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Texts and Translations 

Non t’accostar all’urna,
Che l’osse mio rinserra,
Questa pietosa terra
È sacra al mio dolor.
Ricuso i tuoi giacinti;
Non voglio i tuoi pianti;
Che giovano agli estinti
Due lagrime o due fior?
Empia! Dovevi allora
Porgermi un fil d’aita,
Quando traèa in vita
In grembo dei sospir.
A che d’inutil pianto 
Assordi la foresta?
Rispetta un’ombra mesta,
E lasciala dormir.

Do Not approach the urn,
that encloses my bones;
this holy ground 
is sacred to my grief.
I refuse your hyacinths;
I do not want your tears;
What good to the dead are 
two tears or two flowers?
Wicked one! You should then 
have offered me a thread of help,
when my life was pulled
into the womb of sighing.
Why do you deafen the forest 
with useless crying?
Respect a sad ghost,
and let it sleep.

Domine Deus,
Rex cœlestis, 
Deus Pater omnipotens.

Lord God,
King heavenly,
God the Father omnipotent.

Laudamus te,
Benedicimus te,
Adoramus te,
Glorificamus te.

We praise You,
We bless You,
We worship You,
We glorify You.

—Translation by Bard Suverkrop

Laudamus te

Domine Deus

—Translation by Bard Suverkrop

Non t’accostar all’urna
Text by Jacopo Vittorelli

—Translation by Bard Suverkrop



Guarda che bianca luna!
Guarda che notte azzurra!
Un’aura non susurra,
Non tremola uno stel.
L’usignoletto solo
Va dalla siepe all’orno,
E sospirando intorno
Chiamala sua fedel.
Ella, che il senta appena,
Vien di fronda in fronda,
E pare che gli dica,
Non piangere: son qui.
Che gemiti son questi,
Che dolci pianti, Irene,
Che dolci pianti son questi?
Tu mai non me sapesti
Rispondere così!

Look, how white the moon!
Look, how blue the night!
Not a breeze whispers,
not a branch trembles.
Alone, the nightingale 
flies from the hedge to the ash,
and, sighing all around,
it calls its faithful mate.
She, having scarcely heard him,
flies from branch to branch,
and it seems she might be saying to him,
do not weep: I am here.
What laments are these,
what sweet tears, Irene,
what sweet tears are these?
You could never  
answer me like that!

Da quel sembiante appresi
A sospiran d’amore,
Sempre per quel sembiante
Sospirerò d’amore.
La face a cui m’accesi
Solo m’alletta e piace,
E fredda ogn’altra face
Per riscaldarmi il cuore.

From that face I learned 
to sigh for love,
Always for that face
I shall sigh with love.
The flame which has enflamed (my heart)
alone can charm and please me,
And all other flames are too cold
to warm my heart.

Guarda, che bianca luna
Text by Jacopo Vittorelli

Da quel sembiante appresi
Text by Pietro Metastasio

—Translation by Bard Suverk

—Translation by Bard Suverk



Mio ben ricordati,
Se avvien, ch’io mora:
Quanto quest’anima
Fedel t’amò.
E se pur amano
Le fredde ceneri;
Nell’urna ancora
T’adorerò.

Remember, my beloved,
if I should happen to die,
how much my faithful soul
loved you.
And if cold ashes can love;
I shall still adore you in the urn.
I shall adore you even in death.

Like melodies it pervades
my senses softly.
Like spring flowers it blooms
and drifts along like fragrance.

But when a word comes and grasps it 
and brings it before the eye,
like gray mist it fades
and vanishes like a breath.

And yet there remains a rhyme 
a certain hidden fragrance,
which, gently from the dormant bud,
a tearful eye evokes.

Wie Melodien zieht es
Mir leise durch den Sinn,
Wie Frühlingsblumen blüht es
Und schwebt wie Duft dahin.

Doch kommt das Wort und faßt es
Und führt es vor das Aug,
Wie Nebelgrau erblaßt es
Und schwindet wie ein Hauch.

Und dennoch ruht im Reime 
Verborgen wohl ein Duft,
Den mild aus stillem Keime
Ein feuchtes Auge ruft.

Mio ben ricordati
Text by Pietro Metastasio

Wie Melodien zieht es mir
Poem by Klaus Johann Groth

—Translation by Bard Suverk

—Translation by Martha Gerhart



(Er)
Guten Abend, mein Schatz,
Guten Abend, mein Kind!
Ich komm aus Lieb zu dir,
Ach, mach mir auf die Tür!

(Sie)
Mein Tür ist verschlossen,
Ich laß dich nicht ein;
Mutter, die rät mir klug,
Warst du herein mit Fug,
Wärs mit mir vorbei!

(Er)
So kalt ist die Nacht,
So eisig der Wind,
Daß mir das Herz erfriert,
Mein Leib erlöschen wird,
Öffne mir, mein Kind!

(Sie)
Löschet dein Lieb,
Laß sie löschen mir!
Löschet sie immerzu,
Geh heim zu Bett, zur Ruh,
Gute Nacht, mein Knab!

(He) 
Good evening, my darling,
good evening, my dear!
I’m here out of love for you;
ah, open the door to me!

(She)
My door is locked;
I will not let you in.
Mother counseled me wisely
that if you were permitted to come in
it would be all over for me!

(He)
So cold is the night,
so icy the wind,
that my heart is freezing;
my love will be extinguished.
Open for me, my dear!

(She)
If you love is being extinguished,
just let it go out!
If it keeps going out,
go home to bed, to sleep!
Good night, my lad!

Vergebliches Ständchen
Poem by Anton Wilhelm Florentin von Zuccalmaglio

—Translation by Martha Gerhart



Immer leiser wird mein Schlummer.
Nur wie Schleier liegt mein Kummer
Zitternd über mir.  
Oft im Träume hör ich dich
Rufen draus vor meiner Tür,
Niemand wacht und öffnet dir,
Ich erwach und weine bitterlich.

Ja, ich werde sterben müssen,
Eine andre wirst du küssen,
Wenn ich bleich und kalt.
Eh die Mainlüfte wehn,
Eh die Drossel singt im Wald:
Willst due mich noch einmal sehn,
Komm, o komme bald!

Ever lighter becomes my slumber;
like a veil lies my sorrow
trembling over me.
Often in my dreams I hear you
calling outside my door.
No one wakes and opens for you;
I wake up and weep bitterly.

Yes, I shall have to die;
you will kiss another,
when I am pale and cold.
Before the May breezes blow,
before the thrush sings in the wood,
if you want to see me once more,
come—oh come soon!

Meine Liebe ist grün wie der Fliederbusch,
Und mein Lieb ist schön wie die Sonne;
Die glänzt wohl herab auf den Fliederbusch
Und füllt ihn mit Duft und mit Wonne.

Meine Seele hat Schwingen der Nachtigall
Und wiegt sich in blühendem Flieder,
Und jauchzet und signet vom Duft 
berauscht
Viel liebestrunkene Lieder. 

My love is verdant as the lilac bush,
and my loved one is beautiful as the sun
which shines down on the lilac bush
and fills it with fragrance and with rapture. 

My soul has the wings of the nightingale;
and it sways gently among the blossoming lilac 
and rejoices and sings—drunk with the 
fragrance—
many love-intoxicated songs.

Immer Leiser Wird Mein Schlummer
Poem by Hermann von Lingg

Meine Liebe ist grün
Poem by Felix Schumann

—Translation by Martha Gerhart

—Translation by Martha Gerhart



Mes vers fuiraient, doux et frêles,
Vers votre jardin si beau,
Si mes vers avaient des ailes,
Comme l’oiseux!
Ils voleraient, étincelles,
Vers votre foyer qui rit,
Si mes vers avaient des ailes,
Comme l’esprit!
Près de vous, purs et fidèles,
Ils accouraient, nuit et jour,
Si mes vers avaient des ailes,
Comme l’amour!

My verses would flee, sweet and frail,
To your garden so beautiful,
If my verses had wings
Like the bird!
They would fly, glittering,
To your cheery fireside,
If my verses had wings
Like my spirit!
To you, pure and faithful,
They would hasten, night and day,
If my verses had wings,
Like love!

Quand je fus pris au pavillon
De ma dame très gente et belle,
Je me brulay à la chandelle
Ainsi que fait le papillon.
Je rougis comme vermillon
A la clarté d’une étincelle
Quand je fus pris au pavillon
De ma dame très gente et belle.
Si j’eusse été esmerillon,
Ou que j’eusse eu aussi bonne aile,
Je me fusse gardé de celle
Qui me bailla de l’aiguillon,
Quand je fus pris au pavillon.

When I was possessed 
By my fair and charming lady,
I burned myself at the flame
Just as does the butterfly. 
I blushed bright red
By the brilliant light,
When I was possessed
By my fair and charming lady.
Were I as swift as a merlin,
Or had I speedy wings,
I would fly away from the one
Who stung me,
When I was possessed. 

Si mes vers avaient des ailes
Poem by Victor Hugo

Quand je fus pris au pavillon
Poem by Duc Charles D’Orleans

—Translation by Waldo Lyman

—Translation by Waldo Lyman



Fumée
Poem by Jean Moreas

Paysage
Poem by Andre Theuriet

A deux pas de la mer qu’on entend bourdonner
Je sais un coin perdu de la terre bretonne
Où j’aurais tant aimé, pendant les jours 
d’automne,
Chère, à vous emmener!
De chênes faisant cercle autour d’une fontaine,
Quelques hêtres épars, un vieux moulin désert,
Une source dont l’eau claire a le reflet vert
De vos yeux de sirène;
La mésange, au matin, sous la feuille jaunie,
Viendrait chanter pour nous…
Et la mer, nuit et jour,
Viendrait accompagner nos caresses d’amour
De sa basse infinie!

Quite close to the murmuring sea,
I know a hidden spot in Britanny,
Where, on autumn days, I would love so 
much 
To take you, my darling!
Oak trees forming a circle around a fountain,
Some scattered hedges, an old deserted mill,
A spring’s clear water, with green reflections
Of your siren-like eyes;
Mornings, a bird under the yellow foliage 
Would come to sing for us…
And the sea, by night and by day,
Would accompany our caresses of love
With its infinite bass voice.

Compagne de l’ether, indolente fumée,
Je te resemble en peu…
Ta vie est d’un instant, la mienne est 
consumée;
Mais nous sortons due deu.
L’homme pour subsister, 
en recueillant la cendre,
Qu’il use se genoux, 
Sans plus nous soucier et sans jamais 
descendre,
Evanouissons-nous!

Companion of the ether, indolent smoke,
I slightly resemble you…
Your life lasts a moment, mine is 
consumed,
But we come forth from fire.
Man, in order to exist, 
must gather ashes
He wears out his knees. 
No longer caring, and never descending to 
earth,
Let us vanish!

—Translation by Waldo Lyman

—Translation by Waldo Lyman



Why do they shut me out of Heaven?
Poem by Emily Dickinson

Why — do they shut me out of Heaven?
Did I sing — too loud?
But — I can say a little "minor"
Timid as a Bird!

Wouldn't the Angels try me —
Just — once — more —
Just — see — if I troubled them —
But don't — shut the door!

Oh, if I — were the Gentleman
In the "White Robe" —
And they — were the little Hand — that knocked —
Could — I — forbid?

There came a wind like a bugle
Poem by Emily Dickinson

There came a Wind like a Bugle—
It quivered through the Grass
And a Green Chill upon the Heat
So ominous did pass
We barred the Windows and the Doors
As from an Emerald Ghost—
The Doom's electric Moccasin
The very instant passed—
On a strange Mob of panting Trees
And Fences fled away
And Rivers where the Houses ran
Those looked that lived—that Day—
The Bell within the steeple wild
The flying tidings told—
How much can come
And much can go,
And yet abide the World!

Sleep is supposed to be
Poem by Emily Dickinson

Sleep is supposed to be
By souls of sanity
The shutting of the eye.

Sleep is the station grand
Down wh’, on either hand
The hosts of witness stand!

Morn is supposed to be
By people of degree
The breaking of the Day.

Morning has not occurred!

That shall Aurora be—
East of Eternity—
One with the banner gay—
One in the red array—
That is the break of Day!

Heart, we will forget him
Poem by Emily Dickinson

Heart! We will forget him!
You and I—tonight!
You may forget the warmth he gave—
I will forget the light!

When you have done, pray tell me
That I may straight begin!
Haste! lest while you're lagging.
I remember him!

https://genius.com/Emily-dickinson-there-came-a-wind-like-a-bugle-annotated#note-4340707
https://genius.com/Emily-dickinson-there-came-a-wind-like-a-bugle-annotated#note-4357008
https://genius.com/Emily-dickinson-there-came-a-wind-like-a-bugle-annotated#note-4340707
https://genius.com/Emily-dickinson-there-came-a-wind-like-a-bugle-annotated#note-4357008
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Welcome to the Recital Hall

• Everyone in attendance will be grateful if your watch alarm, phone, and other devices 
are turned off. Please do not text during the performance.

• We recommend you arrive 30 minutes before the performance to allow for parking, 
picking up your tickets, and being seated before the scheduled concert time. The ticket 
window opens one hour before ticketed performances.

• Latecomers will be admitted to the hall at an appropriate break in the performance—
typically between musical works. Latecomers should be seated toward the back to cause 
the least disruption.

• Food, drinks, and tobacco may be enjoyed outside only.
 Please unwrap cough drops and throat lozenges before the performance. 

• The use of photographic, audio, and video devices is distracting to audience members 
and performers alike. The use of cameras and recording devices is strictly prohibited 
unless approved in advance by the theater manager.

• Younger children and their adult guests may wish to consider being seated on an aisle 
near the door.

• Children (and adults) should be able to sit quietly throughout the performance.

• All patrons, including children of any age, must purchase a ticket and sit in a seat.


