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Stefano Donaudy is best known for his collection 36 Arie di Stile Antico. 

Mostly writing vocal music with the texts written by his brother, Alberto 

Donaudy, Stefano had mastered vocal technique and exquisite melodies to 

fully capture audiences. This piece will never disappear from concert 

repertoire. 

 

 

“Amorosi miei giorni” from 36 Arie di Stile Antico, #27 

 

Text: Alberto Donaudy (1880-1941) 

Music: Stefano Donaudy (1879-1925) 

 

“Amorosi Miei Giorni” 

Amorosi miei giorni, 

chi vi potrà mai più scordar, 

or che di tutti i beni adorni, 

date pace al mio core 

e profumo ai pensieri? 

Poter così, finchè la vita avanza, 

non temer più gli affanni 

d'una vita d'inganni, 

sol con questa speranza: 

che un suo sguardo sia tutto il mio splendor 

e un suo sorriso sia tutto il mio tesoro! 

 

Chi di me più beato, 

se accanto a sè così non ha 

un dolce e caro oggetto amato, 

sì che ancor non può dire 

di saper cos'è amore? 

Ah, ch'io così, finchè la vita 

avanza, 

“My Amorous Days” 

My amorous days, 

Who could ever forget you, 

Now that, adorned with all the blessings, 

You give peace to my heart 

And perfume to my thoughts?  

To be able, so, as life advances, 

To fear no longer the anxieties 

Of a life of deceptions, 

With this hope alone: 

That one look of his may be all my splendor 

And one smile of his may be all my treasure! 

 

Who more blessed than I, 

If she does not thus have beside her 

A sweet and dear beloved object, 

So that she cannot yet say 

She knows what love is?  

Ah, may I so, as life advances, 

 



più non tema gli affanni 

d'una vita d'inganni, 

sol con questa speranza: 

che un suo sguardo sia tutto il mio splendor 

e un suo sorriso sia tutto il mio tesoro! 

 

Fear no longer the anxieties 

Of a life of deceptions, 

With this hope alone: 

That one look of his may be all my splendor 

And one smile of his may be all my treasure! 

 

Translation by Gretchen Armacost copyright © 2002 

Reprinted with permission from the LiederNet 

Archive 

 

 

Hugo Wolf was a prolific composer who developed the German lied, or 

art song, to its highest point. After the passing of his father, Wolf published 

the Eichendorff Lieder in 1889. This was a part of a sudden burst of 

songwriting that coincided with his love affair with Melanie Köchert and 

spending more time with his supportive friends. In his later years, he was 

showing signs of insanity and would later be confined into an asylum. 

Hugo Wolf was determined to express every emotion he could from a give 

poem through his music. 

 

Joseph von Eichendorff was a famous writer within the Romantic era. This selection of poems, 

Gedichte published in 1837, was the culmination of all his poetry and presented the size, scope, 

and quality of his life’s work. 

 

“Der Musikant” from Eichendorff Lieder 

 
Text: Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857) 

Music: Hugo Wolf (1860-1903) 

 

“Der Musikant” 

Wandern lieb’ ich für mein Leben, 

Lebe eben wie ich kann, 

Wollt ich mir auch Mühe geben, 

Passt es mir doch gar nicht an. 

 

Schöne alte Lieder weiss ich; 

In der Kälte, ohne Schuh, 

Draussen in die Saiten reiss ich, 

The Musician 

I simply love to wander, 

And live as best I can, 

And were I to exert myself, 

It wouldn’t suit at all. 

 

Beautiful old songs I know, 

Barefoot out in the cold 

I pluck my strings, 



Weiss nicht, wo ich abends ruh’. 

 

Manche Schöne macht wohl Augen, 

Meinet, ich gefiel ihr sehr, 

Wenn ich nur was wollte taugen, 

So ein armer Lump nicht wär. 

 

Mag dir Gott ein’n Mann bescheren, 

Wohl mit Haus und Hof versehn! 

Wenn wir zwei zusammen wären, 

Möcht mein Singen mir vergehn. 

 

Not knowing where I’ll rest at night. 

 

Many a beauty gives me looks, 

Says she’d fancy me, 

If I’d make something of myself, 

Were not such a beggar wretch. 

 

May God give you a husband, 

Well provided with house and home! 

If we two were together, 

My singing might fade away. 

 

Translation © Richard Stokes, author of The 

Book of Lieder (Faber, 2005) 

 

“Der Glücksritter” from Eichendorff Lieder 

 

Text: Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857) 

Music: Hugo Wolf (1860-1903) 

 

“Der Glücksritter” 

 

Wenn Fortuna spröde tut, 

Lass’ ich sie in Ruh’, 

Singe recht und trinke gut, 

Und Fortuna kriegt auch Mut, 

Setzt sich mit dazu. 

 

Doch ich geb’ mir keine Müh’: 

„He, noch eine her!“ 

Kehr’ den Rücken gegen sie, 

Lass’ hoch leben die und die 

Das verdriesst sie sehr. 

 

Und bald rückt sie sacht zu mir: 

„Hast du deren mehr?“ 

„Wie Sie she’n, drei Kannen schier, 

Und das lauter Klebebier! 

’S wird mir gar nicht schwer.“ 

 

The Soldier of Fortune 

 

When Fortune acts coyly, 

I leave her in peace, 

Sing out and drink my fill, 

And Fortune too takes heart 

And sits down beside me. 

 

But I don’t exert myself: 

“Hey, another beer!” 

I turn my back on her, 

Drink to the health of other girls  

Which makes her very cross. 

 

And soon she nestles beside me: 

“Any more of them?” 

“As you see, almost three tankards 

Of pure malt beer! 

That’s not too much for me!” 

 



Drauf sie zu mir lächelt fein: 

„Bist ein ganzer Kerl!“ 

Ruft den Kellner, schreit nach  

Wein, 

Trinkt mir zu und schenkt mir ein, 

Echte Blum’ und Perl’. 

Sie bezahlet Wein und Bier, 

Und ich, wieder gut, 

Führe sie am Arm mit mir 

Aus dem Haus wie’n Kavalier, 

Alles zieht den Hut. 

Then she smiles at me slyly: 

“You’re a real man!” 

She summons the waiter, shouts for wine, 

Drinks my health and fills my glass, 

Real bouquet and sparkle. 

She pays for both wine and beer, 

And I, good-humoured once more, 

Lead her out of the inn 

On my arm, like a cavalier, 

Everyone doffs his hat. 

 

Translation © Richard Stokes, author of The 

Book of Lieder (Faber, 2005) 

 

“Verschwiegene Liebe” from Eichendorff Lieder 

 

Text: Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857) 

Music: Hugo Wolf (1860-1903) 

 

“Verschwiegene Liebe” 

 

Über Wipfel und Saaten 

In den Glanz hinein - 

Wer mag sie erraten, 

Wer holte sie ein? 

Gedanken sich wiegen, 

Die Nacht ist verschwiegen, 

Gedanken sind frei. 

 

Errät es nur eine, 

Wer an sie gedacht 

Beim Rauschen der Haine, 

Wenn niemand mehr wacht 

Als die Wolken, die fliegen - 

Mein Lieb ist verschwiegen 

Und schön wie die Nacht. 

Silent Love 

 

Over treetops and cornfields 

Into the gleaming light 

Who may guess them, 

Who catch them up? 

Thoughts go floating, 

The night is silent, 

Thoughts are free. 

 

If only she could guess 

Who has thought of her 

In the rustling groves, 

When no one else is awake 

But the scudding clouds 

My love is silent 

And lovely as night. 

 

Translation © Richard Stokes, author of 

The Book of Lieder (Faber, 2005) 



Francis Poulenc was a composer and pianist known for his 

application of text to music. His music is representative of the various 

characteristics and struggles throughout his life. He formed a group of 

composers called Les Six in 1920 and although they had varying 

compositional styles, they were all very good friends and supported one 

another. He resumed his studies in 1921 and published these two pieces 

in 1943. 
 

Louis Aragon contributed to the avant-garde movements which helped shape French literary and 

visual culture. His poetry represented his belief that everyone’s language differs from each to 

each. Although his poetry was not typical for Poulenc to compose to, this set of songs was 

something that caught his eye. A deeply serious song followed by a rapidly absurd description of 

day to day encounters. 

 

“C.” from Duex Poemes de Louis Aragon 

 
Text: Louis Aragon (1897-1982) 

Music: Francis Poulenc (1899-1963) 

 

“C.” 

J’ai traversé les ponts de Cé 

C’est là que tout a commence 

Une chanson des temps passés 

Parle d’un chevalier blesse 

 

D’une rose sur la chaussée 

Er d’un corsage délacé 

Du château d’un duc insensé 

Et des cignes dans les fossés 

 

De la prairie où vient danser 

Une éternelle fiancée 

Er j’ai bu comme un lait glacé 

Le long lai des gloires faussées 

 

La Loire emporte mes pensées 

Avec les voitures versées 

Et les armes désamorcées 

Et les larmes mal effaces 

 

Ô ma France ô ma délaissée 

J’ai traversé les ponts de Cé 

 

C 

I have crossed the bridges of Cé 

It is there that everything began 

A song of bygone days 

Tells of a knight who injured lay 

 

Of a rose upon the carriage-way 

And a bodice with an unlaced stay 

And the castle of an insane duke 

And swans in castle moats 
 

And of the meadow where 

An eternal fiancée comes to dance 

And I have drunk the long lay 

Of false glories like icy milk 
 

The Loire bears my thoughts away 

With the overturned jeeps 

And the unprimed arms 

And the ill-dried tears 

 

O my France O my forsaken one 

I have crossed the bridges of Cé 

Translation by Richard Stokes, from A 

French Song Companion (Oxford, 2000) 



“Fêtes Galantes” from Duex Poemes de Louis Aragon 
 

Text: Louis Aragon (1897-1982) 

Music: Francis Poulenc (1899-1963) 

 

“Fêtes Galantes” 

 

On voit des marquis sur des bicyclettes 

On voit des marlous en cheval-jupon 

On voit des morveux avec des voilettes 

On voit les pompiers brûler les pompons 

 

On voit des mots jetés à la voirie 

On voit des mots élevés au pavois 

On voit les pieds des enfants de Marie 

On voit le dos des diseuses à voix 

 

On voit des voitures à gazogène 

On voit aussi des voutures à bras 

On voit des lascars que les longs nez gênent 

On voit des coïons de dix-huit carats 

 

On voit ici ce que l’on voit ailleurs 

On voit des demoiselles dévoyées 

On voit des voyous On voit des voyeurs 

On voit sous les ponts passer des noyés 

 

 

On voit chômer les marchands de chaussures 

On voit mourir d’ennui les mireurs d’œufs 

On voit péricliter les valeurs sûres 

Et fuir la vie à la six-quatre-deux 

 

Gallant Parties 

 

You see fops on cycles 

You see pimps in kilts 

You see whipper-snappers with veils 

You see firemen burning their pompoms 

 

You see words hurled on the garbage heap 

You see words praised to the skies 

You see the feet of orphan children 

You see the backs of cabaret singers 

 

You see cars run on gasoline 

You see handcarts too 

You see sly fellows hindered by long noses 

You see unmitigated idiots 

 

You see here what you see everywhere 

You see girls who are led astray 

You see guttersnipes you see Peeping Toms 

You see drowned corpses float beneath 

bridges 

 

You see out-of-work shoemakers 

You see egg-candlers bored to death 

You see securities tumble 

And life rushing pell-mell by. 

Translation by Richard Stokes, from A 

French Song Companion (Oxford, 2000) 



Jules Massenet was the most prominent and prolific French opera 

composer of his era. He composed more than 30 operas and was able to 

premier some of them at the Opéra during the sudden public interest of 

Wagner. Manon has aided in securing his place amongst famous French 

opera composers. 

 

In this scene from Manon, Des Grieux is dreaming of a life with Manon 

and has this place in mind where they can both be happy. He does not know whether she feels 

the same way, but he cannot help himself from expressing his dream to her. The dream depicts a 

house surrounded by beautiful flowers and singing birds, but it is missing one thing… her. 

 

“En fermant les yeux” from Manon 

 

Text: Henri Meilhac (1830–1897) and Philippe Gille (1831–1901) 

Music: Jules Massenet (1842-1912) 

 

“En fermant les yeux” 

En fermant les yeux, je vois là-bas une 

humble retraite, 

une maisonnette toute blanche au fond des 

bois! 

 

Sous ses tranquilles ombrages, 

les clairs et joyeux ruisseaux, 

où se mirent les feuillages, 

chantent avec les oiseaux! 

 

C'est le Paradis! Oh! non!  

Tout est là triste et morose, 

car il y manque une chose: 

il y faut encor Manon! 

 

Viens! là sera notre vie, 

si tu le veux, ô Manon! 

“When I close my eyes” 

When I close my eyes I see far away a 

modest retreat, 

a little cottage lost in the middle of the 

woods! 

 

Under the quiet shade, 

the clear and joyous streams, 

in which the leaves are reflected, 

sing with the birds! 

 

It's Paradise! Oh no! 

everything there is sad and melancholy, 

because one thing is missing: 

Manon ought to be present! 

 

No, our life will be there, 

if you want it, oh Manon! 

 

 



Lori Laitman is known for her text setting and giving the poems new and 

deeper life through music. Amongst her hundreds of songs, featuring classical 

and contemporary poets, she has composed multiple operas and choral works. 

Laitman’s music is critically acclaimed and performed across the globe. 
 

 

“The Apple Orchard”  

 

Text: Dana Gioia (1950-Present) 

Music: Lori Laitman (1955-Present) 

 

This piece was Laitman’s first song ever written for the tenor voice. The poem creates an image 

in the listeners mind about a memory of true love that had been lost. The music creates tension 

by repeating arpeggiated chords building up to the climax of the piece of “Nothing Consumed” 

and “Everything”. Both phrases are repeated to link the concepts together and encapsulate the 

emotions throughout the piece. 

 

You won’t remember it  

the apple orchard we wandered through one 

April afternoon 

Climbing the hill behind the empty farm 

 

A city boy, I’d never seen a grove 

Burst in full flower or breathed the bittersweet 

perfume of blossoms mingled with the dust 

 

A quarter mile of trees in fragrant rows 

arching above us. We walked the aisle alone 

in spring’s ephemeral cathedral 

We had the luck, if you can call it that of 

having been in love but never lovers the 

bright flame burning, fed by pure desire 

 

Nothing consumed, such secrets brought to 

light! There was a moment when I stood 

behind you 

Reached out to spin you toward me but I 

stopped 

 

What more could I have wanted from that 

day? Everything, of course. Perhaps that was 

the point to learn that what we will not grasp 

is lost 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“On A Photograph”  
 

Text: John Wood (1947-Present) 

Music: Lori Laitman (1955-Present) 

 
Poet, John Wood, said, “On a Photograph I Found of Two Young Factory Workers Standing 

beside a Piece of Heavy Machinery and Inscribed on the Reverse ‘Sacred to the Memory of 

Friendship.” Imagining the daily lives of these factory workers, John Wood conveys the 

conversational tone and flexibility that one would find in a factory setting. What would it mean 

for these two to feel more for each other than simple coworkers? Laitman displays this through 

flexible tempo and building to a climax of lovers loving. 

Though they did not stand close to each other, 

and though they stared from their machine 

indifferently, distantly, I do not doubt they’d 

known each other’s arms and fears.  

 

The mustached one wore a small ring on his 

little finger, and neither smiled as that instant 

sacred to the memory was snatched from a 

factory in Wilson, Kansas, back when my 

grandparents were children.  

 

And I saw that the one who’d inscribed it had 

pasted on a prescription from F. Zeman, 

Druggist, made out for the “Worst Kind of 

Poison.” 

 

And I could imagine how the other laughed at 

such love-clear jokes. And I could see him, 

who, like his friend, had never read Whitman 

or Plato or given thought to the theories of 

passion. 

Take him, and kiss those quiet lips 

And move his hands over his chest and back 

and thighs until they both rememorized their 

love. 

 

And perhaps they rested with a shot of 

whiskey, a beer, and talked of the foreman or 

next Sunday’s lesson on Deuteronomy and 

what to do with the extra tomatoes they’d 

grown, the talk of those who’ve come to 

count tomorrow assured.  
 

And perhaps one said,  

“But if we get bad rain this year, 

We won’t have enough tomatoes to put up.” 
 

And the other said, “Maybe you’re right; It’d 

be a shame not to have enough for winter.” 
 

And they talked on like this into days and 

days until finally there was nothing: a house, 

a cane, an empty bed, a few jars of juice, a 

photograph waiting. 



“Full Moon” and “Light Hearted William” from 2 William Carlos 

William Songs 

 

Text: William Carlos Williams (1883-1963) 

Music: Lori Laitman (1955-Present) 

 

“Full Moon” and “Light Hearted William” come together in this set to contrast one another. 

“Full Moon” is about the “noon of night”, the moon. Its harmonies are peculiar and uncertain and 

then day arrives and is cherished and celebrated. Leading into the playfulness of “Light Hearted 

William” depicted with chromaticism and meter changes to bring a bounce to the piece. 

 

“Full Moon” 

 

Blessed moon 

Noon of night 

That through the Dark 

bids Love stay 

curious shapes awake 

to plague me 

Is day near 

shining girl? 

Yes, day! 

The warm 

The radiant 

All fulfilling 

Day. 

 

“Light Hearted William” 

 

Light hearted William twirled 

His November moustaches 

And, half dressed, looked 

From the bedroom window 

Upon the spring weather 

 

Heigh-ya! Sighed he gaily 

Leaning out to see 

Up and down the street 

Where a heavy sunlight 

Lay beyond some blue shadows. 

 

Into the room he drew 

His head again and laughed 

To himself quietly 

Twirling his green moustaches. 

 

 

 

 
 

  



William Bolcom is an American composer of band, chamber, choral, 

keyboard, operatic, symphonic, and vocal music. He has been awarded a 

Pulitzer Prize and won four Grammy Awards. He was a part of the 

composition faculty at the University of Michigan School of Music and is now 

retired. He composed four operas including A View From the Bridge where this 

piece, “New York Lights” is set.  

 

In this scene, Rodolfo is singing about his love for New York City while standing on a balcony 

overlooking the buildings. He is trying to convince his brother Eddie that it’s not so bad. Rodolfo 

is imagining himself in the land of opportunity and comparing it to back home in Italy. 

 

“New York Lights” from A View From the Bridge 

 
Text: Arnold Weinstein (1927-2005) 

Music: William Bolcom (1938-Present) 

 

I love the beauty of the view at home, 

The palazzos of Palermo, the cathedral dome; 

I’ve seen pictures of Milano and of Rome, 

But they don’t compare to the New York 

lights. 

 

I love our oranges right off the tree, 

And frying sardines just fished from the sea 

But there’s only one place that I long to be 

And that’s New York, and the New York 

lights. 

In Sicily every town has a fountain  

Where the whole town meets, 

And under our volcano mountain  

couples hold hands, Nicely, in the streets. 

 

I’ve seen our sea and seen our sights, 

Our big hotel on our hilltop heights, 

But since I was a boy I been dreaming of 

nights 

In New York and the New York lights. 

 

New York is always my dream 

A shiny dream from a-far 

Where the bright light are, 

Those New York lights. 

 

 

 

 

 
 



Frederick Loewe was an American composer but born in Germany. He 

was a child prodigy and played with the Berlin Philharmonic Orchestra at 

the age of 13. In 1942, he began collaborating with Alan Jay Lerner and 

together they wrote nine musicals. Their fifth and possibly most popular 

musical, My Fair Lady, was off the charts. It set a record for the longest 

original run of any musical production in London and New York City. The 

film version won eight Academy Awards. 

 
“On The Street Where You Live” from My Fair Lady 

 
Text: Alan Jay Lerner (1918-1986) 

Music: Frederick Loewe (1901-1988) 

 

 

 

 

  

I have often walked down the street before, 

But the pavement always stayed beneath my 

feet before 

All at once am I several stories high, 

Knowing I'm on the street where you live 

 

Are there lilac trees in the heart of town? 

Can you hear a lark in any other part of town? 

Does enchantment pour out of every door? 

No, it's just on the street where you live 

 

And oh, the towering feeling 

Just to know somehow you are near 

The overpowering feeling 

That any second you may suddenly appear 

 

People stop and stare they don't bother me, 

For there's nowhere else on earth 

That I would rather be let the time go by, 

I won't care if I can be here on the street 

where you live 

 

People stop and stare they don't bother me, 

For there's nowhere else on earth that I 

would rather be 

Let the time go by I won't care if I 

Can be here on the street where you live. 

 



Jason Ford began writing songs in 2016 in his hometown of Verona, 

Wisconsin. He is currently attending the University of Wisconsin Oshkosh 

(UWO) and is majoring in music industry with a minor in business. This will 

be the premiere for all three of these pieces and although they were written 

separately, these three songs come together to form what could be a 

representation of the cycle of love.  

 

“Falling” 
 

Text & Music: Jason Ford (2001-Present) 

 

It’s crazy to think that 

Just one human 

Has such a hold on me 

She speaks so slowly 

She stares just softly 

Digging in so deep 

 

Could she show me who I am? 

Could she teach me to be a man? 

I don’t want to shut myself out 

When that’s exactly where I’ve been 

 

Now I’m 

Falling 

Falling 

Falling for you 

 

We met so fast and 

I got so attached but 

It can’t seem to fade 

I won’t let go no 

I won’t lose hope no 

You’re stuck in my brain 

 

 
“Cotton Candy Clouds” 

 

Text & Music: Jason Ford (2001-Present) 

 

It’s a cool morning with the  

winter breeze.  

She looks up then looks  

back at me. 

We drive away towards the roaring sea 

Just to stare at the sky 

 

It’s a long day out in Montana 

She dreams of living down in Havana 

We bundle up in matching pajamas 

Just to sleep through the night 

 

It’s all just floating through the sky 

like cotton candy clouds we’re drifting 

Off away from here tonight 

Moving through the light we’re singing oh 

It’s all just floating through the sky 

like cotton candy clouds we’re drifting 

Off away from here tonight 

Moving through the light we’re singing oh 

Like cotton candy clouds we’re drifting off 

Into each other’s eyes 

 

It’s a cloudy day in the midst of June 

She hasn’t felt the same since school 

We don’t know what we should do 

Are we playing pretend 

 

It’s a sad night fighting back forth 

She can’t stand me no more 

We walk away and shut the door 

Is this the end… 



Like cotton candy clouds we’re drifting off 

Into each other’s eyes 

 

It’s a Friday night driving out of town 

She looks gorgeous where’s her crown? 

We drive along with the windows down 

Leaving our worries behind 

 

It’s a bar fight with the guy who stares 

She yells at me “who cares” 

We tense up, start throwing chairs 

Smashing bottles of wine 

 

 

Or am I just floating through the sky 

like cotton candy clouds I’m drifting 

Off away from you tonight 

Blinded the light I’m singing oh 

Like cotton candy clouds I’m drifting off 

Into the black of night 

 

“Can There Be Love?” 

 

Text & Music: Jason Ford (2001-Present) 

 

Feeling small with you around 

These thoughts inside that cannot be found 

It’s raining 

 

It’s pouring down like flood pushing me 

inside 

Can’t contain my life Lord knows I’ve tried 

It’s storming 

 

You make it Hurt 

Can there be love? 

You make it Hurt 

Will there be love? 

 

You had the time to set things right 

You lost your faith in me tonight 

We’re drowning 

 

You knock me down off your throne that 

won’t reside 

There’s no place in this world that you can 

hide 

We’re sinking down 

 

And I’m trying to hear you now 

There’s no prize there’s no crown 

Can’t we just figure this out 

Do you hear me now? 

Or is it too loud? 

 

  


