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Chi il bel sogno di Doretta
Doretta's beautiful dream 

Who could Doretta's beautiful dream 
ever guess?
Her mystery, how come it's never, 
how come it's never ending

Alas! One day a student
kisses her on the lips
and it was such a kiss
revelation:
It was passion!
Crazy love!
Crazy intoxication!
Who could this subtle caress
of such flaming a kiss
ever describe;

Ah! my dream!

Ah! my life!

Who cares about riches
if it finally flourishes
happiness!
Oh golden dream
to be able to love like this

'A vucchella

You are like a small flower, 
You have a small mouth
Just a little, a little 
Faded. 

Oh, give it, give it to me, 
It's like a small rose! 
Give me a kiss, 
Give it to me Candida! 

Give it to me and take it, 
A small kiss, 
A small kiss 
Like your small mouth 
That looks like a small rose 
Just a little, a little 
Faded. 

Chansons de Bilitis

1. The Flute of Pan

For the festival of Hyacinthus
he gave me a syrinx, a set of pipes made
from well-cut reeds joined
with the white wax
that is sweet to my lips like honey.

He is teaching me to play, as I sit on his knees;
but I tremble a little.
He plays it after me, so softly
that I can scarcely hear it.

We are so close that we have
nothing to say to one another;
but our songs want to converse,
and our mouths are joined
as they take turns on the pipes.

It is late:
here comes the chant of the green frogs,
which begins at dusk.
My mother will never believe
I spent so long
searching for my lost waistband.

2. The Hair

He told me: "Last night I had a dream. 
Your hair was around my neck,
it was like a black necklace
round my nape and on my chest.

"I was stroking your hair, and it was my own;
thus the same tresses joined us forever, 
with our mouths touching,
just as two laurels often have only one root.

"And gradually I sensed,
since our limbs were so entwined,
that I was becoming you
and you were entering me like my dream."

When he'd finished,
he gently put his hands on my shoulders, 
and gazed at me so tenderly
that I lowered my eyes, quivering.



3. The Tomb of the Water Nymphs

I was walking along in the frost-covered woods;
in front of my mouth
my hair blossomed in tiny icicles,
and my sandals were heavy
with muddy caked snow.

He asked: "What are you looking for?"
"I'm following the tracks of the satyr -
his little cloven hoofprints alternate
like holes in a white cloak."
He said: "The satyrs are dead.

"The satyrs are dead, and the nymphs too.
In thirty years there has not been such a terrible winter. 
That's the trail of a he-goat.
But let's pause here, where their tomb is."

With his hoe he broke the ice
of the spring where the water-nymphs used to laugh. 
There he was, picking up large cold slabs of ice, 
lifting them toward the pale sky,
and peering through them.

La Danza
The dance 

Already the moon dips into the sea,  
My goodness, she'll jump right in; 
The hour is pleasant for dancing,  
and no one in love would want to miss. 

Swiftly dancing round and round,  
My dear ladies, come to me,  
See a handsome smiling fellow 
Willing to dance with every one.   

While the evening star shines in the sky  
And the moon glows brightly,  
The most handsome with the fairest 
Will dance the night away. 

Jump, jump, turn and turn,
Every couple circling round,  
Back and forth and over again 
And return where you began. 

Hold on tightly to the blonde,  
Take the brunette here and there, 
take the redhead for a turn, 
the wallflower you better don't touch.
take the redhead for a turn, 
the wallflower you better don't touch.

Hooray for dancing round and round,  
I'm a king, a pasha too,  
This is the greatest pleasure on earth,  
And the dearest passion? !  

Mamma mia, my goodness...

Dein ist mein ganzes Herz
My entire heart is yours!

My entire heart is yours! 
Where you are absent, I cannot exist, 
Just as the flower wilts 
When the sunshine does not kiss it! 
My most beautiful song belongs to you, 
Because it only bloomed forth from love. 
Say to me again, my only love, 
Oh say to me once again: 
I love you! 

Wherever I may go, 
I feel your presence. 
I would like to drink your breath 
and sink pleadingly at your feet, 
You, you alone!  How wonderful 
is your shining hair! 
Beautiful as a dream and anxious with 
longing 
is your shining gaze. 
When I hear the sounds of [your] voice, 
it is like music. 

My entire heart is yours! 
Where you are absent, I cannot exist, 
Just as the flower wilts 
When the sunshine does not kiss it! 
My most beautiful song belongs to you, 
Because it only bloomed forth from love. 
Say to me again, my only love, 
Oh say to me once again: 
I love you! 
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