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LOVE SONGS

1. Aaron Copland: Pastorale (2:24)
2. Fernando Obradors: Del Cabello más sutil (2:33)
3. Jayme Ovalle: Azulão (1:53)
4. Richard Strauss: Ständchen (2:18)
5. Joseph Marx: Selige Nacht (2:23) 
6. Francis Poulenc: Fleurs (2:37)
7. Pietro Cimara: Stornello (3:20)
8. Roger Quilter: Music, When Soft Voices Die (2:01)
9. Oscar Straus: Je t’aime (3:03)
10. Roger Quilter: Love’s Philosophy (1:23)
11. Robert Schumann:Widmung (2:21)
12. Robert Schumann: Du bist wie eine Blume (1:57)
13. Richard Strauss: Das Rosenband (3:02)
14. Gustav Mahler: Liebst du um Schönheit (2:48)
15. Joaquin Turina: Cantares (2:02)
16. Edouard Lippé: How Do I Love Thee? (3:55)
17. Noel Coward: I’ll Follow My Secret Heart (2:55)
18. Charles Gounod: Sérénade (4:15)
19. Franz Schubert: Liebe Schwärmt auf allen Wegen (1:13)
20. Frank Bridge: Love Went A-Riding (1:46)
21. Stephen Foster:Why, No One to Love (3:15)
22. Stefano Donaudy: O del mio amato ben (5:03)
23. Benjamin Britten: The Salley Gardens (3:23)
24. Aaron Copland: Heart, We Will Forget Him (2:12)
25. Frederick Loewe: Before I Gaze at You Again (2:19)
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The little-known Pastorale by Aaron Copland (b. 1900) is one of the composer’s earliest
works, written in April 1921, just before Copland left for Paris to study with the redoubtable
Nadia Boulanger. Commenting later on the song, Copland wrote that “it seem[ed] to me to
show the beginnings of a musical personality, at least in terms of rhythmic feeling, frequent
meter changes, and sense of form.” The first performance was given by the American
tenor Charles Hubbard and Boulanger in December 1921 at one of Boulanger’s Société
Musique des Indépendants concerts, earning Copland his first favorable reviews as a com-
poser. The text is drawn from the folk poetry of Kafiristan, a mountainous Afghani region.

Since you love me and I love you
The rest matters not.
I will cut grass in the fields
And you will sell it for beasts.

Since you love me and I love you
The rest matters not.
I will sow maize in the fields
and you will sell it for people.

-From the poetry of Kafiristan
-Translation by E. Powys Mathers

The early years of the 20th century saw an extraordinary flourishing of Spanish songs, due
in large part to the works of such composers as Falla, Turina and Fernando Obradors
(1897-1945), who looked to folk song tradition as a primary inspiration. Not surprisingly,
Obradors’ Del cabello más sutil is identified as one of the composer’s “cantares populares.”

Del cabello más sutil Of the softest hair
Que tienes en tu trenzado Which you wear in braids
He de hacer une cadena I shall make a chain
Para traerte a mi lado. to draw you to my side.
Una alcarraza en tu casa, A jug in your house,
Chiquilla, quisiera ser, My darling, I would like to be,
Para besarte en la boca, To kiss your lips,
Cuando fueras a beber. When you take a drink.

Like his contemporary and friend Heitor Villa-Lobos, the Brazilian Jayme Ovalle (1894-
1955) drew upon his native musical traditions, writing artful folk-song arrangements as well
as original songs which conveyed a folk-like charm, as evident in the bewitching Azulão.

Vai, Azulão, Azulão, companheiro, vai! Go, bluebird, my companion, go!
Vai ver minha ingrata, Go and see my ungrateful love,
Diz que sem elo say that without her
Sertão não é mais sertão! the forest is no longer the forest!
Ai! võa Azulão, Alas, fly bluebird, 
vai contar companheiro, vai! go and tell her, my companion, go!

-Manuel Bandeira

Richard Strauss (1864-1949) wrote more than 200 lieder, which span the composer’s
entire career. His first efforts date from his seventh year; the final glorious outpouring
came in the Four Last Songs of 1948. But the bulk of Strauss’s songs (including both
songs recorded here) were composed between 1885 and 1908, during the same period
as virtually all of his symphonic poems as well as the first two mature operas, Salome,
and Elektra. Many of these songs were written for the composer’s wife, the soprano
Pauline de Ahna, who was then in the midst of a flourishing career, often touring with her
husband as pianist.

Like Schubert, Strauss was often unselective in his choice of texts; some of his
finest songs are settings of surprisingly uninspired poems. As the composer himself ex-
plained, his chief consideration was to find words which stirred a musical reaction. “Musi-
cal ideas have prepared themselves in me — God knows why — and when, as it were,
the barrel is full, a song appears in the twinkling of an eye as soon as I come across a
poem more or less corresponding to the subject of an imaginary song …”

Ständchen, one of the composer’s best known songs, dates from 1887.

Mach’ auf, mach’ auf, doch leise mein Kind Open up! Open up, but softly, my child
um Keinen vom Schlummer zu wecken, so as to wake no one from slumber!
kaum murmelt der Bach, The brook hardly murmurs,
kaum zittert im Wind hardly a leaf on bush or hedge

ein Blatt an den Büschen und Hecken. trembles in the wind!

Drum leise mein Mädchen, All around softly, my dear,
dass nichts sich regt, so that nothing is disturbed,

nur leise die Hand auf die Klinke gelegt. lay your hand gently on the door handle.

Mit Tritten, wie Tritte der Elfen so sacht, As gently as the steps of elves,
um über die Blumen zu hüpfen, skipping gingerly over flowers,
Flieg’ leicht hinaus fly easily out into the moon-filled night
in die Mondscheinnacht and glide to me in the garden.

zu mir in den Garten zu schlüpfen.

Rings schlummern die Blüthen All around, the blossoms by the
am rieselnden Bach rippling brook are slumbering,

und duften im Schlaf, even in sleep emitting fragrance,
nur die Liebe ist wach. only Love is awake!

Sitz’ nieder, hier, dämmerts geheimnisvoll Sit down; here, under the linden trees
unter den Linden bäumen, the twilight falls mysteriously.
die Nachtigall uns zu Häupten soll The nightingale above our heads
von uns’ren Küssen träumen. shall dream of our kisses.

und die Rose, and the rose,
wenn sie am Morgen erwacht, when she awakes in the morning,

hoch glühn hoch glühn shall glow sublimely
von den Wonne schaudern der Nacht. from the blissful raptures of the night.

-A.F. von Schack -Translation by Bejun Mehta

NOTES ON THE PROGRAM



Joseph Marx (1882-1964) came of age musically in the Vienna of Schoenberg, Berg and
Webern but he remained a resolute conservative in his stylistic leanings, taking Wolf,
Bruckner, Reger and Brahms as his models. Although the composer spent much of his
career as an influential educator and critic, he left behind a considerable legacy of songs.
Ironically, Marx used many of the same texts as Schoenberg and his circle, even writing
his own setting of Pierrot Lunaire. Selige Nacht (1915) similarly is based on the same
poem as the sixth of Berg’s Seven Early Songs.

Im Arm der Liebe schliefen wir selig ein, In the arms of love, we blissfully fell
asleep.
Am offnen Fenster The summer wind
lauschte der Sommerwind, watched at the open window,

Und unsrer Atemzüge Frieden and carried out the peace
trug er hinaus in of our every breath

die helle Mondnacht. to the moonlit night.
Und aus dem Garten tastete zagend sich And from the garden a scent of roses
ein Rosenduft an unserer Liebe Bett came timidly to our love-bed
Und gab uns wundervolle Träume, and gave us wondrous dreams,
Träume des Rausches, ecstatic dreams, full of longing.
so reich an Sehnsucht.

-Otto Erich Hartleben

Francis Poulenc (1889-1963) wrote Fleurs as the concluding song of his cycle Fi-
ançailles pour rire (1939), based on poems of Louise de Vilmorin. Poulenc’s settings cap-
ture the melancholy mood of the poems, written while de Vilmorin was stranded in
Hungary during the first months of World War II.

Fleurs promises, Promised flowers, flowers held in your
arms,

fleurs tenues dans tes bras, flowers sprung from footprints.
Fleurs sorties des parenthèses d’un pas Who brought you these winter flowers,
Qui t’apportait ces fleurs l’hiver powdered with the sands of the seas?
Saupoudrées du sable des mers?
Sable de tes baisers, Sands of your kisses, flowers of faded
loves.
fleurs des amours fanées The beautiful eyes are ashes

Les beaux yeux sont de cendre and in the fireplace
et dans la cheminée a heart beribboned with sighs

Un coeur enrubanné de plaintes burns with its treasured images.
Brûle avec ses images saintes.
Fleurs promises, Promised flowers,
fleurs tenues dans tes bras, flowers held in your arms,

Qui t’apportait ces fleurs l’hiver Who brought you these winter flowers…
Saupoudrées du sable des mers.

-Louise de Vilmorin 

The Italian conductor and composer Pietro Cimara (1887-1967) drew upon the centuries-
old tradition of the Stornello, a popular verse form originating in Tuscany. Although stor-
nelli can be satiric or whimsical in content, the most popular subject is, of course, love.

Son come i chicchi della melograna Like pomegranate seeds are your
vellutati e vermigli i labbri tuoi velvet, vermilion lips
gareggiar colla fragola montana The scent of your breath
pel profumo dell’alito tu puoi. competes with the
Come le piante che gemme odorate wild mountain strawberries.
distillano dal tronco e dalla chioma Like plants which distill jewels
tu stilli dalle tue labbra rosate from their stems and leaves
baci che sono del tuo cor l’aroma. you, from your rosy lips

exude kisses which are
the aroma of your heart.

Fammi nutrir di baci si soavi Nourish me with such sweet kisses
come si nutre di rugiada il fiore: as the flower is nourished with dew:
baciami sempre come mi baciavi kiss me always as you kissed me
la prima volta che ti strinsi al core! the first time that I pressed you to my
heart.
Se tu fossi rugiada le tue stille If you were dew, would you deny
di vita altrici negheristi al fior? your life-giving essence to the flower?
Baciami dunque, e fa nove scintille Kiss me then, and make new sparks
flame
arder di vita in quest’a rido cor! with life in this arid heart?
Son come i chicchi della melograna Like pomegranate seeds are your
vellutati e vermigli i labbri tuoi! velvet, vermilion lips.

-Arnaldo Frateili -Translation by Debrah Lucchesi

The career of the English composer Roger Quilter (1877-1953) has many parallels with
that of Percy Grainger, who was one of Quilter’s classmates at the Frankfurt Conservatory
in the 1890’s. Quilter’s light orchestral pieces were once staples of Sir Henry Wood’s
Promenade Concerts in London but he is best known today for his many songs. Love’s
Philosophy (1905), the earlier of the two Shelley settings recorded here, represents the
composer at the very beginning of his career; Music, when Soft Voices Die (1927) comes
from one of the most productive periods in the composer’s life.

MUSIC, WHEN SOFT VOICES DIE

Music, when soft voices die,
Vibrates in the memory —
Odours, when sweet violets sicken,
Live within the sense they quicken.

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead,
Are heap’d for the beloved’s bed;
And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone,
Love itself shall slumber on.

-Percy Bysshe Shelley

LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY

The fountains mingle with the river



And the rivers with the ocean;
The winds of Heav’n mix for ever
With a sweet emotion.

Nothing in the world is single;
All things, by a law divine,
In one another’s being mingle,
Why not I with thine?

See, the mountains kiss high Heav’n,
And the waves clasp one another;
No sister flower would be forgiv’n
If it disdain’d its brother.

And the sunlight clasps the earth,
And the moonbeams kiss the sea,
What are all these kissings worth,
If thou kiss not me?

-Percy Bysshe Shelley

Although not directly related to the celebrated Strauss family, Oscar Straus (1870-1954)
enjoyed similar acclaim as a composer of operettas, ballets and cabaret songs. Straus’
Viennese-tinged music brought him great international success, culminating with the
American triumph of his The Chocolate Soldier. Je t’aime, based on music by the
younger Johann Strauss, was originally written for the operetta Drei Walzer (1935); the
operetta became far better known in a French version, Trois Valses, created as a vehicle
for the legendary Yvonne Printemps.

Tu es très volage, You are very fickle,
N’est-ce pas ton âge? Is it not your age?
Ton coeur trop léger Your heart too light
Aime le partage. Likes to share love among many.
Et, l’âme un peu folle, And, your mind, a bit silly,
Papillon frivole, Frivolous butterfly,
Tu ne peux pas t’engager You cannot make yourself
A ne plus voltiger! stop fluttering about!

Je t’aime, quand même, I love you, all the same,
Eprise, conquise, Soumise, Smitten, conquered, subdued
Je viens à toi dès que je vois tes yeux I come to you as soon as I see your eyes
J’hèsite, mais, vite, craintive, captive, I hesitate, but, quickly, apprehensive, captive
J’arrive si-tôt que ton regard me dit: I grasp right away what your glance tells me:
Je veux! I want you!

Je tente ma chance, I try my luck,
C’est de la démence! It is insanity!
Car j’en souffrirai, Because I will suffer for it,
Je le sais d’avance I know in advance
Qu’importe! je l’ose, Who cares! I’ll risk it,
Oui, je suis ta chose, Yes, I am your property

Et, sans penser aux regrets, And, without thinking of the regrets,
Aux chagrins que j’aurai … and sorrows I will have…

Je t’aime, … I love you, all the same…
J’arrive, Car il n’est qu’ un I succeed, Because there is only
bonheur pour moi: one happiness for me:

C’est toi! It is you!

-Albert Willemetz & Léopold Marchand -Translation by Nancy Perloff

Within the span of a single astonishing year, 1840, Robert Schumann (1810-1856), com-
posed nearly 150 songs, an unprecendented outburst from a composer who had previously
expressed little interest in Lieder. The heightened emotions of the poetry in these songs
surely found parallels in Schumann’s own love for the young pianist Clara Wieck, whom he
courted passionately despite her father’s vehement objections. Myrthen, (“Myths”) Op. 25, is
a set of 26 songs to texts by such poets as Goethe, Rückert, Heine and Robert Burns. Dur-
ing the composition of this set, Schumann wrote to Clara Wieck: “Since yesterday morning I
have written nearly 27 pages of music of which I can tell you no more than that I laughed
and cried for joy over it … all this music nearly kills me now, it could drown me completely.
Oh, Clara, what bliss to write songs! Too long have I been a stranger to it.”

WIDMUNG

Du meine Seele, du mein Herz, You, my soul, my heart,
Du meine Wonn’, o du mein Schmerz, my joy, my grief.
Du meine Welt, in der ich lebe, You, my world where I dwell,
Mein Himmel du, darein ich schwebe, my bliss where I roam.
O du mein Grab, in das hinab O you, my grave
Ich ewig meinen Kummer gab. where I cast my grief.
Du bist die Ruh, du bist der Frieden, You are rest, you are peace,
Du bist vom Himmel mir beschieden. You are a gift to me from heaven.
Dass du mich liebst, macht mich mir wert, Your love bestows my worth on me,
Dein Blick hat mich vor mir verklärt, your glance gives my eyes their light,
Du hebst mich liebend über mich, your love transfigures me.
Mein guter Geist, mein bess’res Ich! My good spirit, my better self!

-Friederich Rückert

DU BIST WIE EINE BLUME

Du bist wie eine Blume You are like a flower,
So hold und schön und rein; so sweet, lovely, and pure.
ich schau dich an, und Wehmut I gaze upon you
schleicht mir ins Herz hinein. and melancholy steals into my heart.
Mir ist, als ob ich die Hände It seems to me I should lay my hands
aufs Haupt dir legen sollt, upon your head,
betend, dass Gott dich erhalte praying that God may keep you
so rein und schön und hold. so pure, lovely, and sweet.
-Heinrich Heine -Translation by Bejun Mehta 

(Du bist wie eine Blume)



Strauss’ Das Rosenband is the first song of his Opus 35 set, composed in 1897. Klop-
stock’s words inspire in the composer one of his most rapturous musical responses, end-
ing in ecstatic vocal flight on the word Elysium.
Im Frühligsschatten fand ich sie, I found her in Spring shadows
da band ich sie mit Rosenbändern: and there I bound her
Sie fühlt’ es nicht und schlummerte. with garlands of roses:

she did not feel them and slumbered on.
Ich sah sie an; mein Leben hing I looked at her. My life clung
Mit diesem Blick an ihrem Leben: to her life with this gaze:
Ich fühlt’ es wohl und wusst’ es nicht. I felt it, though I did not understand.
Doch lispelt’ ich ihr sprachlos zu I whispered silently to her
Und rauschte mit den Rosenbändern: and rustled the rose-garlands:
Da wachte sie vom Schlummer auf. Then she awoke from slumber.
Sie sah mich an’ ihr Leben hing She looked at me.
Mit diesem Blick an meinem Leben: Her life clung to my life with this gaze:
Und um uns ward’s Elysium. and all around us became Elysium.
-Friedrich Gottlieb Klopstock -Translation by Bejun Mehta

Gustav Mahler (1860-1911) greatly admired the works of Friedrich Rückert, whose poetry
inspired him to write some of his greatest songs — in particular, Kindertotenlieder, and the
five Rückert Lieder. Liebst du um Schönheit (1902), drawn from the latter set, is a deeply-
felt love song, written for the composer’s wife, Alma.

Liebst du um Schönheit, If you love for beauty,
O nicht mich liebe! do not love me;
Liebe die Sonne, love the sun,
Sie tragt ein gold’nes Haar! who has golden hair!

Liebst du um Jugend, If you love youth,
O nicht mich liebe! do not love me;
Liebe den Frühling, love the spring,
der jung is jedes Jahr! who is young every year!

Liebst du um Schätze, If you love riches,
O nicht mich liebe! do not love me;
Liebe die Meerfrau, love the mermaid,
sie hat viel Perlen klar! with her many fine pearls!

Liebst du um Liebe, If you love for love,
O ja mich liebe! yes, then love me;
Liebe mich immer, love me forever,
dich lieb’ich immerdar! for I love you evermore!

-Friedrich Rückert

Joaquin Turina (1882-1949) had much in common with his compatriot Manuel de Falla
— both were excellent pianists, both studied in Paris, and both steeped themselves in

Spanish folk song and dance. Turina’s absorption of European models resulted in a style
which combined distinctly Spanish materials within a generally cosmopolitan musical sen-
sibility. The distinctive piano accompaniment of Cantares was written originally for guitar.

¡Ay!
Más cerca de mi te siento The more I flee from you,
cuando más huyo de tí the more I feel you closer to me,
pues tu imagen es en mí for your image is within me,
sombra de mí pensamiento. a shadow of my thought.

¡Ay!
Vuelvemelo a decir Say it to me again —
pues embelesado ayer I was enraptured yesterday …
te escuchaba sin oir I listened to you without hearing,
y te miraba sin ver. I looked at you without seeing.

The American baritone and teacher Edouard Lippé included among his students Nelson
Eddy and Todd Duncan, who created the part of Porgy in Gershwin’s opera. Lippé also
served as head vocal coach at MGM during the heyday of Nelson Eddy’s and Jeannette
McDonald’s film musicals. The song recorded here is a setting of one of the most eternally
popular love poems in the English language.

How do I love thee?
Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth 
and breadth and height

My soul can reach,
when feeling out of sight

For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.
I love thee to the level of everyday’s
Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight.
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;
I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.
I love thee with the passion put to use
In my old griefs,
and with my childhood’s faith.

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose
With my lost saints —
I love thee with the breath,

Smiles, tears, of all my life! —
and, if God choose,

I shall but love thee better after death.

-Elizabeth Barrett Browning

Noel Coward (1899-1973) wrote I’ll Follow My Secret Heart for Yvonne Printemps, as
part of his romantic musical comedy Conversation Piece (1934). In his memoirs, Sir Noel
recalled that he struggled for days to come up with a waltz theme but to no avail. Late one
night, he gave up in despair, drank generously, and decided to go to bed. “I walked auto-
matically to turn off the one lamp left on by the piano, sat down, and played I’ll Follow My
Secret Heart straight through in G flat, a key I had never played in before.”



You ask me to have a discreet heart
Until marriage is out of the way,
But what if I meet
with a sweetheart so sweet

That my wayward heart cannot obey?

Don’t be afraid I’ll betray you
and destroy all the plans you have made,
But even your schemes
must leave room for my dreams

So when all I owe to you is paid
I’ll still have something of my own,
A little prize that’s mine alone.

I’ll follow my secret heart
my whole life through

I’ll keep all my dreams apart
until one comes true

No matter what price is paid,
what stars may fade above

I’ll follow my secret heart till I find love.
-Noel Coward

Although he is best remembered now for his operas Faust and Roméo et Juliette,
Charles Gounod (1818-1893) was a prolific songwriter. Martin Cooper has written that
Gounod’s best songs, among them the Sérénade recorded here, “are musically the least
ambitious and achieve their quality by direct and unpretentious lyrical charm …”

Quand tu chantes bercée, In the evening when you sing,
Le soir, entre mes bras, cradled in my arms,
Entends-tu ma pensée You hear my thoughts
Qui te répond tout bas Which answer you very softly

Ton doux chant me rappelle Your soft song reminds me
Les plus beaux de mes jours of the most beautiful of my days
Ah! chantez, chantez, ma belle, Ah! sing, sing my beauty,
chantez, chantez, toujours! Always sing!

Quand tu ris, sur ta bouche, When you laugh, on your mouth,
L’amour s’épanouit, Love brightens,
Et soudain le farouche And suddenly the sullen doubt
Soupcon s’évanouit, Disappears

Ah! le rire fidèle Ah! the honest laugh
Prouve un coeur sans detours! Belongs to a heart without subterfuge!
Ah! riez, riez, ma belle. Ah! laugh, laugh, my beauty,
riez, riez, toujours! Always laugh!

Quand tu dors calme et pure When you sleep calm and pure
Dans l’ombre sous mes yeux. In the shadow under my eyes

Ton haleine murmure Your breath whispers
des mots harmonieux. With harmonious words.

Ton beau corps se révèle Your beautiful body displays itself
Sans voile et sans atours, Without veil and without ornament.
Ah! dormez, dormez, ma belle… Ah! sleep, sleep my beauty,
dormez, dormez, toujours! Always sleep!

-Victor Hugo -Translation by Nancy Perloff

In 1815, the year of his eighteenth birthday, Franz Schubert (1797-1828) wrote a three-act
singspiel titled Claudine von Villa Bella, to a text by Goethe. Although the manuscript of the
complete stage work has long since disappeared, Claudine’s song Liebe schwärmt auf
allen Wegen from Act I remains extant as a tantalizing miniature by the young Schubert.

Liebe schwärmt auf allen Wegen; Love crowds every path;
Treue wohnt für sich allein; fidelity lives for itself alone.
Liebe kommt euch rasch entgegen, Love comes running to you
aufgesucht will Treue sein. but fidelity has to be sought out.

-Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

The English composer, violist and conductor Frank Bridge (1879-1941) was the most pro-
foundly influential mentor of the young Benjamin Britten, who honored his teacher in his
“Variations on a Theme of Frank Bridge.” Fittingly, Love went a-riding (1914) was a recital
favorite of Peter Pears and Benjamin Britten during the duo’s illustrious performing career.

Love went a-riding,
Love went a-riding over the earth,
On Pegasus he rode…

The flowers before him sprang to birth,
And the frozen rivers flowed.
Then all the youths and the maidens cried,
“Stay here with us,”
“Stay here with us,” “King of Kings.”
But Love said, “No! for the horse I ride,
for the horse I ride has wings.”

Love went a-riding…

-Mary Coleridge

Stephen Foster (1826-1864) left behind a legacy of more than 200 songs which divide
neatly into two categories — minstrel show tunes and a much larger number of what Fos-
ter called “household songs”, music to grace the genteel, middle-class parlors of his day.
Why, No One to Love? (1862) clearly belongs in the latter category and was written in re-
sponse to a popular song of the time titled No One to Love.



No one to love in this beautiful world,
Full of warm hearts and bright beaming eyes?
Where is the lone heart that nothing can find
That is lovely beneath the blue skies?

No one to love! No one to love!
Why no one to love?
What have you done in this beautiful world,
That you’re sighing of no one to love?

Dark is the soul that has nothing to dwell on!
How sad must its brightest hours prove!
Lonely the dull brooding spirit must be
That has no one to cherish and love.

No one to love! No one to love! …

Many a fair one that dwells on the earth
Who would greet you with kind words of cheer,
Many who gladly would join in your pleasures
Or share in your griefs with a tear.
No one to love! No one to love! …

-Stephen Foster

Recital programs have long been enriched by a vast repertory of songs and arias drawn
from the operas of the 17th and early 18th centuries. The Italian composer Stefano
Donaudy (1879-1925) harked back to this early bel canto tradition in his series of works
titled Arie di stile antico, published between 1918 and 1923. Although Donaudy wrote sev-
eral operas and large-scale symphonic works, he is best remembered today for these
lovely songs, among them O del mio amato ben :

O del mio amato ben perduto incanto! O my dear beloved, lost in song!
lungi è dagli occhi miei Long gone from my eyes;
chi m’era gloria e vanto! you were their glory and pride.
Or per le mute stanze Now within these silent rooms,
sempre la cerco e chiamo e’er I search and call
con pieno il cor di speranze. with a heart full of hope.

Ma cerco invan, chiamo invan! But, I search in vain; I call in vain.
E il pianger m’è si caro, And the tears, yes dearest,
che di pianto sol nutro il cor. from this weeping feed my heart.
Mi sembra, senza lei, triste ogni loco. Every place seems sad without him.
Notte mi sembra il giorno; mi sembra gelo il foco. Night seems day; Ice seems flame.
Se pur talvolta spero di darmi ad altra cura, If, at times,
sol mi tormenta un pensiero: I hope to give myself another heal-
ing,
ma, senza lei, che farò? still am I tormented by a single thought:
Mi par così la vita vana cosa …without him, what shall I do?
senza il mio ben. Life to me is a useless thing…

without my love.

-Translation by Rinaldo Prario

Benjamin Britten (1913-1976) first started arranging folksongs for the concerts he and
Peter Pears gave together, eventually making more than forty arrangements for solo voice
and either piano, guitar, or harp. “He wanted to recreate these melodies with their texts for
concert performances,” Pears has written, “in the tradition of Schubert and even Brahms.
He therefore took the tune as if he had written it himself and thought himself back as to
how he would turn it into a song.” Britten’s 1943 setting of Yeats’ The Salley Gardens has
a simplicity that is at once folk-like and artful.

Down by the Salley gardens
my love and I did meet;

She passed the Salley gardens
with little snow-white feet.

She bid me take love easy,
as the leaves grow on the tree;

But I, being young and foolish,
with her would not agree.

In a field by the river
my love and I did stand,

And on my leaning shoulder
she laid her snow-white hand.

She bid me take life easy,
as the grass grows on the weirs;

But I was young and foolish,
and now am full of tears.

-William Butler Yeats

Aaron Copland (b. 1900) composed his song cycle Twelve Poems of Emily Dickinson in
1950, writing that “the poems center about no single theme, but they treat of subject mat-
ter particularly close to Miss Dickinson: nature, death, life, eternity.” The American com-
poser and critic William Flanagan called Heart, we will forget him, the fifth song of the
cycle, “a love song of surprisingly undisguised sentiment.”

Heart! We will forget him!
You and I, tonight!
You may forget the warmth he gave.
I will forget the light!
When you have done, pray tell me,
That I my thoughts may dim!
Haste! lest while you’re lagging
I may remember him!
-Emily Dickinson

Arleen Auger’s recital concludes with Guinevere’s tender farewell to Lancelot, from Lerner
and Loewe’s Camelot (1960). Frederick Loewe (1901-1988) was born in Berlin and stud-
ied with such luminaries as Ferruccio Busoni, Eugen D’Albert, and Emil von Reznicek, be-
fore emigrating to the U.S. in 1924. He is best known, of course, for his memorable
collaborations with lyricist Alan Jay Lerner, among them Brigadoon, Paint Your Wagon,
Gigi, and My Fair Lady.



Before I gaze at you again
I’ll need a time for tears.
Before I gaze at you again
Let hours turn to years.
I have so much forgetting to do
Before I try to gaze again at you.

Stay away until you cross my mind
Barely once a day;
Till the moment I awake and find
I can smile and say:

That I can gaze at you again
Without a blush or qualm,
My eyes ashine like new again,
My manner poised and calm.
Stay far away, My love, far away,
Till I forget I gazed at you today.
Alan Jay Lerner

Before I Gaze at You Again: Copyright © 1960 by Chappell & Co, Inc. International copyright secured.
All rights reserved. Used by permission.

Ara Guzelimian

ARTIST BIOGRAPHIES

“The extraordinary Arleen Auger,” as The Times of London called the Ameri-
can soprano, remains an icon around the world, revered for the luminous
quality of her voice and her superb musicianship. Stereo Review summed up
Auger’s singing as “an artistry that affords us a real glimpse of what we
thought was a lost art.” Auger’s untimely death in 1993 left a number of ea-
gerly-awaited projects undone, among them a planned Love Songs, Vol. 2.
But the superb collection on this disc has the distinction of being Auger’s per-
sonal favorite among her many recordings. Like several of America’s most
distinguished singers, Auger, who was born in Los Angeles, enjoyed her first
major successes in Europe. Beginning with her Vienna State Opera debut as
Queen of the Night in The Magic Flute , she became a familiar figure in the
world’s most prestigious opera houses and concert halls, collaborating with
such conductors as Solti, Maazel, Böhm, Dorati, Abbado, Muti, Kubelik,
Ozawa, Tennstedt, Bernstein, Shaw, Marriner, Masur, Giulini, Haitink, Previn,
Rattle and Leinsdorf. In the course of her career she divided her stellar ap-
pearances in concert, opera, song recital and oratorio among admiring North
American, European, British and Japanese audiences. In America Auger
sang with the New York and Los Angeles Philharmonics; the Philadelphia,
Cleveland and Minnesota Orchestras; the Boston, Pittsburgh, Atlanta, Dallas
and St. Louis Symphonies; the Aspen, Caramoor, Casals, Mostly Mozart and
Grant Park festivals; numerous Bach festivals; and with the Metropolitan

Opera and the Los Angeles Music Center Opera. Her discography lists more
than 120 recordings, including two other Delos releases: Arias of Bach and
Handel with Gerard Schwarz and the Mostly Mozart Orchestra (DE 3026),
and Bach/Bachianas with Aldo Parisot and the Yale Cellos (DE 3041). The
latter disc won Ms. Auger a Grammy nomination in 1987 for her performance
of the Villa-Lobos Bachianas Brasileiras No. 5. In 1986 Auger’s following of
concertgoers, opera lovers and record collectors expanded to include millions
of television viewers, when she became the only American singer ever to sing
at a Royal Wedding — the wedding of Prince Andrew and Sarah Ferguson.

Dalton Baldwin has collaborated in recital with such well known singers as
Elly Ameling, Jessye Norman, Frederica von Stade and William Parker. With
baritone Gerard Souzay he has toured extensively worldwide and made over
50 recordings, many of which received international awards. In addition to
giving frequent master classes, Mr. Baldwin serves as artistic director for art-
song festivals in the U.S. and abroad. His summer sessions with Mr. Souzay
in Geneva over the past decade are the first phase in his plan to establish an
international academy of vocal arts. Born in Summit, New Jersey, Mr. Bald-
win studied at the Juilliard School of Music and the Oberlin Conservatory be-
fore going to Europe to work with Nadia Boulanger and Madeleine Lipatti. In
May of 1984, he received an honorary Doctorate of Music from Oberlin. 


