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Programme

Selections from 6 Elizabethan Songs by Dominick Argento

1. Spring 

3. Winter 

4. Dirge 

5. Diaphenia

 

Non più! Tutto ascoltai ... Non temer, amato bene (K. 490) by W. A. Mozart 

——————————————    10 Minutes Pause    —————————————————

Selections from Les Nuits D’été (Op. 7) by Hector Berlioz 

1. Villanelle 

3. Sur les lagunes: Lamento 

4. L’Absence 

6. L’île Inconnue  
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Programme Notes

Selections from 6 Elizabethan Songs by Dominick Argento

1. Spring (Poem by Thomas Nashe)

2. Winter (Poem by William Shakespeare) 

3. Dirge (Poem by William Shakespeare )

4. Diaphenia (Poem by Henry Constable)  

Dominick Argento (1927-2019) is regarded as one of the leading American composers of our day 

and is known for his works written for voice. Six Elizabethan Songs is one of his most famous 

pieces. According to Argento himself, the Six Elizabethan Songs are thus named because they are 

set to Elizabethan poetry, “...while the music is in the spirit of (if not the manner) the great English 

composer-singer-lutenist, John Dowland.” This song cycle is composed of six songs: Spring, Sleep, 

Winter, Dirge, Diaphenia, and Hymn. It is divided into three themes: nature (Spring, Winter), death 

(Sleep, Dirge), and praise (Diaphenia, Hymn). Today, I would like to share with you the four of my 

favourite songs from this song cycle. Spring and Winter depict the peasants’ life in the English 

countryside — pastoral, busy, playful and fun; Dirge brings you into a land of mystery, simple and 

deadly peaceful. Finally, Diaphenia returns to the joyful mood of the beginning, avidly expressing 

love and ask eagerly for requite. I hope the vitality in the music would bring you the refreshing 

moods of the changing seasons, the meditation of the mystery of death, and lastly, the excitement of 

love! 
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Texts

1. Spring

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year's pleasant king; 
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring, 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing, 
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!

The palm and may make country houses gay, 
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day, 
And we hear aye birds tune this merry lay, 
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet,
Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit, 
In every street these tunes our ears do greet, 
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo! Spring! The sweet Spring!

2. Winter 

When icicles hang by the wall 
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail; 
When blood is nipt and ways be foul, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl: 
Tu-who! Tu-whit! Tu-who! -- A merry note! 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

When all aloud the wind doth blow,
And coughing drowns the parson's saw, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow,
And Marian's nose looks red and raw; 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl
Then nightly sings the staring owl:
Tu-who! Tu-whit! Tu-who! -- A merry note! 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
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Texts

3. Dirge

Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid;
Fly away, fly away, breath;
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, O prepare it!
My part of death, no one so true Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,
On my black coffin let there be strown;
Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown: 
A thousand, thousand sighs to save, Lay me, O where
Sad true lover never find my grave, To weep there!

4. Diaphenia

Diaphenia, like the daffadowndilly, 
White as the sun, fair as the lily, 
Heigh ho, how I do love thee!
I do love thee as my lambs
Are beloved of their dams:
How blest were I if thou would'st prove me.

Diaphenia, like the spreading roses, 
That in thy sweets all sweets incloses, 
Fair sweet, how I do love thee!
I do love thee as each flower
Loves the sun's life-giving power;
For dead, thy breath to life might move me.

Diaphenia, like to all things blessed, 
When all thy praises are expressed, 
Dear joy, how I do love thee!
As the birds do love the spring,
Or the bees their careful king, --
Then in requite, sweet virgin, love me! 
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Programme Notes

Non più! Tutto ascoltai ... Non temer, amato bene (K. 490) by W. A. Mozart  

(No more, I heard it clearly ... Do not fear my love may alter)  

Texts by Abbé Giambattista Varesco 

English Translations by Lorraine Noel Finley 

In 1786, W. A. Mozart was asked to give a concert performance of his opera seria Idomeneo (K. 

366) in Vienna. Given the players were mostly aristocratic amateurs, Mozart made some changes 

according to their abilities and their demands — this concert aria was composed as a replacement 

aria at the beginning of Act 2. The opera Idomeneo tells the story of Ilia - the princess of Troy, and 

Idamante - the prince of Crete. Although their fathers are enemies, they fall in love with each other. 

In this scene, Ilia has just discovered Idamante is escorting Elettra, the princess of Argos who also 

loves Idamante, back to her country. Ilia is shocked, angry, and despairs, but Idamante cannot 

explain this misunderstanding. The conflict in the recitative between Ilia and Idamante is strong, 

then in the aria, Idamante reassures Ilia and tells her his love for her would never change. I love this 

piece since it is really sweet. In the recitative, the music consists of a series of tempo changes, 

showing how strong and dramatic this contradiction is. However, the texts show how deeply Ilia 

and Idamante love each other. In the aria, Mozart wrote this aria in the rondo form so that it 

returned several times to the line “Do not fear my love may alter, always, loyal I shall be.” On the 

other hand, I feel the contrast between the jumping obbligato accompaniment in the aria and the 

long and lyrical soprano solo, shows the contrast between the disturbing yet faithful hearts of these 

two lovers. — How sweet! 
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Texts and Translations 

Ilia:
Non più. Tutto ascoltai, tutto compresi. 

No more, I heard it clearly, All is discovered;  
D'Elettra e d'Idamante noti sono gli amori, 

Elettra and Idamante, they adore each other Is a truth taught me dearly. 
al caro impegno omai mancar non dei, 

Do not betray her to whom you swore devotion;  
va, scordati di me, donati a lei. 

Go, give yourself to her, leave me and forget me!  

Idamante: 
Ch'io mi scordi di te? 

I forget you, indeed? 
Che a lei mi doni Puoi consigliarmi? 

You ask me that, then you calmly tell me?
E puoi voler ch'io viva? 
 To live, and love another.  

Ilia: 
Non congiurar, mia vita, 

Do not conspire against me;  
Contra la mia costanza! 

Constant is my affection; 
Il colpo atroce mi distrugge abbastanza! 

In vain you quell me With this blow of rejection.  

Idamante: 
Ah no, sarebbe il viver mio 

Ah, no! My life would be a shadow  
di morte assai peggior! 

And worse than Death itself!  
Fosti il mio primo amore, e l'ultimo sarai. 

You were my first beloved, and you shall be my last one.  
Venga la morte! 

Death, let it find me!  
Intrepido l'attendo, 

I wait for it with courage: 
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Texts and Translations 

ma, ch'io possa struggermi ad altra face, 
But, that I should go, seeking consolation, 

 ad altr'oggetto donar gl'affetti miei, 
To give another my love, with dread would fill me!  

Come tentarlo? 
Cruel suggestion!  

Ah! di dolor morrei! 
Ah! My despair will kill me.  

Non temer, amato bene, 
Do not fear my love may alter,  

Per te sempre il cor sarà. 
Always, loyal I shall be:  

Piu non reggo a tante pene, 
But affection has made me falter,  

l’alma mia mancando va. 
Now my spirit from grief will flee.  

Tu sospiri? O duol funesto! 
Are you signing? O woe outpouring!  

Pensa almen, che i stante e questo! 
Listen well, to one imploring:  

Non, mi posso, oh Dio spiegar. 
But, O Heaven, I cannot explain.  

Stelle barbare, stelle spietate, 
Hateful galaxies, vile constellations,  

Perché mai tanto rigor? 
Why should heartache be my part? 

 Alme belle, che vedete 
Kindly Heaven, see my anguish,  

Le mie pene in tal momento, 
See the grief of my affection.  

Dite voi, s'egual tormento 
has like torment or dejection  

Può soffrir un fido cor! 
Ever plagued a faithful heart? 
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Programme Notes 

Selections from Les Nuits D’été (Summer Nights) (Op. 7) 

By Hector Berlioz 

Poems by Théophile Gautier 

English Translation © Richard Stokes  1

1. Villanelle 

3. Sur les Lagunes: Lamento (On the Lagoons: the Lament) 

4. L’Absence  (The Absence)  

6. L’île Inconnue (The Unknowable Isle) 

During one of the countless summers in this city, I was introduced to a song from this song cycle — 

L’Absence (The Absence). I fell in love with the music as soon as I heard it — the sense of absence 

of time in the music implies the eternity of love and the absence of love. The music sounds 

beautiful and peaceful, however, it also sounds like despair and sighs. Other songs from this song 

cycle also sound beautiful but personal, like a “musical secret diary”. Completed in the summer of 

1841, Berlioz’s song cycle Les Nuits D’été was based on the poems by his acquaintance, Théophile 

Gautier. With the themes of “love and loss”, some scholars speculate Berlioz composed this song 

cycle during the breakup of his marriage, and his “turbulent personal life” may have influenced his 

composition. Villanelle tells a happy story of two lovers enjoying their pastoral adventures. Sur les 

Lagunes: Lamento (On the Lagoons: the Lament) talks  about on a voyage to the sea, the poet is 

singing a lament reminiscing his dead lover. With this funereal barcarolle across a foggy lagoon, he 

is tormented by his agony. His love is unanswered, shown by the final unresolved dominant chord. 

In L’Absence (The Absence), the poet sings a heartbreaking and timeless song, pleading for his 

lover to return. L’île Inconnue (The Unknowable Isle) is an imagination of a sea trip, which the 

poet flirts with his love and invites her to set sail with him. This final song shows the harmony of 

love and the reunion of the two lovers. 

�From A French Song Companion (Oxford, 2000)  �
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Texts and Translations

1. Villanelle 

Quand viendra la saison nouvelle, 
Quand auront disparu les froids, 
Tous les deux nous irons, ma belle, 
Pour cueillir le muguet aux bois; 
Sous nos pieds égrenant les perles 
Que l’on voit au matin trembler, 
Nous irons écouter les merles 
Siffler! 

Le printemps est venu, ma belle; 
C’est le mois des amants béni, 
Et l’oiseau, satinant son aile, 
Dit ses vers au rebord du nid. 
Oh! viens donc sur ce banc de mousse, 
Pour parler de nos beaux amours, 
Et dis-moi de ta voix si douce: 
Toujours! 

Loin, bien loin, égarant nos courses, 
Faisons fuir le lapin caché, 
Et le daim au miroir des sources 
Admirant son grand bois penché; 
Puis, chez nous, tout heureux, tout aises, 
En paniers enlaçant nos doigts, Revenons 
rapportant des fraises 
Des bois! 

When the new season comes, 
When the cold has gone, 
We two will go, my sweet, 
To gather lilies-of-the-valley in the woods; 
Scattering as we tread the pearls of dew 
We see quivering each morn, 
We’ll go and hear the blackbirds 
Sing! 

Spring has come, my sweet; 
It is the season lovers bless, 
And the birds, preening their wings, 
Sing songs from the edge of their nests. 
Ah! Come, then, to this mossy bank 
To talk of our beautiful love, 
And tell me in your gentle voice: 
Forever! 

Far, far away we’ll stray from our path, 
Startling the rabbit from his hiding-place 
And the deer reflected in the spring, 
Admiring his great lowered antlers; 
Then home we’ll go, serene and at ease, 
And entwining our fingers basket-like, 
We’ll bring back home wild 
Strawberries!  
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3. Sur les Lagunes: Lamento On the Lagoons: the Lament 

Ma belle amie est morte: 
Je pleurerai toujours; 
Sous la tombe elle emporte 
Mon âme et mes amours. 
Dans le ciel, sans m’attendre, 
Elle s’en retourna; 
L’ange qui l’emmena 
Ne voulut pas me prendre. 
Que mon sort est amer! 
Ah! sans amour, s’en aller sur la mer! 

My dearest love is dead: 
I shall weep for evermore; 
To the tomb she takes with her 
My soul and all my love. 
Without waiting for me 
She has returned to Heaven; 
The angel who took her away 
Did not wish to take me. 
How bitter is my fate! 
Alas! to set sail loveless across the sea!  

Le blanche créature Est chouchée au cercueil. 
Comme dans la nature Tout me paraît en deuil! 
La colombe oubliée 
Pleure et songe à l’absent; 
Mon âme pleure et sent 
Qu’elle est dépareillée. 
Que mon sort est amer! 
Ah! sans amour, s’en aller sur la mer! 

The pure white being Lies in her coffin. 
How everything in nature Seems to mourn! 
The forsaken dove 
Weeps, dreaming of its absent mate; 
My soul weeps and feels 
Itself adrift. 
How bitter is my fate! 
Alas! to set sail loveless across the sea!  

Sur moi la nuit immense 
S’étend comme un linceul; 
Je chante ma romance 
Que le ciel entend seul. 

The immense night above me 
Is spread like a shroud; 
I sing my song 
Which heaven alone can hear.  

Ah! comme elle était belle,
Ah! how beautiful she was,
Et comme je l’amais!
Je n’aimerai jamais 
Une femme autant qu’elle. 
Que mon sort est amer! 

Ah! sans amour, s’en aller sur la mer!
And how I loved her! 
I shall never love a woman 
As I loved her. 
How bitter is my fate! 
Alas! to set sail loveless across the sea!  
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4. L’Absence The Absence 

Reviens, reviens, me bien-aimée; 
Comme une fleur loin du soleil, 
La fleur de ma vie est fermée 
Loin de ton sourire vermeil! 
Entre nos cœurs quelle distance! 
Tant d’espace entre nos baisers! 
Ô sort amer! ô dure absence! 
Ô grands désirs inapaisés! 

Return, return, my sweetest love! 
Like a flower far from the sun, 
The flower of my life is closed 
Far from your crimson smile! 
Such a distance between our hearts! 
So great a gulf between our kisses! 
O bitter fate! O harsh absence! 
O great unassuaged desires!  

Reviens, reviens, ma bien-aimée. 
Comme une fleur loin du soleil, 
La fleur de ma vie est fermée 
Loin de ton sourire vermeil! 
D’ici là-bas, que de campagnes, 
Que de villes et de hameaux, 
Que de vallons et de montagnes, 
À lasser le pied des chevaux. 

Return, return, my sweetest love! 
Like a flower far from the sun, 
The flower of my life is closed 
Far from your crimson smile! 
So many intervening plains, 
So many towns and hamlets, 
So many valleys and mountains 
To weary the horses’ hooves.  

Reviens, reviens, ma bien-aimée. 
Comme une fleur loin du soleil, 
La fleur de ma vie est fermée
Loin de ton sourire vermeil!

Return, return, my sweetest love! 
Like a flower far from the sun, 
The flower of my life is closed
Far from your crimson smile! 
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6. L'île Inconnue The Unknowable Isle 

Dites, le jeune belle,
Où voulez-vous aller?
La voile ouvre son aile,
La brise va souffler!

L’aviron est d’ivoire,
Le pavillon de moire,

Tell me, pretty young maid,
Where is it you would go?
The sail is billowing,
The breeze about to blow!

The oar is of ivory,
The pennant of watered silk,  

Le gouvernail d’or fin;
J’ai pour lest une orange,
Pour voile une aile d’ange,
Pour mousse un séraphin.
Dites, le jeune belle,
Où voulez-vous aller?
La voile ouvre son aile,
La brise va souffler!

Est-ce dans la Baltique
Dans la mer Pacifique,
Dans l’île de Java?
Ou bien est-ce en Norvège,
Cueillir la fleur de neige
Ou la fleur d’Angsoka?

Dites, le jeune belle,
Où voulez-vous aller?
Menez-moi, dit la belle,
À la rive fidèle
Où l’on aime toujours.
– Cette rive, ma chère,
On ne la connaît guère
Au pays des amours.
Où voulez-vous aller?
La brise va souffler.

The rudder of finest gold;
For ballast I’ve an orange,
For sail an angel’s wing,
For cabin-boy a seraph.

Tell me, pretty young maid,
Where is it you would go?
The sail is billowing,
The breeze about to blow!

Perhaps the Baltic,
Or the Pacific
Or the Isle of Java?
Or else to Norway,
To pluck the snow flower
Or the flower of Angsoka? 

Tell me, pretty young maid,
Where is it you would go?
Take me, said the pretty maid,
To the shore of faithfulness
Where love endures forever.
– That shore, my sweet,
Is scare known
In the realm of love.
Where is it you would go?
The breeze is about to blow! 
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1. Spring ƥ 1

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year's pleasant king; 
ƥ�·ƭR�ƥ�·��G�˞k7 
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring, 
ĮÃ̙�· _è'ǒȮȚ3ȳ
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing, 
 ʳƎ��ȸɂ·ȖŦ�ɣÍŘŬ3·
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!
΅ĠeɣĤďΆ

The palm and may make country houses gay, 
͜ͻ>ġ͎ÃQʇ�/ʌȊ˃zŦ·
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherd pipes all day, 
 /ǅ'�͠Ľ·͂ǅ
Ų�ɸ3çͧ
And we hear aye birds tune this merry lay, 
�'²�ˀõˋ˞�ɣĤď·
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!
΅ĠeɣĤďΆ

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet,
ʀɜȫ=ƭR��ĩ·Ͳ̠Û˯�'�Ǘ· 
Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit,
Gĵ�Ɛ
©Ƅ·G̕�ɿ_ŕ3ɘ`ų
In every street these tunes our ears do greet,
�qßǴ�·�'*8²�·
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo! 
΅ĠeɣĤďΆ
Spring! The sweet Spring!
ƥ�·ƭR�ƥ�΄

 �}ƽ́̚�Ήɴ;͚·�zȌƶ•ǪǷƌ� Ʃŀ˖̭̐¼%áŘǲkɅȬ·2013G3Ð1
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3. Winter ɒ 2

When icicles hang by the wall
�VĒ�Ȟ̻̔ȿ�ʜ·
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
͂ǅ
˗ƶ?3Zŉ»�·
And Tom bears logs into the hall,
ɚ̡đ3̹Ĵ{Åɹɉ·
And milk comes frozen home in pail;
Ă��śź˧�É�·
When blood is nipt and ways be foul,
ƕʥǸǽt˧̰·WÉƫ·ͯʛ·
Then nightly sings the staring owl:
ƹ�̋ɻ3Ä�ĖSŬΉ
Tu-who! Tu-whit! Tu-who! 
-- A merry note! 
�#˞Ȱ�ǲŤ΄
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
ª�˹ˑ̘Ȧ·AĜ�Őͤ�͏

When all aloud the wind doth blow,
�ȆÊȲʒ·
And coughing drowns the parson's saw, 
̱̂ď̓1�͂ý�ŇW·
And birds sit brooding in the snow,
ɣ̶ƙːȡ<ȑĸ·
And Marian's nose looks red and raw; 
ɡŒ¯�ʱ6˧"ĺͷͷ·
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl
tɲȀ�ɜȪpt�Åʯ̨œ�=:ͬͬ�ď
Ğ·
Then nightly sings the staring owl:
ƹ�̋ɻ3Ä�ĖSŬΉ
Tu-who! Tu-whit! Tu-who! 
-- A merry note! 
�#˞Ȱ�ǲŤ΄
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
ª�˹ˑ̘Ȧ·AĜ�Őͤ�͏ 

 �}ƽ́̚�Ήȩ͕ġ·ƒ̚ɞWinter·https://www.jianshu.com/p/98e4f56c3211 ΅2022G4Ð17ÉƢΆ2
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4. Dirge ̇Ř 3

Come away, come away, death,
B�@B�@·�ˁ·
And in sad cypress let me be laid;
Q�˔�Ǿú�̸ɍͩžSΊ
Fly away, fly away, breath;
Ņ˵@Ņ˵@·ǩȍΊ
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
�̞ŏ�RŒʙ(�Ï_ZS
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, O prepare it! 
�¼È�˟ĭʶĜ�͟ɍ̈·N·Ź̺@΄
My part of death, no one so true Did share it.
V
m��ȢFɐ< �$l˵

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,
Vû�ɨ·�ɨƭR�Ã·
On my black coffin let there be strown;
ʻ͛��ͺŖ�ͩž�Ί
Not a friend, not a friend greet
Vû�Ù·�ÙµjʠÝ·
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown:
�*Ǿ�ɇ½·�ʹȉ�̩ɂΉ
A thousand, thousand sighs to save, Lay me, 
�Ɏ͛ƬĮ�ƬĮ�˪Ø·¦�̉ˤ·
O where Sad true lover never find my grave, To weep there!
N·Ƥ<·QF(�Ɛ
ǾúŪ� ��͐·�͐�Ə̟΄

 �}ƽ́̚�ΉĞ�ǁȗ·Come away, death B@·�ˁ· https://blog.xuite.net/helene58/twblog/116707196-Come+away,+death+3
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5. Diaphenia ̮ǹʫ̾ȏ 4

Diaphenia, like the 
daffadowndilly, 
̮̣̾ȏ·ÁRŒ��ˌÃ·
White as the sun, fair as the lily, 
¼mͣE·ȈǭmĮà·
Heigh ho, how I do love thee!
Ȥʷ΄��#$�΄
I do love thee as my lambs
�$Ϳm���/ǅ'
Are beloved of their dams:
$3°'�ǵÛΉ
How blest were I if thou 
would'st prove me.   
�ȟå�®¼¦��#øí!

Diaphenia, like the spreading 
roses, 
̮̣̾ȏ·ÁʃC�ˮ˦Ã· 
That in thy sweets all sweets 
incloses, 
̣˼ë̊ȫ=:7R�ŗĩ·
Fair sweet, how I do love thee!
�#*$�R
Í·��#$
�! 
I do love thee as each flower
�?��$�Áq�ɨÃ
Loves the sun's life-giving 
power;
$3ÌYM,ŏ�`ų;
For dead, thy breath to life 
might move me.
�Đ�ɗ��ǩȍ�,ŏ�ô
�

Diaphenia, like to all things 
blessed, 
̮̣̾ȏ·Á¤��	�Ƹ
í·
When all thy praises are 
expressed, 
Á¤��ŝR�ǈƼ�ę�·
Dear joy, how I do love thee!
Û$�·��#$�! 
As the birds do love the spring,
Á�ɣÍ�$ƥ�·
Or the bees their careful king, 
—
ĥȱ˨ůǆ3M'�˨OȢ
Then in requite, sweet virgin, 
love me!
�Û$�Ï_·$�@΄ 

 �}ƽ́̚�Ήɴ;͚·�zȌƶ•ǪǷƌ� Ʃŀ˖̭̐¼%áŘǲkɅȬ·2013G3Ð4
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Non più. Tutto ascoltai ... Non temer, amato bene (K. 490) 

ż��u�²��…… ��ƉŎ·��$
 

̿ǹșͨ·ǪſǤʵǼ·Ⱥ˥Ą�ǲ 

Abbé Giambattista Varesco �Ʉ 

�}ƽ̚Ήþıȣͭ 

1786G·Ⱥ˥ĄĞ��ÿ��˖�ˣȌʈ(Idomeneo) (K. 366) �Ĺ�ʨmá�ƞľ��æ5�

ƞ˫ĝ��ȒɠîʊĞ�$�ĝ·Ⱥ˥ĄǍǌM'� s>ûü?Řǳ�æ5Ğ�b�ƻĿ·l�

ŀĞ��ͦ˪Ť��Ⱥ˥Ą�A&�ƴ��·ã���˖�ˣȌʈ|¢ɛ�CñªŘǳ˖

�ˣȌʈŇȎ�˖Łȏ (Ilia) (Ą̎˖9�¡w) >˖Ş˶Ą (Idamante) (ƶSĄ9�Ǔ6) �$Jŭ

U.M'ã1	��ɀț�ʏ?lĀȇɪð©$̬̫Ąƛ (Eletra) (Ǫǹ͉Ǽ9�¡w) �$ʕ3˖Ş

˶Ą (Idamante)���ɛ�·˖Łȏ (Ilia) ʔ �>̬̫Ąƛ (Eletra) ��4�˖Ş˶Ą 

(Idamante)˖ŁȏɧǕʖȲiƚÝ·¥˖Ş˶Ąâ��ee� ąɩ�·��ɏ�˖Łȏ (Ilia) 

>˖Ş˶Ą (Idamante) k�Ľǳę�ȋƘ�Ɂ͖Ť (Non più. Tutto ascoltai …) �®[<˂͈ƆǶΊͦ

˪Ť (Non temer, amato bene) �·˖Ş˶Ą�ƙ<¯ʺ˖Łȏ·ŧǚ°M?°�$Ūõ��Ŀ¸ͦ

˪Ť�n˴ǲŚ·Ğ��gn�AĊ “Non temer, amato bene, Per te sempre il cor sarà. (Û$�·��

ƉŎ·��(¦ŪõĘ��)”ͦ˪Ť�·ȯ˫�obbligato>�ńßŵŬ�?«·ªm�?Ɛ
�¯

�(>M'k�ʦʦ�$~ 
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Recitative:

˖Łȏ (Ilia):
Non più. Tutto ascoltai, tutto compresi. 

ż��u�² �·�u�z¼� 
D'Elettra e d'Idamante noti sono gli amori, 

̬̫Ąƛ>˖Ş˶Ą·M'©Ɛ·�	
�hW� 
al caro impegno omai mancar non dei, 

�Ơʸ�?°ō!�˾Ɗ;  
va, scordati di me, donati a lei. 
 .@·�.ï°@·ł�� 

˖Ş˶Ą (Idamante):
Ch'io mi scordi di te? 
 �)·Q�ł��
Che a lei mi doni Puoi consigliarmi? 
 �F����ŧǚ���  
E puoi voler ch'io viva? 
 Q�ĪC�,d·.$° 

˖Łȏ (Ilia):
Non congiurar, mia vita, 

��)�·��$
· 
Contra la mia costanza! 
 �˺��˽͘��J
Il colpo atroce mi distrugge abbastanza! 
 �'©$�ɯɕ�U�·�ú"�½V¬ȁ΄

˖Ş˶Ą (Idamante):
Ah no, sarebbe il viver mio 
 N·�·�·Q��fd3 
di morte assai peggior! 

-�mQ�.�!  
Fosti il mio primo amore, e l'ultimo sarai. 
 ����Ǭ$·���Ūõ�$
  
Venga la morte! 

�@·�ċ!  
Intrepido l'attendo, 

�ȷě�ǔ�� 
ma, ch'io possa struggermi ad altra face,
 ¥�·Q�ĪC�·.$ƪ��
· 
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ad altr'oggetto donar gl'affetti miei,
 .$�����$�
! 
Come tentarlo?
 �#ɯǋ! 
Ah! di dolor morrei!
 N΄�¦ƚÝl�΄  

Aria:

˖Ş˶Ą (Idamante): 
Non temer, amato bene,
 ��$
·�ƉŎ��?��˽·
Per te sempre il cor sarà.  
 ��(ŪõHĘ��
Piu non reggo a tante pene,

���VÕǋËmð��īŠ·
l’alma mia mancando va.

��ǁʤª�Ņ˵
Tu sospiri? O duol funesto!

��˪��N·��#īŠ! 
Pensa almen, che i stante e questo!  
 �N·��Æf���&ƵN΄
Non, mi posso, oh Dio spiegar.

�N·�VÕąɩ��ɏ�΄
Stelle barbare, stelle spietate,

VJ���·
Perché mai tanto rigor?
  ��Ć?�mðɯɕ
Alme belle, che vedete

˩̝���·Â����· 
Le mie pene in tal momento,

�ðƵʹË�īŠΊ 
Dite voi, s'egual tormento

�)·�mð˽ɐ�(·
Può soffrir un fido cor!

Æ ǋËmðǞə΄ 
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1. Villanelle ΅ĹƛÞƛɊ*Ά ΅*�ǟÔǮxɊ·�eȕ�Õ9�ʀƱɊΆ 

Quand viendra la saison 
nouvelle,
ƥ���·
Quand auront disparu les froids, 
ȹʳŅó·
Tous les deux nous irons, ma 
belle,
ʎ'ʍ{@·��$
·
Pour cueillir le muguet aux bois;
.ġʼ>ɍȃɭǘĮàÃ
Sous nos pieds égrenant les 
perles
¿ɑȘʣ̥͋·
Que l’on voit au matin trembler,
ɝƁ��'Ǘ!·
Nous irons écouter les merles
�'�² Ƨ˷ɣ
Siffler!
ŘŬ΄

Le printemps est venu, ma belle;
ƥ���·��$
·
C’est le mois des amants béni,
��	J
̜í�Ƴİ·
Et l’oiseau, satinant son aile,
ɣÍ£Ǡā�̄Ʒ·
Dit ses vers au rebord du nid.
�ˈò�BͫŬ
Oh! viens donc sur ce banc de 
mousse,
š΄B��ūūˎ�·
Pour parler de nos beaux 
amours,
ʡǚ�'�$J
Et dis-moi de ta voix si douce:
Iƭȱ�ďĞŧǚ�Ή
Toujours!
Ūõ$�΄

Loin, bien loin, égarant nos 
courses, 
�'�É{�0õ·0õ·
Faisons fuir le lapin caché,
Ǖc�ǝ͌S�ˢ6·
Et le daim au miroir des sources 
� ʁˍ?ˉȭ�·
Admirant son grand bois 
penché;
ɶɷ�PRŒ�ƮΊ
Puis, chez nous, tout heureux, 
tout aises,
�'øí��·
En paniers enlaçant nos doigts, 
ZɬZn;·
Revenons rapportant des fraises
ˡ6SăĜ�
Des bois!
ɜǝ̏΄ 
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3ΈSur les Lagunes: Lamento ΅ǡȝ: ʐŘΆ 

Ma belle amie est morte,
�$�
��·
Je pleurerai toujours;
��ǡ�Ūõ�ŶΊ
Sous la tombe elle emporte 
��ǁʤ��$
Mon âme et mes amours. 
Ĳ°�4͊À͐̽
Dans le ciel, sans m’attendre,
°1	y�·
Elle s’en retourna;
ŵ�˘n�9Ί
L’ange qui l’emmena
ÌÚ°��Đ
Ne voulut pas me prendre.
�ŢÌ��.
Que mon sort est amer!
��ŏč�#˄ƨ΄
Ah! sans amour, s’en aller sur la mer!
N·V$<{åÑȴ΄

La blanche créature
˅¼�R

Est couchée au cercueil.
ɟ�͐̽S
Comme dans la nature
¤���ŝ
Tout me paraît en deuil!
��ÄS��ʐͳ΄
La colombe oubliée
ȥö�͑6

Pleure et songe à l’absent;
¶ǡĸťāó.�ȯʲΊ
Mon âme pleure et sent
��ǁʤ¶ǡ
Qu’elle est dépareillée.
˒Àīó�ȯ�Ǿú
Que mon sort est amer!
��ŏč�#˄ƨ΄
Ah! sans amour, s’en aller sur la mer!
N·V$<{åÑȴ΄

Sur moi la nuit immense 
VƆ�ŖĖÁ̪̩ƃ
S’étend comme un linceul; 
����ǃCΊ
Je chante ma romance
�͞Ŭ�Řǲ·
Que le ciel entend seul. 
H	�9r ²�
Ah! comme elle était belle,
N·°Ɩ�#RƋ·
Et comme je l’aimais!
�ğğ$+°΄
Je n’aimerai jamais
���Á$°Af
Une femme autant qu’elle.
.$��_
�
Que mon sort est amer!
��ŏč�#˄ƨ΄
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4ΈL’ Absence ΅ƎƨΆ

Reviens, reviens, ma bien-aimée;
n�·n�·��$
΄
Comme une fleur loin du soleil,
Á�ɨÃõĪ�`ų·
La fleur de ma vie est fermée
�,ŏ�ÃõĪ���L¨·
Loin de ton sourire vermeil!
0B�̲͔

Entre nos cœurs quelle distance!
�'�(Ī"�fõ΄
Tant d’espace entre nos baisers!
�'�˯Ī"�fõ΄
O sort amer! O dure absence!
š·Š̒�ŏč΄š·ɯɕ�Ǝƨ΄
O grands désirs inapaisés!
š·�˰(Ţ�"�[΄

Reviens, reviens, me bien-aimée;
n�·n�·��$
΄
Comme une fleur loin du soleil,
Á�ɨÃõĪ�`ų·
La fleur de ma vie est fermée
�,ŏ�ÃõĪ���L¨·
Loin de ton sourire vermeil!
0B�̲͔

D’ici là-bas, que de campagnes,
±�S�AS	�Ïř̅�ʀɜ·
Que de villes et de hameaux,
	�ÏĶʮ>ɤʴ·
Que de vallons et de montagnes,
	�Ï̯ʼ>oġ——
À lasser le pied des chevaux.
���ÏſÍģ"ǻŊ��΄

Reviens, reviens, me bien-aimée;
n�·n�·��$
΄
Comme une fleur loin du soleil,
Á�ɨÃõĪ�`ų·
La fleur de ma vie est fermée
�,ŏ�ÃõĪ���L¨·
Loin de ton sourire vermeil!
0B�̲͔ 
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6ΈL'île Inconnue ΅V�ƀΆ

Dites, le jeune belle,
ŧǚ�·RŒ�ɱȐ·
Où voulez-vous aller?
��.ĢS
La voile ouvre son aile,
¼̃ǃC�ˬ˲·
La brise va souffler!
ÊÍ��ɸ4

L’aviron est d’ivoire,
ƼɌb�·
Le pavillon de moire,
Ʀ͒b�ʘ·
Le gouvernail d’or fin;
ǀþb�ͶΊ
J’ai pour lest une orange,
�I͙6Ǧ͝ţ·
Pour voile une aile d’ange,
�Đ�̄ǧ�Ễ·
Pour mousse un séraphin.
ˊͰƛ�ͥȂ΅ˊͰƛΉƩǧ�ĐΆ

Dites, le jeune belle,
ŧǚ�·RŒ�ɱȐ·
Où voulez-vous aller?
��.ĢS
La voile ouvre son aile,
¼̃ǃC�ˬ˲·
La brise va souffler!
ÊÍ��ɸ4

Est-ce dans la Baltique
�.ɔɖ�Ñ·

Dans la mer Pacifique,
.`éȴ·
Dans l’île de Java?
-�.͍ʚƀ
Ou bien est-ce en Norvège,
ĥĝ.̈́Ɇ·
Cueillir la fleur de neige
.ɭ́ȡÃ·
Ou la fleur d’Angsoka?
ĥĝ¯ŃɫǫÃ΅¯ŃɫǫÃΉ�e,��
ȾÓȌÇȏǐ̧<ƅ�ÃΆ

Dites, le jeune belle,
ŧǚ�·RŒ�ɱȐ·
Où voulez-vous aller? 
��.ĢS

Menez-moi, dit la belle,
°)·Â�Ì�
À la rive fidèle
.˽ɐÑˎ·
Où l’on aime toujours.
�AS$J<į��
– Cette rive, ma chère,
Û$�·�$�¤ÒS·
On ne la connaît guère
1	
hW
Au pays des amours.
Af�Ñˎ
Où voulez-vous aller?
��.ĢS
La brise va souffler.
ÊÍ��ɸ4΄
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