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Chanson Perpétuelle Ernest Chausson
(1855-1899)

Teresa Procter, mezzo-soprano
Pippa Jarvis, violin

Emily Jackson, violin
Jill Valentine, viola

Allan Hon, cello

Litanei Franz Schubert
(1797-1828)

Chanson Triste Henri Duparc
(1848-1933)

‘A Vuchella Paolo Tosti
(1846-1916)

Samuel Waters, tenor

Vier Mignon Lieder von Johann Goethe Robert Schumann
(1810-1856)     Kennst du das Land 

     Nur wer die sehnsucht kennt 
     Heiss mich nicht reden 
     So last mich scheinen 

Yekaterina Gruzglina, soprano
  

Vedrommi intorno Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart
   from Idomeneo (1756-1791)



Winterstürme wichen dem Wonnemond Richard Wagner
   from Die Walküre (1813-1883)

Frederick Ballentine, tenor

Drei Lieder Johannes Brahms
(1833-1897)     Meine Liebe ist grün 

     Die Mainacht 
     Unbewegte Laue Luft 

Julia Dawson, mezzo-soprano

Siete Canciones Populares Españolas  Manuel de Falla
(1876-1946)      El Paño Moruno 

      Seguidilla Murciana 
     Asturiana 
     Jota 
     Nana 
     Canción 
     Polo 

Allegra De Vita, mezzo-soprano

Bist du bei mir Johann Sebastian Bach
(1685-1750)

Three Songs Sergei Rachmaninoff
(1873-1943)     Zdes’ khorosho, Op. 21, No. 7  

     Ne poy krasavitsa pri mne, Op. 4, No. 4 
     Son, Op. 38, no. 5 

Rebecca Sørensen, soprano



Se vuol ballare Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart
   from Le nozze di Figaro (1756-1791)

If Ever I Would Leave You  Alan Jay Lerner
   from Camelot and Frederick Lowe

Calvin Griffin, bass-baritone

Fünf Lieder Josef Marx
(1882-1964)     Marienlied 

     Waldseligkeit 
     Und gestern hat er mir Rosen gebracht 
     Im Arm der Liebe schliefen wir selig ein 
     Hat dich die Liebe berührt 

Kathryn Smith, soprano



Concert of Songs and Arias

Tom Jaber, piano
Vocal Students from the Shepherd School of Music

April 1, 2013
8:00p.m., Stude Concert Hall

Teresa Procter, mezzo-soprano
Chanson Perpétuelle – Ernest Chausson  (1855-1899)
Trembling trees, starry sky - My beloved has gone away
bearing with him my desolate heart. Winds, let your plaintive noises - Let your songs, charming nightingales, 
Tell him that I die. The first night he came here, My soul was at his mercy; I no longer cared about my pride. 
My glances were full of promise. He took me into his trembling arms and kissed me near the hair. I felt a great 
quivering.  And then, I don’t know how He became my lover. I said to him: “You will love me as long as you 
are able.” I never slept as well as in his arms. But he, feeling his heart fade, left the other day without me, for a 
foreign land. Since I no longer have my friend, I will die in this pool, among
the flowers under the sleeping current.  Arriving on the shoreline, I will speak his name to the wind, in a dream 
that I await him there. And like in a gilde shroud with hair tousled at the wind’s whim,
I will let myself go. The happy hours of the past 
will glimmer on my face, and the green reeds will entrap me. And my breast, shuddering under the caress
of their entwinement, will believe it submits to the embrace of the one who left.  (Charles Cros)

Samuel Waters, tenor
Litanei - Franz Schubert (1797-1828)
Rest in peace, all souls who have had done with anxious torment,
who have had done with sweet dreams who, sated with life and hardly born,
have departed from this world: all souls rest in peace!

Maiden souls, full of love, whose tears cannot be counted, whom a false friend has abandoned,
and the blind world has disowned; all who have parted from here, all souls rest in peace!

And those who never smiled at the sun, keeping watch on the thorns beneath the moon,
to see God in the pure heavenly light and look him just once in the face: all who have parted from here,
all souls rest in peace!
(Johann Georg Jacobi)

Chanson Triste - Henri Duparc (1848-1933)
Moonlight slumbers in your heart, A gentle summer moonlight, And to escape the cares of life
I shall drown myself in your light. I shall forget past sorrows, My sweet, when you cradle
My sad heart and my thoughts In the loving calm of your arms. You will rest my poor head,
Ah! sometimes on your lap, And recite to it a ballad That will seem to speak of us;
And from your eyes full of sorrow, From your eyes I shall then drink So many kisses and so much love
That perhaps I shall be healed.  (Jean Lahor)



‘A Vuchella - Paolo Tosti (1846-1916)
Yes, like a little flower, You have got a sweet mouth A little bit withered.
Please give it to me it’s like a little rose Give me a little kiss, give, Cannetella!
Give one and take one, a kiss as little as your mouth which looks like a little rose
a little bit withered. (Gabriele D’Annunzio)

Yekaterina Gruzglina, soprano
Vier Mignon Lieder von Johann Goethe - Robert Schumann (1810-1856)
1. Kennst du das land
Knowest thou where the lemon blossom grows, in foliage dark the orange golden glows, a gentle breeze blows 
from the azure sky, still stands the myrtle, and the laurel, high? Dost know it well? ‘Tis there! ‘Tis there would I 
with thee, oh my beloved, fare. Knowest the house, its roof on columns fine? Its hall glows brightly and its cham-
bers shine, and marble figures stand and gaze at me: what have they done, oh wretched child, to thee? Dost 
know it well? ‘Tis there! ‘Tis there would I with thee, oh my protector, fare. Knowest the mountain with the misty 
shrouds? The mule is seeking passage through the clouds; in caverns dwells the dragons’ ancient brood; the cliff 
rocks plunge under the rushing flood! Dost know it well? ‘Tis there! ‘Tis there Leads our path! Oh father, let us 
fare.

2. Nur wer die sehnsucht kennt
Only one who knows longing knows what I suffer! Alone and cut off from all joy, I look into the firmament in 
that direction. Ach! he who loves and knows me is far away. I am reeling, my entrails are burning. Only one who 
knows longing knows what I suffer!

3. Heiss mich nicht reden
Don’t ask me to speak - ask me to be silent, for my secret is a [solemn] duty to me. I wish I could bare my soul to 
you, but fate does not will it.  At the right time, the sun’s course will dispel the dark night, and it must be illumi-
nated. The hard rock will open its bosom; and ungrudgingly, the earth will release deep hidden springs. Others 
may seek calm in the arms of a friend; there one can pour out one’s heart in lament.
But for me alone, a vow locks my lips, And only a god has the power to open them.  

4. So last mich scheinen
So let me seem, until I become so; don’t take the white dress away from me! From the beautiful earth I hasten
down into that solid house. There I will repose a moment in peace, until I open my eyes afresh; then I will leave 
behind the spotless garment, the girdle and the wreath. And those spirits of heaven do not ask whether one 
is `man’ or `woman’ and no clothes, no robes will cover my transfigured body. Although I have lived without 
trouble and toil, I have still felt deep pain. Through sorrow I have aged too soon; Make me forever young again! 

Frederick Ballentine
Aria: Vedrommi intorno from Idomeneo - Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart (1756-1791)
Shipwrecked, Idomeneo promised Neptune to sacrifice the first human that he met on Neptune’s altar if he was 
saved from the shipwreck. He is indeed saved but imagines how the ghost of the sacrificed person will haunt him 
for his entire life.

Aria: Winterstürme wichen dem Wonnemond from Die Walküre - Richard Wagner (1813-1883)
After Sieglinde offers him escape from her husband Hunding as well as a sword which is stuck in a tree outside, 
Siegmund compares his love for Sieglinde to the beauty of springtime.



Julia Dawson, mezzo-soprano
Drei Lieder – Johannes Brahms (1833-1897)
1. Meine Liebe ist Grün
My love is as green as the lilac bush, And my love is as fair as the sun, 
which gleams down on the lilacbush and fills it with fragrance and bliss.
My soul has the wings of a nightingale and rocks itself in blooming lilac,
and, intoxicated by the fragrance, cheers and sings a good many love-drunk songs. (Felix Schumann)

2. Die Mainacht 
When the silvery moon beams through the shrubs and over the lawn scatters its slumbering light, and the night-
ingale sings, I walk sadly through the woods.
I guess you’re happy, fluting nightingale, for your wife lives in one nest with you, giving her singing spouse a 
thousand faithful kisses. Shrouded by foliage, a pair of doves coo their delight to me; but I turn away seeking 
darker shadows, and a lonely tear flows.
When, o smiling image that like dawn shines through my soul, shall I find you on earth? And the lonely tear 
flows trembling, burning, down my cheek. (Ludwig Hölty)

3. Unbewegte Laue Luft
Motionless, tepid air, nature, deeply at rest; Through the still garden-night only the fountain splashes. But in my 
heart there surges hot desires, And in my veins swells life, and a longing for life. Should not also your breast be 
lifted by longing wishes? Should not the cry of my soul reverberate deeply in yours? Softly, with ethereal steps, 
do not tarry to float to me! Come, oh come, so that we might Give each other heavenly satisfaction! (Georg 
Friedrich Daumer)

Allegra De Vita, mezzo-soprano
Siete Canciones Populares Españolas – Manuel de Falla (1876-1946)
1. El Paño Moruno (The Moorish Cloth)
On the fine cloth in the store a stain has fallen;
It sells at a lesser price, because it has lost its value. Alas!

2. Seguidilla Murciana
Who has a roof of glass should not throw stonesto their neighbor’s (roof ).
Let us be muleteers; It could be that on the road we will meet!
For your great inconstancy I compare you to a [coin] that runs
from hand to hand; which finally blurs, and, believing it false, no one accepts!

3. Asturiana
To see whether it would console me, I drew near a green pine, To see whether it would console me.
Seeing me weep, it wept; And the pine, being green, seeing me weep, wept.

4. Jota
They say we don’t love each other because they never see us talking
But they only have to ask both your heart and mine. 
Now I bid you farewell your house and your window too and even ... your mother 
Farewell, my sweetheart until tomorrow.

5. Nana
Go to sleep, Child, sleep, Sleep, my soul, Go to sleep, little star of the morning.
Lulla-lullaby, Lulla-lullaby, Sleep, little star of the morning.



6. Cancion
Because your eyes are traitors I will hide from them You don’t know how painful
it is to look at them. “Mother I feel worthless, Mother”
They say they don’t love me and yet once they did love me
“Love has been lost in the air Mother all is lost It is lost Mother”

7. Polo
Ay! I keep a... (Ay!) I keep a... (Ay!) I keep a sorrow in my breast,
I keep a sorrow in my breast Ay! that to no one will I tell.
Wretched be love, wretched, Wretched be love, wretched, Ay!
And he who gave me to understand it! Ay!

Rebecca Sørensen, soprano
Bist du bei mir – J. S. Bach (1685-1750)
If you are with me, I will gladly go to [my] death and to my rest. Ah, how pleasant would my end be if your dear, 
fair hands shut my faithful eyes!

Three Songs - Sergei Rachmaninoff (1873-1943)
1. Zdes’ khorosho, Op. 21, No. 7
How nice it is here...Look - far away, The river is a blaze of fire;
The meadows lie like carpets of colour The clouds are white.
Here there is no one...Here it is silent...Here is only God and I,
The flowers, the old pine tree, And you, my dream!  (Glafira Adol’fovna Galina)

2. Ne poy krasavitsa pri mne, Op. 4, No. 4
Do not sing, my beauty, to me your sad songs of Georgia;
they remind me of that other life and distant shore.
Alas, They remind me, your cruel melodies, of the steppe, the night and moonlit
features of a poor, distant maiden! That sweet and fateful apparition I forget when you appear;
but you sing, and before me I picture that image anew. Do not sing, my beauty, to me
your sad songs of Georgia; they remind me of that other life and distant shore. (Aleksandr Pushkin)

3. Son, Op. 38, No. 5
There is nothing more desirable In the world than the dream. It has magic stillness. It has on its lips
No sadness, no laughter And bottomless eyes, and many hidden pleasures. It has two immense wings,
as light as the shadow of midnight. It’s unfathomable how it carries them,
and where and on what; It will not beat its wings, And it will not move its shoulder.  (Fyodor Sologub)

Calvin Griffin, bass-baritone 
Aria: Se vuol ballare from Le nozze di Figaro - Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart
Angry at the Count for reclaiming the right to sleep with his servant on the night of her marriage in order to 
sleep with Susanna, Figaro decides that he will pretend that he is obedient to the Count’s wishes while, in real-
ity, he is planning to work against the Count.

If Ever I Would Leave You  from Camelot - Alan Jay Lerner and Frederick Lowe



Kathryn Smith, soprano
Fünf Lieder – Josef Marx (1882-1964)
1. Marienlied
In thousand images I see thee, o Mary, sweet in each design. But none of all can ever describe you as you see
the soul of mine. I know but that the toils of life thee alike unto a dream go by and that a sweet and nameless
heaven forever to my mind is nigh. (Friedrich von Hardenberg)

2. Waldseligkeit
The woods begin to rustle and night approaches the trees, as if it were listening happily for the right moment to 
caress them. And under their branches I am entirely alone; I am entirely yours, entirely yours! (Richard Dehmel)

3. Und gestern hat er mir Rosen gebracht,
And yesterday he brought me roses, They diffused their scent the whole night long, they wooed me on his be-
half, he who thinks of me - so I bestowed the dream of one night upon him. And today I wander about and smile 
mutely, carry his roses around with me and wait and hearken, and if I hear the door, My heart quivers: ah, if
he would only come to me! And I kiss the roses that he brought me, and I go and seek the dream of the night.
(Thekla Lingen)

4. Im Arm der Liebe schliefen wir selig ein
In the arms of love we fell blissfully asleep; at the open window the summer wind listened and carried the
peacefulness of our breath out into the bright, moonlit night. And out of the garden, feeling its way randomly,
the scent of roses came to our bed of love and gave us wonderful dreams, dreams of intoxication, rich with
yearning. (Otto Erich Hartleben)

5. Hat dich die Liebe berührt
If love has touched you, then quietly among the noisy throng you walk in a golden cloud, Led safely [by a god]
as if lost, you let your gaze stray about,
you do not begrudge others their joys, You only yearn for one thing. Timidly withdrawn into yourself in rapture, 
you vainly try to [conceal] that now the crown of life glowingly adorns your brow. (Paul Heyse)




