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Giacomo Puccini fell in love with opera when he saw
Verdi’'s Aida as a teenager. Cutting his teeth as church
organist in Lucca, he would work into his
improvisations Verdi arias and Tuscan folksongs. Sole
e amore, written in 1888, has the feel of a folksong. The
piano begins as the sun, tapping playfully; the
beginning returns at the end for the singer to dedicate
the song to Paganini - this was written for the music
magazine Paganini. Puccini re-worked this song as the
quartet in Act lll of La boheme eight years later.

Terra e mare was written in 1902 for the arts
magazine Novissima. Both piano and voice give the
impression of the swelling and falling of the sea; the
small compass of the singer’s range here perhaps
represents the boundaries of the singer’'s dream.
Mentia I'avviso (1883), is an opera scene rather than a
song — an intense recitative, starting painfully on a
diminished fourth, followed by a heartfelt aria. Puccini
returned to this when composing Manon Lescaut, re-
working it as the aria ‘Donna non vidi mai’ in which des
Grieux admits his love for Manon. Canto d’anime, by
contrast, is an optimistic song, written in 1904 for the
Gramophone Typewriter Company. Despite the brutal
marching of time, represented in the piano, the voice
comes in on an irrepressible phrase springing up an
octave and carries on evermore determined to find joy.
Within its short length, Puccini shows his mastery of
word-painting — for example, a particularly lovely key-
change to suggest the solitary nightingale.

Giuseppe Martucci was an important figure in
ltalian music: a teacher, pianist and conductor,
admired by Lizst and Toscanini. Martucci introduced
Wagner’s operas to Italian audiences, but he himself
composed no operas. His solo and orchestral songs,
such as Al folto bosco, show that he nonetheless had
operatic tendencies. Part of a cycle of seven ‘songs of
remembrance’ written in 1887, in which the singer
recalls moments of love and loss, here the singer
contrasts the timelessness of the woods with the
brevity of a love affair. The prelude shows the influence
of Wagner, introducing a recitative which leads to a
lyric aria on ‘O dolce notte’.

Paolo Tosti’s first years as a professional musician
were financially precarious (he subsisted on oranges
and stale bread), but in Rome he attracted the
attention of several patrons, including the future
queen of Italy. He moved to Britain in 1875 and was as
popular in fashionable drawing rooms as he was in
theatres. L’ultimo bacio (1882) tells of a lover
remembering the final kiss before a break-up; the
song finishes with wanting just one more kiss - a
yearning felt by the singer ending in the dominant, a
musical question-mark. Ideale (1882) has a similarly
ambiguous ending: Tosti hints at the futility of ‘the
ideal’ with a decrescendo, like Echo fading away after
Narcissus.

Verdi said that no-one had taught him ‘how to
handle dramatic music’, but by his mid-twenties he

already showed an affinity for vocal drama. In solitaria
stanza (1838) has an open and pathetic melodic line
but also subtle word-play - for example, the rests
breaking up ‘labbro senza’ to suggest silence. L’esule,
fromthe following year, uses, like Tosti’s [deale, triplets
in the accompaniment to suggest the memory of
happier times. Ad una stella was one of six romances
from 1845, by which time Verdi had achieved operatic
stardom with Nabucco. It is a lyric prayer to the stars,
contrasting its optimism with a central section which
explores the darkness of human fallibility.

Le Villi was Puccini’s first opera, based on a story
about Czech water nymphs. Puccini entered it in a
competition for new Italian opera in 1883, but his score
was rejected as it was illegible. A performance of a
revised (and legible) version led to publication by
Giulio Ricordi, and was the start of Puccini’s long and
fruitful relationship with Ricordi. ‘Se come voi piccina’
was one of the revisions of 1884, and it suggests a
Wagnerian influence both in its instrumental prelude
and its use of harmonic motifs.

Puccini liked Victorien Sardou’s play La Tosca so
well that he wrote to Ricordi in 1889 for a commission
to turn it into an opera. Difficulties with Sardou led to
Puccini abandoning the idea, but in 1895 he took it up
again and it was premiéred in Rome in 1900. In Act II,
Toscais faced with having to defile herself in order that
her lover might be spared torture. As Tosca laments
her fate, the accompaniment of ‘Vissi d’arte’ captures
her sudden loneliness and tragedy.

Isaac Albéniz found a lifetime’s fascination in the
eclecticism of Spain’s musical culture. His piano suite
Espafia (1890) contains dances from Spanish regions
and, in this tango, Argentina. Albéniz had his finger on
the musical pulse, for the tango had only just emerged
as a dance form. Albéniz’s careful markings for pulling
time around capture the essence of this mesmerising
dance.

In ‘Donde lieta usci’, from Act lll of La boheme, Mimi
tells Rodolfo that she has no hard feelings about their
break-up, and to send her anything she’s left behind.
The music betrays her, however — attempting self-
containment, it surges to high notes when
remembering their love and plunges to a low E flat on
‘addio’; in a brief, surprising change into a foreign key
she reminds Rodolfo of the pink bonnet that will have
significance in the following act.

In ‘Un bel di vedremo’, one of the great arias from
Madama Butterfly, Butterfly sings of her sureness of
Pinkerton’sreturn. Itis full of tenderness — the intimacy
of ‘Chiamera “Butterfly”, for example — but Puccini
hints at the opera’s tragic ending with a climax on
‘morire’ (to die).
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Giacomo Puccini (1858-1924)

Sole e amore (1888)
Anonymous

Il sole allegramente

Batte ai tuoi vetri.
Amor

Pian batte al tuo
cuore,

E Funoe laltro
chiama.

Il sole dice: O
dormente,

Mostrati che sei
bella.

Dice I'amor: Sorella,

Col tuo primo pensier pensa
achit'amal

Terra e mare (pub.1902)
Enrico Panzacchi

| pioppi, curvati dal
vento

Rimugghiano in lungo
filare.

Dal buio, tra il sonno, li
sento

E sogno la voce del
mare.

E sogno lavoce
profonda

Dai placidi ritmi
possenti;

Mi guardan, specchiate
dallonda,

Le stelle del cielo
fulgenti.

Ma il vento piu’ forte tempesta

De’ pioppi nel lungo filare.

Dal sonno giocondo mi
desta...

Lontana ¢ la voce del
mare!

Mentia 'avviso (1883)
Felice Romani

Mentia I'avviso ... Eppur
d’Ausena € questa

L’angusta valle ... e qui fatal
dimora

Mi presagiva la segreta
voce

Che turba da piu notti il mio
riposo.

The sun and love

The sun brightly

beats against your
windows. Love

softly beats against your
heart,

and one and the other call
to you.

The sun says: O sleeping
one,

show yourself — how
beautiful you are.

Says love: Sister,

with your first thought, think
of the one who loves you!

Earth and sea

The poplars, bent by the
wind,

are whispering in their
long rows.

In the darkness, half
asleep, | hear them

and | dream of the voice
of the sea.

And | dream of the deep
voice

with its peaceful, mighty
rhythms;

the stars shining in the
sky

are reflected in the wave
and gaze down at me.

But the wind rages louder

through the row of poplars

waking me from joyous
sleep ...

now distant is the sound
of the seal!

It was a false alarm ... Yet
this is the narrow valley

of Ausena ...and here is
the fateful abode,

foretold me by the secret
voice,

a voice that for many nights
has disturbed my rest.

Tu cui nomar non 0so,
Funesta donna,
dallavel risorta

Per mio supplizio,
Un’altra volta ancora

Promettesti vedermi.. ein
rio momento.

Ah!chigeme? ..
M’inganno ...
E 'onda, & il vento.

E la notte che mireca

Le sue larve, i suoi
timori,

Che gliaccenti punitori

Del rimorso udir mi
fa.

Canto d’anime (1904)
Luigilllica

Fuggon glianni, gliinganni e
le chimere

Cadonrecisiifiorie le
speranze

In vane e tormentose
disianze

Svaniscon le mie brevi
primavere.

Ma vive e canta ancora forte
e solo

Nelle notti del cuore un
ideale

Siccome in alta notte siderale

Inneggia solitario
Fusignolo.

Canta, cantaideal tu solo
forte

E dalle brume audace eleva
il vol lassu,

A sfidar I'oblio I'odio la
morte

Dove non son tenebre e
tutto & sol!

you, whom | dare not name,

unhappy woman,
resurrected from the
tomb,

at my pleading,

you vowed to see

me once again ... at this
fateful moment.

Ah!'Who is moaning? ... |
am mistaken ...

it is the waves and the wind.

Itisthe night

bringing me its ghosts, its
fears,

causing me to hear

the accusing words of
remorse.

Song of souls

The years, visions and
fantasies take flight,

flowers and hopes alike
are cut down,

into the empty, harrowing
distance

my brief springtimes
vanish away;

But there lives and sings
on, stalwart and alone

in the heart’s darkest
hour, an idea,

as in the celestial night

the solitary nightingale
sings its orisons.

Sing, sing, you mighty,
lone idea,

and above the mist dare
torise

tothe heavens, in defiance
of oblivion, hatred, death,

to where there is no
darkness, and all is sun!

Please do not turn the page until the song and its

accompaniment have ended.



Giuseppe Martucci (1856-1909)

Al folto bosco, placida

ombria Op. 68 No. 6
(1887)
Rocco Pagliara

A’l folto bosco, placida
ombria,

Ove sciogliemmo I'inno
d’amore,

Sempre ritorna 'anima mia,

Triste, languente, ne’l suo
dolore!

Ahi ... piu fedeli,
forse,

Le fronde serbano 'eco de’
miei sospiri:

Ancor, fra’ rami,
forse,

S’asconde la nota estrema
de’ miei deliri!

O dolce notte! O pallide
stelle misteriose!

O profumi de 'aria! O malia
de le rose!

Voi mi turbaste 'anima,
col vostro influsso
arcano

Di novi desiderii in un
tumulto strano!

Voi, ne’ silenzi estatici di
mite alba lunar,

Voi mi faceste piangere, voi
mi faceste amar!

Occhi profondi e mistici che
vincer mi sapeste,

Chi vi compose’l fascino de
la pupille meste?

Ne’l petto ancor mitremano
le vostre flamme ardenti ...

V’ascolto ancora,
o languidi sospiri, o caldi
accenti!

Ah!voi, ne I'incantesimo di
bianca alba lunar ...

Voi mi faceste piangere, voi
mi faceste amar ...

To the thick woods,
to the placid shade

To the thick woods, to the
placid shade,

where we sang our hymn
of love,

my soul always returns,

sad, tormented, in its
distress!

Alas... maybe more
faithfully, the fronds

will preserve the echo of
my sighs:

or even, the branches,
perhaps,

will conceal heights of my
ravings!

O sweet night! O pale,
mysterious stars,

O fragrances of the airl O
spell cast by the roses!

It was you who troubled
my soul, through your
mysterious influence,

with new desiresin a
strange turmoil!

You, in the ecstatic silences
of the gentle moonrise,

you, who made me weep,
you, who made me love!

Eyes, deep and mystical,
which first subdued me,

who cast the spell of your
sad gaze?

Still in my heart, tremble
your ardent flames;

| can still hear you, oh
languorous sighs, oh
fervent tones!

Ahlit was you, in the spell
of the white moonrise,

you, who made me weep,
you, who made me love.

Paolo Tosti (1846-1916)

L’ultimo bacio (1888)
Emilio Praga

Se tu lo vedi glidirai che
'amo,

Che 'amo ancora come ai
primi di,

Che nei languidi sogni ancor
lo chiamo,

Lo chiamo ancor come se
fosse qui.

E glidirai che colla fé
tradita

Tutto il gaudio d’allor non mi
rapi;

E gli dirai che basta alla mia
vita

L’ultimo bacio che I'addio
fini!

Nessun lo toglie dalla bocca
mia

L’ultimo bacio che I'addio
fini.

Ma se vuoi dargliun altro in
compagnia

Digli che 'amo, e che
aspetto qui.

Ideale (1882)
Carmelo Errico

lo ti seguii come iride di
pace

Lungo le vie del cielo;

lo ti seguii come un’amica
face

De la notte nel velo.

E ti sentiine la luce, ne
laria,

Nel profumo dei fiori;

E fu pienala stanza
solitaria

Di te, dei tuoi splendori.

In te rapito, al suon de la tua
voce,

Lungamente sognai:

E de laterra ogni affanno,
ogni croce,

In quel giorno scordai.

Torna, caro ideal, torna un
istante

A sorridermi ancora,

E a me risplendera, nel tuo
sembiante,

Una novella aurora.

The last kiss

If you see him, tell him |
love him,

justas | didin the early
days.

In languid dreams, | still
call out his name,

| call as if he were still
here.

And tell him that, even
with betrayed faith,
the joy of that time is not

taken from me;
and tell him that it is
enough for my life,

that last kiss that ended
in farewell!

No one takes it from my
lips,

that last kiss that ended
in farewell.

But if you wish to give him
anotherin company,

tell him that | love him
and | wait here for him.

Ideal

| followed you like a
rainbow of peace

along the paths of heaven;

| followed you like a
friendly torch

in the veil of night.

And | sensed you in the
light, in the air,

in the perfume of flowers;

and the solitary room was
full

of you, of your radiance.

Enraptured by you, long |
dreamed

of the sound of your voice:

and every anxiety on
earth, every torment,

| forgot on that day.

Return, dear ideal, return
for an instant

to smile at me again,

and in your face will shine
for me

anew dawn.



Giuseppe Verdi (1813-1901)

In solitaria stanza (pub.
1838)
Jacopo Vittorelli

In solitaria stanza

Langue per doglia
atroce:

|l labbro & senza voce,

Senza respiro il sen.

Come in deserta aiuola,
Che di rugiade € priva,
Sotto alla vampa estiva
Molle narcisso svien.

lo, dall’affanno oppresso,

Corro per vie rimote,

E gridoin suon che
puote

Le rupiintenerir:

Salvate, o Dei

pietosi,
Quella belta celeste:
Voi forse non sapreste
Un’altra Irene ordir.

Ad una stella (pub. 1845)
Andrea Maffei

Bell'astro della terra,
Luce amorosa € bella,
Come desia quest’anima
Oppressa e prigioniera
Le sue catene infrangere,
Liberaate volar!

Glignoti abitatori
Che minascondi, o
stella,
Coglangeli s’abbracciano
Puri fraterni amori,
Fan d’armonie
coglangeli
Lasperatua
sonar.

Le colpe e i nostri

affanni
Visono a lor segreti,
Inavvertiti e placidi
Scorrono i giorni e glianni,
Né mai pensier li novera,
Ne li richiama in duol.

Bell'astro della sera,
Gemma che il cielo allieti,

Inalonely room

In alonely room

she languishes in horrible
pain;

her lips without voice,

her breast without breath.

As, in a deserted flowerbed
that is deprived of dew,
in the heat of summer
atender narcissus withers.

|, oppressed with grief,

race down remote paths

and shout in tones that
could

soften the cliffs.

Save, 0 compassionate
Gods,

this celestial beauty;

you may not know

how to create another Irene.

To a star

Beautiful star of the earth,
amorous and lovely light,
how this soul desires,
oppressed and imprisoned,
to break its chains

and freely fly to you!

The unknown occupants

that you conceal from
me, O star,

embrace with the angels

in pure brotherly love,

and make harmony with
those angels

to have your sphere
resound.

Our mistakes and our
worries

are concealed from them,

unseen and calm

the days and years flow by,

never to be numbered

nor remembered in grief.

Beautiful evening star,
jewel enthralled by heaven,

Come alzera quest’anima
Oppressa e prigioniera
Dal suo terreno carcere
Al tuo bel raggio il vol!

L’esule (pub.1839)
Temistocle Solera

Vedi! la bianca luna

Splende sui colli;

La notturna brezza

Scorre leggera ad
increspare il vago

Grembo del queto
lago.

Percheé, perché sol io

Nell’'ora piu tranquilla e piu
soave

Muto e pensoso mi staro?
Qui tutto

E gioia; il ciel, la terra

Di natura sorridono
allincanto.

L’esule solo & condannato al
pianto.

Edio pure fralaure
native

Palpitava d’ignoto piacer.

Oh, del tempo felice ancor
vive

La memoria nel caldo
pensier.

Corsilande, deserti,
foreste,

Vidi luoghi olezzanti di
fior;

M’aggirai frale danze e le
feste,

Ma compagno ebbi sempre
il dolor.

Or che miresta®... togliere
allavita

Quella forza che misero mi
fa.

Deh, vieni, vieni, o morte, a
chit’invita

E Palma ai primi gaudi
tornera.

Oh, che allor le patrie sponde
Non saranno a me vietate;
Fra quell’aure, su quellonde
Nudo spirto volero;

Bacero le guance amate
Della cara genitrice

Ed il pianto all’infelice

Non veduto tergero.

if only this soul could rise,
oppressed and imprisoned,
from its earthly keep

to your beautiful ray in flight!

The exile

Look! The white moon
shines on the hills;
the night breeze
flows lightly to
ruffle
the charming womb of
the peaceful lake.
Why, why in this hour
so tranquil and
sweet
am | alone mute and
thoughtful? Here all
is joy; the sky, the earth,
all nature smiles at the
enchantment.
Only the exile is
condemned to weep.

And within my native air |
also

throbbed with hidden joy.

Oh, the memory of those
happy times

lives again in my ardent
thoughts.

| race through grasslands,
deserts, forests,

| observe scenes fragrant
with flowers;

| wander through the
dances and the festivals,

but pain was always my
companion.

Now, what is left for me?
Take away from my life

this force that makes me
suffer.

Oh come, come death, |
invite you

and my soul will return to
its original delight!

Oh, then my native shore
will not be barred to me!
In that air, on those waves
my bared soul will fly;

| will kiss the beloved cheek
of my dear parents

and my sad tears

will be wiped away.



Interval

Giacomo Puccini (1858-1924)

Se come voi piccinaio
fossi from Le Villi 1883)

Se come voi piccina

lo fossi, o vaghi fior,
Sempre sempre vicina
Potrei stare al mio amor.

Allor dirgli
vorrei:
‘lo penso sempre a
tel
Ripetergli potrei:
‘Non ti scordar di me!

Voi, di me piu felici,
Lo seguirete, o fior;
Per valli e per

pendici
Seguirete il mio amor.

Ah, se il nome che avete
Menzognero non &,
Deh!al mio amor ripetete:
‘Non ti scordar di me!

Vissi d’arte from Tosca
(1895-9)

Vissi d’arte, vissi
d’amore,

Non feci mai male ad anima
vival

Con man furtiva quante
miserie conobbi
aiutai.

Sempre con fe’
sincera

LLa mia preghiera ai santi
tabernacoli sali.

Sempre con fe’
sincera

Diedi fiori agli
altar.

Nell'ora del dolore

Perche, perche, Signore,

Perché me ne rimuneri cosi?

Diedi gioielli della Madonna
al manto,

Ediediil canto

Agli astri, al ciel, che ne
ridean piu belli.

Nell'ora del dolor

Pretty little flowers

Pretty little flowers,

if | were as tiny as you,

| could always, always
be close to my beloved.

And then I'd love to say to
him:

‘You're always in my
thoughts!

Time and again | could say:

‘Forget me not!

O flowers, you are luckier

than | - you will go with him;

in valleys and on
mountain slopes,

you will go with my beloved.

Ah, if you are true

to your name,

keep saying to my beloved:
‘Forget me not!’

| have lived for art

| have lived for art, | have
lived for love,

never have | harmed a
living soul!

Whenever | heard of others’
misfortune, | gave my
help, discreetly.

With sincere and
constant faith,

my prayers have risen to
the holy shrines.

With sincere and
constant faith

| have placed flowers
upon the altars.

Why then, why, o Lord,

do you repay me like this

in my hour of suffering?

| gave jewels to adorn the
Madonna’s mantle,

and | have given my song

to the stars, to heaven,
adding to their beauty.

Why then, why, o Lord,

Perche, perche, Signor,

Perché me ne rimuneri cosi?

do you repay me like this
in my hour of suffering?

Isaac Albéniz (1860-1909)

Tango from Espafia Op. 165 (pub. 1890)

Giacomo Puccini (1858-1924)

Donde lieta usci from

La bohéme (1893-5)
Luigi lllica and Giuseppe
Giacosa

D’onde lieta usci al tuo grido
D’amore torna sola Mimi.
Al solitario nido
Ritorna un’altra volta
A intesser finti fior.
Addio senzarancor.
—-Ascolta, ascolta.
Le poche robe aduna che
lasciai
Sparse. Nel mio cassetto
Stan chiusi quel cerchietto
Doreillibrodi
preghiere.
Involgi tutto quantoin un
grembiale
E manderd il portiere ...
Bada, sotto il guanciale
C’¢ la cuffietta rosa.
Se vuoi ... serbarla a ricordo
d’amor ...
Addio, senza
rancor.

Back to the place |
left

Back to the place | left
at the call of your love,
I’m going back alone
to my lonely nest
to make false flowers.
Goodbye ... no hard feelings.
But listen.
Please gather up the few
things
I've left behind. In the trunk
there’s the little bracelet
and my prayer book.
Wrap them
inan apron and I'll
send
someone for them ...
Wait! Under the pillow
there’s my pink bonnet.
If youwant ... keepitin
memory
of our love. Goodbye, no
hard feelings.



Un bel di vedremo from

Madama Butterfly
(1904-7)

Un bel di vedremo

Levarsi un fil di fumo

Sull’estremo confin del
mare.

E poi la nave appare.

Poi la nave bianca entra nel
porto,

Romba il suo salute.

Vedi? E venuto!

lo non gli scendo incontro. lo
no.

Mi metto la sul ciglio del
colle e aspetto

Gran tempo e non mi pesa la
lunga attesa.

E uscito dalla folla cittadina
un uomo,

Un picciol punto s’avvia per
la collina.

Chi sara? Chi sara?

E come sara giunto che
dira?

Chiamera ‘Butterfly’ dalla
lontana.

|lo senza dar risposta me ne
staro nascosta

Un po’ per celia, e un po’ per
non morire al primo
incontro.

Ed eglialguanto in pena
chiamera,

‘Piccina mogliettina, olezzo
diverbena,

| nomi che mi dava al suo
venire.

Tutto questo avverra, te lo
prometto.

Tienti la tua paura,

lo con sicura fede
I'aspetto.

One fine day

One fine day,

we'll see a plume of smoke

above the sea, on the far
horizon.

And then, the ship appears.

The white ship comes
into the harbour,

blasting out its greeting.

See? He’s come back!

| don’t go down to meet
him. Not I.

| stand at the top of the
hill and wait

for hours, but the time
doesn’t worry me.

A man appears from the
crowded city,

a little dot making for the
hill.

Whoever can it be?

And when he arrives,
what will he say?

From a distance, he’ll call
out, ‘Butterfly’.

Without a word, I'll stay
hidden,

partly in fun, partly so
that | don’t die the first
time we meet again.

And he, a little worried,
will call out:

‘Precious little wife,
verbena blossom’,

the names he called me
when we met.

All this will happen, |
promise you.

Keep your fears to yourself,

I'll wait for him, my faith
intact.

Translations of Puccini Sole e amore & Canto d’anime and Verdi Ad una
stella by © Jean du Monde. Puccini Mentia I'avviso by © Richard Stokes.
Martucci Al folto bosco, placida ombria Translation © 2016 by Laura
Stanfield Prichard; Tosti L’'ultimo bacio © 2023 by Betsy Schwarm;
Verdi In solitaria stanza © 2019 by Emily Ezust; Verdi L’esule © 2012 by
Melissa Malde, all reprinted with permission from the LiederNet
Archive. Puccini Se come voi piccina io fossi, Vissi d’arte & Un bel di

vedremo by © Susannah Howe.





