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The woman is fickle, 
like a feather in the wind. 
She changes her voice - and her mind. 
Always a lovely, pretty face, 
in tears or in laughter, she is untrue!  
He who trusts her is always miserable. 
He who confides in her...
his unwary heart! 
Yet one never feels fully happy
unless he has drunk her love! 
A woman is fickle.
Like a feather in the wind
she changes her words, 
and her thoughts! 

La donna è mobile
Rigoletto, Verdi 



Oh, my dear papa...
I like him - he is so beautiful. 
I want to go to Porta Rossa
to buy the ring! 
Yes, yes, I want to go there! 
And if my love were in vain, 
I would go to the Ponte Vecchio
to throw myself into the Arno! 
I am pining, tormenting myself! 
Oh God, I would want to die! 
Father, have pity! 

O mio babbino caro
Gianni Schicchi, Puccini 



Voice of my homeland, 
nostalgic, enthralling,  
I hear you calling and tears fill my eyes.
Dreaming, I hear your plaintive sighing
and I'm lonely for you, my native skies.

Oh, homeland, I hold you so dear, 
where sunlight is golden and clear, 
where green forests tower,
and fields are in flower, 
oh, land that I love and revere. 
Never, oh, never your image will fade
from my memory, your beloved name! 
Wherever I may wander far.

As lonely years go by, 
to you my thoughts will fly, 
til the day I die! 

Klänge der Heimat
Die Fledermaus, Strauss



Fiery evening sky, 
spirits are soaring high. 
Friends all gather 'round, 
hear the Csárdás sound. 
Lovely gypsy girl, come, 
dance the merry whirl; 
child of Romani, give your heart to me! 

Lads and lasses, lift your glasses, 
pass the bottles, pass the bottles
fast from hand to hand! 
Drown your sorrow till tomorrow. 
Raise a toast to the fatherland! 

 



What a cold hand! 
If you please, let me warm it for you. 
What good is it to search? 
It is not found in the dark. 
But luckily, it is a moonlit night, 
and here we have the moon close.

Wait, miss, I will say in two words
who I am, what I do, and how I live. 
Shall I? 

Who am I? I am a poet. 
What do I do? I write. 
And how do I live? I live. 
In my happy poverty,
I am like a great lord
with my poems and hymns of love.
For dreams, for chimeras, 
and for castles in the air...
I have a millionaire's spirit. 

Che gelida manina
La bohème, Puccini



Sometimes all the jewels from my chest
are stolen by two thieves: 
a pair of beautiful eyes.
They entered with you now,
and my dreams used, 
my beautiful dreams,
soon dissapeared. 
But the theft doesn't hurt me, 
for the thief has given me sweet hope! 
Now that you know me, speak! 
Who are you? 
Will you tell me? 

Summertime
Porgy and Bess, Gershwin



Nessun Dorma 
Turandot, Puccini

No one sleeps! 
Even you, oh princess.
in your cold room,
look at the stars that tremble
with love and hope! 

But my mystery... it is closed to me. 
And no one will know my name!  
No! I'll say it on your mouth
when the light shines!

And my kiss will break the silence
that makes you mine! 
No one will know his name,
and we must, alas, die. 

Vanish, oh night! 
Vanish, oh stars! 
At dawn, I will win! 



I Could've Danced All Night
My Fair Lady,  

Lerner and Loewe

Be my love
Cahn and Brodszky

Thank you
 for joining us! 


