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Abstract 

GRADUATE RECITAL IN VOICE 

By 

Edris Foroughi 

Master of Music in Music, Performance 

 

There is a common understanding around the world that music is the language of 

emotions and feelings. Much research has been conducted on how music changes the feelings 

and emotions of the listener. It is important that a singer performs in a way that the emotional 

message of the music and the words are transmitted to the audience effectively. This graduate 

recital includes songs and arias from different eras as well as different languages and cultures. 

All of those elements join together in order to emphasize various emotions and moods through 

singing. Thus, the purpose of choosing this repertoire is to stretch the musical and emotional 

communication skills of the performer in presenting works of diverse composers from the 

Baroque to the twenty-first century. These selections include  Italian songs, German Lieder, 

songs by Ralph Vaughan Williams, contemporary American songs, and contemporary Iranian 

songs, as well as Se Vuol Ballare, an Italian aria from The Marriage of Figaro by Mozart, and 

Avant de quitter ces lieux, a French aria from the opera Faust by Charles Gounod. 

The first set in this recital is comprised of early Italian songs, including Per la Gloria 

d'adorarvi by Giovanni Bononcini (1670 –1747), Amarilli, mia bella by Giulio Caccini (1551-
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1618), Il mio bel foco by Bartolomeo Conti (1682 – July 1732), and Lasciatemi morire by 

Claudio Monteverdi (1567-1643). 

The first song, Per la Gloria d'adorarvi, is from the Italian opera, Griselda, by Giovanni 

Bononcini. This aria has become a famous and popular concert and recital piece, which is 

performed by many classical singers around the world. The vocal line is quite challenging and 

requires excellent agility from the singer. 

The second song in this group is Amarilli mia bella, which is a solo madrigal by the late 

Renaissance and early Baroque composer, Giulio Caccini; he is one of the pioneers in the genre 

of opera. Caccini published this solo madrigal with a dozen of other madrigals in his Le nuove 

musiche in 1601-1602. Le nuove musiche is the first published solo madrigals for voice and 

continue. The poem is by Giovanni Battista Guarini (1538-1612). 

The third song, Il mio bel foco, has long been attributed to a Venetian composer and 

statesman, Benedetto Marcello, however recent scholars identify Bartolomeo Conti as the likely 

composer of the song. Francesco Bartolomeo Conti, who was born in Florence, Italy, was a 

composer and a mandolin player. He composed in different genres, including 16 operas, 9 

oratorios, and 50 cantatas. 

The last piece in this set is Lasciatemi morire, the first part of a four-part lament from the 

opera Arianna by Claudio Monteverdi, which was composed in 1608. The opera was based on 

the Greek legend of Ariadne. Monteverdi published the Lamentod’Arianna as a separate entity 

in 1623. Like Giulio Caccini, he was a pioneer in the development of opera; and he is considered 

a crucial transitional figure between the Renaissance and Baroque periods of music. 
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The second set is comprised of five German Lieder from the early romantic to the late 

romantic era, which includes An die Musik by Franz Schubert (1797-1828), Der Gärtner by 

Hugo Wolf (1860-1903), Rastlose Liebe another song by Franz Schubert, Die Nacht by Richard 

Strauss (1864 -1949), and Sonntag by Johannes Brahms (1833-1897). 

 An die Musik is the first song of the second set. Franz Schubert composed this song in 

March 1817 for solo voice and piano, on a poem by his close friend, Franz von Schober. An die 

Musik is one of two poems by Schober that express the benefit and beauty of music in a dark and 

sad world. The second poem in this pair is Trost im Liede, which also has been set to music by 

Schubert. These two songs also express the relationship of Schubert and Schober. They were 

very close friends and lived together for several years. In both songs, they expressed their love 

for music and the wondrous role of music in their lives.  

The second song in this set is Der Gärtner by Hugo Wolf. This is a romantic song that 

features a gardener singing to a princess. The poem is by Eduard Mörike (1804-1875). Many of 

his poems were set to music by Wolf and other composers such as Ignaz Lachner and, their 

contemporary, Wilhelm Killmayer. 

The third song in this set, Rastlose Liebe, is also by Schubert with a poem by the famous 

German poet and novelist, Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832). Rastlose Liebe, which 

means restless love, is a love song featuring a lover passionately singing for her or his beloved 

one. Schubert marked luownnci“Fhnl,ecluphnncou” loiouvoyh  onltonn tovohu  to create a 

wide dynamic range with different variations in the music. The word painting of the snowstorm, 

featured in the opening words of the piece in the introduction, is very interesting. This song is 
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 o cihlo  loAulou Shtco c iy Siunio l. Shtco cehn Siunio l’nwnnci luoo y hu  iowponclcou

teacher and uh hp owcuoul otocuSiunio l’ng oeluhnhiowpono . 

The fourth song in this section is Die Nacht by Strauss. Hermann Glim, the Austrian poet 

of this song, describes the night, which steals everything, and the fear of a lover, who is afraid of 

losing his beloved. Strauss with a whispering-like vocal part, and a quiet accompaniment, 

beautifully conveys the atmosphere of the night and the fear felt by the lover in this piece. By 

changing the tonal center throughout the song, Strauss emphasizes the idea of being 

apprehensive about losing something or someone precious to you.  

The last song in this set is Sonntag by Johannes Brahms, which was composed by 1860. 

The poem is by Johann Ludwig Uhland. Brahms chose to set a folk-like melody for Uhland’n

words. This poem is about a young man who only has the chance to see his beautiful beloved 

every Sunday and he wishes so much that he could be with her today. Brahms emphasizes the 

enthusiasm of the lover with a dance-like meter and chooses luoucguo pcliuon fo  luo tovo ’n

heightened longing. 

The third section is comprised of a single Italian aria from an opera buffa, The Marriage 

of Figaro, by Wolfgang A. Mozart (1756–1791), one of the greatest composers of all the time. 

The Marriage of Figaro tells the story of two servants, Figaro and Susanna, who succeed in 

getting married. Their employer, who is a philanderer, tries to seduce Susanna, but Figaro foils 

his efforts and teaches him a lesson in faithfulness. Se Vuol Ballare is the aria in which Figaro 

vows to teach the count a very important lesson. This aria is a cavatina, which means a shorter 

than normal song for a character. Mozart composed this opera in 1786 with a libretto written by 

Lorenzo Da Ponte, who also wrote the libretto of two other operas of Mozart, Don Giovanni 
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(1787), and Così fan tutte (1790). Lorenzo Da Ponte also wrote twenty-five other libretti for ten 

other composers, including Antonio Salieri, Giuseppe Gazzaniga, Giuseppe Francesco Bianchi 

and, Peter Winter. 

Following the Mozart aria is a more serious French aria, Avant de quitter ces lieux from 

Cuh tonGonuo ’n opera, Faust (1859). The libretto is by Jules Barbier and Michel Carré, and it 

is inspired by Goetho’nFhnnl,Ph l-r.Cuh tonGonuo ’ncnhtnokuoeufo ucnoluo fhwonnopo h,

Roméo et Juliette (1867). Both the librettists of Faust wrote other libretti for other well-known 

French composers such as Jacques Offenbach and Victor Massé. 

The fifth set of this recital is a selection of four songs by Ralph Vaughan Williams. 

Vaughan Williams was an English composer, who composed in different genres in his nearly 

sixty years of professional composition. His works include secular and religious vocal pieces, 

operas, ballets, chamber music, and orchestral compositions. Following in the steps of Henry 

Purcell and Edward Elgar, Vaughan Williams became one of the most influential figures in 

English music. 

The Vagabond is the first song in this set from Vaughan Williams’nougiyito Songs of 

Travel, which was composed between 1901 and 1904. The text is by Robert Louis Stevenson, a 

Scottish novelist, poet and travel writer.  The march-like opening conveys the victorious walking 

of the traveler of the story, who seems carefree and happy to live outdoors and require nothing of 

a material nature. The heavy chords of the piano convey that the journey can be difficult. 

The second song of this set is The Sky above the Roof, which is set to Mabel Dearmer’n

poem. Dearmer e olouo poowihno ouPhntVo thcuo’nF ouiupoow. In the original poem, 

Verlaine writes of the view from the prison window and of having wasted his life. 
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The Call is the next song in this set, and is from Vaughan Williams’Five Mystical Songs. 

In this work, Vaughan Williams set music to seventeenth-century poems from English poet and 

Anglican priest, George Herbert (1593–1633). Five Mystical Songs includes four poems of 

George Herbert’niottoilcouThe Temple: Sacred Poems. Vaughan Williams divided one of the 

poems, Easter, into two parts and made a five-song set. He composed this collection for a 

baritone soloist and offered several choices for the accompaniment, such as piano only, piano 

and string quintet, and its premiere form, which was with orchestra and SATB chorus. The Call 

is the fourth song in this collection.  

In this recital an additional song will be sung from the Five Mystical Songs. The fourth 

song in this set is I Got Me Flowers, a ih clouo’ntovonoug from the Five Mystical Songs. It is a 

simple but moving song for baritone.    

The sixth set includes four contemporary American songs, and begins with a comedic 

song, I Bought Me a Cat, by Aaron Copland (1900–1990), an American composer and 

conductor. Many scholars consider his works to be the true and authentic sound of American 

music. His well-known works are his compositions during 1930s and 1940s, which Copland 

labeled as his "vernacular" sound.  

I bought Me a Cat is an American fotkuounounoiuct  ou’nnougluhlBenjamin Britten 

asked Copland to arrange, along with four other folk songs. Copland originally arranged these 

songs for male soloist and piano. This set of old American songs premiered in 1950.  

The second song in this set is A Horse with Wings composed by Ricky Ian Gordon 

(1956–present), an American composer. Gordon became a leading writer of vocal music ranging 

from art song, to opera, to musical theater in the late 20
th

 century and early 21
st
 century. A Horse 
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with Wings is from an album of songs by the same name, which Gordon released with himself as 

the soloist. The text of this song is also written by Gordon on which he comments on the sadness 

of this world and wishes for a better world. 

The third song in this set, Long Time Ago, is another American folk song. This song is 

also among the first set of old American songs arranged by Aaron Copland. He discovered this 

ballad from a song in the Harris collection. The poem is attributed to George P. Morris (1802 – 

1864), an American poet and songwriter who wrote the opera The Maid of Saxony. 

The last song of this set is called Look down, Fair Moon by Ned Rorem (1923–present), 

another American major composer of the 20
th

 century who composed remarkable works in 

different genres such as opera, orchestral compositions, chamber music, choral works and a 

significant amount of songs. He composed Look down, Fair Moon in 1957 on a poem by Walt 

Whitman (1819 – 1892), an American poet, essayist and humanist. Whitman is one of most 

influential poets in the American canon, often called the father of free verse. He worked in 

hospitals during the war while caring for the wounded. His Look down Fair Moon is about the 

tragedy of war and the senseless loss of war. Ned Rorem helped us to feel the sadness of this 

image with his slow minor-ish melody, and pulse-like accompaniment, which conveys the sound 

of the inevitability of death.  

The last set of this recital belongs to Iranian contemporary songs. Western classical music 

came to Iran around 1886 by Alfred Jean Baptiste Lemaire (1842 –1907), a French military 

musician and composer. Since then, many Iranian composers who studied Western Classical 

music contributed to this genre growing in Iran. One of these composers is Esfandiar 

Monfaredzadeh (1942 –present). 
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Young Monfaredzadeh was one of the composers for luo yonlu o iuonl h hl r hu’n

national radio station. He was also one of the pioneers in Iranian film scoring. He has composed 

some of the most popular and recognizable film scores in Iranian cinematic history. He also 

composed several art songs. With the Islamic revolution of 1979, he stopped working to protest 

against the revolutionary government, which banned female singing and limited musical 

activities. He has left Iran forever, and decided to take a self-imposed exile which continues to 

this day. 

The first song in this group is Ye Shab-e Mahtab (A Moonlight Night) by 

Monfaredzadeh. He composed this song on a poem by Ahmad Shamlou (1925 – 2000), one the 

most influential poets of modern Iran. The song is clearly against a tyrannical government, which 

caused darkness in the city in an oppressive way, and the dreams of a people who hope that one 

night the moon will come out and push away the darkness. 

The second song, Gonjeshkak-e Ashi-Mashi, is another song by Monfaredzadeh. The 

poem is based on a traditional children’n story by Hasan Hatami (1935–2016). Initially, 

Monfaredzadeh set music to this poem to use it as a part of his film scoring for the Iranian film, 

The Dears. Later, the song was performed separately as a solo for voice. Although this song is 

not clearly a political song, many interpreted as an anti tyranny song. Basically, the poem is 

about a sparrow, which represents innocent people. The sparrow is warned by the narrator not to 

get close to the people in power, otherwise you could get killed. The vocal melody is in the 

Phrygian mode, which makes the song sad and dark. 

The third song in this set, Jome Bazar (Friday Farmers Market), is attributed to Ahamad 

Ashour Pour (1917–2007).Anuon  Pon ’n iowponclcouneo o uohvcty cuftnouio  by European 
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folk songs. Jahangir Sartip Pour (1903–1992) set words on most of the Ashour Pour’n music. 

Jome Bazar is known as a folk song, since the words of the song is in Gilaki, which is one of the 

dialects of the Iranian language from the north. 

The last song in this set and in this recital is called Jan-e Maryam (My Beloved, 

Maryam). Kambiz Mojdehi (fl. Mid 20th century)  an Iranian composer and acorrdion player, set 

 music to a poem by his friend Mohammad Nouri,    an  Iranian classical singer. Nouri explained 

how it  was  inspired by the folkloric music from north side of Iran and created Jane-e Maryam. 

The song was premiered sometime around 1960s by Mohammad Nouri. 

A performer can better communicate with the audience when understanding the 

background of the music and the text. To have a more powerful impact on audiences, a 

performer should study the origin of the piece and be familiar with the composer and poet, in 

order to imagine their feelings and to understand their purpose for creating these songs and arias. 

I will be performing various pieces from different composers in my recital, in five 

different languages, and from different cultural backgrounds of different eras, but what all of 

them have in common is the shared emotions and feelings of their creators. In all these pieces, I 

hope to express the original emotions of the creators as well as my own deep feelings for music 

when sharing these compositions with my audience. 
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Poetry and Translations 

Per la gloria d'adorarvi 

Paolo Antonio Rolli (1687-1765) 

 

Per la gloria d'adorarvi 

voglio amarvi, 

o luci care. 

Amando penerò, 

ma sempre v'amerò, 

sì, sì, nel mio penare, 

penerò, 

v'amerò, 

luci care. 

Senza speme di diletto 

vano affetto è sospirare, 

ma i vostri dolci rai 

chi vagheggiar può mai 

e non, e non v'amare? 

penerò, 

v'amerò, 

luci care! 

 

Translation: 

For the glory of adoring you 

I want to love you, 

O dear eyes. 

Loving I will suffer, 

Yet always I will love you, 

Yes, yes, in my suffering, 

I will suffer, 

I will love you, 

Dear eyes. 

  

Without hope of delight, 

Vain affection it is to sigh, 

Yet your sweet rays 

Who could ever admire 

And not, and not love you? 

I will suffer, 

I will love you, 

Dear eyes! 

 

 

 

Amarilli, mia bella 

Giovanni Battista Guarini (1538-1612) 

 

Amarilli, mia bella, 

Non credi, o del mio cor dolce desio, 

D’esser tu l’amor mio? 

Credilo pur, e se timor t’assale 

Prendi questo mio strale 

Aprimi il petto e vedrai scritto il core: 
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 Amarilli! 

Amarilli è il mio amore. 

Amarilli è il mio amore. 

 

Translation: 

Amarilli, lovely Amarilli 

Believest thou not, oh my heart's sweet desire 

tis thee my heart aspires? 

Believe, tis true: yet should a dread besiege 
thee 

rip my bosom open, 

and there inscribed you'll see 

Amarilli, Amarilli, Amaraillys 

My sweetest love art thou. 

 

 

 

Il mio bel foco…, Quella fiamma che m'accende 

Anonymous poet 

 

Il mio bel foco, 

O Iontano o vicino 

Ch'esser poss'io, 

Senza cangiar mai tempre 

Per voi, care pupille, 

Arderà sempre. 

Quella fiamma che m'accende 

Piace tanto all'alma mia, 

Che giammai s'estinguerà. 

E se il fato a voi mi rende, 

Vaghi rai del mio bel sole, 

Altra luce ella non vuole 

Nè voler giammai potrà. 

 

Translation: 

My fire of love, 

however far  

or near I might be, 

never changing, 

will always be burning  

for you, dear eyes. 

 

That flame which kindled me 

is so pleased with my soul 

that it never dies. 

And if fate entrusts me to you, 

lovely rays of my beloved sun, 

my soul will never be able 

to long for any other light. 

 

 

 

Lasciatemi morire! 

Ottavio Rinuccini (1562-1621) 

 

Lasciatemi morire! 
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E che volete 

che mi conforte 

In così dura sorte, 

in così gran martire? 

Lasciatemi morire! 

 

Translation:  

Let me die, 

Let me die; 

And what you would think could comfort me 

In such a harsh fate, 

In such a great martyrdom? 

Let me die. 

 

 

 

An die Musik 

Franz von Schober (1796–1882) 
 

Du holde Kunst, in wieviel grauen Stunden, 

Wo mich des Lebens wilder Kreis umstrickt,  

Hast du mein Herz zu warmer Lieb entzunden,  

Hast mich in eine bessre Welt entrückt! 

Oft hat ein Seufzer, deiner Harf entflossen,  

Ein süsser, heiliger Akkord von dir 

Den Himmel bessrer Zeiten mir erschlossen,  

Du holde Kunst, ich danke dir dafür! 

 

Translation: 

To Music 

 

Beloved art, in how many a bleak hour, 

when I am enmeshed in life’s tumultuous 
round,  

have you kindled my heart to the warmth of 
love,  

and borne me away to a better world! 

Often a sigh, escaping from your harp, 

a sweet, celestial chord 

has revealed to me a heaven of happier times.  

Beloved art, for this I thank you! 

 

 

 

Der Gärtner 

Eduard Mörike (1804–1875) 

 

Auf ihrem Leibrösslein, 

So weiss wie der Schnee, 

Die schönste Prinzessin 

Reit’t durch die Allee. 

Der Weg, den das Rösslein 

Hintanzet so hold, 

Der Sand, den ich streute, 

Er blinket wie Gold. 

Du rosenfarbs Hütlein, 
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Wohl auf und wohl ab, 

O wirf eine Feder 

Verstohlen herab! 

Und willst du dagegen 

Eine Blüte von mir, 

Nimm tausend für eine, 

Nimm alle dafür! 

 

Translation: 

The Gardener 

 

On her favourite mount, 

As white as snow, 

The loveliest princess 

Rides down the avenue. 

On the path her horse 

Prances so sweetly along, 

The sand I scattered 

Glitters like gold. 

You rose-coloured bonnet, 

Bobbing up and down, 

O throw me a feather 

Discreetly down! 

And if you in exchange 

Want a flower from me, 

Take a thousand for one, 

Take all in return! 

 

Rastlose Liebe 

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749–1832) 

 

Dem Schnee, dem Regen, 

Dem Wind entgegen, 

Im Dampf der Klüfte, 

Durch Nebeldüfte, 

Immer zu! Immer zu! 

Ohne Rast und Ruh! 

Lieber durch Leiden 

Wollt’ ich mich schlagen, 

Als so viel Freuden 

Des Lebens ertragen. 

Alle das Neigen 

Von Herzen zu Herzen, 

Ach, wie so eigen 

Schaffet es Schmerzen! 

Wie soll ich flieh’n? 

Wälderwärts zieh’n? 

Alles vergebens! 

Krone des Lebens, 

Glück ohne Ruh, 

Liebe, bist du! 

 

Translation: 

Restless Love 

 

Into the snow, the rain, 
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and the wind, 

through steamy ravines, 

through mists, 

onwards, ever onwards! 

Without respite! 

I would sooner fight my way 

through suffering 

than endure so much 

of life’s joy. 

This affection 

of one heart for another, 

ah, how strangely 

it creates pain! 

How shall I flee? 

Into the forest? 

It is all in vain! 

Crown of life, 

happiness without peace – 

this, O love, is you! 

 

 

 

Die Nacht  

Hermann Gilm von (1812–1864) 

 

Aus dem Walde tritt die Nacht, 

Aus den Bäumen schleicht sie leise, 

Schaut sich um in weitem Kreise, 

Nun gib acht. 

 

Alle Lichter dieser Welt, 

Alle Blumen, alle Farben 

Löscht sie aus und stiehlt die Garben 

Weg vom Feld. 

 

Alles nimmt sie, was nur hold, 

Nimmt das Silber weg des Stroms, 

Nimmt vom Kupferdach des Doms 

Weg das Gold. 

 

Ausgeplündert steht der Strauch, 

Rücke näher, Seel an Seele; 

O die Nacht, mir bangt, sie stehle 

Dich mir auch. 

 

Translation: 

The Night 

 

Out of the forest steps Night, 

Out of the trees she softly steals, 

Looks around her in a wide arc, 

Now beware.. 

 

All the lights of this world, 

All flowers, all colors 

She extinguishes, and steals the sheaves 
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From the field. 

 

She takes everything that is dear, 

Takes the silver from the stream, 

and from the Cathedral's copper roof, 

She takes the gold. 

The bushes are left, stripped naked, 

Come closer, soul to soul; 

Oh, I fear that the night will also steal 

You from me. 

 

 

 

Sonntag 

Johann Ludwig Uhland (1787–1862) 

 

So hab’ ich doch die ganze Woche 

Mein feines Liebchen nicht geseh’n, 

Ich sah es an einem Sonntag 

Wohl vor der Türe steh’n: 

Das tausendschöne Jungfräulein, 

Das tausendschöne Herzelein, 

Wollte Gott, wollte Gott, ich wär’ heute bei ihr! 

So will mir doch die ganze Woche 

Das Lachen nicht vergeh’n, 

Ich sah es an einem Sonntag 

Wohl in die Kirche geh’n: 

Das tausendschöne Jungfräulein, 

Das tausendschöne Herzelein, 

Wollte Gott, wollte Gott, ich wär’ heute bei ihr! 

 

Translation: 

Sunday 

For a whole week now 

I haven’t seen my love; 

I saw her on a Sunday, 

standing at her door: 

my loveliest girl, 

my loveliest sweet, 

would to God I were with her today! 

Yet I’ll still be able 

to laugh all week; 

I saw her on a Sunday, 

as she went to church: 

my loveliest girl, 

my loveliest sweet, 

would to God I were with her today! 

 

 

 

Se vuol ballare 

Lorenzo Da Ponte (1749–1838) 

 

se vuol ballare, signor contino, 

se vuol ballare, signor contino, 

il chitarrino le suonerò 
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il chitarrino le suonerò, sì, 

le suonerò, sì, 

le suonerò. 

 

Se vuol venire nella mia scuola 

la capriola le insegnerò, 

se vuol venire nella mia scuola 

la capriola le insegnerò, sì, 

le insegnerò, sì, 

le insegnerò. 

 

Saprò, saprò, saprò, saprò, saprò, 

ma piano, piano, piano, piano, piano, piano, 

meglio ogni arcano, 

dissimulando scoprir potrò. 

 

L'arte schermendo, l'arte adoprando, 

di qua pungendo, di là scherzando, 

tutte le macchine rovescierò, rovescierò. 

tutte le macchine rovescierò, rovescierò. 

 

Se vuol ballare, signor contino, 

se vuol ballare, signor contino, 

il chitarrino le suonerò, 

il chitarrino le suonerò, sì, 

le suonerò, sì, 

le suonerò… 

 

Translation:  

If you want to dance, my little count, 

If you want to dance, my little count, 

I'll play the little guitar for you, 

I'll play the little guitar for you, yes, 

I'll play for you, yes, 

I'll play for you. 

 

If you want to come to my school 

I'll teach you the capriole, 

If you want to come to my school 

I'll teach you the capriole, yes, 

Teach you, yes, 

Teach you. 

 

I'll know, I'll know, I'll know, I'll know, I'll know, 

but slowly, slowly, slowly, slowly, slowly, slowly, 
slowly; 

Sooner every dark secret 

by dissembling I shall uncover. 

 

Artfully fencing, artfully working, 

stinging here, joking there, 

all of your schemes I'll turn inside out. 

all of your schemes I'll turn inside out. 

If you want to dance, my little count, 

If you want to dance, my little count, 

I'll play the little guitar for you, 
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I'll play the little guitar for you, yes, 

I'll play for you, yes, 

I'll play for you. 

 

 

Avant de quitter ces lieux 

Jules Barbier (1825–1901) and Michel Carrè 
(1821–1872) 

 

Avant de quitter ces lieux, 

Sol natal de mes aïeux 

A toi, seigneur et Roi des cieux 

Ma sœur je confie, 

Daigne de tout danger 

Toujours, toujours la protéger 

Cette sœur si cherie! 

Délivré d'une triste pensée 

J'irai chercher la gloire, la gloire au seins des 
ennemis, 

Le premier, le plus brave au fort de la mêlée, 

J'irai combattre pour mon pays. 

Et si vers lui, Dieu me rappelle, 

Je veillerai sur toi fidèle, 

O Marguerite! 

Avant de quitter ces lieux, 

Sol natal de mes aïeux, 

A toi, seigneur et Roi des cieux, 

Ma sœur je confie! 

O Roi des cieux, jette les yeux, 

Protège Marguerite, Roi des cieux! 

 

Translate: 

Before I leave this town, 

My forefathers' native place, 

To you, Lord and King of Heaven, 

Do I entrust my sister. 

I beg you to defend her 

From every peril, 

My beloved sister. 

Freed from this harrowing thought, 

I shall seek glory in the enemy's ranks, 

The first, the bravest, in the thick of the fray, 

I shall go and fight for my country. 

And if God should call me to his side, 

I shall faithfully watch over you, 

O Marguerite. 

Before I leave this town, 

My forefathers' native place, 

To you, Lord and King of Heaven, 

Do I entrust my sister.  

O King of Heaven, hear my prayer 

And defend Marguerite, 

O King of Heaven. 
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Vagabond 

Robert Louis Stevenson (1850–1894) 

 

Give to me the life I love, 

Let the lave go by me, 

Give the jolly heaven above, 

And the byway nigh me. 

Bed in the bush with stars to see, 

Bread I dip in the river – 

There’s the life for a man like me, 

There’s the life for ever. 

Let the blow fall soon or late, 

Let what will be o’er me; 

Give the face of earth around, 

And the road before me. 

Wealth I seek not, hope nor love, 

Nor a friend to know me; 

All I seek, the heaven above, 

And the road below me. 

Or let autumn fall on me 

Where afield I linger, 

Silencing the bird on tree, 

Biting the blue finger. 

White as meal the frosty field – 

Warm the fireside haven – 

Not to autumn will I yield, 

Not to winter even! 

Let the blow fall soon or late, 

Let what will be o’er me; 

Give the face of earth around, 

And the road before me. 

Wealth I ask not, hope nor love, 

Nor a friend to know me; 

All I ask, the heaven above, 

And the road below me. 

 

The sky above the roof 

Mabel Dearmer (1872–1915) 

 

The sky above the roof 

Is calm and sweet 

A tree above the roof 

Bends in the heat 

 

A bell from out the blue 

Drowsily rings 

A bird from out the blue 

Plaintively sings 

 

Ah God! A life is here, 

Simple and fair 

Murmurs of strife are here 

Lost in the air 

 

Why dost thou weep O heart 

Poured out in tears? 
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What hast thou done O heart, 

With thy spent years? 

 

 

 

The Call 

George Herbert (1593–1633) 

 

Come, my Way, my Truth, my Life: 

Such a Way, as gives us breath: 

Such a Truth, as ends all strife: 

Such a Life, as killeth death. 

 

Come, my Light, my Feast, my Strength: 

Such a Light, as shows a feast: 

Such a Feast, as mends in length: 

Such a Strength, as makes his guest. 

 

Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: 

Such a Joy, as none can move: 

Such a Love, as none can part: 

Such a Heart, as joyes in love. 

 

 

I Got Me Flowers 

George Herbert (1593–1633) 

 

I got me flowers to strew thy way; 

I got me boughs off many a tree: 

But thou wast up by break of day 

And brought'st thy sweets along with thee 

 

The Sun arising in the East 

Though he give light, and the East perfume; 

If they should offer to contest 

With thy arising, they presume 

 

Can there be any day but this 

Though many suns to shine endeavour? 

We count three hundred, but we miss: 

There is but one, and that one ever 

 

 

 

I Bought Me a Cat 

Traditional 

 

I bought me a cat, my cat pleased me, 

I fed my cat under yonder tree. 

My cat says fiddle eye fee. 

 

I bought me a duck, my duck pleased me, 

I fed my duck under yonder tree. 

My duck says, “Quaa, quaa”, 

My cat says fiddle eye fee. 
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I bought me a goose, my goose pleased me, 

I fed my goose under yonder tree. 

My goose says, “Quaw, quaw”, 

My duck says. . . 

I bought me a hen, my hen pleased me. 

I fed my hen under yonder tree. 

My hen says, Shimmy shack, shimmy shack”, 

My goose says. . . 

 

I bought me a pig, my pig pleased me. 

I fed my pig under yonder tree. 

My pig says, “Griffey, griffey”. 

My hen says. . . 

 

I bought me a cow, my cow pleased me. 

I fed my cow under yonder tree. 

My cow says “Moo, moo”, 

my pig says . . . 

 

I bought me a horse, my horse pleased me. 

I fed my horse under yonder tree. 

My horse says, “Neigh, neigh”, 

My cow says. . . 

I bought me a wife, my wife pleased me. 

I fed my wife under yonder tree. 

My wife says, “Honey, honey”, 

My horse says “Neigh, neigh”. . . 

 

A Horse With Wings 

Ricky Ian Gordon (1956–present) 

 

I wanna cry. 

I wanna feel the world around me whirling by. 

I wanna cry for those that live, 

and those that die. 

You sing a lullaby. 

I wanna cry. 

I wanna pray, 

that all my wishes could come true after today, 

and should I put a word for you in, 

should I say 

an extra Kyrie? 

I wanna pray. 

I wanna lie. 

I wanna think that things are better 

than they are. 

I wanna think we’ve gotten further, 

and that far 

is just an inch away. 

I wanna lie. 

A horse with wings, 

I wanna think of things like that 

and other things. 

I want two brothers, one who laughs, 

and one who sings. 

I hope the future brings 
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a horse with wings. 

I wanna know 

the things they told me way back then 

were really so. 

I wanna make a little mark before I go, 

not barely just get by, 

I wanna fly! 

 

 

 

Look Down, Fair Moon 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892) 

 

Look down, fair moon and bathe this scene, 

Pour softly down night’s nimbus floods, 

 on faces ghastly, swollen, purple; 

On the dead, on their backs, 

with their arms toss’d wide, 

Pour down your unstinted nimbus, 

 sacred moon. 

 

 

Long Time Ago 

Traditional 

 

On the lake where droop’d the willow 

Long time ago, 

Where the rock threw back the billow 

Brighter than snow. 

Dwelt a maid beloved and cherish’d 

By high and low, 

But with autumn leaf she perished 

Long time ago. 

Rock and tree and flowing water 

Long time ago, 

Bird and bee and blossom taught her 

Love’s spell to know. 

While to my fond words she listen’d 

Murmuring low, 

Tenderly her blue eyes glisten’d 

Long time ago. 

 

 

 

Ye Shab-e Mahtab 

Ahmad Shamlou (1925–2000) 

 

Translation: 

One Moonlight Night 

 

One moonlight night, 

the moon will step into my dream, 

and take me from one alley to another, 

from the vineyard, to plum orchard, 

from one valley to another, 

from one desert to another, 
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where behind the forest at night, 

a fairy comes out, scared and shivering 

steps into the spring water 

 and combs through her messy hair. 

 

One moonlight night, 

the moon will come into my dream, 

will take me to the bottom of that valley, 

where the lonely weeping willow tree 

gracefully stretches out her hand, happy and 
hopeful 

To pluck a star, like a raindrop,  

hang it on its branch, instead of fruits 

 

One moonlight night, 

the moon will come to my dream,  

releases me from the prison. 

Like a night wisp, will take me with her, 

will take me where the martyrs shout in the 
dark night till dawn, 

On the streets, in the middle of the square,  

“Hey old man, the revengeful” 

“Are you drunk or sober? Are you asleep or 
awake?” 

We are drunk and alert, our martyrs 

We are asleep and awake, our fallen heroes, 

Finally one night, 

the moon will rise, 

from the top of that mountain, 

from the top of the valley, 

Passes through this place, while smiling, 

One night moon will come out … 

 

 

 

Gonjeshkak-e Ashi-Mashi 

Hasan Hatami (1935–2016) 

 

Translation: 

Ashi-Mashi Little Sparrow 

 

Hey Ashi-Mashi little sparrow 

Don’t land on our roof 

Because rain will come and you will get wet, 

Because snow will come and you will turn to a 
snow ball, 

And fall into a pond of colors 

Then who will catch you? The Butler 

Then who will kill you? The Butcher 

Then who will cook you? The Chef 

Then who will eat you? The Commander 

 

 

Jome Bazar 

Jahangir Sartip pour (1903–1992) 

 

Translation: 
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Friday Farmers Market 

 

The songs and music of Friday Market, 

makes my heart dance, 

The joy of seeing my beloved,  

makes my heart dance, 

As soon as I see you, you get blushed,  

and I can’t say a word to you 

When I go away and see you are still blushed,  

again I can’t talk to you 

I make plans at night to how to speak to you the 
next day 

The next day I see the your eyes,  

 and I become wordless  

again can’t talk to you 

 

I’m like you and you are like me,  

what will be our story? 

When can we say the first word to each other? 

Let it be whatever it’s going to be, 

 I’m going to talk to you when we next meet  

again I become wordless  

and can’t talk to you… 

 

 

 

Jan-e Maryam 

Mohammad Noori (1929 –2010) 

 

Translation: 

My Beloved, Maryam 

O flower 

oh! my red and wihte flower 

when would you come? 

O my Violet, my willow's leaf 

when would you come? 

you said “when the flower blooms, I'd come” 

Oh! all the flowers in the world have bloomed. 

so when would you come? 

  

Oh dear Maryam, open your eyes 

call my name 

the air became bright(it is morning) 

the sun rised 

it's time to... 

go to the desert 

Oh, dear maryam 

Oh dear Maryam, open your eyes 

call my name 

let's go 

let's leave the home 

soulder by shoulder (together) 

in the memory of those days 

Oh, dear maryam 

it is morning again 

I'm still awake 
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I wish I could sleep 

and see you in dreams 

the brunch of sorrow 

in my heart 

has grown 

one by one 

the heart doesn’t know... 

what does he do with this sorrow 

oh dear Maryam 

come, it is harvest 

you are mine, don't leave me 

let's go to work 

and harvest wheat 

come on. come on, dear nazanin 

 

 

 


