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Samuel Barber Songs
Will be sung in English

Les Nuits d’ete
Villanelle (Pierre-Jules-Théophile Gautier)
When verdant spring again approaches,
When winter's chills have disappeared,
Through the woods we shall stroll, my darling,
The fair primrose to cull at will.

The trembling bright pearls that are shining,
Each morning we shall brush aside;
We shall go to hear the gay thrushes
Singing.

The flowers are abloom, my darling,
Of happy lovers 'tis the month;
And the bird his soft wing englossing,
Sings carols sweet within his nest.

Come with me on the mossy bank,
Where we'll talk of nothing else but love,
And whisper with thy voice so tender:
Always!

Far, far off let our footsteps wander,
Fright'ning the hiding hare away,
While the deer at the spring is gazing,
Admiring his reflected horns.

Then back home, with our hearts rejoicing,
And fondly our fingers entwined,
Let’s return, let's return bringing fresh wild berries
Wood-grown.

Au cimitière (Pierre-Jules-Théophile Gautier)
Do you know the white tomb
Where floats with plaintive sound,
The shadow of a yew?
On the yew a pale dove,
Sad and alone under the setting sun,
Sings its song:

An air sickly tender,
At the same time charming and ominous,
Which makes you feel agony
Yet which you wish to hear always;
An air like a sigh from the heavens
of a love-lorn angel. 

One would say that an awakened soul
Is weeping under the earth in unison
With this song,
And from the misfortune of being forgotten,
Moans its sorrow in a cooing
Quite soft.

On the wings of the music
One feels the slow return
Of a memory.
A shadow, a form angelic,
Passes in a trembling ray of light,
In a white veil.

The beautiful flowers of the night, half-closed,
Send their perfume, faint and sweet,
Around you,
And the phantom of soft form
Murmurs, reaching to you her arms:
You will return!

Oh! never again near the tomb
Shall I go, when night lets fall
Its black mantle,
To hear the pale dove
Sing on the limb of the yew
Its plaintive song!

L’île inconnue (Pierre-Jules-Théophile Gautier)
Say, young beauty,
Where do you wish to go?
The sail swells,
The breeze will blow.

The oar is made of ivory,
The flag is of silk,
The helm is of fine gold;
I have for ballast an orange,
For a sail, the wing of an angel,
For a deck boy, a seraph.

Say, young beauty,
Where do you wish to go?
The sail swells,
The breeze will blow.

Is it to the Baltic?
To the Pacific Ocean?
To the island of Java?
Or is it well to Norway,
To gather the flower of the snow,
Or the flower of Angsoka?

Say, young beauty,
Where do you wish to go?
The sail swells,
The breeze will blow.

-- Lead me, says the beauty,
To the faithful shore
Where one loves always!
-- This shore, my darling,
We hardly know at all
In the land of Love.



Five Greek Songs
Chanson de la mariée (Michel Dimitri Calvocoressi)
Wake up, dear little partridge,
open your wings in the morning.
Three beauty spots
have set my heart aflame.

See the golden ribbon that I bring you
to tie around your hair.

If you wish my beauty, come let us be married!
In our two families all are related.

Là-bas, vers l'église (Michel Dimitri Calvocoressi)
Yonder, near the church,
near the church Ayio Sidero,
the church, O Blessed Virgin,
the church Ayio Constanndino,
are gathered together,
assembled in infinite numbers,
in the world O Blessed Virgin,
all the bravest of the world.

Quel Galant m'est comparable (Michel Dimitri 
Calvocoressi)
What gallant can be compared with me
among those who are seen passing by?
Tell me, Mistress Vassiliki?

Look, hanging on my belt
pistols and a sharp sword…
And it is you whom I love.

Chanson des cueilleuses de lentisques (Michel 
Dimitri Calvocoressi)
O joy of my soul, joy of my heart,
treasure so dear to me;
joy of the soul, and of the heart,
you whom I ardently love,\you are more handsome 
than an angel,
O when you appear, angel so sweet,
before our eyes,
like a fine, blond angel
under the bright sun,
alas, all our poor hearts sigh!

Tout gai! (Michel Dimitri Calvocoressi)
All gay,
ah, all gay
lovely leg, ti-re-li, that dances,
lovely leg, the crockery dances.
Tra la la. 

William Bolcom Songs
Blue (Arnold Weinstein)
Will be sung in English

Amor (Arnold Weinstein)
It wasn’t the policeman’s fault
In all the traffic roar,
Instead of shouting “Halt”
When he saw me he shouted
“Amor, Amor, Amor, Amor.”

Even the ice cream man
(Free ice creams by the score)
Instead of shouting “Butter Pecan”
One look at me and he shouted
“Amor, amor, amor, amor.”

It went that way, 
Everybody took off the day,
Even philosophers
Understood
How good
Was the good
‘cuz I looked
So good!

The poor stopped taking less,
The rich stopped needing more,
Instead of shouting “no” and “yes”
Both looking at me shouted
“Amor.”

My stay in town
Was cut short
I was dragged to court.
The judge said
I disturbed the peace
and the jury gave him
What for!

The judge raised his hand
and instead of desist and cease,
Judgie came to the stand,
Took my hand and whispered,
“Amor, amor, amor, amor.”

Night was turning into day,
I walked alone away.
(Never see that town again.)
But as I passed
The churchhouse door
Instead of singing “Amen”
The choir was singing
“Amor, amor, amor, amor.”



A Nun Takes the Veil (Gerard Manley Hopkins)
I have desired to go
Where springs not fail,
To fields where flies no sharp and sided hail
And a few lilies blow.

And I have asked to be
Where no storms come,
Where the green swell is in the havens dumb,
And out of the swing of the sea.

The Secrets of the Old (William Butler Yeats)
I have old women's secrets now
That had those of the young;
Madge tells me what I dared not think
When my blood was strong,
And what had drowned a lover once
Sounds like an old song.

Though Marg'ry is stricken dumb
If thrown in Madge's way,
We three make up a solitude;
For none alive today
Can know the stories that we know
Or say the things we say:

How such a man pleased women most
Of all that are gone,
How such a pair loved many years
And such a pair but one,
Stories of the bed of straw
Or the bed of down.

Sure on this Shining Night (James Agee)
Sure on this shining night
Of star made shadows round,
Kindness must watch for me
This side the ground. 
The late year lies down the north.
All is healed, all is health.
High summer holds the earth. 
Hearts all whole.
Sure on this shining night I weep for wonder 
wand'ring far
alone
Of shadows on the stars. 

Nocturne (Frederic Prokosch)
Close my darling both your eyes,
Let your arms lie still at last.
Calm the lake of falsehood lies
And the wind of lust has passed,
Waves across these hopeless sands
Fill my heart and end my day,
Underneath your moving hands
All my aching flows away.

Even the human pyramids
Blaze with such a longing now:
Close, my love, your trembling lids,
Let the midnight heal your brow,
Northward flames Orion's horn,
Westward th' Egyptian light.
None to watch us, none to warn
But the blind eternal night.


