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Kupalinka Belarussian Folk Song

Kupalinka is a popular Belarusian song described as the “musical calling card of Belarus”. Kupalinka is the pagan
goddess of love. The Kupala holiday dedicated to her is celebrated on a summer night in July. Legend has it that the one
who finds a blooming fern in the forest will enjoy endless happiness, and the youth go to the forest at night to look for it.
With the arrival of Christianity, the clergy tried to suppress the pagan tradition and visited every house on the Kupala
holiday in July to make sure no one went into the forest. The song "Kupalinka" tells how parents explain to the
authorities that their daughter is out gathering roses in the garden, pricking her hands on the thorns, and weeping as she
weaves the flowers into a wreath.

Kynajinka Kupalinka

- Kynaninka-kynaniHka,
LléMHuas HouKa...
[{émHas HOUKa, J13¢ JK TBas J04YKa?

- Kupalinka, kupalinka,
Dark night...
Dark night, and where is your daughter?

- Mas nouka y caiouky
Pyxy, pyxy modmiup,
Pyxy, pyxy modmiup,
benbl pyuki Kodilib.

- My daughter is in the garden,
Picking the roses,

Picking the roses,

They pierce her white hands.

KBeTauki pBelib, KBeTauKi pBEllb,
BsHouxki 3BiBae,

BsHouxki 3BiBae,

Cné3ki npauniae.

She plucks flowers, she plucks flowers,
Weaves wreaths,

Weaves wreaths,

Sheds tears.

- Kynaninka-kynaniHka,
LléMHuas HouKa...
[{émHas HOUKa, J13¢ JK TBas J0YKa?

- Michas Carot

- Kupalinka, kupalinka,
Dark night...
Dark night, and where is your daughter?

“Songs my mother taught me” (from Gypsy Songs, Op. 55) by Antonin Dvorak

A very precious Czech song to me. | remember how my mother taught me to sing. Her voice lives in me, in my heart,
my soul, in my voice...It is the fourth of seven songs from Dvotéak’s cycle, Gypsy Songs (Czech: Cigdanské Melodie),
The Gypsy Songs are set to poems by Adolf Heyduk in both Czech and German. This song, in particular, has achieved
widespread fame and has been recorded by many famous sopranos.

Kdyz mne stara matka Songs my mother taught me,
Zpivat, zpivat ucivala, In the days long vanished;
Podivno, Ze Casto, Casto slzivala. Seldom from her eyelids

Were the teardrops banished.
A ted’ také placem

Snédé lice mucim, Now I teach my children,
Kdyz ciganské déti Each melodious measure.
Hrat a zpivat, hrat a zpivat ucim! Oft the tears are flowing,

Oft they flow from my memory's treasure.
- Adolf Heyduk



“Mesicku na nebi hlubokém” (Song to the Moon) from Rusalka by Antonin Dvoriak

This aria is sung by the title character, Rusalka, in the opera's first act. Rusalka is the daughter of a water-goblin who
wants nothing more than to be human after she falls in love with a hunter/prince who frequents the lake in which she
lives. Rusalka sings this song asking the moon to reveal her love to the Prince.

Rusalka:

M¢ésicku na nebi hlubokém,
Svétlo tvé daleko vidi,

Po svéteé bloudis Sirokém,
Divas se v pribytky lidi.

Meésicku, postlj chvili,
fekni mi, fekni, kde je mtj mily!

Rekni mu, stfibrny mésicku,
M¢ Ze jej objima rame,

Aby si alespon chvilicku
Vzpomenul ve snéni na me.

Zasvit' mu do daleka, zasvit’ mu,
fekni mu, fekni, kdo tu nan ¢eka!

O mné-li duse lidska sni,
At’ se tou vzpominkou vzbudi!

M¢ésicku, nezhasni, nezhasni!

- By Jaroslav Kvapil

Rusalka:

Moon high and deep in the sky
Your light travels far,

You travel around the wide world,
And see into people’s homes.

Moon, stand still a little while
And tell me where my dear is.

Tell him, silvery moon,

That I am embracing him.

For at least in this moment

Let him recall dreaming of me.

[lluminate him from far away
And tell him who is waiting for him.

If his human soul is really dreaming of me,
May the memory awaken him!
Moon, don’t disappear!

“Vissi d’arte” from Tosca by Giacomo Puccini

“Vissi d’arte” is the most famous aria from this opera. The young and famous singer, Floria Tosca, is in love
with the young artist, Mario Cavaradossi. But he is suspected of harboring the political prisoner, Cesare Angelotti. The
corrupt police chief, Scarpia, interrogates Tosca. Hearing the screams of Mario, who is being tortured in the next room,
she reveals the place where Angelotti is hiding. Scarpia appoints Mario’s execution for the morning, but he invites Tosca
to sacrifice her honor to save him. The singer, agonizing over the choice between her honor and her love, sings this

heart-wrenching aria.

TOSCA

Vissi d’arte, vissi d'amore,

non feci mai male ad anima vival...
Con man furtiva

quante miserie conobbi, aiutai...
Sempre con fe’ sincera,

la mia preghiera

ai santi tabernacoli sali.

Sempre con fe' sincera

diedi fiori agli altar.

Nell'ora del dolore

perché, perché Signore,

perché me ne rimuneri cosi?
Diedi gioielli

della Madonna al manto,

e diedi il canto

agli astri, al ciel, che ne ridean piu belli.

Nell'ora del dolore,
perché, perché Signore,
perché me ne rimuneri cosi?

- By Giuseppe Giacosa

TOSCA

I lived for art. I lived for love:

Never did | harm a living creature! ...
Whatever misfortunes I encountered

I sought with a secret hand to succor ...
Ever in pure faith,

My prayers rose

In the holy chapels.

Ever in pure faith,

I brought flowers to the altars.

In this hour of pain, why,

Why, oh Lord, why

Dost Thou repay me thus?

Jewels I brought

For the Madonna's mantle,

And songs for the stars in heaven

That they shone forth with greater radiance.
In this hour of distress, why,

Why, oh Lord,

Why dost Thou repay me thus?



“Tu che di gel” from Turandot by Giacomo Puccini

This is Liu's final aria before she is executed. The Tatar prince Calaf has fallen in love with the Chinese princess
Turandot and attempts to solve her riddles, because only the one who solves them can become her husband. Death
awaits the loser. No matter how much his father Timur and slave Liu try to dissuade him, he continues in the contest.
But Turandot does not want to marry him. Calaf then asks her his riddle - to find out his name. But only Timur and Liu
know him, but even under torture at Turandot’s orders, they refuse to reveal his name. Liu sings this aria to Turandot in
defiance--the last element of the opera that Puccini completed before he died and left the work to be finished by others.

Tu che di gel sei cinta You who are encircled by ice

Da tanta fiamma vinta You who are won by such a flame
L’amerai anche tu! You will love him too!

Prima di quest’aurora Before this dawn

Io chiudo stanca gli occhi I, tired, close my eyes

Perche egli vinca ancora... So that he may win again...

egli vinca ancora... win again...

Per non vederlo piu! To not see him anymore

- Giacomo Puccini

“Sure on this shining night” (from Four Songs, Op. 13) by Samuel Barber

The text of ‘Sure on This Shinning Night’ is a poem by James Agee from his collection, Permit Me Voyage.
The poem is written from the perspective of an older man walking outside on a summer night, reflecting back on his life.
This reflection at the end of the man’s life encompasses the idea that even through the darkest times in life there is still
kindness in the world. He marvels at the vastness of the universe and feels alone yet comforted. The specific lines, “The
late year lies down the north, all is healed, all is health” could be referring to the glory of heaven.

Sure on this shining night I weep for wonder

Of star-made shadows round, Wandering far alone
Kindness must watch for me Of shadows on the stars.
This side the ground.

The late year lies down the north. - By James Agee

All is healed, all is health.
High summer holds the earth.
Hearts all whole.

I weep for wonder

Sure on this shining night

Embroidery Aria from Peter Grimes by Benjamin Britten

The embroidery to which Ellen is referring is work she crafted on a piece of clothing that she’d given the boy who
was Peter Grimes’ apprentice, tragically killed after falling from a cliff. She identifies the body after seeing the
embroidery, and it appears that Grimes has murdered the boy. This is Act 3, the pivotal point for Ellen and Balstrode,
when they turn against Grimes and encourage him to commit suicide after the horrific revelation of his crime.

Embroidery in childhood was a luxury of idleness.

A coil of silken thread giving dreams... of a silk and satin life.

Now my broidery affords the clue whose meaning we avoid!

My hand remembered its old skill

These stitches tell a curious tale.

I remember I was brooding

On the fantasies of children...

And dreamt that only by wishing

I could bring some silk into their lives...

Now... my broidery affords the clue... whose meaning we avoid.
- By Montague Slater



Mattinata by Ruggero Leoncavallo

Mattinata (translated: “Morning”) was the first song ever written expressly for the Gramophone Company, later known
as “His Master’s Voice.” Composed by Ruggero Leoncavallo in 1904, this song was dedicated to the world-famous
tenor, Enrico Caruso, who was the first to record it in 1904 with the composer at the piano. Ever since, this piece has

been a concert favorite.

L'aurora di bianco vestita

Gia l'uscio dischiude al gran sol;
Di gia con le rosee sue dita
Carezza de' fiori lo stuol!

Commosso da un fremito arcano
Intorno il creato gia par;

E tu non-ti desti, ed invano

Mi sto qui dolente a cantar.

Metti anche tu la veste bianca
E schiudi l'uscio al tuo cantor!
Ove non-sei la luce manca;
Ove tu sei nasce 1'amor.
- Ruggero Leoncavallo

The dawn, dressed in white,

has already opened the door to the sun,
and caresses the flowers

with its pink fingers.

A mysterious trembling seems

to disturb all nature.

And yet you will not get up, and vainly
I stand here sadly singing.

Dress yourself also in white,
and open the door to your serenader!
Where you are not, there is no light;
where you are, love is born.

Lisa’s Aria “Otkyna 31u cae3bl” (Where are these tears from) from Pigue Dame by P.1. Tchaikovsky

Pique Dame (The Queen of Spades) is an opera in 3 acts by Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky, set to a Russian libretto by
the composer's brother Modest Tchaikovsky, based on a short story of the same name by Alexander Pushkin.
This scene takes place in the Countess Lisa's room, at the country home near St. Petersburg. Alone, Lisa despairs that
all of her hopes and dreams have gone awry. At one time, she thought marrying the prince would be the best thing for
her. However, now she realizes too late that she will not marry him for love. Instead, she has fallen in love with another
and the conflict between what she must do and what she wants to do is tearing her apart. She confides her true feelings

of love to the beautiful night.

OTKyza 3TH cie3Hl,

3auem one?

Mou ieBUYBM IPE3BL,

BbI u3amennnm Mue,

Bort kax BbI onpaBjanich HasiBy!

51 XKM3HB CBOIO BPYy4WJIa HBIHE KHSA3IO,
N30paHHUKY 11O CepALy, CyLIeCTBY,
YMOM, Kpacolo, 3HaTHOCTbIO, O0raTCTBOM
JlocToiiHOMY IOApYIH HE TaKOM, KaK 1.
Kto 3HaTeH, KTo KpacuB, KTO CTaTeH, KaK OH?
Huxro! U uto xe?

S TOCKOH U cTpaxoMm BCs MOJIHA,

Hpoxy u mmauy!

OTKyna 3TH cie3sl, 3aueM oHe?

Mou ieBUYBM IPE3BL,

BbI u3amennnm Mue,

Mou ieBUYBM IPE3BL,

Br1 n3menmnu mue!

U tspxeno u ctpamHo!

Ho k yemy obmaHbIBaTh ce0s1?

51 31eck ofHA, BOKPYT BCE THUXO CIIHT...

Why am I crying,

What is it?

My girlhood dreams,

You have deceived me!

This is how you have come true in real life!
I have entrusted my life to the prince
Chosen by me for his heart, his personality,

And his intelligence, his looks, his position wealth,

And worthy of a very different wife from me.
Who can compare with him in nobility,

In looks or dignity?

No one! And yet . . . here am I wretched and
fearful, Trembling and weeping!

Why am I crying, what is it?

My girlhood dreams, you have deceived me!
What am [ crying for, what is it?

My girlhood dreams, you have deceived me!
I feel oppressed and frightened!...

But why, delude myself?

I am alone here, all around me lie sleeping...



O, ciymaii, HOub! Oh! Hear me, night!

Tebe oHOIT MOT'Y TOBEPHUTH TaitHy To you alone can I confide the secret

Hyum mMoei. Of my heart! It is as dark as you,

Ona MpauHa, Kax Thl, Dark as the melancholy look of those sad eyes
Ona, Kak B30p o4el IevasbHbIX, That rob me of my happiness and peace of mind...
[Tokoii ¥ c4acTbe y MEHS OTHSBILUX... Queen Night! Like you, great beauty,
L{apuna-Hous! Like a fallen angel he is handsome,

Kax TbI, KpacaBulla, KaK aHres Maiinii, In his eyes is the fire of glowing passion.
[MpexpaceH oH, He beckons to me like some wonderful dream

B ero riaszax orons naisiieit crtpacry, And all my soul is in his power!

Kaxk uynHblii coH O night . . . night!

MeHst MaHHT, U BCS MO JTyllia BO BJIACTH €ro!
O Houb! 0 HOYB!..

- Modest Tchaikovsky (the composer’s brother)

“0O yem B T Houei” (What I Dream in the Quiet Night), Op.40/3 by Nikolay Rimsky-

Korsakov

O yeM B TUIIIK HOYEH What in the quiet of the nights
TanHCTBEHHO MeuTalo, I dream mysteriously,
O ueM nipu cBeTe JHS What in the light of day
BceyacHo MOMBIIISIO, I think every hour,
To Oyner TaiiHOI BceM. That is a secret to everyone.
N naxxe ThI, MOM CTHX, And even you, my verse,
Tbl, ApYT MOM BETPEHbIH, You, my windy friend,
VYcnana nHel MouXx, The delight of my days
Tebe He nepenam I will not give you
Jyum cBoeli Me4TaHbs, The soul of dreams
A TO paccKakellb Thl, Because then you will tell
Yeli rmac B HOYHOM MOJTYaHbE
MeHe cabimurces, Whose voice I hear in the silence of the night
UYeii MK 51 BCIOJY HAXO0XKY, Whose face I find everywhere
UbH 04M CBETSIT MHE, Whose eyes shine on me
Ube UM st TBEPIKY. Whose name am [ repeating.

- Apollo Maikov

“KocHny.Jach g nuBerka” Op.49/1 (I touched the flower) by César Cui

KocHyacs st 11BeTKa TOpsIMUMHU YCTaMHU; I touched the flower with passionate lips;

U neriecTky pacchIaliuch, JIeKar. And the petals, fallen loose, lie strewn about.
51 cTebenb JIMIIb AEPKY, a )KU3Hb U apoMarT I keep only the stem; but will you restore
BepHE&ub 1 Thl O€3CHIBHBIMU Clie3aMu? its life and fragrance?

Will you restore it with feeble tears?

To1 He mooOun mens! besxanoctHo, cypoBo, You did not love me! Unpitying, harsh,
PasBestn TBOI 0OMaH cep/ieYHbIe MEUTHI, Your deception shattered my heart’s dreams,
Kax neniectku 1ietka. 11X BO3BpaTuIiib Jin Thi? Like the petals of the flower.

U cepaiy MoeMy BepHELIb JIM cYACThE CHOBA? Will you restore them?

And will you return happiness to my heart again?
- Vasily Nemirovich-Danchenko



Iapckoceabckas cratysa Op.57/17 (The statue at Tsarskove Selo) by César Cui

YpHY ¢ BOIO! YPOHUB,
OO0 yrec ee neBa pa3duia.
JleBa revanbHO CHUIUT,
IIpa3aublii gepxa yepernox.
Uyno! He csxuer Boga,
W3nuBasick U3 ypHbI pa3ouToi;
[eBa, Hax Be4HOU CTpyeil,
Beuno nevanbHa CUOIUT.

- Alexander Pushkin

Deep River, arranged by Moses Hogan

Deep river, my home is over Jordan.

Deep river, Lord, I want to cross over into campground.

Oh, don’t you want to go to that Gospel-feast?
That Promised Land, where all is peace?
- Traditional Spiritual

Having dropped an urn of water,

The maiden broke it on the cliff.

The maiden sits, sadly,

While holding a broken piece of the pottery.
A miracle! The water does not dry up,

As it pours from the broken urn:

The maiden, above the eternal stream,

Sits, forever sad.

Somebody’s Knockin,” arranged by Moses Hogan

Somebody’s knockin’ at yo’ door,
Somebody’s knockin’ at yo’ door,
O sinner, why don’t you answer?
Somebody’s knocking at your door.
Can’t you hear Him?
Sounds like Jesus.

- Traditional Spiritual

/4

Elégie (Elegy), Op.10/5 by Jules Massenet

0, doux printemps d'autre fois, vertes saisons,
Vous avez fui pour toujours!
Je ne vois plus le ciel bleu;
Je n'entends plus les chants joyeux des oiseaux!
En emportant mon bonheur...
O bien-amé, tu t'en es allé!
Et c'est en vain que [le printemps revient!]
Oui, sans retour,
avec toi, le gai soleil,
Les jours riants sont partis!
Comme en mon coeur tout est sombre et glacé!
Tout est flétri
pour toujours!

- By Louis Gallet

Jesus calls you.

Somebody’s knockin’ at yo’ door,
Somebody’s knockin’ at yo’ door,
O sinner, why don’t you answer?
Somebody’s knocking at your door.

O sweet springtime of old verdant seasons
You have fled forever

I no longer see the blue sky

I no longer hear the bird’s joyful singing
And, taking my happiness with you,
You have gone on your way, my love!
In vain Spring returns

Yes, never to return with you,

The happy sun,

The days of happiness have fled.

How gloomy and cold is my heart

All is withered

Forever

“Adieu, notre petite table” from Manon by Jules Massenet

In Act 11, Manon’s cousin, Lescaut, accompanied by Brétigny, has found the lovers trying to escape. While Lescaut
argues with Des Grieux, Brétigny takes Manon aside and tells her that Des Grieux’s father would not accept their
marriage, and that he will abduct his son this evening. De Brétigny offers her as an alternative a life in luxury. After he
leaves, Manon is conflicted as she considers De Brétigny’s seductive offer to live with him like a queen. Her decision
has been made. Overwhelmed by nostalgic feelings, she says good-bye to her small apartment where she shared
happiness for a brief moment with her true love.



Allons! Il le faut pour lui-méme...
Mon pauvre chevalier!

Oui, c’est lui que j’aime!

Et pourtant, j’hésite aujourd’hui.

Non, non!... Je ne suis plus digne de lui!
J’entends cette voix qui m’entra”ne

contre ma volonté:

“Manon, Manon, tu seras reine...

Reine... par la beauté!”

Je ne suis que faiblesse et que fragilité...
Ah! malgré moi je sens couler mes larmes...

Devant ces réves effacés,
I’avenir aura-t-il les charmes
de ces beaux jours déja passés?

Adieu, notre petite table,

qui nous réunit si souvent!
Adieu, adieu, notre petite table,
si grande pour nous cependant!

On tient, c’est inimaginable...
Si peu de place... en se serrant...
Adieu, notre petite table!

Un méme verre était le notre,
chacun de nous, quand il buvait

y cherchait les lévres de I’autre ...

Ah! pauvre ami, comme il m’aimait!
Adieu, notre petite table, adieu!

- By Henri Meilhac

Come now! I must do it for his sake!
My poor Chevalier!

Yes, it is him that I love!

And yet, | hesitate today.

No, no, no! I am not worthy of him anymore!
I keep hearing his voice that compels me
against my will:

“Manon, Manon, you will be queen...
Queen... by beauty!”

I am only weakness and frailty...

Ah! in spite of myself I feel my tears flowing...

After these dreams have been erased,
will the future have the charms

of these beautiful days that have already passed?

Farewell, our little table,

which so often brought us together!
Farewell, farewell, our little table,
Which seemed too large for just us!

It is hard to imagine...

We take up so little space when we are embracing.

Farewell, our little table!

We shared the same glass,
The two of us, when we drank,
We sought the lips of the other...

Ah! poor friend, how he loved me!
Farewell, our little table, farewell!

“QOuvre ton ceeur” (Open vour heart) by Georges Bizet

La marguerite a fermé sa corolle,
L'ombre a fermé les yeux du jour.
Belle, me tiendras-tu parole?
Ouvre ton coeur & mon amour.

Ouvre ton coeur, 0 jeune ange, a ma flamme,
Qu'un réve charme ton sommeil.
Je veux reprendre mon dme,
Comme une fleur s'ouvre au soleil!
- By Louis Delatre

The daisy has closed its petals,

The shadow has closed its eyes for the day.
Beauty, will you keep your word?

Open your heart to my love.

Open your heart, o young angel, to my flame
So that a dream may enchant your sleep.

I wish to reclaim my soul,

As a flower turns to the sun!
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