Dirge

Come away, come away, death,
	And in sad cypress let me be laid;
Fly away, fly away, breath;
	I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,
	O prepare it!
My part of death, no one so true
	Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,
	On my black coffin let there be strown;
Not a friend, not a friend greet
	My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown:

Lay me, O where
	Sad true lover never find my grave,
To weep there!

Diaphenia

Diaphenia, like the daffadowndilly,
White as the sun, fair as the lily,
	Heigh ho, how I do love thee!
I do love thee as my lambs
Are beloved of their dams:
	How blest were I if thou would'st prove me.

Diaphenia, like the spreading roses,
That in thy sweets all sweets encloses,
	Fair sweet, how I do love thee!
I do love thee as each flower
Loves the sun's life-giving power;
	For dead, thy breath to life might move me.

Diaphenia, like to all things blessed,
When all thy praises are expressed,
	Dear joy, how I do love thee!
As the birds do love the spring,
Or the bees their careful king, --
	Then in requite, sweet virgin, love me!
Hymn

Queen and huntress, chaste and fair,
Now the sun is laid to sleep,
Seated in thy silver chair,
State in wonted manner keep:
Hesperus entreats thy light,
Goddess excellently bright.

Earth, let not thy envious shade
Dare itself to interpose;
Cynthia's shining orb was made
Heav'n to clear when day did close;
Bless us then with wished sight,
Goddess excellently bright.

Lay thy bow of pearl apart,
And thy crystal shining quiver;
Give unto the flying hart
Space to breathe, how short so-ever:
Thou that mak'st a day of night,
Goddess excellently bright.



