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Ich trage meine Minne 
Ich trage meine Minne vor Wonne stumm 

im Herzen und im Sinne mit mir herum. 
Ja, dass ich dich gefunden, du liebes Kind, 

Das freut mich alleTage, die mir beschieden sind. 
Und ob auch der Himmel trübe, 

kohl-schwartz die Nacht, 
hell leuchtet meiner Liebe goldsonnige Pracht. 

und lügt auch die Welt in Sünden, so tut mir’s weh, 
die arge muss erblinden vor deiner Unschuld Schnee. 

 
 
 
 
 

Morgen 
Und morgen wird die Sonnewieder scheinen, 

und auf dem Wege, den ich gehen werde, 
wird uns die Glücklichen, sie weider einen 

inmitten dieser sonnenatmenden Erde, 
und zu dem Strand, dem weiten, wogenblauen, 

werden wir still und langsam niedersteigen, 
stumm werden wir uns in die Augenschauen, 

und auf uns sinkt des Glücked stummes Schweigen. 
 
 
 
 
 

Ständchen 
Mach’ auf, mach’ auf doch leise mein Kind, 

Um Keinen vom Schlumer zu wecken, 
Kaum murmelt der Bach, 

 kaum zittert im Wind ein Blatt 
An den Büschen und Hecken. 

D’rum leise, mein Mädchen, dass nichts sich regt, 
Nur leise die Hand auf die Klinke gelegt. 
Mit Tritten, wie Tritte der Elfen so sacht, 

Um über die Blumen zu hüpfen, 
Flieg’ leicht hinaus in die Mondscheinnacht 

Zu mir in den garten zu schlüpfen. 
Rings schlummern die Blüthen am rieselnden Bach 

Und duften im Schlaf, nur die Liebe ist wach! 
Sitz’ nieder, hier dämmert’s geheimnissvoll 

Unter den Linden bäumen, 
Die Nachtigall uns zu Häupten 

Soll von uns’en Küssen träumen, 
Und die Rose, wenn sie am Morgen erwacht, 

Hoch glüh’n von den Wonne schauern der Nacht! 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I carry my love for joy 
I carry my love for joy in silence 
around with me in heart and in soul. 
Yes, that I found you, you lovely child, 
This pleased me all day, that is granted to me. 
And whether also the heaven clouds, 
coal-black the night,  
My love shines like the sun’s golden splendor, 
and even as the world in sin, so too my hurt, 
The bad must go blind for you innocence as snow. 
 
 
 
 
 
Tomorrow 
And tomorrow will the sun again shine, 
and on that way that I go  
will we be united, us lucky ones 
upon this sun-breathing earth, 
and to that beach, that wide, blue surge, 
we become quiet and slowly descend, 
mute we look into each other’s eyes 
And on us settles the happiness of silence.  
 
 
 
 
 
Serenade 
Open up, open up, but quietly my child, 
so as to wake no one from sleep, 
hardly murmurs the brook, 
the wind hardly shakes a leaf 
Of the bushes and hedges. 
So softly my maiden, so nothing stirs, 
Only the soft hand on the door handle. 
With steps as soft as steps of Elves, 
over the flowers to hop, 
fly light out in the moonlit night 
To me in the garden to slip, 
the flowers sleep along the rippling brook 
And fragrant in sleep, only love is awake! 
Sit down, here it’s dusky and secret-filled  
under the lime tree branches, 
the nightingale over us 
shall dream of our kisses, 
and the rose, when it is morning, 
High gleaming from the heaven showers the night! 



La nozze di Figaro 
Porgi amor, qualche ristoro 

Al mio duolo, a’ miei sospir! 
O mi rendi il mio tesoro, 
O mi lascia almen morir! 

 
 
 

J’ai pleuré en rêve  
J’ai pleuré en rêve: 

J’ai rêvé que tu étais morte… 
Je m’éveillai et les larmes 

coulerent de mes joues. 
J’ai pleuré en rêve: 

J’ai rêvé que tu me quittais… 
Je m’éveillai et je pleurai 

amèrement longtemps après. 
J’ai pleuré en rêve: 

J’ai rêvé que tu m’aimais encore… 
Je m’éveillai etle torrent de mes larmes 

coule toujours. 
 
 
 

Après un Rêve 
Dans un sommeil que charmait ton image 

Je rêvais le bonheur ardent mirage, 
Tes yeux étaient plus doux, 

Ta voix pure et sonore, 
Tu rayonnais comme un ciel! 

éclairé par l’aurore; 
Tu m’appelais et je quittais la terre 

Pour m’enfuir avec toi vers la lumière, 
Les cieux pour nous entr’ouvraient leurs nues, 

Splendeurs inconnues, lueurs divines entrevues 
Hélas! Hélas, triste reviel des songes, 

Je t’appelle, ô nuit, rends moi tes men songes, 
Reviens, reviens, radieuse, 

Reviens ô nuit mysterieuse! 
 
 
 

Si mes vers avaient des ailes 
Mes vers fuiraient, doux et frêles, 

Vers votre jardin so beau 
Si mes vers aivaient des ailes 

Comme l’oiseau! 
Ils voleraient, étincelles, 
Vers votre foyer aui rit, 

Si mes vers aivaient des ailes 
Comme l’esprit! 

Prés de vous, purs et fidèles, 
Ils accouraient, nuit et jour, 

Si mes vers aivaient des ailes,  
Comme l’amour! 

The marriage of Figaro 
Bestow, love, some consolation 
my sorrow, my sighs! 
Either restore to me my treasure 
Or at least let me die. 
 
 
 
I wept in my dream 
I wept in my dream: 
I dreamt you were dead… 
I awoke and the tears were 
flowing down my cheeks. 
I wept in my dream: 
I dreamt that you left me… 
I awoke and I wept 
bitterly for a longtime. 
I wept in my dream: 
I dreamt that you loved me again… 
I awoke and the torrent of my tears 
flowed endlessly. 
 
 
 
After a Dream 
In a slumber charmed by your image 
I dreamt of happiness, ardent mirage; 
Your eyes were more tender,  
your voice pure and clear, 
You were radiant like a sky 
brightened by the sunrise; 
You were calling me, and I left the earth 
For to flee with you towards the light, 
The skies for us opened their clouds, 
Splendors unknown, glimpses of divine light, 
Alas!  Alas, sad awakening from dreams, 
I call you, oh night, give me back your illusions; 
Return, return with your radiance, 
Return, oh night mysterious! 
 
 
 
If my verses had wings 
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 cheerful fireside, 
If my verses had wings 
Like the mind! 
To you, pure and faithful, 
They would hasten, night and day, 
If my verses had wings 
Like love! 
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Translations 

Lontanaza crudel 
Lontanaza crudel, mi squarci il core. 

All’aura che respire, All’onda che rimiro, 
Dico: dal mio dolor prendi un sospiro, 

Prendi che di mie pene 
Testimonio fedel, e’l porta a Irene. 

Ma vola, o Dio crudele, ingrata l’aura, 
E delle mie querele 

Sorda l’onda non ode 
Quella voce che chiusa 

Nelle viscere amanti il cor mi rode. 
Cieli!  Stelle!  Destino! Irene!  Amore! 

 
Core amabile del caro bene, 

Ti sovvenga che sei mio 
E ch’è mi oil tuo dolor. 
Se lontano a tante pene 
Non intendi duol sì rio, 

Senti almeno il tuo dolor. 
 

Irene, amata Irene: 
Teco parla il mio amore 

Non per pieta el fato, 
Che vibra all’alma nia il suo rigore. 

Lontanaza crudel, mi squarci il core. 
 

Pianger lungi dal nume che s’ama 
È un saziare di pianto l’arena, 

È un dar lena a l’istessa empietà. 
Solo paga penando la brama, 

Quando in faccia al suo bene si vena 
E languendo ritrova pieta. 

 
 
 
 

Ridente la calma 
Ridente la calma nell’almasi desti, 
ne resti un segno di sdegno timor. 

Tu vieni frattanto a stringer mio bene, 
Le dolce catene si grate al mio cor. 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Distance cruel 
Distance cruel, it has destroyed my heart.  
With breeze that I breathe, with waves that I see. 
Say: with my pain take a sigh, 
Take that of my pain 
Testify faithful, and carry them to Irene. 
But fly, oh God cruel, ungrateful breeze, 
And with my complaints 
Deaf the wave does not hear 
That voice that ends 
With loving, it breaks into my heart. 
Heaven!  Stars!  Destiny!  Irene!  Love! 
 
Heart amiable of dear beloved, 
Remember you are mine 
And that my pain is your pain, 
If you are distant from such pain 
[you do] not know sin’s grief 
Feel at least the one who is in pain. 
 
Irene, beloved, Irene: 
With you I speak my love 
not by mercy with fate 
That delivers soul from his rigor, 
Distance cruel, it has destroyed my heart. 
 
To weep far from the deity that I love 
Is to fill the sand with weeping, 
It is to give energy to that impiety 
Only when full, pain removes the desire, 
When in face to his well he bleeds 
And languishing finds pity. 
 
 
 
 
The smiling calm 
The smiling calm in the soul itself let awake, 
Nor let there remain a trace of anger and fear. 
You come meanwhile to tighten my beloved, 
The sweet chains so welcome to my heart. 

Dans un bois 
Dans un bois solitare et somber 

je me promenais l’autr’ jour, 
un enfant y dormait à l’ombre, 

c’etait le redoubtable Amour! 
J’approche, sa beauté  me flate, 

mais je devais m’en défier; 
il avais les traits d’une ingrate, 

aue j’avais juré d’oublier. 
Il avait la bouche vermeille, 

le teint aussi frais que le sien, 
un soupir m’échappe, il s’éveille; 

l’Amour se reveille de rien! 
Aussitôt déployant ses aîles 
et saisisant son arc vengeur, 
l’une de ses fleches cruelles 

enpartant, il me blesse au coer. 
Va, va, va, va  dit il, 

Va, dit il, aux pieds de Sylvie, 
de nouveau languir et brûler! 

Tu l’aimeras toute ta vie, 
pour avoir osé m’éveiller. 

 
 
 
 

Warnung 
Männer suchen stets zu naschen, 

lässt man sie allein; 
leicht sind Mädchen zu erhaschen, 

weiss man sie zu überraschen. 
Soll das zu verwundern sein? 
Mädchen haben frisches Blut, 

und das Naschen schmeckt so gut. 
Doch das Naschen vor dem Essen 

Nimmt den Appetit. 
Manche kam, die das vergessen, 
um den Schatz, den sie besessen, 

und um irhen Liebsten mit. 
Väter, lasst euch’s Warnung sein, 

Sperrt die Zuckerplätchen ein! 
Sperrt die jungen Mädchen ein. 

 
 
 
 

Un moto di gioja 
Un moto di gioja mi sento nel petto, 

che annunzia diletto in mezzo il timor! 
Speriam che in contento finisca l’affanno, 

non sempre è tiranno il afto ed amor. 
 

In a wood 
In a wood solitary and somber 
I walked the other day 
a child slept in the shade, 
It was the veritable cupid 
I approach his beauty fascinates me, 
but I must be careful 
he had the traits of an ungrateful, 
that I had sworn to forget. 
He had ruby lips, 
the complexion so flesh-like hers, 
a sigh escapes me, he awakes; 
The cupid wakes at nothing! 
Immediately opening his wings  
and seizing his vengeful bow, 
one of his cruel arrows 
His part, he wounds me to the heart. 
Go, go, go, go says he, 
Go, says he, at the feet of Sylvia, 
of new languish and burn! 
You shall love her all your life, 
For having dared awaken me. 
 
 
 
 
Warning 
Men seek always to nibble, 
one leaves them alone; 
easy are maidens to catch, 
One knows to surprise them. 
Should this be astonishing? 
Maidens have fresh blood, 
And the nibbling tastes so good. 
But the nibbling before the meal 
Takes away the appetite. 
Many become lost who forget this, 
the lover whom she possessed, 
And lost her beloved with him. 
Fathers, let this be your warning, 
Lock the sugar-cookies up! 
Lock the young maidens up. 
 
 
 
 
An impulse of joy 
An impulse of joy I feel in my breast, 
That predicts delight amid fear! 
Let us hope that contentment may finish anguish 
not always is the tyrant fate and love.  



Notes on the Program 
 
 Tomáso Albinoni (1671-1751) an Italian composer studied violin and voice.  
Due to the lack of detailed written records of the day, much of the information about 
Albinoni’s life is not certain but has been inferred from letters and the records that have 
been found.  He was the eldest son and took violin and singing lessons, although his 
teachers are unknown.  Albinoni had no desire of becoming a church or court musician.  
Instead he wanted to be a freelance musician.  After his father’s death in 1709 he inher-
ited one shop of his family business, but renounced it for music.  He ran a school for 
singing and could have been court musician for Ferdinando Carlo di Gonzaga, Duke of 
Mantua. 
 His Opus 4, Twelve Cantatas for Voice was written for Ferdinando’s uncle, 
Cardinal Francesco Maria de’ Medici.  The piece is split into six cantatas for soprano 
and six for alto. 
 

 Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart (1756-1791), the Austrian composer, was known 
as a child prodigy performing throughout Europe and composing from a young age.  
He began his career like many composers, as a court musician for Archbishop Col-
loredo.  After several years of being ordered around Austria, Mozart decided he 
wanted to be released from his contract and become a freelance musician.  Colloredo 
refused at first, but ended up releasing Mozart in 1781.  Mozart did not limit his compo-
sition to any one or two genres, but wrote prolifically for all genres.  He was heavily 
influenced by the Italian style, especially Italian opera.  He brought that style to the 
German speaking audiences by composing several of his operas in German.  In addi-
tion to operas he also composed numerous concert arias and lieder in many languages. 
 Le nozze di Figaro (1786) was the result of collaboration between Mozart and 
the poet/playwright da Ponte.  The libretto is based on Beaumarchais’s play that tells 
the story of the complications of love and infidelity.  In the opening of Act II the 
Countess Almaviva makes her first appearance on stage and reminisces of her love for 
her husband that has tarnished with his infidelity. 
 

 Georges Hüe (1858-1948) was born to a family of architects.  He was encour-
aged in his music study by Gounod and studied counterpoint with Paladilhe and organ 
with Franck.  In 1789 he won the Prix de Rome with his cantata Médée.  Most of his 
output was vocal music including operas such as Titania and Le Rio de Paris.  His 
early pieces were written in the French salon style while his later works followed the 
added harmony styles of the Impressionists. 
 

 The French teacher, composer, pianist, and organist Gabriel Fauré (1845-
1924) is considered one of the most advanced composers of his generation and a mas-
ter of French song.  In 1854 he attended the Ecole de Musique Classique at Religieuse, 
later called Ecole Niedermeyer in Paris.  While there Neidermeyer himself taught 
Fauré piano and composition.  Later, Fauré met Saint-Saëns who introduced him to 
contemporary music.  After school Fauré worked as organist at St. Sauveur at Rennes, 
assistant organist at Notre-Dame de Clignancourt.  Fauré worked with Pauline and 
Louis Viardot from 1872 to 1877.  This led his compositions in the direction of the 
Italian style, which can be heard in “Après un Rêve.” 

 
 Reynaldo Hahn (1874-1847) was born in Venezuela.  His German father 
emigrated to South America.  When he was four, the family moved to Paris.  He 
showed a talent for music early on , at the age of six, when he performed for Prin-
cesse Mathilde, niece of Napoleon I. In 1885 he entered the Paris Conservatoire and 
studied with Massenet and Ravel.  Hahn wrote many stage pieces, both opera and 
ballet, as well as keyboard and orchestral pieces, but the core of his output was in 
song.  “Si mes vers avaient des ailes” brought him early fame and is dedicated to his 
sister Maria. 
 
 The German composer and conductor Richard Strauss (1864-1949) 
emerged after the deaths of Brahms and Wagner.  He is known for his tone poems 
and operas, but wrote for all genres.  Strauss began his music training at the age of 
four with piano lessons.  He began composing at age six, violin at age eight and at 
eleven began a five-year study of composition with Friedrich Wilhelm Meyer.  He 
wrote prolifically for solo voice, opera, and choir. 
 His lieder were written over the turn of the century and encompass the 
change from German Romanticism to songs influenced by opera.  He began Opus 
17, which includes “Ständchen,” in 1885, his first year away from his family.  Until 
1891 he produced an opus of several songs every year.  There was a lull in his out-
put after 1891 that was ended in 1894 with Opus 27, which includes “Morgen,” that 
was written for his marriage to Pauline.  The late 1890s show a change of focus from 
love songs of mid-19th century poets to songs of social criticism of modern poets, 
this includes Opus 32, “Ich trage meine Minne.”  Although these lieder were com-
posed in groups, Strauss did not intend them to be performed as units, as can be 
seen in his own concert programming. 
 
 In addition to being a prominent American composer Aaron Copland 
(1900-1990) was also a music critic, mentor, and concert organizer.  He composed 
songs, ballets, opera, and film scores.  He began studying piano with his sister fol-
lowed by lessons with Leopold Wolfsohn, Victor Wittgenstein, and Clarence Adler.  
In 1917 he began studying theory with Rubin Goldmark.  He studied composition at 
American Conservatoire Fontainebleau with Paul Antonin Vidal and conducting 
with Albert Wolff.  He continued his composition study in Paris with Nadia Bou-
langer. 
 Copland is known for his ballets, Rodeo and Billy the Kid as well as his 
symphonic works, Fanfre for the Common Man and Lincoln Portrait.  He also ar-
ranged a number of American folksongs for solo voice and piano and collected in 
two sets titled Old American Songs.  Copland dedicated each of the Twelve Poems 
of Emily Dickenson to a composer friend. 
 His opera The Tender Land portrays life for a small town family.  Laurie is 
going to be the first in her family to graduate high school.  In “Laurie’s Song” at the 
end of Act I, she sings of how quickly her childhood past and dreams about leaving 
her small town. 


