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Program

Armatae face et anguibus (Juditha Triumphans)..........c.ccccoennennne. Antonio Vivaldi
(1678-1741)

12 LIedEr OP. 9 oottt Felix Mendelssohn
VIII. Frahlingsglaube (1809-1847)
IX. Ferne Fanny Mendelssohn
X. Verlust (1805-1847)
EAIE....... s Francesco Paolo Tosti
La mia canzone (1846-1916)

Non t’amo piu!

Una voce poco fa (11 barbiere di Siviglia) ..., Gioachino Rossini
(1792-1868)

Intermission

Quel guardo il Cavaliere...
So anch’io la virtu magica (Don Pasquale)..........cocveerncinnns Gaetano Donizetti
(1797-1848)

FELES GalANTES........covivievcr s Reynaldo Hahn
A Chloris (1874-1947)

You'll Never Walk Alone (Carousel)...... Richard Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein
(1902-1979) (1895-1960)

Adelaide’s Lament (Guys and DOIIS) .........ccovmninenniineneieneineenns Frank Loesser
(1910-1969)
My White Knight (The Music Man).........cccounnncnnnnninnenn. Meredith Wilson

(1902-1984)

Abigail Weller is a student of Dr. Damian Savarino

Presented in partial fulfliment of the requirements of the degree
Bachelor of Science in Music Education



Translations

Armatae face et anguibus
With armed forces and snakes

With armed forces and snakes
from the blind, squalid kingdom
barbarian allies of fury

Furies come to us

Death, scourge, slaughter,
Vengeance for such a great funeral
Our angry hearts

Teach us, leaders

Frihlingsglaube
Faith in Spring

The gentle airs have awakened,

They whisper and weave day and night,
They create at all ends.

Oh fresh scent, oh new sound!

Now, poor heart, do not be afraid!

Now everything, everything has to change.

The world becomes more beautiful every day,
You don't know what will happen next,

The blooming doesn't want to end.

The furthest, deepest valley is blooming:
Now, poor heart, forget the torment!

Now everything, everything has to change.

Ferne
Distance

I want to dream far away,

Where you are!

Where from the snowy bright rooms
The streams foam into the lakes!

I want to roam the mountains with you,
Where you are.

Where chamois roam on the ice feld,
Figs ripen in the warm valley!

And secretly | want to continue
When you return home!

Time should not sadden me,
We are still the same!

When you return home!



Verlust
Loss

And if the Fowers, the little ones, knew it
How deeply wounded my heart

you would cry with me,

To heal my pain.

And if the nightingales knew it,
How I'm so sad and sick,

They let out a cheerful sound
Refreshing singing.

And if they knew my woe,

The golden stars,

They would come from their height,
And give me comfort.

They all can't know

Only one knows my pain:
She tore herself apart,
Torn my heart.

Ideale
Ideal

I followed you like an iris of peace
Along the ways of heaven:

| followed you like a friend

Of the night in the veil.

And I felt you in the light, in the air,
In the scent of fowers;

And the lonely room was full

Of you, of your splendors.

Enraptured in you, at the sound of your voice,

| dreamed for a long time;

And of the earth every trouble, every cross,

In that dream | forgot.

Come back, dear ideal, come back for a moment
To smile at me again,

And it will shine on me, in your countenance,

A new dawn.

La mia canzone
My Song

My song is a sweet murmur

That rises up to you, in the cold air;

And if he still talks to you about my love,
Dear girl, he doesn’t want to hurt you;



Wandering on your white pillow,
It wants to tell you one last wish:
On your white virginal forehead.
My song is the goodbye kiss

the goodbye Kiss.

My song sighs and dies



Una voce poco fa
A voice a little while ago

A voice a little while ago



I know the thousand ways

Of amorous frauds,

The charms and the easy arts
To entice a heart.

I have a bizarre head,

I'm very lively,

I like to shine, I like to joke:
If I get mad

I rarely stay on target,

But the indignation quickly turns to laughter,
I have a bizarre head,
But an excellent heart, ah!

Féte galantes
Gallant Parties

The serenade givers

And the beautiful ladies listen
Exchange insipid remarks
Under the singing branches






