Tragic Heroings

Janicg Marplg, soprano
Shannon Higbert, piano

Sgptember 17, 2011
Convocation Hall, University of
diberta



Program

In quali eccessi, o Numi... Mi tradi W. A. Mozart (1756 - 1791)
quell’alma ingrata from Don
Giovanni

Tu che di gel sei cinta from Giacomo Puccini (1858 - 1924)
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La mort d’Ophélie from Tristia, _ Hector Berlioz (1803 - 1869)
Opus 18 - No. 11

Try Me, Good King: Last Words of Libby Larsen (1950 -)
the Wives of Henry VIII
1. Katherine of Aragon
2. Anne Boleyn
3. Jane Seymour
4, Anne of Cleves
5. Katherine Howard

~Intermission~

Mignon Lieder from Wilhelm Robert Schumann (1810 - 1856)
Meister, Opus 98A
1. Kennst du das Land
3. Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt
5. Heiss’ mich nicht reden
.9. So lasst mich scheinen

Drei Lieder der Ophelia from Opus Richard Strauss (1864 - 1949)
67
1. Wie erkenn ich mein Treulieb
vor andern nun?
2. Guten Morgan, ‘s ist Sankt
Valentinstag
3. Sie trugen ihn auf der Bahre
blof

Mési¢ku na nebi hlubokém from Antonin Dvorék (1841 - 1904)
Rusalka

George William Bolcom (1938 -)
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Texts and Translations

In quali eccessi, o Numi... Mi tradi
quell’alma ingrata

In quali eccessi, 0 Numi,

in quai misfatti orribili, tremendi

e avvolto il sciagurato!

Ah no, non puote tardar I'ira del cielo,

la giustizia tardar.

Sentir gia parmi la fatale saetta,

che gli piomba sul capo!

Aperto veggio il baratro mortal!
Misera Elvira! Che contrasto d’affetti

in sen ti nasce!
Perché questi sospiri?
E quest’ambascie?

Mi tradi quell’alma ingrata,
infelice, o Dio, mi fa.

Ma tradita e abbandonata,
provo ancor per lui pieta.
Quando sento il mio tormento,
di vendetta il cor favella;

Ma, se guardo il suo cimento,
palpitando il cor mi va.

- Lorenzo da Ponte
Tu che di gel sei cinta

Tu che di gel sei cinta,

da tanta fiamma vinta,
'amerai anche tu!

Prima di questa aurora,
io chiudo stanca gli occhi,
perche egli vinca ancora...
Per non vederlo piu!

- Giuseppe Adami & Renato Simoni

In what excesses, oh Gods... That
ungrateful soul betrayed me

In what excesses, oh gods,

in what horrible, tremendous crimes

the scoundrel has involved himself!

Ah no! The wrath of Heaven cannot
delay,

justice cannot delay.

I already sense the fatal bolt

which is falling on his head!

I see the mortal abyss open...

Miserable Elvira, what contrasting
feelings

are born in your breast!

Why these sighs?

And this anguish?

That ungrateful soul betrayed me,
oh God, how unhappy he makes me!
Although betrayed and abandoned,
I still feel pity for him.

When I feel my suffering,

my heart speaks of vengeance;

But when I see the danger he is in,
my heart begins to throb for him.

- Trans. by Bard Suverkrop
You, who are girded with ice

You, who with ice are girded,

conquered by so much burning passion,

you will love him - you too!

Before this dawn

I, weary, will close my eyes

so that he may be victorious again...
So as never to see him again!

- Trans. by Martha Gerhart



La mort d’Ophélie

Aupres d'un torrent Ophélie
cueillait, tout en suivant le bord,
dans sa douce et tendre folie,

des pervenches, des boutons d'or,
des iris aux couleurs d'opale,

et de ces fleurs d'un rose pale
qu'on appelle des doigts de mort.

Puis, élevant sur ses mains blanches
les riants trésors du matin,

elle les suspendait aux branches,
aux branches d'un saule voisin.

Mais trop faible le Rameau plie,
se brise, et la pauvre Ophélie
tombe, sa guirlande a la main.

Quelques instants sa robe enflée,
la tint encor sur le courant

et, comme une voile gonflée,

elle flottait toujours chantant,
chantant quelque vieille ballade,
chantant ainsi qu'une naiade
née au milieu de ce torrent.

Mais cette étrange mélodie
passa, rapide comme un son.
Par les flots la robe alourdie
bient6t dans I'abime profond
entraina la pauvre insensée,
laissant a peine commencée
sa mélodieuse chanson.

- Ernest Legouvé

The death of Ophelia

Near a stream, Ophelia

gathered, while following the shore,
in her sweet and tender madness,
periwinkles, buttercups,

irises with colours of opal,

and those flowers of pale rose

that are called fingers of death.

Then raising in her white hands
the smiling treasures of the morning,
she hung them in the branches,
the branches of a nearby willow tree.

But, too weak, the branch bends,
breaks, and poor Ophelia
falls, her garland in her hand.

For some moments her inflated robe
supported her yet upon the current,
and, like a swollen sail

she floated, ever singing,

singing some old ballad,

singing thus like a naiad

born in the middle of this torrent.

But this strange melody
passed, quickly as a sound.

In the waves the heavy robe
soon into the deep abyss
carried off the poor insane girl,
leaving behind scarcely begun
her melodious song.

- Trans. by Walter Charles Foster



Try Me, Good King
Katherine of Aragon
My most dear Lord, King, and Husband,

The hour of my death now drawing on, the tender love I owe you forces me to
commend myself unto you and to put you in remembrance of the health and
welfare of your soul. You have cast me into many calamities and yourself into
many troubles. For my part, I pardon you everything, and I wish to devoutly
pray God that He will pardon you also. For the rest, [ commend unto you our
daughter, Mary, beseeching you to be a good father unto her. Lastly,  make this
vow: that my eyes desire you above all things.

- Katherine of Aragon to Henry VIII

Anne Boleyn

Try me, good king. Let me have a lawful trial, and let not my enemies sit as my
accusers and judges. Let me receive an open trial for my truth shall fear no
open shame. Never a prince had a wife more loyal in all duty, in all true
affection, than you have found in Anne Boleyn. You have chosen me from low
estate to be your wife and companion. Do you not remember the words of you
own true hand? “My own darling, I would you were in my arms, for I think it
long since I kissed you. My mistress and my friend..”” Try me, good king. If ever
I'have found favour in your sight - if ever the name of Anne Boleyn has been
pleasing to your ears - let me obtain this request and my innocence shall be
known and cleared.

Good Christian people, I come hither to die, and by the law I am judged to die. I
pray God save the king. I hear the executioner’s good, and my neck is so little.

- Anne Boleyn to Henry VIII; Henry VIII's love letter to Anne Boleyn;
Anne Boleyn’s execution speech



Jane Seymour

Right trusty and Well-Beloved, we greet you well. For as much as be the
inestimable goodness of Almighty God, we be delivered of a prince.

I love the rose, both red and white
To hear of them is my delight!
Joyed may we be,

Our prince to see,

And roses three!

- Jane Seymour to the Council; “Tudor Rose” - anonymous

Anne of Cleves

I'have been informed by certain lords of the doubts and questions which have
been found in our marriage. It may please your majesty to know that, though
this case be most hard and sorrowful, I have and do accept the clergy for my
judges. So now, the clergy hath given their sentence. I approve. [ neither can
nor will repute myself for your grace’s wife, yet it may please your highness to
take me for you sister, for which [ most humbly thank you.

Your majesty’s most humble sister,
Anne, daughter of Cleves

- Anne of Cleves to Henry VIII
Katherine Howard
God have mercy on my soul. Good people, I beg you pray for me. By the journey
upon which I am bound, brothers, [ have not wronged the King. But it is true
that long before the King took me, I loved Thomas Culpepper. I wish to God I
had done as Culpepper wished me, for at the time the King wanted me,
Culpepper urged me to say that [ was pledged to him. If I had done as he
wished me I should not die this death, nor would he. God have mercy on my

soul. Good people, I beg you pray for me. I die a queen, but I would rather die
the wife of Culpepper.

- Katherine Howard’s execution speech



Mignon Lieder

1.

Kennst du das Land,

wo die Zitronen bliihn,

im dunkeln Laub

die Gold-Orangen gliihn,

ein sanfter Wind

vom blauen Himmel weht,
die Myrte still

und hoch der Lorbeer steht?
Kennst du es wohl?

Dahin! Dahin mécht ich mit dir,

o mein Geliebter, ziehn.

Kennst du das Haus?

Auf Sdulen ruht sein Dach,

es glanzt der Saal,

es schimmert das Gemach,

und Marmorbilder stehn

und sehn mich an:

Was hat man dir,

du armes Kind, getan?

Kennst du es wohl?

Dahin! Dahin mécht ich mit dir,

o mein Beschiitzer, ziehn.

Kennst du den Berg

und seinen Wolkensteg?
Das Maultier sucht

im Nebel seinen Weg;

in Hohlen wohnt

der Drachen alte Brut;
es stiirzt der Fels

und {iber ihn die Flut!

Kennst du ihn wohl?
Dahin! Dahin geht unser Weg!
0 Vater, 1af uns ziehn!

Mignon'’s Songs

1

Do you know the land

where the lemon trees blossom,

where in dark foliage

golden oranges glow,

where a gentle breeze

blows from the blue sky,

where the myrtle grows quietly

and the laurel tree stands tall?

Do you know it, perhaps?

There! There, I would like to go with
you,

oh my beloved.

Do you know the house?

its roof rests on columns,

the great hall gleams,

the chamber shimmers,

and marble statues stand

and look at me:

“What have they done to you,

you poor child?”

Do you know it, perhaps?

There! There, I would like to go with
you,

oh my protector.

Do you know the mountain

and its footpath in the clouds?

The mule seeks

its way through the mist;

in caves there lives

the ancient brood of dragons;

the rock falls away steeply,

and over it a torrent plunges
downward.

Do you know it, perhaps?

There! There lies our way!

Oh father, let us go!



3

Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt
weif, was ich leide!

Allein und abgetrennt

von aller Freude,

seh ich ans Firmament

nach jener Seite!

Ach! der mich liebt und kennt,
ist in der Weite.

Es schwindelt mir,

es brennt mein Eingeweide.
Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt
weif3, was ich leide!

5.

Heiss mich nicht reden,

heiss mich schweigen!

Denn mein Geheimnis

ist mir Pflicht.

Ich méchte

dir mein ganzes Innre zeigen,

allein das Schicksal will es nicht.

Zur rechten Zeit

vertreibt der Sonne Lauf
die finstre Nacht,

und sie muf3 sich erhellen;
der harte Fels

schlief3t seinen Busen auf,
mifdgdénnt der Erde nicht
die tiefverborgnen Quellen.

Ein jeder sucht

im Arm des Freundes Ruh,
dort kann die Brust

in Klagen sich ergief3en;
allein ein Schwur

driickt mir die Lippen zu,
und nur ein Gott

vermag sie aufzuschlief3en.

o

Only someone who knows longing
can know what I am suffering,
Alone and separated

from all joy,

I look at the sky

in that direction!

Ah! The one who loves and knows me
is far away.

My head is reeling,

it burns my entrails.

Only someone who knows longing
can know what I am suffering.

b.

Bid me not speak,

Bid me be silent!

For keeping my secret

is my duty.

I would like

to show you all my inner being
but fate does not allow me to.

At the right time

the sun will drive away

the dark night,

and night must turn to day;
the hard rock

will open up its bosom

and not begrudge the earth
its deep hidden springs.

Everyone seeks

peace in the arms of a friend,
there can the breast

pour itself out in lamentation;
but a vow

forces my lips to stay closed
and only a god

has the power to unlock them.



9

So lasst mich scheinen, bis ich werde,
zieht mir das weif3e Kleid nicht aus!

Ich eile von der schénen Erde
hinab in jenes feste Haus.

Dort ruh' ich eine kleine Stille,
dann o6ffnet sich der frische Blick;
ich laRe dann die reine Hiille,

den Giirtel und den Kranz zuriick.

Und jene himmlischen Gestalten,
sie fragen nicht nach Mann und Weib,

und keine Kleider, keine Falten
umgeben den verklirten Leib.

Zwar lebt' ich ohne Sorg' und Miihe,
doch fiihlt' ich tiefen Schmerz genung;
vor Kummer altert' ich zu friihe,
macht mich auf ewig wieder jung!

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
Drei Leider der Ophelia

j

Wie erkenn ich mein Treulieb
vor andern nun?

An dem Muschelhut und Stab
und den Sandalschuhn.

Er ist tot und lange hin,

tot und hin, Fraulein!

Ihm zu haupten griines Gras,
ihm zu Fuf? ein Stein. O ho!
Auf seinem Bahrtuch,

weifd wie Schnee,

viel liebe Blumen trauern.

Sie gehn zu Grabe naf3, o weh!
vor liebesschauern.

9.

So let me seem until I become such,

do not make me take off this white
dress!

[ hurry from this beautiful earth

and go down into that secure house
below.

There shall I rest for a quiet little time;

then my refreshed eyes will open,

I shall leave behind this pure white
dress,

the girdle, and the wreath.

And those heavenly beings

will not ask who is a man, who is a
woman,

and no clothes, no draperies

will enclose the transfigured body.

True, I lived without care and trouble,
but I still felt deep pain often enough;
through sorrow I became old too early,
make me young again forever!

- Trans. by Beaumont Glass
Three songs of Ophelia

1.

How should I know my true love
from another one?

By his cocklehat and staff,

and his sandal shoon.

He is dead and long gone,

dead and gone, lady!

At his head a grass-green turf,

at his heels a stone. Oh, ho!

On his shroud,

white as snow,

many lovely flowers mourn.
They go to the grave, wet, oh woe!
with love’s showers.



2

Guten Morgen, ‘s ist Sankt Valentinstag,

so friih vor Sonnenschein.

Ich junge Maid am Fensterschlag
will Euer Valentin sein.

Der junge Mann tut Hosen an,
tat auf die Kammertiir,

lief? ein die Maid, die als Maid
ging nimmermehr herfiir.

Bei Sankt Niklas und Charitas!
ein unverschamt Geschlecht!

Ein junger Mann tut’s, wenn er kann,
fiirwahr, das ist nicht recht.

Sie sprach: Eh Ihr

gescherzt mit mir,

versprach Thr mich zu frein.

Ich brich’s auch nicht

beim Sonnenlicht,

warst du nicht kommen herein.

3.
Sie trugen ihn auf der Bahre blof3,
leider, ach leider, den Liebsten!
Manche Tréne fiel in des Grabes Schof
fahr wohl, fahr wohl, meine Taube!
Mein junger frischer Hansel ist’s,

der mir geféllt -

und kommt er nimmermehr?

Er ist tot, o weh!

In dein Totbett geh,

er kommt dir nimmermehr.

Sein Bart war weif3 wie Schnee,

sein Haupt wie flachs dazu.

Erist hin, er ist hin,

kein Trauern bringt Gewinn:

Mit seiner Seele Ruh,

und mit allen Christenseelen!

Darum bet ich!

Gott sei mit euch!

- Trans. from original Shakespeare by
Karl Joseph Simrock

y$

Good morning, it’s St. Valentine’s day,
so early before the sunshine.

I, ayoung maid, at the window sash
want to be your valentine.

The young man put his trousers on,
opened the chamber door;

let in the maid, that out a maid,
never departed more.

By St. Nicholas and Charity!

An outrageous sex!

A young man does it, if he can,
truly, that is not right.

She said: before you

tumbled with me

you promised me to wed.

I would have done,

by yonder sun,

had you not come to my bed.

3.

They carried him barefaced on the bier,
- alas, ah, alas - the beloved one.
In his grave rained many a tear.
Farewell, farewell, my dove!

It is my bonny sweet Robin,

who pleases me -

and will he never come again?
He is dead, oh woe!

Go into your deathbed,

he will never come to you again.
His beard was white as snow,

his head was like flax.

He is gone, he is gone,

it is useless to mourn:

May his soul be at peace,

and all Christian souls!
Therefore, [ pray!

God be with you!

- Trans. by Beaumont Glass



Mésicku na nebi hlubokém

Mési¢ku na nebi hlubokém,
svétlo tvé daleko vidi,

po svété bloud{s Sirokém,
divas se v pi{bytky lidi.
Mési¢ku, postij chvili,

Fekni mi, kde je mij mily!
Rekni mu, st¥fbrny mésitku,
mé Ze jej objimé ramé,

aby si alespori chvili¢ku
vzpomenul ve snénf na mne.
Zasvét’ mu do daleka,

fekni mu, kdo tu nan ¢eka!

0 mné-li duse lidska sn,

at se tou vzpominkou vzbudi!
Mési¢ku, nezhasni, nezhasni!

- Jaroslav Kvapil

Moon in the broad sky

Moon in the broad sky,

your beams see afar,

around the entire Earth you roam,
you see into the homes of people.
Moon, pause for a moment,
answer me, where is my love?

Tell him, oh pale moon,

that my arms envelop him,

so that he, for at least a moment,
might see me in his dreams.

Give him your beams afar,

tell him that [ wait for him here!
Oh, if his human heart dreams of me,
let this vision awaken!

Moon, stay with me, stay with me!

- Trans. by Robert L. Larsen

Thank you for coming!
Pleasg join me for a regcegption in
the {rts lsoungg following the

recital.



