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La serenata  

Text by Giovanni Alfredo Cesareo 
Translation by Laura Prichard 

 
 
 
 
 

Vola, o serenata: 
La mia diletta è sola, 
e, con la bella testa abbandonata, 
posa tra le lenzuola:  
O serenata, vola. 
O serenata, vola. 
 
Splende pura la luna,  
l'ale il silenzio stende, 
e dietro i veli dell'alcova  
bruna la lampada s'accende.  
Pura la luna splende.  
Pura la luna splende. 
 
Vola, o serenata, 
Vola, o serenata, vola.  
Ah! là. Ah! là. 
 
Vola, o serenata: 
La mia diletta è sola, 
ma sorridendo ancor mezzo assonnata, 
torna fra le lenzuola:  
O serenata, vola. 
O serenata, vola. 
 
L'onda sogna su 'l lido, 
e 'l vento su la fronda; 
e a' baci miei ricusa ancore un nido  
la mia signora bionda. 
Sogna su 'l lido l'onda. 
Sogna su 'l lido l'onda. 
 
Vola, o serenata, 
Vola, o serenata, vola.  
Ah! là. Ah! là. 

Fly, oh serenade: 
My beloved is alone, 
with her beautiful head hidden 
under the sheets:  
Oh serenade, fly. 
Oh serenade, fly. 
 
The moonlight is pure,  
wings of silence stretch out, 
and behind the veils of the dark alcove 
the lamp burns.  
The pure moonbeam shines.  
The pure moonbeam shines.  
 
Fly, oh serenade, 
Fly, oh serenade, fly.  
Ah! là. Ah! là. 
 
Fly, oh serenade: 
My beloved is alone, 
but still smiling while half asleep, 
she has returned beneath the sheets:  
Oh serenade, fly. 
Oh serenade, fly. 
 
The waves dream on the shore, 
and the wind blows through the branches; 
and my kisses don’t result in a nest  
by my blonde lady. 
The waves are dreaming on the shore. 
The waves are dreaming on the shore. 
 
Fly, oh serenade. 
Fly, oh serenade, fly.  
Ah! là. Ah! là. 
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L’ultimo bacio 

Text by Emilio Praga 
Translation by Betsy Schwarm 

Se tu lo vedi gli dirai che l'amo, 
che l'amo ancora come ai primi dì, 
che nei languidi sogni ancor lo chiamo, 
lo chiamo ancor come se fosse qui. 
 
E gli dirai che colla fé tradita 
Tutto il gaudio d'allor non mi rapì; 
E gli dirai che basta alla mia vita 
l'ultimo bacio che l'addio finì! 
 
Nessun lo toglie dalla bocca mia 
l'ultimo bacio che l'addio finì. 
Ma se vuoi dargli un altro in compagnia  
Digli che l'amo, e che l'aspetto qui. 

If you see him, tell him I love him, 
Just as I did in the early days. 
In languid dreams, I still call out his name, 
I call him as if he were still here. 
 
And tell him that, even with betrayed faith, 
The joy of that time is not taken from me; 
And tell him that it is enough for my life, 
That last kiss that ended in farewell! 
 
No one takes it from my lips, 
That last kiss that ended in farewell. 
But if you wish to give him another, 
Tell him I love him and wait here for him. 

 

 

Vilja-lied from Die lustige Witwe 

Text by Franz Lehár 
Translation by Anonymous 

Es lebt eine Vilja, ein Waldmägdelein, 
Ein Jäger erschaut sie im Felsengestein! 
Dem Burschen, dem wurde 
So eigen zu Sinn, 
Er schaute und schaut 
auf das Waldmägdlein hin. 
Und ein niegekannter Schauder 
Fasst den jungen Jägersmann, 
Sehnsuchtsvoll fing er still zu seufzen an! 
 
Vilja, o Vilja, Du Waldmägdelein, 
Fass mich und lass mich 
Dein Trautliebster sein! 
Vilja, O Vilja, was tust Du mir an? 
Bang fleht ein liebkranker Mann! 
 
Das Waldmägdelein streckte 
die Hand nach ihm aus 
Und zog ihn hinein in ihr felsiges Haus. 

There lives a Vilja, a maiden of the forest, 
A hunter sees her among the rocky crags! 
The young man was overcome 
By such a strange feeling, 
He gazed and gazed 
Upon the forest maiden. 
And an unknown shiver 
Seized the young hunter, 
Longing made him quietly begin to sigh! 
 
Vilja, oh Vilja, you maiden of the forest, 
Take me and let me 
Be your dearest beloved! 
Vilja, oh Vilja, what have you done to me? 
A lovesick man begs in anguish! 
 
The forest maiden stretched 
her hand out toward him 
and drew him into her rocky dwelling. 
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Dem Burschen die Sinne                            
vergangen fast sind 
So liebt und so küsst gar  
kein irdisches Kind. 
Als sie sich dann satt geküsst 
Verschwand sie zu derselben Frist! 
Einmal hat noch der Arme sie gegrüsst: 
 
Vilja, o Vilja, Du Waldmägdelein, 
Fass mich und lass mich 
Dein Trautliebster sein! 
Vilja, O Vilja, was tust Du mir an? 
Bang fleht ein liebkranker Mann! 

The young man's senses                                     
nearly failed him, 
For no earthly maiden                                             
loves and kisses like this. 
When at last they had kissed, 
She vanished at that very moment! 
Once more the poor man called out to her: 
 
Vilja, oh Vilja, you maiden of the forest, 
Take me and let me 
Be your dearest beloved! 
Vilja, oh Vilja, what have you done to me? 
A lovesick man begs in anguish!  

 

 

Gruss 

Text by Heinrich Heine 
Translation by Richard Stokes 

Leise zieht durch mein Gemüt 
Liebliches Geläute. 
Klinge, kleines Frühlingslied, 
Kling hinaus ins Weite. 
Zieh hinaus, bis an das Haus, 
Wo die Veilchen sprießen. 
Wenn du eine Rose schaust, 
Sag, ich lass’ sie grüßen 

A sweet sound of bells 
Peals gently through my soul. 
Ring out, little song of spring, 
Ring out far and wide. 
Ring out till you reach the house 
Where violets are blooming. 
And if you should see a rose, 
Send to her my greeting. 

 

 

Lauf der Welt 

Text by Heinrich Heine 
Translation by Richard Stokes 

An jedem Abend geh’ ich aus, 
Hinauf den Wiesensteg. 
Sie schaut aus ihrem Gartenhaus, 
Es stehet hart am Weg. 
Wir haben uns noch nie bestellt, 
Es ist nur so der Lauf der Welt. 
 
Ich weiß nicht, wie es so geschah, 
Seit lange küss’ ich sie, 

Every evening I go out, 
Up the meadow path. 
She looks out from her summer house, 
Which stands close by the road. 
We’ve never planned a rendezvous, 
It’s just the way of the world. 
 
I don’t know how it came about, 
For a long time I’ve been kissing her, 
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Ich bitte nicht, sie sagt nicht: ja! 
Doch sagt sie: nein! auch nie. 
Wenn Lippe gern auf Lippe ruht, 
Wir hindern’s nicht, uns dünkt es gut. 
 
Das Lüftchen mit der Rose spielt, 
Es fragt nicht: hast mich lieb? 
Das Röschen sich am Taue kühlt, 
Es sagt nicht lange: gib! 
Ich liebe sie, sie liebet mich, 
Doch keines sagt: ich liebe dich! 

I don’t ask, she doesn’t say yes! 
But neither does she ever say no! 
When lips are pleased to rest on lips, 
We don’t prevent it, it just seems good. 
 
The little breeze plays with the rose, 
It doesn’t ask: do you love me? 
The rose cools itself with dew, 
It doesn’t dream of saying: give! 
I love her, she loves me, 
But neither says: I love you! 

 

 

Nuit d’etoiles 

Text by Théodore de Banville 
Translation by Richard Stokes 

Nuit d’étoiles, 
Sous tes voiles, 
Sous ta brise et tes parfums, 
Triste lyre qui soupire, 
Je rêve aux amours défunts. 
 
La sereine mélancolie 
Vient éclore au fond de mon cœur, 
Et j’entends l’âme de ma mie 
Tressaillir dans le bois rêveur. 
Nuit d’étoiles … 
 
Je revois à notre fontaine 
Tes regards bleus comme les cieux; 
Cette rose, c’est ton haleine, 
Et ces étoiles sont tes yeux. 
Nuit d’étoiles … 

Night of stars, 
Beneath your veils, 
beneath your breeze and fragrance, 
Sad lyre that sighs, 
I dream of bygone loves. 
 
Serene melancholy 
Now blooms deep in my heart, 
And I hear the soul of my love 
Quiver in the dreaming woods. 
Night of stars... 
 
Once more at our fountain I see 
Your eyes as blue as the sky; 
This rose is your breath 
And these stars are your eyes. 
Night of stars... 

 

 

Voyage à Paris 

Text by Guillaume Apollinaire 
Translation by Richard Stokes 

Ah! la charmante chose 
Quitter un pays morose 

Oh! how delightful 
To leave a dismal place  
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Pour Paris 
Paris joli 
Qu’un jour 
Dut créer l’Amour 

for Paris 
Charming Paris 
That one day 
Love must have made 

 

 

Hôtel 

Text by Guillaume Apollinaire 
Translation by Richard Stokes 

Ma chambre a la forme d’une cage 
Le soleil passe son bras par la fenêtre 
Mais moi qui veux fumer pour faire des mirages 
J’allume au feu du jour ma cigarette 
Je ne veux pas travailler  
je veux fumer 

My room is shaped like a cage 
The sun slips its arm through the window 
But I who want to smoke to make mirages 
I light my cigarette on daylight's fire 
I do not want to work  
I want to smoke 

 

 

Les chemin de l’amour 

Text by Jean Marie Lucien Pierre Anouilh 
Translation by Richard Stokes 

Les chemins qui vont à la mer 
Ont gardé de notre passage 
Des fleurs, des feuilles et l'écho  
sous leurs arbres 
De nos deux rires clairs. 
  
Hélas, des jours de bonheur, 
Radieuses joies envolées, 
Je vais sans retrouver traces dans mon coeur. 
 
Chemins de mon amour, 
Je vous cherche toujours. 
Chemins perdus vous n'êtes plus 
Et vos échos sont sourds. 
Chemins du désespoir, 
Chemins du souvenir, 
Chemins du premier jour, 
Divins chemins d'amour. 
  
 

The paths that lead to the sea 
Have retained from our passing 
The flowers that shed their petals 
And the echo beneath their trees 
Of our clear laughter. 
 
Alas! no trace of those happy days, 
Those radiant joys now flown, 
Can I find then again in my heart. 
 
Paths of my love, 
I search for you ceaselessly, 
Lost paths, you are no more 
And your echoes are muted. 
Paths of despair, 
Paths of memory, 
Paths of our first day, 
Divine paths of love. 
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Si je dois l'oublier un jour, 
La vie effaçant toute chose, 
Je veux dans mon coeur qu'un souvenir 
Repose plus fort que l'autre amour. 
  
Le souvenir du chemin, 
Où tremblante et toute éperdue, 
Un jour j'ai senti sur moi brûler tes mains. 
 
 
Chemins de mon amour, 
Je vous cherche toujours. 
Chemins perdus, vous n'êtes plus 
Et vos échos sont sourds. 
Chemins du désespoir, 
Chemins du souvenir 
Chemins du premier jour, 
Divins chemins d'amour. 

If one day I must forget, 
Since life obliterates everything, 
I wish for my heart to remember one thing, 
More vivid than the other love,       

To remember the path 
Where trembling and quite distracted, 
I one day felt on me your passionate hands. 

 
Paths of my love, 
I search for you ceaselessly, 
Lost paths, you are no more 
And your echoes are muted. 
Paths of despair, 
Paths of memory, 
Paths of our first day, 
Divine paths of love. 

 

 

Puisqu'ici-bas toute âme 

Text by Victor Hugo 
Translation by Faith Cormier 

Puisqu'ici-bas toute âme 
Donne à quelqu'un 
Sa musique, sa flamme, 
Ou son parfum; 
 
Puisqu'ici-bas chaque chose 
Donne toujours 
Son épine ou sa rose 
A ses amours; 
 
Puis qu'Avril donne aux chênes 
Un bruit charmant; 
Que la nuit donne aux peines 
L'oubli dormant. 
 
Puisque, lorsqu'elle arrive 
S'y reposer, 
L'onde amère à la rive 
Donne un baiser; 
 
 

Since here below every soul 
Gives someone 
Its music, its flame, 
Or its perfume; 
 
Since here below each thing 
Always gives 
Its thorn or its rose 
To those it loves; 
 
Since April gives the oaks 
A charming sound; 
Since night gives to sorrows 
The sleep of forgetfulness. 
 
Since when it comes 
To rest upon the shore, 
The bitter wave  
Gives a kiss; 
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Je te donne, à cette heure, 
Penché sur toi, 
La chose la meilleure 
Que j'ai en moi! 
 
Reçois donc ma pensée, 
Triste d'ailleurs, 
Qui, comme une rosée, 
T'arrive en pleurs! 
 
Reçois mes voeux sans nombre, 
O mes amours! 
Reçois la flamme ou l'ombre 
De tous mes jours ! 
 
Mes transports pleins d'ivresses, 
Pur de soupçons, 
Et toutes les caresses 
De mes chansons! 
 
Ma muse, que les heures 
Bercent rêvant 
Qui, pleurant quand tu pleures, 
Pleure souvent ! 
 
Reçois, mon bien céleste, 
O ma beauté, 
Mon cœur, dont rien ne reste, 
L'amour ôté! 

Since this is so, at this hour, 
Leaning over you, 
I give you the best thing  
that I possess within me! 
 
So, receive my thoughts, 
Sad though they are, 
Which, like dew, 
Come to you in tears! 
 
Receive my countless wishes, 
O my beloved! 
Receive the flame or the shadow 
Of all my days! 
 
My transports, full of ecstasy, 
Pure of all suspicion, 
And all the caresses 
Of my songs! 
 
My muse, whom the hours 
Cradle as she dreams, 
Who, when you weep, 
Often weeps as well! 
 
Receive, my heavenly treasure, 
O my beauty, 
My heart, from which nothing remains 
Once love has been taken away! 

 
 
Chanson 

Text by Séverin Faust 
Translation by Emily Ezust 

Elle a vendu mon cœur 
Pour une chanson: 
Vends mon cœur à la place,  
Ô colporteur 
À la place de la chanson. 
 
Tes chansons étaient blanches, 
La mienne est couleur de sang; 
Elle a vendu mon cœur, ô colporteur, 
Elle a vendu mon cœur en s'amusant. 
 

She has sold my heart 
For one song: 
Sell my heart in its place, 
O Peddler, 
In place of the song. 
 
Your songs were pale, 
but mine is the color of blood; 
She has sold my heart, o Peddler, 
She has sold my heart for her amusement. 
 



T r a n s l a t i o n s  
P a g e  | 8 

 
Et maintenant chante mon cœur 
Sur les places, aux carrefours, 
Tu feras pleurer, colporteur, 
En racontant mon grand amour. 
 
Pendant qu'elle fera rire 
Les gens à sa noce venus 
En chantant la chanson pour rire, 
Pour qui mon cœur elle a vendu. 

And now my heart sings 
in public squares, at crossroads, 
you will make everyone weep, Peddler, 
as you tell of my great love. 
 
While she will make everyone laugh, 
the people who have come to her wedding, 
as she sings the song for laughter, 
for which she sold my heart. 

 
La lettre du jardinier 

Text by Henry Bataille 
Translation by David Justman 

Je prends la plume pour vous donner des 
Nouvelles du jardin.  
Il est très joli en ce moment. 
Si vous venez à Pâques où plus tard  
qu'au printemps vous le verrez.  
Il s'est levé ce matin tout mouillé  
de votre souvenir.  
Il y a tout plein des fleurs que vous  
m'avez recommandées: 
 
Le tissu provincial des pensées, 
Des pains de roses tout partout, 
La cendre effritée des lilas, si pimpante, 
Et les glycines au corps mou  
Que vous nommez : fleurs flottantes, 
Le lys paralysé qui meurt devant ma porte, 
 
Il y a des fleurs et des fleurs  
de toutes sortes! 
Depuis les mouches bleues qu'on appelle 
myosotis 
Jusqu'aux papillons roses des pêchers.  
Les iris et les glaïeuls donnent cette année et 
font des fusées et des fuseaux, de-ci de-là, à 
profusion. 
 
Mais tout cela s'ennuie après mademoiselle, 
Et bien qu'il ait fait beau  
depuis la dernière Noël,  
la joie attends que vous veniez, pour y venir. 
 
 

I'm taking up the pen to give you news  
of the garden.  
It's very pretty right now. 
If you come at Easter or later,  
as in the Spring, you will see it.  
I got up this morning all damp  
with your memory.  
It's full of flowers which you  
recommended to me: 
 
The provincial cloth of thoughts, 
rose-colored leaves everywhere, 
The powdered ash of the lilacs, so graceful 
And the wisterias with soft bodies  
which you call floating flowers, 
The paralyzed lily dying before my door. 
 
There are flowers and flowers,  
of all sorts! 
From the blue flies 
we call forget-me-nots 
To the pink butterflies of the peach trees. 
The irises and gladioli are blooming this year, 
and give forth rockets and spindles from here, 
from there, in abundance. 
 
But all of this is bored and longing for you, 
And even though the weather's been good 
since last Christmas, 
Joy is waiting to come until you do. 
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Dieu, la mélancolie qu'ici nous avons tous ! 
Pour un arbre sans nid,  
pour le jardin sans vous. 
Croyez, Mademoiselle, à tous mes souvenirs. 

God, the melancholy which all of us feel! 
For a tree without a nest,  
for the garden without you. 
Mademoiselle, believe in all my memories. 

 
 
Le chapelier 

Text by René Chalupt 
Translation by Richard Stokes 

Le chapelier s'étonne de constater 
Que sa montre retarde de trois jours, 
Bien qu'il ait eu soin de la graisser 
Toujours avec du beurre de première qualité. 
 
Mais il a laissé tomber des miettes 
De pain dans les rouages, 
Et il a beau plonger sa montre dans le thé, 
Ça ne le fera pas avancer davantage. 

The hatter is astonished to find 
That his watch is three days slow, 
Despite always greasing it diligently 
With butter of best quality. 

But he has dropped 
Breadcrumbs into the works, 
And though he dips his watch in the tea, 
That will not make it go faster. 

 

 

La Vie en rose 

Text by Edith Piaf and Louiguy 
Translation by Anonymous 

Des yeux qui font baisser les miens 
Un rire qui se perd sur sa bouche 
Voilà le portrait sans retouche 
De l'homme auquel j'appartiens. 
 
Quand il me prend dans ses bras 
Qu'il me parle tout bas 
Je vois la vie en rose 
Il me dit des mots d'amour 
Des mots de tous les jours 
Et ça m'fait quelque chose 
Il est entré dans mon cœur 
Une part de bonheur 
Dont je connais la cause 
C'est lui pour moi, moi pour lui dans la vie 
Il me l'a dit, l'a juré pour la vie 
Et dès que je l'aperçois 
Alors, je sens dans moi 
Mon cœur qui bat. 

Eyes that make me lower my own, 
A laugh that lingers upon his lips 
There is the untouched portrait 
Of the man to whom I belong. 
 
When he takes me in his arms, 
When he speaks softly to me, 
I see life through rose-colored glasses. 
He tells me words of love, 
Words from everyday life, 
And somehow they move me. 
He has entered into my heart, 
A little piece of happiness 
Whose cause I know. 
He is for me, I am for him, in this life. 
He told me so, he swore it for life. 
And whenever I catch sight of him, 
I feel within me 
My heart beating. 
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Des nuits d'amour à plus finir 
Un grand bonheur qui prend sa place 
Des ennuis, des chagrins s'effacent 
Heureux, heureux à en mourir. 
 
Quand il me prend dans ses bras 
Qu'il me parle tout bas 
Je vois la vie en rose 
Il me dit des mots d'amour 
Des mots de tous les jours 
Et ça m'fait quelque chose 
Il est entré dans mon cœur 
Une part de bonheur 
Dont je connais la cause 
C'est toi pour moi, moi pour toi dans la vie 
Tu me l'as dit, m'as juré pour la vie 
Et, dès que je t'aperçois 
Alors, je sens dans moi 
Mon cœur qui bat. 

 
Nights of love that never seem to end, 
A great happiness taking its place, 
Troubles and sorrows fading away 
Happy, happy enough to die. 
 
When he takes me in his arms, 
When he speaks softly to me, 
I see life through rose-colored glasses. 
He tells me words of love, 
Words from everyday life, 
And somehow they move me. 
He has entered into my heart, 
A little piece of happiness 
Whose cause I know. 
It’s you for me, and I for you, in this life. 
You told me so, you swore it for life. 
And whenever I catch sight of you, 
I feel within me 
My heart beating. 

 

 

Bonjour mon coeur 

Text by Pierre de Ronsard 
Translation by Faith Cormier 

Bonjour mon cœur 
Bonjour mon cœur, 
Bonjour ma douce vie, 
Bonjour mon œil, 
Bonjour ma chere amie! 
 
Hé! bonjour, ma toute belle, 
Ma mignardise, 
Bonjour, mes délices, 
Mon amour, 
Mon doux printemps, 
Ma douce fleur nouvelle, 
Mon doux plaisir, 
Ma douce colombelle, 
Mon passereau, ma gente tourterelle! 
Bonjour ma douce rebelle. 
  

Good day, my heart, 
Good day, my heart, 
Good day, my sweet life, 
Good day, my dear, 
Good day, my cherished friend! 
 
Oh! Good day, my fairest one,  
my little darling, 
Good day, my delight, 
My love, 
My gentle spring, 
My sweet new flower, 
My tender pleasure, 
My gentle little dove, 
My sparrow, my graceful turtledove! 
Good day, my sweet rebel. 
 
 
  



T r a n s l a t i o n s  
P a g e  | 11 

 
Quando m’en vo from La bohème 

Text by Luigi Illica and Giuseppe Giacosa 
Translation by Anonymous 

Quando m’en vo soletta per la via,  
La gente sosta e mira  
E la bellezza mia tutta ricerca in me  
Da capo a pie'...  
 
Ed assaporo allor la bramosia  
Sottil, che da gli occhi traspira  
E dai palesi vezzi intender sa  
Alle occulte beltà.  
Così l'effluvio del desìo tutta m'aggira,  
Felice mi fa!  
 
E tu che sai,  
che memori e ti struggi  
da me tanto rifuggi?  
So ben le angoscie tue  
non le vuoi dir,  
Ma ti senti morir! 

When I go by myself through the street, 
People stop and look, 
and everyone looks at my beauty, 
from head to foot. 
 
And therefore, I savor the subtle desire 
which emanates from their eyes, 
and from my obvious charms  
the hidden beauty is understood. 
Like this the flood of desire surrounds me, 
it makes me happy! 
 
And you who know,  
so that memory is tearing you up, 
why do you fly from me so much again? 
I know well that you don’t want to speak  
about your agony, 
But you feel yourself dying! 

 


