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Program

I.

Ave Maria

Hail MGlY.
Fullo/Grace,
The Lord is with Ihee.
Blessed 01'/ Ihou among women,
and blessed is Ihefruil
ofthy womb, Jesus.
Holy Mary,
Mother ofGod.
pray for liS sinners nO\l',
and 01 the hOllr 0/dealh. Amen

Camille -Saint Saens
(1835-1921)

Jinon Deeb and Roseann Mannino, sopranos

II.

"Qui sedes ad dexteram Patris"
from Gloria

Antonio Vivaldi
(1678-1741)

He who sitteth at the right hand o/the Father, have mercy on 115.

"Ombra Cara"

from Radamisto
George Fredrick Handel

(1685-1759)

The happily married Radamisto and Zenobia are besieged by Tiridate, ruler of a
neighboring country; Radamislo through an invasion of Tiridate has launched and
Zenobia through Tiridate's attempt to capture her during the warfare. Despite his
marriage to the faithful Polissena , Tiridate has fallen passionately in love with
Zenobia and his attempts lo secure and seduce her are the forces that drive the story.
The "tyrannical love" which consumes Tiridate eventually gives way and his is
reunited with Polissena, while Radamislo and Zenobia celebrate the "sweet refuse"
they find in each others annsFrom Radall1is!o

PreciollS shade o/my beloved
Res! and await peace/idly
l11y revenge l

And then, to where yOIl lie
yOll \vill see Ille!Z,I',

And ever./aith/idl \\Iill embrace yo 11

Jinon Deeb, ~oprano



"Batti, batti 0 bel Massetto"
from Don Giovanni

III.

Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart
(1756-1791)

Zerlina and Masetto, a peasant coupe, are about to be married. The festivities have
begun when Giovanni happens on the scene and becomes enamored of the charming
Zerlina. He tries to lead her to his castle and almost succeeds. In this aria contrite
Zerlina teases and kisses her offended fiance' into good humor again.

But what ifI was not atfault? What ifit was all his doing?
And-then, what are-you-afraid-op Calm-yourselfmy dearest
He didn't even touch the tips ofmy fingers!
You don't believe it? Ungrateful one!
Come here! Vent your anger! Kill me!
Do everything you want to me, but afterwards, my Masello,
Let us make peace.

Beat me, dear Masello,
beat your poor Zerlina.
I'll stand here as meek as a lamb
and bear the blows you lay on me.
You can tear my hair out,
put out my eyes,
yet your dear hands
gladly I'll kiss.
Ah! I see you've no mind to:
let's make peace, dearest love'
In happiness andjoy
let's pass our days and nights.

Roseann Mannino, soprano



"Voi, che sapete"
from Le nozze di Figaro

IV.

Wolfgang Amadeus Mcizart
(1756-1791)

After learning in Act I that he's bound for the army, Cherubino goes early in Act II
to bewail this turn of events to the Countess Almaviva and Susanna in the countess'
boudoir. When Susanna asks him to sing one the his love songs for the countess he is
delighted. Susanna accompanies him on the guitar.

You who know what love is,
Ladies, see ifI have it in my heart.
I'll tell you what I'mfeeling,
It's newfor me, and I understand nothing,
I have a feeling, full ofdesire,
Which is my turns delightful and miserable.
I freeze and then feel my soul go up in flames,
Then in amoment I turn to ice.
I'm searchingfor affection outside ofmyself,
I don't know how to hold it, nor even what it is!
I sign and lament without wanting to,
I twitter and tremble without knowing why,
I find peace neither night nor day,
But still I rather enjoy languishing this way.
You who know what love is,
Ladies, see ifI have it in my heart.

Jinon Deeb, soprano



"Dove sono i bei moment"
from Le nozze di Figaro

v.

Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart
(1756-1791)

An elaborate plot has been laid by the Countess, with the aid of Susanna and Fi
garo, to expose her husband's infidelity. In the recitative, Countess Almaviva
muses on the fact that she has even had to enlist the aid of her chamber maid in an
attempt to stop the Count's flirtations. In the aria which follows, she ponders her
future, and years for the return of her husband's affection.

And Susanna hasn't come!

I'm anxious to know how the Count took the proposition.
The plan seems to me a'little rash,
And against such a quick andjealous husband!
But what harm is there in it?

To change my clothes with Susanna's, and hers with mine.
Under cover ofnight.
Oh, Heaven! What afatal comedown
I'm reduced to by a cruel husband!
Who, after gave me an

unheard-ofmixture ofinfidelity, jealousy and rage!
First loved, then insulted, and at last betrayed,
Youforce me to seek help from one ofmy maids!

Where are the lovely moments
Ofsweetness and pleasure?
Where have the promises gone
That came from those lying lips?
Why, ifall is changedfor me
Into tears and pain,

Has the memory ofthat goodness
Not vanishedfrom my breast?
Ah! ifonly, at least, my faithfulness,
Which still loves amidst its suffering,
Could bring me the hope
Ofchanging that ungrateful heart!

Roseann Mannino, soprano



VI.

Wie Melodien zieht es mir

Like melodies it pervades
My senses softly.
Like springflowers it blooms
And drifts along like fragrance.

But when a word comes and grasps it
And brings it before the eye,
Like gray mist itfades
And vanishes like a breath.

And yet there remains In the rhyme
A certain hiddenfragrance,
Which gently, from the dormant bud,
A tearful eye evokes.

Immer Leiser wirt mein Schlummer

Ever lighter becomes my slumber
like a veil lies my sorrow trembling over me.
Often in my dreams I hear you
calling outside my door.
No one wakes and opens for you;
I wake up and weep bitterly

Yes, I shall have to die;
you will kiss another
when I am pale and cold.
Before the May breezes blow,
before the thrush sings in the wood,
ifyou want to see me once more,
Come - oh come soon

Johannes Brahms
(1833-1897)

Johannes Brahms
(1833-1897)



lei-Bas

In this world ev 'ry man is mourning
His lost friendship or his lost love;
dream offond lovers abiding always!

In this world all the jlowe'rs wither,
The sweet songs ofthe birds are brief;
I dream ofsummers that will last always!

In this world the lips touch but lightly.
And no taste ofsweetness remains;
I dream ofa kiss that will last always

Jinon Deeb, soprano

VII.

Widmung

You my soul, you my heart,

you my bliss, 0 you my pain,

you the world in which I live;
you my heaven, in which I jloat,

o you my grave, into which

I eternally cast my grief

You are rest, you are peace,

you are bestowed upon me from healJen.

That you love me makes me worthy ofyou;

your gaze transfigures me;

you raise me lovingly above myself,

my good spirit, my better self!

Gabriel Faure
(1845-1924)

Robert Schumann
(1810-1856)



Mein Stern

o star ofmine, I gladly watch,

When still in ocean the sun is sinking,

Your golden eye winks with faithful comfort

o star ofmine, from distance far,

You are a herald ofloving greetings,
o let your beams give me thirsty kisses
In yearning night!

o star ofmine, do tarry long,

And smiling travel on starlight's feathers,

In dreams appear as my friend's bright angel
In his dark night.

Auf dem Wasser zu singen

In the middle ofthe shimmer ofthe reflecting waves

Glides, as swans do, the wavering boat;
Ah, onjoy's soft shimmering waves

Glides the soul along like the boat;
Thenfrom Heaven down onto the waves

Dances the sunset all around the boat.

Over the treetops ofthe western grove

Waves, in afriendly way, the reddish gleam;

Under the branches ofthe eastern grove
Murmur the reeds in the reddish light;

Joy ofHeaven and the peace ofthe grove

Is breathed by the soul in the reddening light

Clara Schumann
(1819-1896)

Franz Schubert
(1797-1828)

Ah, time vanishes on dewy wing
for me, on the rocking waves;

Tomorrow, time will vanish with shimmering wings

Again, as yesterday and today, Until I, on higher more radiant wing,
Myself vanish to the changing time



L'abbandono

Lonely breeze
why do you sigh?

Sighs are meant for me alone
for, grieving and unhappy,

I call on Daphnis who does not hear
my unbearable torment.

The sweet-smelling violet, the rose and the jasmine
languish in vain;
I amfarfrom him whom I adore,
and I have no relief

unless he comes and console me
with his beautiful blue gaze.

Industrious bee, who always flit
from flower to flower,
listen, listen:

Ifyou find him where he is,
tell him to come back to the one who adores him,
as you come back to the bosom ofthe roses
at the first light ofdawn.

Vincenzo Bellini
(1801-1835)



Fleur dessechee

In this old book they haveforgotten you,

Flower without frangrance and without color,
But a strange reverie

When I see you jill my heart.

What day, which place saw your birth?

What was yourfate? Who pickedyou?
Who knows? Perhaps I knew them,

The ones who love preservedyou!

Do you recall, faded rose,

The jirst hour or the farewells?
The conversation in the meadow

Or in the silent wood?

Does he still live? Does she exist?

On what branch does their nest hang?
Or like you, who were so beautifitl

Have their charming faces faded away?

Pauline Viardot-Garcia
(1821-1910)

Roseann Mannino, soprano



VIII.

"Ebben? ... Ne andro' lantana"
from La Wally

Alfredo Catalina
(1854-1893)

Wally is the daughter of a rich landowner, Stromminger. Wally is attracted to a
hunter from a nearby village, but her father will have none of such affection and
insists that she marry Vincenzo Gellner, the steward of her father's estate. Wally
stubbornly refuses and her father, in a fit of temper, banisher her, slamming the door
of the cottage as he goes in. She vows to wander alone and friendless into the moun
tains.

Ah well then! I shall go far away
Like the echo ofthe pious church-bell goes away.
There somewhere in the white snow;
There amongst the clouds ofgold,
There where hope, hope
Is regret, is regret is sorrow!

o from my mother's cheerful house
La Wally is about to go away from you, from you!
Quite far away, and perhaps to you.
And perhaps to you, will never more return,
Nor ever more see you again! Never again, never again!

I wi/I go away alone andfar,
There, somewhere in the white snow, I shall go.
I will go away alone andfar
And amongst the clouds ofgold I

Jinon Deeb, soprano



"Mi chiamano Mimi"
from La Boheme

IX.

Giacomo Puccini
(1858-1924)

Mimi, a seamstress, knocks on the door of a neighboring apartment because her
candle has blown out. Rodolfo, a young poet, answers the knock and his own can
die flame goes out. He pretends not to find the key that Mimi, drops in the dark
ness, and introduces himself in a poetic discourse. The he sits in the dark and
listen to Mimi's, simple words about herself.

Yes, they call me Mimi,
But my name is Lucia.
My history is brief
To cloth or to silk
[ am peaceful and happy

And it is my pastime
To make lilies and roses
[like these things
That have so sweet smell,
That speak oflove. ofspring,
That speak ofdreams and ofchimera
These things that have poetic names
Do you understand me?

They call me Mimi,
And why [don't know.
Alone, [ make
Lunchfor myselfthe same.
[ do not always go to mass,
But [ pray a lot to the Lord.
[live alone, alone.
There is a white little room
[look upon the roofs and heaven.

But when the thaw comes
Thejirst sun is mine
Thejirst kiss ofApril is mine!
Rose buds in a vase
Leafand leaf[watch it!
That gentle perfume ofa flower!
But the flowers that I make
Ah me! they don't have odor!

,
About me [ would not know how to tell
[ am your neighbor who come unexpectedly
to bother you.

Roseann Mannino, soprano



La Petenera
from La Marchenera

x.

Federico Morna Torroba
(1891-1982)

Set in the revolutionary turmoil of 1840's Andalucia, the plot of the 'The Girl
from Marchena is a complex web of elopements, duels and secret intrigues.
Valentina, gentle daughter of the Count of Hinojares, has fallen in love with an
unworthy philanderer. In her "petenera' (a popular song of the region) she likens
her feelings to those of the first spring rose, happy to die next to the heart of her
beloved.

Three hours before the day
The little moon sought the sun, going to start to star,
Ah! Seeking its radiance.

I have fallen for a stranger
who captured me with his eyes:
I go from sigh to sigh,
ah! Seeking his heart.

Thefirst rose, the most exquisite,
that flowers in my rose garden,
As it blossoms, I will give it to him ...
Take it. Take it, that is the first fruit,
and your heart and mine
Beat within us as one in one being.
Take it; within your breast,
securely guarded,
already on its way,
My heart is one ...
Take it,
I wan to give it to you.

Town crier, hear, and proclaim this cry:
For whom Is this fond affection
That I have found in my heart?
Surely the crowd knows,
But the bellowed ofmy soul, no.
Town crier, town crier
Hear, and proclaim my cry.
That is how it is,
In all truth.

linon Deeb, soprano



This voice recital is in partial fulfillment for the Bachelor of Music degree in Vocal
Performance from the voice studio of Dr. Patricia Fleitas.

[Opera Synopsis]

Larsen, Robert L., ed. Arias for Soprano, G Schirmer; New York, New York, 1991.
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