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For more than two decades, Cecilia Bartoli has
been one of the leading classical music artists.
The exceptional amount of CDs sold (8 million),
the time spent in the international pop charts
(over 100 weeks), the numerous Golden Discs
and awards she has received — including
four Grammys (USA), nine Echos, one Bambi
(Germany), two Classical Brit Awards (UK) and
one Victoire de la musique (France) — reflect
the success of her solo albums and that she
is firmly established as today’s “best-selling
classical artist”.

Herbert von Karajan, Daniel Barenboim and
Nikolaus Harnoncourt were among the first to
notice her talent at a time when she had barely
completed her vocal studies with her parents in
her home town of Rome, Italy. Since then, many
other renowned musicians have partnered with
her. She now performs in the leading concert
halls and opera houses of the world.

Bartoli is responsible for bringing classical music
close to the hearts of millions of people throughout
the world. And she is proud that because of
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this popularity, her projects have resulted in a
widespread re-evaluation and rediscovery of
neglected composers and forgotten repertoire.

Recently, Bartoli has devoted her time to the
early 19th century, the era of ltalian Romanticism
and Belcanto, with special focus on the legendary
singer Maria Malibran whose 200th birthday on
24 March 2008 was marked by an historical
day in Paris. Bartoli sang three concerts for the
occasion at Salle Pleyel — collaborating with
Lang Lang, Vadim Repin, Adam Fischer and
Myung-Whun Chung — while the City of Paris
showed her on a big screen in front of the Town
Hall. Nearby, Bartol’'s mobile Malibran Museum
was stationed to honour the special day.

Further bicentenary events included the CD
Maria, the DVD The Barcelona Concert,
extensive concert tours as well as operatic
appearances in typical Malibran-roles. The
first complete recording of La Sonnambula
with period instruments completed this
Malibran project. Nonetheless, in June 2010 it
was continued at the Konzerthaus Dortmund,
Germany, with a sensational, historically
informed rendering of Norma, conducted by
Thomas Hengelbrock and once again featuring
a cast that reflected the original vocality of
Bellini’'s own time.

2009/10 was marked by the launch of
Sacrificium — a breathtaking voyage towards
18th century Naples and its castrato stars.

In 2012, Bartoli will become the Artistic
Director of the Salzburg Whitsun Festival. She
will be responsible for creating the programme
and will also appear in newly staged opera
productions.

gdboodoobooboobbooboon
Accommodation for Cecilia Bartoli is supported by InterContinental Hong Kong.
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Ciomei was born in
Genoa in 1965. He
graduated with the
highest honours in
1984, under the
guidance of Franco Trabucco. Alongside his
piano activity, he studied harpsichord under
Christophe Rousset and Jan Willem Jansen
and fortepiano under Andreas Staier and
Laura Alvini. As a piano and harpsichord
soloist, he gives recitals and performs under
the baton of maestros such as Fabio Biondi,
Jean-Jacques Kantorow and Pino Klinge. As
a chamber musician, he performs alongside
some of the leading artists of our time, such as
Giovanni Antonini, Patrick Gallois and Maurice
Steger.

Ciomei is one of the founding members of the
ensemble Tripla Concordia and he frequently
collaborates with baroque orchestras, such
as Giardino Armonico, Europa Galante, Le
Musiche Nove and La Scintilla. Since 1999,
he has also been active as a conductor. His
performances of Bach, Telemann, Handel and
Mozart have been received enthusiastically
all over Europe. Recently, he was invited by
the Basel Chamber Orchestra to be a guest
conductor. This led to a recording of the award-
winning Héndel: Affetti Barocchi with Marjiana
Mijanovic, and a successful concert tour with
dates in the Berlin Philharmonic, again with
Marjiana Mijanovic and featuring Sol Gabetta
as soloist.
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By Ken Smith

Not so long ago, the prospects for singers like
Cecilia Bartoli were, to put it mildly, limited.
Mezzo-sopranos have rarely held the public
imagination as firmly as tenors and sopranos,
especially singers like Bartoli, whose voice is
about virtuosity rather than volume.

Against the odds big things happened for
Bartoli. Like the great divas of old, her artistry
and charm soon won over millions of fans. Like
no other opera singer today her recordings
began selling in pop-music figures. Bartoli
wasted no time or effort in leveraging those
numbers to dictate the terms of her career.
Surprising for fans and industry insiders alike,
though, was her choice in repertoire, a rather
un-diva-like turn toward early music.

By her own admission, her role models
have not been other singers but rather the
conductors she has worked with, particularly
Nikolaus Harnoncourt, who has devoted
much of his career to historical performance.
“Working with him, | realised how important
it was to work backward,” she says. “I've
sung plenty of Rossini and Mozart, and
| hope to sing their music for the rest of
my life. But if you go back to the music of
Vivaldi, for example, you can understand
their music so much better.”

In 1999, Bartoli's Vivaldi Album marked the
turning point. Without including a single
familiar tune, the collection went on to sell
more than a million copies. Having fought her
record label at every turn, Bartoli now found
her original instincts fully justified. “I don’t
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want to sound pretentious, but it was the most
successful strictly classical recording they’'ve
ever released,” she says. “It only confirmed
that there really was an audience out there
who wants to discover new things.”

From Vivaldi, Bartoli’'s next musical stop (by
way of Pietro Metastasio’s librettos) was Gluck.
After that she made her way from Mozart to his
alleged nemesis, Salieri. Then came a tribute
album to the legendary mezzo-soprano Maria
Malibran as well as Opera Proibita, a musical
overview of a period in history when opera was
banned in Rome at the beginning of the 18th
century.

By the standards of most thematic recitals,
Bartoli offers not just a sprinkling from the
musical pool but a full immersion, not just a
thought-provoking 70 minutes but a veritable
scholarly thesis. Her recordings are remarkable
as much for their extensive annotations as
for the performances themselves. Even the
sceptical New York Times recently acceded its
respect, saying “Ms Bartoli has never failed to
produce a program of striking originality.”

Sacrificium brings to light the repertory and
social history of the castrati, the high-voiced
“rock stars” of Baroque opera who had been, as
young boys of great vocal potential, surgically
altered to prevent maturity and preserve their
high voices.

Bartoli for many years pored over manuscripts
in libraries from Naples to Oxford and Berlin,
assembling a bouquet of stunning showpieces
by Nicola Porpora, Antonio Caldara, George
Frederick Handel, Carl Heinrich Graun and
others. "This is some of the most difficult
music | ever sang!", she says. "Due to their
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physical condition, the castrati had a voice
range and a lung capacity which especially
for a woman is impossible to match. Also the
fact that they underwent a thorough ten-year
musical education from the age of eight years
onwards and that their teachers — for example
Porpora — wrote music to suit their particular
talents and qualities made them into the finest
musicians of their age. We can only marvel at
these great artists and try our best to match
the standards they set two centuries ago."

Ken Smith is the Asian performing arts critic for the
Financial Times and a regular columnist for China’s Opera
magazine.

This article first appeared in 2010 FestMag.
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Gioacchino Rossini (1792-1868)

Or che di fiori adorno
Belta crudele

Anzoleta dopo la regata
(From La regata veneziana)

Vincenzo Bellini (1801-1835)
L’abbandono

Il fervido desiderio

Vaga luna, che inargenti

La farfalletta

Dolente immagine di Fille mia
Malinconia, Ninfa gentile

Ma rendi pur contento

Gioacchino Rossini
Canzonetta spagnuola
L’esule

La danza

googo
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Gaetano Donizetti (1797-1848)

Il barcaiuolo
Amore e morte

Me voglio fa ‘na casa

Gioacchino Rossini
L’Orpheline du Tyrol

La grande coquette

Georges Bizet (1838-1875)
Tarentelle

La coccinelle

Pauline Viardot (1821-1910)

Havanaise

Hari luli

Manuel Garcia (1775-1832)
Yo que soy contrabandista

(From El poeta calculista)

Maria Malibran (1808-1836)

Rataplan

Running time: approximately 1 hour and 45 minutes with one interval
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Gioacchino Rossini ooo Gioacchino Rossini

Or che di fiori adorno ooooooa Now adorned with flowers
Or che di fiori adorno ooooo Now adorned with flowers
sorride il colle, il prato, 0ooooooooag the hills and meadows smile,
e dolce cosa intorno ooooo and it is pleasant

girsene a passeggiar. oooo to stroll around.

Placidi ovunque spirano

ooooooboooao

Everywhere tranquil breezes

soavi zeffiretti, ooooon softly blow,

s’adono gli augelletti ooo and in the boughs

fra i rami oo the little birds are

a gorgheggiar. ooo heard warbling.

Text: anonymous oooo Text: anonymous
Gioacchino Rossini ooo Gioacchino Rossini
Belta crudele ooooooo Cruel beauty

Amori scendete, oooooon Cupids, descend

propizi al mio core, ooooooo to assist my heart’s designs;
d’un laccio, d’un fiore ooooo come, present me

deh fatemi don. ooooono with a ribbon and a rose.

Se Nice m’accoglie,
ridente, vezzosa,

le porgo la rosa,

le dono il mio core.

Se vuol poi l'ingrata
vedermi ramingo...
Che dico? ...la stringo
col laccio d’amor.

Text: anonymous

oobooooboooo
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If Nice should welcome me
with smiles and caresses,
I'll give her the rose,

I'll give her my heart.

But if the cruel girl prefers

to leave me all alone...

what then?...I'll bind her to me
with a love-knot.

Text: anonymous
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Anzoleta dopo la regata
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Gioacchino Rossini
Angelina after the regatta

Ciapa un baso,

un altro ancora,

caro Momolo,

de cuor;

qua destrachite che xe ora
de sugarte sto sudor.

Ah t'o visto co passando
su mi l'ocio ti a buta
e go dito respirando:
un bel premio el ciapara.

Si, un bel premio in sta bandiera,
che xe rossa de color;

gha parla Venezia intiera,

la t'a dito vincitor.

Ciapa un baso, benedeto,
a vogar nissun te pol,

de casada, de tragheto

ti xe el megio barcarol.

Text: Francesco Maria Piave
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Here's a kiss for you,

and another,

darling Momolo,

from my heart;

now relax, because | must
dry the sweat from your body.

Ah, | saw you, as you passed,
throwing a glance at me,

and | said, breathing again:
he's going to win a good prize.

Indeed, the prize of this flag,

the red one;

all Venice is talking about you,
they have declared you the victor.

Here's a kiss, God bless you,
no one rows better than you,
of all the breed of watermen,
you are the best gondolier.

Text: Francesco Maria Piave

Vincenzo Bellini ooo Vincenzo Bellini
L’abbandono oooo Abandonment

Solitario zeffiretto, ooooon Lonely little breeze,

a che movi i tuoi sospiri? ooooo why do you sigh?

Il sospiro a me sol lice, oooooooo Sighs are meant for me alone,
ché, dolente ed infelice, oooooooo for, grieving and unhappy,
chiamo Dafne oooooo | call on Daphnis,

che non ode ooooo who does not hear

I'insoffribil mio martir.

Langue invan la mammoletta
e larosa e il gelsomino;
lunge son da lui che adoro,
non conosco alcun ristoro
se non viene a consolarmi
col bel guardo cilestrino.

Ape industre, che vagando
sempre vai di fior in fiore,
ascolta, ascolta.

Se lo scorgi ov'ei dimora,
di' che rieda

a chi l'adora,

come riedi tu nel seno
delle rose al primo albor.

Text: anonymous
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my unbearable suffering.

The violet, rose and jasmine
languish in vain;

| am far from the one | adore,

and have no relief

unless he consoles me

with the gaze of his light blue eyes.

Industrious bee, always flitting
from flower to flower,

listen.

If you spy him,

tell him to return to

the one who adores him,

as you return to the roses

at the first light of dawn.

Text: anonymous
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Vincenzo Bellini ooo Vincenzo Bellini

Il fervido desiderio ooooooa The fervent desire
Quando verra quel di oooooon When will that day arrive
che riveder potro oooooo when | shall see once more
quel che I'amante oooo what my loving heart

cor tanto desia? ooooooon so desires?

Quando verra quel di ooooooo When will that day arrive
che in sen t'accoglierd, ooooooon when | shall press you to my breast.
bella fiamma d'amor, oooooon my beautiful loved one,
anima mia? ooooo my beloved?

Text: anonymous oooo Text: anonymous

Vincenzo Bellini ooo Vincenzo Bellini

Vaga luna, che inargenti

ocoboooooooooooo

Lovely moon, your silver light

Vaga luna, che inargenti
queste rive

e questi fiori

ed inspiri agli elementi
il linguaggio dell'amor;
testimonio or sei tu sola
del mio fervido desir,

ed a lei che m'innamora
conta i palpiti

e i sospir.

Dille pur che lontananza

il mio duol non pud lenir,
che se nutro una speranza,
ella & sol nell'avvenir.

Dille pur che giorno e sera
conto I'ore del dolor,

che una speme lusinghiera
mi conforta nell'amor.

Text: anonymous
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Lovely moon, your silver light
shines on these banks

and these flowers,

you inspire the elements

to the language of love;

you alone are witness

to my ardent desire,

and tell the one | love

of my beating heart

and my sighing.

Tell her that distance

cannot ease my pain,

and that if | cherish one hope
it is for the future alone.

Tell her too that day and night
| count the hours of pain,

and that one tempting hope
comforts me in love.

Text: anonymous
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La farfalletta
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Vincenzo Bellini
Little butterfly

Farfalletta, aspetta aspetta;
non volar con tanta fretta.
Far del mal non ti vogl'io;
ferma appaga il desir mio.

Vo' baciarti e il cibo darti,
da' perigli preservarti.

Di cristallo stanza avrai

e tranquilla ognor avrai.

L'ali aurate, screziate,

so che Aprile t'ha ingemmate,
che sei vaga,

vispa e snella,

fra tue eguali la piu bella.

Ma crin d'oro ha il mio tesoro,

il fanciullo ch'amo e adoro;

E ate pari

vispo e snello,

frai suo'eguali egli € il piu bello.

Vo' carpirti,

ad esso offrirti;

pit che rose, gigli € mirti
ti fia caro il mio fanciullo,
ed a lui sarai trastullo.

Nell'aspetto e terso petto
rose e gigli

ha il mio diletto.

Vieni, scampa da' perigli,
non cercar pit

rose e gigli.

Text: anonymous
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Little butterfly, wait, wait,
don't fly off so quickly.

| don't mean to harm you,
stop and fulfil my wish.

| want to kiss you and feed you,
and save you from danger.

You shall have a room of crystal
and will always live in peace.

| know that April has adorned
your golden, speckled wings,
that you are pretty,

lively and graceful,

the most lovely of all your kind.

But my beloved has golden locks,
the lad | love and adore.

And he is as lively

and graceful as you,

the most handsome of all his kind.

I'm going to snatch you

and offer you to him;

let my lad be dearer to you
than roses, lilies and myrtles,
and you will be his plaything.

My darling has roses and lilies
in the way he looks

and in his pure heart.

Come, escape from danger
and look no more

for roses and lilies.

Text: anonymous
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Vincenzo Bellini

oono

Dolente immagine di Fille mia 0O000000000000O0

Vincenzo Bellini
Sorrowful likeness of my
Phyllis

Dolente immagine di Fille mia,
perché si squallida

mi siedi accanto?

Che piu desideri?

Dirotto pianto

io sul tuo cenere versai finor.

Temi che immemore

de' sacri giuri

io possa accendermi

ad altra face?

Ombra di Fillide,

riposa in pace;

€ inestinguibile I'antico ardor.

Text: Maddalena Fumaroli

Vincenzo Bellini
Malinconia, Ninfa gentile
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Sorrowful likeness of my Phyllis,
why do you sit at my side

so disconsolately?

What more do you desire?

| have poured

out rivers of tears on your ashes.

Are you afraid that | shall
forget my sacred vows,

that | could be

inflamed by another?

Shade of Phyllis,

rest in peace,

my passion of old will never fail.

Text: Maddalena Fumaroli

Vincenzo Bellini
Melancholy, gracious nymph

Malinconia, Ninfa gentile,
la vita mia consacro a te;
i tuoi piaceri chi tiene a vile,
ai piacer veri nato non e.

Fonti e colline

chiesi agli Dei;

m'udiro alfine,

pago io vivro,

né mai quel

fonte co' desir miei,

né mai quel monte trapassero.

Text: Ippolito Pindemonte

Vincenzo Bellini
Ma rendi pur contento
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Melancholy, gracious nymph,

| devote my life to you,

whoever disdains your pleasures
is not born for true pleasures.

| asked the gods

for springs and hills,

they heard me at last

and | shall live content,

| shall, never desire

to pass beyond

That spring or that mountain.

Text: Ippolito Pindemonte

Vincenzo Bellini
Only make her happy

Ma rendi pur contento
della mia bella il core,
e ti perdono, amore,
se lieto il mio non e.

Gli affanni suoi pavento
piu degli affanni miei,
perché piu vivo in lei
di quel ch'io vivo in me.

Text: Metastasio
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Only make happy

the heart of my beautiful [lady],
and | will pardon you, love,

if my own [heart] is not glad.

Her troubles | fear

more than my own troubles,
because | live more in her
than | live in myself.

Text: Metastasio
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Canzonetta spagnuola
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Gioacchino Rossini
Spanish song

En medio a mis colores, ay,
pintando estaba un dia, ay,
cuando la musa mia, ay,
me vino a tormentar, ay.

Ay, con dolor pues dejo
empresa tan feliz

cual es de bellae Nice
las prendas celebrar, ay.

Quiso gue yo pintase, ay,
objeto sobrehumano, ay,

pero lo quiso en vano, ay,
lo tuvo que dejar, ay.

Ay, con dolor pues dejo
empresa tan feliz

cual es de bellae Nice
las prendas celebrar, ay.

Conoce la hermosura, ay,
un corazoén vagado, ay,
mas su destin malvado, ay,
le impide de centar, ay.

Ay, con dolor pues dejo
empresa tan feliz

cual es de bellae Nice
las prendas celebrar, ay.

Text: anonymous
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Surrounded by my colours
| was painting one day
when my Muse

came to torment me.

With sadness then | left
my happy task

of celebrating the charms
of the fair Nice.

My Muse asked me to depict

a more spiritual subject;
but she asked in vain,
for | could not do so.

With sadness then | left
my happy task

of celebrating the charms
of the fair Nice.

An inconstant heart
may know beauty,

but its cruel destiny
prevents it from singing.

With sadness then | left
my happy task

of celebrating the charms
of the fair Nice.

Text: anonymous
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Gioacchino Rossini ood Gioacchino Rossini
L’esule onooo The exile

Qui sempre ooooo Here the sky

ride il cielo, oooo is always smiling,

qui verde ognor ooooo here the branches

la fronda, oooo are always green,

qui del ruscello I'onda ooooo here the water of the stream
dolce mi scorre al pie'; 0ooooooo flows gently at my feet;

ma questo suol non e oooon but this land is not

la Patria mia. ooon my homeland.

Qui nell'azzurro flutto ooooo Here the sun is always reflected
sempre si specchia il sole; oooooooooon in the blue waves,

i gigli e le viole ooooooon lilies and violets

crescono intorno a me; ooooooon bloom around me;

ma questo suol non & ooooon but this land is not

la Patria mia oooog my homeland.

Le vergini son vaghe oooooooon The maidens are as pretty
come le fresche rose oooooog —— as the fresh roses

che al loro crin compose ooo0oooooooo with which love dresses their hair,
amor pegno di fe'; oooooooo in token of fidelity;

ma questo suol non & ooooo but this land is not

la Patria mia. oooo my homeland.

Nell'ltale contrade ooooooo In the lands of Italy,

€ una citta Regina; oooooooooo one city is queen,

la Ligure marina ooooo the Ligurian sea

sempre le bagna il pie'. oooooooo even Kisses its feet;

La ravvisate, oooo can you see it?

ell'e la Patria mia, oooooo It is my homeland,

La patria mia ell'e. oooooo Itis my homeland.

Text: Giuseppe Torre gooooooo Text: Giuseppe Torre



Gioacchino Rossini
La danza
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Gioacchino Rossini
The dance

Gia la luna & in mezzo al mare,
mamma mia si saltera;

I'ora & bella per danzare,

chi & in amor non manchera.

Gia la luna & in mezzo al mare,
mamma mia, si saltera.

Presto in danza a tondo a tondo,
donne mie, venite qua;

un garzon bello e giocondo

a ciascuna tocchera.

Finche in ciel

prilla una stella

e la luna splendera,
il pit bel con

la piu bella

tutta notte danzera.

Mamma mia, mamma mia,

gia la luna e in mezzo al mare,
mamma mia, mamma mia,
mamma mia, si saltera.
Frinche, frinche,

mamma mia, si saltera.

Salta, salta, gira, gira,

ogni coppia a cerchio va;
gia s'avanza, si ritira

e all' assalto tornera.

Serra, serra

colla bionda

Colla bruna va qua e Ia,
colla rossa va a seconda,
colla smorta fermo sta.
Viva il ballo a tondo a tondo,
SONO UN re, sono un pascia,
¢ il piu bel

piacer del mondo,

la piu cara volutta.

Mamma mia...

Text: Carlo Pepoli
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Now the moon is above the sea,
mamma mia, how we'll leap!
The time is perfect for dancing,
all those in love will be there.

Now the moon is above the sea,
mamma mia, how we'll leap!
Quickly dance in aring,

my ladies, come here;

every one shall have

a handsome, lively lad.

As long as a star is

twinkling in the sky

and the moon is shining brightly,
the most handsome man and
most beautiful girl

will dance all night long.

Mamma mia, mamma mia,

now the moon is above the sea,
mamma mia, mamma mia,
mamma mia, how we'll leap!
Twang, twang,

mamma mia, how we'll leap.

Leap, leap, turn, turn,

each couple goes in a circle;
forward and back,

and return to the attack.

Close the circle

with the blonde girl,

here and there with the dark qirl,
then perhaps with the redhead,
stand still with the pale girl,
long live dancing in a ring,

I'm a king, I'm a pasha;

it's the greatest delight

in the world,

the most precious pleasure!

mamma mia...

Text: Carlo Pepoli
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Gaetano Donizetti
Il barcaiuolo

oooo
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Gaetano Donizetti
The boatman

Voga, voga, il vento tace,
pura & I'onda,

il ciel sereno,

solo un

alito di pace

par che allegrie e cielo e mar:

voga, voga, o marinar:

Or che tutto a noi sorride,
in si tenero momento,
all'ebrezza del contento
voglio I'alma abbandonar.
Voga, voga, o marinar!

Voga, voga, il vento tace,
pura & I'onda,

il ciel sereno,

solo un

alito di pace

par che allegrie e cielo e mar:

Cheé se infiera la tempesta,
ambedue ne

tragge a morte,

sara lieta la mia sorte

al tuo fianco vuo spirar,

si al tuo fianco io vuo spirar.

Text: L Tarantini
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Row, row, the wind has stilled,
the waves are clear,

the sky serene,

it seems that only

a peaceful breeze

stirs the sky and sea:

row, row, o boatman.

Now that everything smiles on us
at this tender moment,

| wish to abandon our souls

to a joyful ecstasy,

row, row, o boatman.

Row, row, the wind has stilled,
the waves are clear,

the sky serene,

it seems that only

a peaceful breeze

animates sky and sea.

For if the tempest roars,

and both of us are

dragged down to death,

my fate will be a happy one,
for by your side | wish to die:
row, row, o boatman.

Text: L Tarantini
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Amore e morte
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00 Lyrics

Gaetano Donizetti
Love and death

Odi d’'un uom che muore,
odi I'estremo suon.
Quest'appassito fiore

ti lascio, Elvira, in don.
Quanto prezioso ei sia

tu déi saperlo appien.
Nel di che fosti mia

te lo involai dal sen.

Simbolo allor d’affetto
or pegno di dolor.
Torna posarti in petto
questo appassito fior.
E avrai

nel cor scolpito,

se duro il cor non €,
come ti fu rapito
come ritorna a te.

Text: G L Redaelli

Gaetano Donizetti
Me voglio fa ‘na casa
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Hear the last words

of a man who is dying.

| leave you this faded flower,
Elvira, as a gift.

You well know

how precious it is.

On the day that you were mine
| stole it from your breast.

A symbol then of affection,
now a token of grief.

This faded flower returns

to rest in your breast.

And you will have

engraved on your heart,

if your heart is not hardened,
how it was stolen from you
and how it returns to you .

Text: G L Redaelli

Gaetano Donizetti
| want to build a house

Me voglio fa 'na casa
miez' 'o mare

fravecata de penne de pavune.

Tralla lale la, tra la la la.

D'oro e d'argiento
voglio far li grade

e de prete

preziuse li barcune.
Trallala le la, tra la la la.

Quanno Nennella mia
se ne va a affacciare
ognuno dice,

mo' sponta lu sole.
Tralla lale la, tra la la la.

Text: G L Redaelli
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| want to build a house
surrounded by sea,

made of peacock feathers.
Trallalale la, tra la la la.

| shall make the stairs of
gold and silver,

and the balconies of
precious stones.

Tralla la le la, tra la la la.

When my Nennella

leans out

everyone will say,

now the sun has come out.
Trallalale la, tra la la la.

Text: G L Redaelli
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Gioacchino Rossini
L’Orpheline du Tyrol
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Gioacchino Rossini
The Tyrolean orphan girl

Seule, une pauvre enfant

sans parents

implore le passant en tremblant.
"'Ah voyez mes douleurs

et mes pleurs!

Ma mere dort

ailleurs sous les fleurs."

L'humble enfant orpheline

a bien faim

et pour un peu de

pain tend le main.

"Je chanterai mon vieux refrain:
Ah! loin de mon

doux Tyrol,

mon coeur brisé prendra son vol.
L'écho muet des bois
n'entendra plus ma triste voix:
Ah! Dieu, j'espére en toi,
prends pitié, prend pitié de moi!

Ma mere,

ton adieu en ce lieu
m'inspire mon

seul voeu au bon Dieu.
A quinze ans

tant souffrir c'est mourir,
ne peux-tu

revenir me bénir?

Pourquoi le froid trépas

et le glas

t'ont-ils saisie, hélas,

dans mes bras?

Ton coeur glacé

ne m'entend pas:

ah! la douleur et la faim

a mes tourments vont mettre fin;
ma mere, je te vois,

j'entends de loin

ta douce voix:

Ah! Dieu, j'espére en toi,
prends piti€, prends pitié de moi!

Text: Emilien Pacini
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Alone, a poor little girl

who has no parents

Timorously begs from passers-by.
'Oh, see my pain

and my tears!

My mother sleeps,

far away, beneath flowers."

The humble orphan girl

is hungry

And holds out her hand

for a little bread,

"I shall sing my old song:

Oh, far from the Tyrol

that is dear to me

My broken heart takes flight.
The silent echo of the woods
Will hear my sad voice no more;
Oh Lord, my hope lies in you,
have pity, have pity on me!

Mother,

your farewell from this place
Carries with it my prayers

to the Good Lord.

For me, just fifteen years old,
such suffering is death,

Will you never return

to give me your blessing?

Why did the chill of death
and the tolling knell

Snatch you, alas,

from my arms?

Your frozen heart

cannot hear me;

Oh, grief and hunger

Will soon end my suffering'
Mother, | see you,

In the distance

| hear your sweet voice:

Oh Lord, my hope lies in you,
have pity, have pity on me!"

Text: Emilien Pacini
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Gioacchino Rossini goo Gioacchino Rossini

La grande coquette unoooo The great coquette

La perle des coquettes goooooo The most magnificent coquette
ne fait que des conquétes oooog conquers all in her path

dans ses riches toilettes

aux menuets de cour.

Pour moi tournent les tétes,
Les coeurs sont pris d'amour.
Et je crois méme

qu'un beau jour,

j'ai fait trembler

Pompadour.

Dans une belle ivresse
plus d'un marquis s'empresse
a m'offrir sa tendresse,

je les dédaigne tous.

En vain chacun m'implore,
me jure qu'il m'adore

a genoux.

Je veux que I'on m'admire,
pour moi que I'on soupire;
de I'amour que j'inspire,
de ce brdlant délire

moi, je ne sais que rire.
Ma foi! tant pis pour eux!
Malheur aux amoureux!

A plus d'une rivale

je fus souvent fatale;

ma gréce triomphale

a séduit

maint galant,

coquette

sans égale

qu'on aime qu'en tremblant.
On pleure, on se désole
aux pieds de son idole
vainement,

Avec indifférence,

j'aime a voir la souffrance
d'un coeur sans espérance,
en proie a la démence
implorant ma clémence,
mais sans me désarmer.
non, je ne veux jamais aimer.
je ne veux pas aimer.
Brillants seigneurs,
muguets de Cour,

pour vous jamais d'amour.
et si vous me faites la cour,
n'‘espérez nul retour ;

pour vous jamais d'amour.

Text: Emilien Pacini
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with her splendid robes

while the minuet plays at court.
For me, heads turn

and hearts are captured.

| believe that

one fine day,

| even made

Pompadour tremble.

In the flower of intoxication,
more than one lord hastens
to make love to me,

but | hear none of them.

In vain does each implore me,
swear on his knees

his love for me.

| want to be admired,

and sighed for;

but this love they feel for me,
this burning frenzy,

it just makes me laugh.
Heavens, too bad for them!
Let lovers be miserable!

More than one rival

has been crushed by me;

my magnificent grace

has melted the heart of

many a young knight,

For I am the coquette

of all coquettes

that men must love, trembling.
They cry and lament

at the feet of their idol

in vain.

Coldly,

| like to watch the torment

of a heart of hope,

driven to madness,

begging for mercy,

but | do not yield,

no, | will never love.

| will not love.

Great rulers,

or courtly fops,

there will never be love for you,
and if you come a-courting me,
expect nothing as your reward;
| shall never love you.

Text: Emilien Pacini
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Georges Bizet oo Georges Bizet

Tarentelle ooooooa Tarantella

Tralala... gooo Tralala,

Le papillon s'est envolé, oooooo the butterfly has flown,
Tralala oooo tralala,

La fleur se balance avec grace, QQpOoOOO0O0O the flower sways gracefully,
Lalala ... oooo lalala,

Ma belle oooo my beauty,

ou voyez-vous la trace, ooooooon where do you see the trace,
Tralalalalalala ooooooon tralalalalalala,

La trace de I'amant ailé?
Ma belle ou voyez-vous
la trace de I'amant ailé?

of the winged lover?
My beauty, where do you see
the trace of the winged lover?

oooooboooooo
ooooooboooao
ooooooooooao

Ah! Le papillon s'est envolé! oooooooo Oh! The butterfly has flown!
Oui! Ahl ah! ... ooooooon Yes! Oh! Oh!

Lalala... oooog Lalala.

Le flot est rapide oooon The stream is rapid

et changeant oooon and ever-changing.
Toujours sillonnant oooog The ship passes

I'eau profonde, ooooog through the deep water,
La barque passe, et toujours oooo and the waves erase
l'onde efface le sillon d'argent...  gpoooon its silver wake.

Le flot, oui le flot ooo The water,

est rapide ogoooooo yes, the water is

et changeant ooooo rapid and changeable.
Le papillon, c'est votre amour oooooooo The butterfly is your love.
La fleur et I'onde, oooo The flower and the wave
c'est votre &me oooooo are your soul,

Que rien n'émeut, oooooo moved by nothing,

que rien n'entame, oooooo marked by nothing.

Ou rien ne reste ooooo Nothing stays on them
plus d'un jour oooooon for more than a day.

Le papillon, ooo The butterfly,

le papillon, c'est votre amour. oooooooo the butterfly is your love.

Text: Edouard Pailleron
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Text: Edouard Pailleron
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La coccinelle
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Georges Bizet
The ladybird

Elle me dit: “Quelque chose
"Me tourmente...” Et j'apergus

Son cou de neige...et dessus...

Un petit insecte rose.

J'aurais dd...oui...

mais, sage ou fou,

A seize ans, on est farouche!
J'aurais da...

oh ! oui j'aurais dU

Voir le baiser sur sa bouche
Plus que l'insecte

a son cou...

On et dit un coquillage,
Dos rose

et taché de noir:

Les fauvettes

pour nous voir

Se penchaient dans

le feuillage, oui...

Sa bouche fraiche était la.
Hélas! Hélas!

Je me penchai sur la belle...
Et je pris la coccinelle...

je pris la coccinelle
Mais...le baiser s'envolal...

“Fils, apprends comme

on me nomme,”

Dit I'insecte du ciel bleu...

du ciel bleul!...

“Les bétes sont au bon Dieu!
Mais la bétise est a 'hnomme”
Dit I'insecte du ciel bleu...

du ciel bleu !...
Hélas!...j'aurais dd...oui!...
Hélas!...Hélas!...Hélas!...
j'aurais da!...

Text: Victor Hugo
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She said to me: “Something

is irritating me...” and | noted
her snowy neck...and on it...

a pink little insect.

| should have...yes...

but wise or foolish,

at sixteen one is timid!

| should have...

oh! yes | should have
seen the kiss on her mouth
rather than the insect

on her neck...

You'd have said it was a shell,
pink back

and spotted with black:

The warbler birds,

in order to see us,

leaned forward

in the foliage...

Her fresh mouth was there.
Alas! Alas!

| leaned over the beauty...
and | took the ladybird.

| took the ladybird
but...the kiss flew away!...

“Son, learn what

my name is,”

said the insect

from the blue sky!...

“Animals are the good Lord's:
but stupidity is man's”

said the insect

from the blue sky!...

Alas! | should have...yes!...
Alas!...Alas!...Alas!...

| should have!

Text: Victor Hugo



BT Lyics OO

Pauline Viardot oo Pauline Viardot

Havanaise oooooo Havanaise

Vente nifia oo Come with me,

conmigo al mar oooooo my child, to the sea,

que en la playa tengo un bajel; ooooooooo for on the shore | have a boat;
Bogaremos a dos en él oooooon we shall row it together,

que alli sélo se

sabe amar.

Ay rubita si tu supieras,

Ay rubita si supieras...Ah! Ah!
Vente nifia...

Ay, ay, ay, rubita,

dame tu amar.

Sur la rive le flot d'argent

En chantant brise mollement,
Et des eaux

avec le ciel pur

Se confond I'azur!

Sois moins rebelle.

O ma belle, la mer t'appelle!
Ah! viens, viens, viens!

A ses chants

laisse-toi charmer!

Ah! viens,

c’est la qu’on sait aimer...

Sois, ma belle,

moins rebelle,
Laiss-toi charmer,

Oui, laisse-toi charmer,
O belle!

C'est en mer que

I'on sait aimer...

Rubita,

ay vente conmigo al mar,
Bogaremos a dos en él,
Que alli sélo se

sabe amar.

Vente rubita, vente rubita,
Vente al mar, al mar!

Text: Louis Pomey
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for only there do people

know how to love.

Ah, my fair one, if only you knew,
if only you knew...Ah, ah!
Come with me, my child...

Ay, ay, my fair one,

give me your love.

Upon the bank the silver wave
gently breaks up while singing,
and the waters

and the pure sky

merge in the azure distance!
Be less stubborn.

O my fair one, the sea calls you!
Ah! Come, come, come!

Let yourself

be charmed by its song!

Ah! Come, it is there that
people know how to love...

O my fair one,

be less stubborn,

let yourself be charmed,
yes, let yourself be charmed,
o my fair one!

It is at sea that people

know how to love...

Fair one,

come with me to the sea,
We shall row together,

for only there do

people know how to love...
Come, my fair one, come,
come to the seal

Text: Louis Pomey
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Pauline Viardot ooo Pauline Viardot

Hai luli oooooo Willow-waley

Je suis triste, je m'inquiéte, oooooooo | am sad, | am anxious,
Je ne sais oooo | don't know

plus que devenir, ooooo what's to become of me,
Mon bon ami oooo my true friend was
devait venir, ooooo to have come,

Et je I'attends ici seulette.
Hai luli! Hai luli! Hai luli!
Ou donc peut étre mon ami?

Je m’assieds pour filer ma laine,
Le fil se casse dans ma main...
Allons, je filerai demain ;
Aujourd’hui

je suis trop en peine!

Hai luli! Hai luli!

Qu'il fait triste sans son ami!

Si jamais il devient volage,

S'il doit un jour m'abandonner,
Le village

n‘a qua brdler,

Et moi-méme avec le village!
Hai luli! Hai luli!

A quoi bon

vivre sans ami?

Text: Xavier de Maistre
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and here | wait all lonesome.
Willow-waley! Willow-waley!
Where can he be, my lover?

| sit myself down to spin my wool,
the thread breaks in my hand...
come, | will spin tomorrow:
today I'm too

full of sorrow!

Willow-waley! Willow-waley!
How sad it is without my lover!

If ever he turns fickle,

if one day he is to desert me,
the village only

has to burn down,

and | with the village!
Willow-waley! Willow-waley!
What's the point of living
without a lover?

Text: Xavier de Maistre

Manuel Garcia ooo Manuel Garcia

Yo que soy contrabandista ooooo I'm a smuggler

Yo que soy contrabandista ooooo I'm a smuggler

y campo por mi respetos, oooon And | do as | please,

y a todos los desafio ooooooo | defy one and all,

porque a nadie tengo miedo. oooooooo because | fear no one.

Ay, ay, ay, jaleo muchachos, oooooooooon Ah, ah, ah, here’s trouble, boys,
Jquién me merca ooooo who'll buy

algun hilo negro? oooo my fine tobacco?

Mi caballo esta cansao ooooooo My horse is worn out,

y yo me marcho corriendo. oooooon and | set off at a run.

iAy, ay, ay, ay, ooon Ah, ah, ah, ah,

que viene la ronda oooo for the patrol’s on its way

y se movio el tiroteo! oooooo and the shooting’s begun!
Ay, ay, caballito mio, ooooooooon Ah, ah, my little horse,
caballo mio, careto, ooooooo my white-faced horse,

ay, jaleo, ay, jaleo, oooono ah, here’s trouble,

que nos cojen. ooooooo they’re catching us.

iAy, sdcame de este aprieto! oooooooo Ah, get me out of this scrape!

iAy, caballo, jaleo,
ay, caballito, jaleo!

Text: anonymous

oooooboooooo
oooooooooo

oooao

Ah, little horse, here’s trouble,
ah, little horse, here’s trouble!

Text: anonymous
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Maria Malibran
Rataplan

oooo

oooooo

Maria Malibran
Rataplan

Rataplan, tambour habile,
Rataplan, pataplan pataplan,
Rataplan, matin et soir,
Rataplan, plan par la ville,
Rataplan, plan plan, plan plan,
Je vais toujours

tambour battant —

Rrrrrrrrrrran plan plan
pataplan pataplan

Aux plaines de pyramides
J'ai mené,

tambour battant,
Ranpataplan

pataplan pataplan,

Les francais

de gloire avides

a la victoire enchantant;
mais au sort toujours docile,
me voila dans mes foyers,
devenu tambour de ville,
de tambour de grenadiers.

Rataplan

Et quand

de quitter la terre

enfin ce sera mon tour,
ranpataplan

pataplan pataplan,

je desire qu'on m'enterre
a coté de mon tambour;
quand des anges

les trompettes

sonneront le jugement,

je pourrai de mes baguettes
faire un accompagnement,
plan plan plan plan.

Rataplan

Text: anonymous

ooooooboooao
opobooooo,
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Ratatat, the skilful drummer,
ratatat, ratatat, ratatat,
ratatat, morning and night,
ratatat, tat through the town,
ratatat, tat-tat, tat-tat,

do | march, always

beating my drum —
Rrrrrrrrrrrat tat tat,

ratatat, ratatat...

To the plains of the pyramids
| led to victory,

beating my drum,

ratatatat,

ratatat, ratatat,

the French troops

hungry for glory,

singing as they went,

but obeying my fate as ever,
here | am back home,

the town drummer now,

the grenadier drummer.

Ratatat...

And when my time

finally comes

to leave this earth behind,
ratatatat,

ratatat, ratatat,

| want to be buried
alongside my drum;

when the

angelic trumpets

sound the last judgement,
I'll be able to accompany them
with my drumsticks,

tat tat tat tat.

Ratatat...

Text: anonymous
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MEBES - LN (1685-1757)
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NIERL (1686-1768)

FEZE - MEHZ (c1698-1756)

ooooooooooo
ooooooooooooooooDoo

BR{EF (1685-1759)

cgoobooooooopoboooo
cooooooo

ooooooomoooooooo o
ooooooooooooo

MHEES - LAFHEE

coboboobokieuoogooo

BERME - B5F (c1696-1730)

oooooooooo
ooooooooocoooooooon

BLWME - BB (1694-1744)

ooooooooooooooooo
oooooooocooooo

SEBYIETRL - FUHRITE (1709-c1770)

ooboobooboomoooooboooon
goooooooo

Domenico Scarlatti (1685-1757)

Sonata in E, K380 (Instrumental Piece)
Andante

Nicolo Porpora (1686-1768)

Come nave
(aria of Siface from Siface)*

Riccardo Broschi (c1698-1756)

Chi non sente al mio dolore
(aria of Epitide from Merope)*

George Frideric Handel (1685-1759)

Passacaglia in G minor and Sarabande in D minor
(Instrumental Piece)

Lascia la spina (aria of Piacere from Il Trionfo del
Tempo e del Disinganno)

Domenico Scarlatti

Sonata in C, K159 (Instrumental Piece)

Leonardo Vinci (c1696-1730)

Cervo in bosco
(aria of Climaco from Medo)*

Leonardo Leo (1694-1744)

Qual farfalla
(aria of Decio from Zenobia in Palmira)*

Francesco Araia (1709-c1770)

Cadro, ma qual si mira
(aria of Demetrio from Berenice)*

oood

Interval
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ferlz& - iz Nicold Porpora
odooooboOomoooooood Usignolo sventurato

oooooooo (aria of Siface from Siface)*

BEER George Frideric Handel
uooooboooo Scherza in mar la navicella
oooooooooao (from Lotario)

BELRNE - BER Leonardo Leo

cgUiooOoOooooooo Allegretto in G minor (Instrumental Piece)

EZREIT - BYIZE (1686-1739) Benedetto Marcello (1686-1739)

cooopooooooDoo Allegro in G (Instrumental Piece)

ZRIE - FZHI (c1670-1736) Antonio Caldara (c1670-1736)
Joooooooooooodg Quel buon pastor

goooooood (aria of Abel from La morte d’Abel)*

MEBRE - BHRAE Domenico Scarlatti

BUOOODOOK2620 00O OO0 Sonata in B, K262 (Instrumental Piece)

gooon Vivo

BRME - 5F Leonardo Vinci

0oooooooooooooooo Quanto invidio la sorte...Chi vive amante
000o0o0oooooooooooo (Recitative and aria of Erissena from Alessandro

oooooooo nelle Indie)*

[ERlZE - VKR Nicold Porpora
gooooboboooboboooo Nobil onda
ooooooood (aria of Adelaide from Adelaide)*

00001004000000000000 Running time: approximately 1 hour and 40 minutes with one interval

Sources: Manuscript 81 in the Library of the Royal Academy of Music, London

Biblioteca Statale del Monumento Nazionale di Montecassino Musikhandschriftenabteilung der Staats- und Universitétsbibliothek Hamburg

Bibliothéque du Conservatoire royal de Bruxelles Musiksammiung der Osterreichischen Nationalbibliothek, Wien

Conservatorio San Pietro a Majella, Napoli Staatsbibliothek zu Berlin, PreuBischer Kulturbesitz/Musikabteilung mit Mendelssohn-Archiv

Gesellschaft der Musikfreunde, Wien ) o
Manuscript 80 in the Library of the Royal Academy of Music, London Editor: Martin Heimgartner
Creation of Costume: Agostino Cavalca
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Nicold Porpora
Come nave

ooooooon
0Oooooao

Nicold Porpora
Like a ship

Come nave in mezzo all'onde
Si confonde il tuo pensiero;
Non temer

che il buon nocchiero

Il cammin t'insegnera.

Bastera per tuo conforto

L’'amor mio nella procella;
la tua guida, la tua stella,
Il tuo porto egli sara.

Text: Pietro Metastasio

Riccardo Broschi
Chi non sente al mio dolore

ooooooooo
ooooooo
ooo

ooooo
oooooo

oooooooao
oooooobooooo
ooooooboooooo
oooooooo

pooooooooooo

gboooboo
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Like a ship amid the waves,
your thoughts are troubled,
fear not,

for a good helmsman

will show you the way.

In the tempest, my love

will be all the comfort you need,
it will be your guide, your star,
and your safe haven.

Text: Pietro Metastasio

Riccardo Broschi
Who does not feel my pain

Chi non sente al mio dolore
Qualche affanno dentro al core
Vada pur tra foschi orrori

Tra le valli

a sospirar.

I mio bene, il padre, il regno
Mi ha rapito

fato indegno.

Sommi Dei, se giusti siete
Fin ponete al mio penar.

Text: Apostolo Zeno

oooooobooo
ooooobooooo
oooooooo
gooooooooo
ooooo

oooooobooooboooo
ooo

oooooo
ooooobooooo
oobooooboooao

pooooooooao

Who does not feel my pain

with sorrow in his heart

shall go down to the valleys,
stray through their black horrors
and sigh.

My beloved, my father, my reign
were robbed from me

by an unworthy fate.

Highest Gods, if you are righteous,
make an end to my suffering.

Text: Apostolo Zeno



George Frideric Handel
Lascia la spina

ooo
oooooooo

0O Lyrics

George Frideric Handel
Leave the thorn

Lascia la spina,
cogli la rosa

Tu vai cercando
il tuo dolor.

Canuta brina,

per mano ascosa
Giungera quando
nol crede il cor.

Text: Benedetto Pamphili

Leonardo Vinci
Cervo in bosco

ooooooo
oooooo
oooo
oooooo

ooooo
ooooao
ooog —
ooooooooo

pooooooooo

ooooooo
goooboboooooo

Leave the thorn,
pluck the rose;
you are seeking
your Own Sorrow.

An unseen hand

will bring you

hoary old age

ere your heart imagines.

Text: Benedetto Pamphili

Leonardo Vinci
When a hart in the forest

Cervo in bosco se I'impiaga
Dardo repido e mortale,
Varca il colle, cerca il fonte,
Dalla valle

al prato va.

Trova alfin mentre divaga
Erba, onor

d’aprico monte,

Che gustata I'empio strale
Dal suo fianco cader fa.

Text: Carlo Frugoni

oooooooo
oooooooooo
ooooooboooooo
ooooao

ooooao

ooooooboooo
oooooooo
ooooao

ooooao
oooooooboooooo

ooooooooo

When a hart in the forest is struck
by a swift and deadly dart,

over the hill, in search of a spring,
from the valley

to the meadow it goes.

In its wanderings at last it finds
grass adorning

the sunny mountainside

which once eaten, causes the
cruel arrow to fall from its flank.

Text: Carlo Frugoni



BT s OO

Leonardo Leo
Qual farfalla

goooooo
oooooobood

Leonardo Leo
Like a butterfly

Qual farfalla innamorata
Va girando intorno al lume
La speranza del mio core.

E bruciandosi le piume
Nella cuna sventurata
Ha il feretro ove sen more.

Text: Apostolo Zeno &
Pietro Pariati

Francesco Araia
Cadro, ma qual si mira

ooooooboooooo
ooooooonoo
ooooooOooooono

oooooo
oooooobod—-—
ooooooa

oooooooooon
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oobooooooog
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Like a butterfly crazed with love,
the hope | harbour within my heart
flutters forever around the flame.

And scorching its wings,
is buried where it dies
in its ill-fated birthplace.

Text: Apostolo Zeno &
Pietro Pariati

Francesco Araia
| shall fall, just as one sees fall

Cadro, ma qual si mira
Parte cader dal monte
Della sassosa fronte
Che quant’a lei s’oppone
Urta, fracassa e seco
Precipitando va.

E se non resta oppresso
Dalla fatal ruina,

Sente da lunge anch’esso
Attonito il pastore

Lo strepito del coplo
Ch’'impallidir lo fa.

Text: Antonio Salvi

oooooo
oooooobooo
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| shall fall, just as one sees fall
part of the rocky summit

of a mountain,

which strikes and shatters
anything in its path

causing it too to plummet.

And if he is not crushed
by that dreadful collapse,
the terrified shepherd
also hears from afar

the noise of the fall.

at which he grows pale.

Text: Antonio Salvi

— Interval — —0ood —



Nicold Porpora
Usignolo sventurato

gooooooo
oooooooo

00 Lyrics

Nicolo Porpora
The unhappy nightingale

Usignolo sventurato,

Che desia fuggir la morte,
Va cantando e del suo fato
Cosi piange il rio tenor.

Sembro lieto anch’io sul trono
Pur la sorte & a me tiranna,
Pure invidio il bel soggiorno
D’una povera capanna

Al felice affittator.

Text: Pietro Metastasio

George Frideric Handel
Scherza in mar la navicella

ooooo
ooooooo
oooooa
ooooooobo

ooooooooooooooon
oooooooobo
ooooooonoo

ooooo
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poooooboooooo

ooo
ooooooood

The unhappy nightingale,

anxious to escape death,

sings on and thus laments
its melancholy fate.

| too seem content on my throne,
yet destiny oppresses me.

and | envy the happy tenant
the simple shelter

of his humble cottage.

Text: Pietro Metastasio

George Frideric Handel
The little boat swims playfully
in the sea

Scherza in mar

la navicella

Mentre ride

aura seconda:

ma se poi fiera procella
turba il Ciel,

sconvolge I'onda

va perduta a naufragar.

Non cosi questo mio core
cedera d’'un empia sorte

allo sdegno ed al furore

che per anco in faccia a morte
sa da grande trionfar.

Text: Giacomo Rossi

ooao
oood—--—
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The little boat swims playfully

in the sea

while a favourable wind

smiles upon it:

but if then a proud storm
perturbs the skies

and upsets the waves

it ends up lost and shipwrecked.

Yet, my heart will not like this
yield to a wicked fate,

to frenzy and rage,

because even in the face of death
it knows how to triumph greatly.

Text: Giacomo Rossi
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Antonio Caldara ooooooo Antonio Caldara

Quel buon pastor ooooooo That good shepherd

Quel buon pastor son io, ooooooo | am that good shepherd
Che tanto il gregge apprezza oOooooooo who loves his flock so much
Che per la sua salvezza ooooooo that he lays down his life
Offre se stesso ancor. ooooooooooon for its salvation.

Conosco ad una ad una ooooao | know each one

Le mie dilette agnelle 0oooooooo of my beloved lambs,

E riconoscon quelle oooooon and they all recognise

|l tenero pastor. oooooooo their gentle shepherd.

Text: Pietro Metastasio

Leonardo Vinci
Quanto invidio la sorte...Chi
vive amante

ooooooooooboo

goooooo
goooooooooooo

Text: Pietro Metastasio

Leonardo Vinci
How I envy the fate of the
lovers

Quanto invidio la sorte delle
greche donzelle!

Almen fra loro

fossi nata anch’io.

Ah, gia per lui fra gli amorosi
affanni dunque vive Erissena?
No! M’inganno.

Chi vive amante, sai che delira.

Spesso si lagna,
sempre sospira,
Ne daltro

parla che di morir.

lo non m’affanno,

non mi querelo,

Giammai tiranno

non chiamo il cielo.
Dunque il mio core
d’amor non pena

O pur 'amore non € martir.

Text: Pietro Metastasio

oooooo
ooooooa
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How | envy

the fate of the Greek damsels!
Would that | had been

born one of them.

Ah, is Erissena then enduring
the pangs of love for him?

No. | am fooling myself!

You know that lovers do rave,
often lamenting,

always sighing,

never speaking of

aught save death.

| have no cares,

nothing to regret,

never do | call

heaven tyrannous,

thus either my heart

is not sick with love,

or else, love is no torment.

Text: Pietro Metastasio
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Nicold Porpora oboooooo Nicold Porpora

Nobil onda nooooo Noble water

Nobil onda, ooooono The more narrowly confined
Chiara figlia d'alto monte, 0oOooooooooo that noble water,

Piu ch’e stretta e prigioniera, ooooooo bright daughter of the high peak,
Pit gioconda ooono the more joyfully

scherza in fonte, ooooono she plays at her source,

Piu leggiera oooog the more lightly

all’aure va. oooooo she rises into the air.

Tal quest’alma, ooooooo And thus, the more my soul
Piu che oppressa dalla sorte, 0oooooooon is plagued by fate,
Spieghera piu in alto il volo oooooon the higher it will soar,

E la palma d’esser forte oooooooooo and its suffering will earn it
Dal suo duolo acquistera. oooooooon the glory of remaining strong.

Text: Antonio Salvi

0000000000000

opoooobobooo

Lyrics in original and translation provided by artist

oooooooo

Text: Antonio Salvi





