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Please hold your applause until the end of each set. Please silence all cell phones.
Noelle Harb is a candidate for a Bachelor of Music degree in Vocal Performance with a second major in English Literature. She studies with Dr. Jeanne Fischer, whom she would like to thank for her continued guidance and support.
George Frederic Handel is a German-born composer who lived and composed in England. Handel’s most well-known contribution to the classical repertoire was his invention of oratorio, of which his Messiah is the most celebrated.  Nevertheless, his impact on the operatic world was invaluable and extensive.  Handel’s Giulio Cesare in Egitto was first performed in 1724, revised and revived three times in Handel’s lifetime.  This opera exemplifies Handel’s most lavish vocal, instrumental, and dramatic writing.  In this aria, Cleopatra berates and mocks her brother for thinking he should be the ruler of Egypt (because she, of course, wants the crown!). She suggests that he look for love instead of trying to be king.
Anzi tu pur, effeminato amante,

va dell'età sui primi nati albori

di regno invece a coltivar gli amori!

Non disperar, chi sa?

se al regno non l'avrai,

avrai sorte in amor.

Mirando una beltà

in essa troverai

a consolar un cor.
And you also, effeminate lover,

Go! Instead of demanding the first born’s right to rule, cultivate love!

Don’t despair, who knows?

If you can’t have it in reigning,

Perhaps you could find success in love?

Look to a beauty,

In her you will find,

Consolation for your heart.

The theme of the transcending power of nature unifies “Kornblumen,” “Zdes khorosho,” and “Villanelle.”  In the first piece, Richard Strauss’ “Kornblumen,” the cornflower offers the speaker a glimpse of the divine.  The flower’s gentleness and peaceful beauty soothe and calm the speaker.  Sergei Rachmaninoff’s “Zdes’ khorosho” then describes a woman reflecting on her beloved while in a solitary meadow.  The couple is united at the end of the piece, reflected in the pianissimo high B-flat in the vocal line and the deeply moving piano postlude.  Finally, in Eva Dell’Acqua’s “Villanelle,” the speaker is inspired and challenged by the swallow’s mysterious flight.  Her longing to join the swallow is reflected in the poignant, achingly sweet vocal line. 
Kornblumen nenn ich die Gestalten,

die milden mit den blauen Augen,

die, anspruchslos in stillem Walten,

den Tau des Friedens, den sie saugen

aus ihren eigenen klaren Seelen,

mitteilen allem, dem sie nahen,

bewußtlos der Gefühlsjuwelen,

die sie von Himmelshand empfahn.

Dir wir so wohl in ihrer Nähe,

als gingst du durch ein Saatgefilde,

durch das der Hauch des Abends wehe,

voll frommen Friedens und voll Milde.

--Felix Dahn
Cornflowers I call these figures

That gently, with blue eyes,

Preside quietly and modestly,

Placidly drinking the dew of peace

From their own pure souls,

Impart to all that is near,

Unconscious of the precious feelings
That they receive from heaven’s hand.

The nearness becomes you so well,

As if you went through a field of crops

Through which the breath of evening blows,

Full of devout quietude and mildness.
Здесь хорошо... 

Взгляни, вдали

Огнём горит река;

Цветным ковром луга легли,

Белеют облака.

Здесь нет людей...

Здесь тишина...

Здесь только Бог да я.

Цветы, да старая сосна,

Да ты, мечта моя!
-- Glafira Adol'fovna Galina
How nice it is here...

Look – in the distance,

The river is a blaze of fire;

The meadows lie like carpets of color

The clouds are white.

Here there is no one...

Here it is silent...

Here is only God and I,

The flowers, the old pine tree,

And you, my dream!

Villanelle

J'ai vu passer l'hirondelle

Dans le ciel pur du matin:

Elle allait a tire d'aile,

Vers le pays ou l'appelle,

Le soleil et le jasmin.

J'ai longtemps suivi des yeux

Le vol de la voyageuse

Depuis mon ȃme rȇveuse

L'accompagne par les cieux,

Ah! Au pays mysterieux! 
Et j'aurais voulu comme elle

Suivre le mȇme chemin.
-- Frédéric van der Elst
I have seen the swallow fly over

In the clear morning sky:

She was flying by wing

To the land to which she is called

By the sun and the jasmine.

I have followed her for a while with my eyes

The flight of the traveler...

Since then, my dreaming soul

Accompanies her through the skies.

To the mysterious land!

And I would have wished like her

To follow the same path.

Franz Schubert helped to transform German songs from music performed in the home of the bourgeoisie into the genre we refer to today as German Lied (German Art Song).  These three pieces reflect the ease with which Schubert captures the varying characters, moods, and nuances of German Romantic poetry.  Each poem depicts the speakers’ desire to be with his or her lover.  The playful piano prelude in “Seligkeit” portrays the heavenly music and laughter to which the speaker alludes.  These three strophes describe the speaker’s admiration of the beauty of heaven, but state that heaven is nothing compared to Laura’s smile. “Der Musensohn’s” melody reflects the tireless, unending duty of the Muses’ son.  In the end, the son asks the Muses for a short reprieve to be with his beloved.  The text of “Suleika I” was written by Goethe’s lover, Marianne von Willemer. During a brief stint apart, she relies on the east wind – reflected in the piano line – to bring tidings of her lover. She concludes, however, that true peace and delight can only come from his breath.
Seligkeit                                                                      Bliss

Freuden sonder Zahl

Blühn im Himmelssaal

Engeln und Verklärten,

Wie die Väter lehrten.

O da möcht ich sein,

Und mich ewig freun!
Jedem lächelt traut

Eine Himmelsbraut;

Harf und Psalter klinget,

Und man tanzt und singet.

O da möcht' ich sein,

Und mich ewig freun!
Lieber bleib' ich hier,

Lächelt Laura mir

Einen Blick, der saget,

Daß ich ausgeklaget.

Selig dann mit ihr,

Bleib' ich ewig hier!
Joys without number

 bloom in heaven's hall

 of angels and transfigured beings,

 just as our fathers taught us.

 O, there I would like to be

 and rejoice forever!
 Upon everyone dearly smiles

 a heavenly bride;

 harp and psalter resound,

 and everyone dances and sings.

 O, there I would like to be

 and rejoice forever!
 But I'd rather remain here

 if Laura would smile at me

 with one glance that said

 I should end my lamenting.

 Blissfully then with her,

 I would stay here forever!

--Ludwig Heinrich Hölty
Der Musensohn
Durch Feld und Wald zu schweifen,

Mein Liedchen wegzupfeifen,

So geht's von Ort zu Ort!

Und nach dem Takte reget

Und nach dem Maß beweget

Sich alles an mir fort.
Ich kann sie kaum erwarten,

Die erste Blum' im Garten,

Die erste Blüt' am Baum.

Sie grüßen meine Lieder,

Und kommt der Winter wieder,

Sing ich noch jenen Traum.
Ich sing ihn in der Weite,

Auf Eises Läng' und Breite,

Da blüht der Winter schön!

Auch diese Blüte schwindet,

Und neue Freude findet

Sich auf bebauten Höhn.
Denn wie ich bei der Linde

Das junge Völkchen finde,

Sogleich erreg ich sie.

Der stumpfe Bursche bläht sich,

Das steife Mädchen dreht sich

Nach meiner Melodie.
Ihr gebt den Sohlen Flügel

Und treibt durch Tal und Hügel

Den Liebling weit von Haus.

Ihr lieben, holden Musen,

Wann ruh ich ihr am Busen

Auch endlich wieder aus?
--Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

The Muses’ Son

Roaming through field and wood,

Whistling along my little song,

So I go from place to place!

And to my beat

And to my measure

Everything moves with me.

I can hardly wait for them,

The first bloom in the garden,

The first blossom on the tree.

My songs greet them,

And when winter returns

I still sing of that dream.

I sing it far and wide,

Upon the length and breadth of the ice,

Then winter blossoms beautifully!

That bloom disappears too,

And new joy is found

On the tilled highlands.
For when I, beside the linden,

Encounter young folks,

I rouse them at once.

The dull fellow puffs up,

The awkward maiden twirls

To my melody.

You give my feet wings

And drive through vale and hill

Your favorite one far from home.

You dear, kind muses,

When on her bosom

Will I finally again find rest?
Suleika I
Was bedeutet die Bewegung?

Bringt der Ost mir frohe Kunde?

Seiner Schwingen frische Regung

Kühlt des Herzens tiefe Wunde.
Kosend spielt er mit dem Staube,

Jagt ihn auf in leichten Wölkchen,

Treibt zur sichern Rebenlaube
Der Insekten frohes Völkchen.
Lindert sanft der Sonne Glühen,

Kühlt auch mir die heißen Wangen,

Küßt die Reben noch im Fliehen,

Die auf Feld und Hügel prangen.

Und mir bringt sein leises Flüstern

Von dem Freunde tausend Grüße;

Eh' noch diese Hügel düstern,

Grüßen mich wohl tausend Küsse.
Und so kannst du weiter ziehen!

Diene Freunden und Betrübten.

Dort wo hohe Mauern glühen,

Dort find' ich bald den Vielgeliebten.
Ach, die wahre Herzenskunde,

Liebeshauch, erfrischtes Leben

Wird mir nur aus seinem Munde,

Kann mir nur sein Atem geben.

--Marianne von Willemer
What does this stirring mean?

Does the east wind bring me glad tidings?

Its fresh stirring wings 

Cools the deep wound in my heart.

Caressingly it plays with dust,

Chasing it up in light, little clouds.

Driving the happy little insects

Into the security of the grape-arbor.

It gently tempers the burning sun,
And also cools my hot cheeks.

Even in fleeing, it kisses the vines,

Which sparkles on field and hillside.

And its soft whisper brings me

A thousand kisses from my lover.

Before these hills darken,

A thousand kisses probably await me.

And then, wind, you can move on

To serve friends and troubled ones.

There! There, where the high walls gleam,

There I shall soon find my beloved.

Ah, the true tidings of the heart, 

The breath of love and refreshed life

Will come to me only from his mouth,

Only his breath can give them to me.

Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart began his career as a composer and performer at the tender age of five.  His contributions to the Classical music world were tremendous, composing over 600 orchestral works, concertos, and songs.  However, it is his operas that are some of his most celebrated works. Known for simple, sweet melodic lines and the playful quality of his music, Mozart’s effervescent style is still a favorite in the Western world today.  In Don Giovanni, the title character is an overtly sexual, wealthy man renowned for seducing innocent women with false promises.  In this scene, Zerlina, a peasant girl, considers his offer for “marriage,” though she is betrothed to her beloved Masetto.  In the end, the two decide to act on their mutual attraction – though they are interrupted before they can consummate their relationship.
Don Giovanni

Là ci darem la mano,

Là mi dirai di sì.

Vedi, non è lontano;

Partiam, ben mio, da qui.
Zerlina

(Vorrei e non vorrei,

Mi trema un poco il cor.

Felice, è ver, sarei,

Ma può burlarmi ancor.) 
Don Giovanni 

Vieni, mio bel diletto!
Zerlina

(Mi fa pietà Masetto.)
Don Giovanni

Io cangierò tua sorte.
Zerlina

Presto... non son più forte.
Don Giovanni & Zerlina
Andiam!
Andiam, andiam, mio bene.

a ristorar le pene

D’un innocente amor.
Don Giovanni

There I will take your hand,
There you will say yes to me.
Look, there’s my home,
Let’s leave, my darling, for there.
Zerlina

(I want to and I don’t want to
My heart trembles.

Happy, it’s true, I would be,

But he might be tricking me still!) 

Don Giovanni 

Come, my beautiful delight!
Zerlina

(I feel bad for Masetto.)

Don Giovanni

I could change your future.

Zerlina

Soon I won’t be strong enough.
Don Giovanni & Zerlina

Let’s go!

Let’s go, my darling
To sooth our pain 
With innocent love.
Samuel Barber is one of the most influential American composers of all time.  He won the Pulitzer Prize twice for his opera Vanessa and for his Concerto for Piano and Orchestra; his compositions are among the most popular in the American repertory.  
In Knoxville: Summer of 1915, James Agee’s autobiographical prose describe his summer as a six-year-old, observing the goings-on of his neighborhood in his hometown of Knoxville, Tennessee.  Agee wrote this piece as the prologue to his novel, A Death in the Family. The voice of the child is gently and subtly interwoven with Agee’s present, nostalgic voice when he wrote the prose in 1938.  Agee describes a summer evening the year before his father died in 1916; an evening of vibrant colors and sensations, of familial tenderness. Ultimately, however, this is an evening that calls to mind Agee’s sense of self.  At its core, Knoxville reads as a coming-of-age piece, as Agee declares that his family and hometown “will not ever tell [him] who [he is].” When Barber read Knoxville in 1947, he felt a deep connection with the text.  Also a native of a small town, his father and aunt were terminally ill; loss resonates deeply in both the music and prose.  It took him a mere three weeks to compose the piece, using excerpts from Agee’s text.  Its lilting melodies, rapidly changing colors and textures, and humble sweetness speak to me personally, as I am also native to Knoxville.  Leontyne Price, a definitive interpreter of Knoxville, stated so perfectly: “As a Southerner, it expresses everything I know about my roots and about my mama and father . . .  my home town. . . .  You can smell the South in it.”  At the top of the score, Barber quoted the beginning of Agee’s piece: “We are talking now of summer evenings in Knoxville, Tennessee in the time that I lived there so successfully disguised to myself as a child.”
Knoxville: Summer of 1915

It has become that time of evening when people sit on their porches, rocking gently and talking gently, and watching the street and the standing up into their sphere of possession of the trees, of birds' hung havens, hangars. People go by: things go by. A horse, drawing a buggy, breaking his hollow iron music on the asphalt: a loud auto; a quiet auto; people in pairs, not in a hurry, scuffling, switching their weight of aestival body, talking casually, the taste hovering over them of vanilla, strawberry, paste-board, and starched milk, the image upon them of lovers and horsemen, squared with clowns in hueless amber. 

A streetcar raising its iron moan; stopping: belling and starting, stertorous; rousing and raising again its iron increasing moan and swimming its gold windows and straw seats on past and past and past, the bleak spark crackling and cursing above it like a small malignant spirit set to dog its tracks: the iron whine rises on rising speed: still risen, faints: halts: the faint stinging bell: rises again, still fainter: fainting, lifting, lifts, faints foregone: forgotten. 

Now is the night one blue dew. Now is the night one blue dew, my father has drained, he has coiled the hose. Low on the length of lawns, a frailing of fire who breathes . . . Parents on porches: rock and rock. From damp strings morning glories hang their ancient faces. The dry and exalted noise of the locusts from all the air at once enchants my eardrums. 

On the rough wet grass of the backyard my father and mother have spread quilts. We all lie there, my mother, my father, my uncle, my aunt, and I too am lying there. They are not talking much, and the talk is quiet, of nothing in particular, of nothing at all in particular, of nothing at all. The stars are wide and alive, they seem each like a smile of great sweetness, and they seem very near. All my people are larger bodies than mine . . . with voices gentle and meaningless like the voices of sleeping birds. One is an artist, he is living at home. One is a musician, she is living at home. One is my mother who is good to me. One is my father who is good to me. By some chance, here they are, all on this earth, and who shall ever tell the sorrow of being on this earth, lying, on quilts, on the grass, in a summer evening, among the sounds of the night. 

May God bless my people, my uncle, my aunt, my mother, my good father, oh, remember them kindly in their time of trouble, and in the hour of their taking away. 

After a little I am taken in and put to bed. Sleep, soft smiling, draws me unto her: and those receive me, who quietly treat me, as one familiar and well-beloved in that home: but will not, oh, will not, not now, not ever; but will not ever tell me who I am.
Leonard Bernstein was an internationally acclaimed American composer and conductor.  Creating such masterpieces as West Side Story and Candide, he also maintained a long career as the music director of the New York Philharmonic. MASS: A Theatre Piece for Singers, Players, and Dancers was commissioned by Jacqueline Kennedy for the opening of the John F. Kennedy Center for the Performing Arts in Washington D.C. and premiered in 1971. The music of the Mass was composed entirely by Bernstein, and he worked with Stephen Schwartz and Paul Simon to create the lyrics.  The text for Simple Song was written by Schwartz and Bernstein; the piece functions as a Hymn and Psalm, invoking Psalm 121, 144, and other Biblical texts.  Frequently repeating conjugations of “lauda,” meaning “praise” in Latin, this piece expresses the speaker’s desire to worship the Lord with song.  
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Rachel Crawford is a senior at UNC Chapel Hill majoring in Studio Art with a focus in painting and drawing. She hopes to pursue Art Therapy or Social Work at a graduate level. She is involved with a campus ministry called Reformed University Fellowship and is a member of a campus club called ArtHeels, where she volunteers at UNC Hospitals doing art with pediatrics patients. For the past three years, Rachel has worked with a non-profit organization called The Street Child Project. The organization uses the arts to educate and rehabilitate Ugandan street children in hopes of one day seeing them transformed and empowered to become agents of social change in their communities. She has traveled to Uganda five times now and has gown very attached to the boys with whom she worked. As an artist, she hopes that her work can be used as a way to advocate for these former street boys as well as shed some light on the plight of street children in Uganda.

�








