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Entrances
Largo al factotum
The Barber of Seville (1816) 
Rossini
As day breaks in 17th century Seville, Figaro is on his way to open his barber’s shop. He sings this monologue, with great stamina, about his busy, successful trade and, somewhat cynically, of the several and varied demands on his numerous talents made by his many clients.

Figaro  (Leigh Melrose)
Make way for the ‘factotum’ of the city.

Ah, isn’t life good for a barber of distinction!

Ah, bravo, Figaro!   I am always busy.

There is no better lot for a barber.

Razors and combs, lancets and scissors,

Are all here at my command

As for the extras…

With the ladies and with gentlemen….

Everyone wants me, young people, old people…

You need a wig? A quick shave?

Some leeches? A love letter?

Figaro here, Figaro there, Figaro up, Figaro down,

Ah, bravo, Figaro! Bravo, bravissimo!   

You are blessed with good fortune.

Epigraph
War & Peace (1941 - 1943)
Prokoviev
Drawing on scenes from Tolstoy’s eponymous novel, Prokoviev began his opera in 1941,as the invading German armies massed on the Russian borders. It is as if the fateful threat of the epigraph is realised as it is being written, for by the time the opera had been completed in 1943, the Germans, like the French more than a century before them, were also in retreat.  The opera opens with this astonishing outcry as peasants, soldiers and citizens join in a chorus of defiant triumph. Whilst howling their fury, the trenchant building of rhythmic cadences in their song warns any future invaders of the defeat and death that await them when Russia arises in all the fearful splendour of her gigantic might.
Chorus
Armies from twelve European lands had united and burst into Russia!  

These armies destroyed our town and plundered our homes; cruelly murdering our children and our fathers.  

And after their headlong advance, they left behind mile after mile of hostile and devastated country.

But this invasion had kindled in the heart of every Russian such a deep sense of outrage and of wounded pride that their fury burst forth into sacred flame.  They rose up as one man to defend their land. Forth to battle went the Russian people in defence of their land.  They rose in all their terrible might against the invader.  

Who could stand against them, who would dare to face the fury and splendour of their wrath when they rise against their enemies?  

For this vast land that we love can call on sons un-numbered who will die for her sake.  

But Russia never yet has arisen in all the fearful splendour of her gigantic might, and woe to all invaders if once she should arise!  For defeat and death would be their lot.  For Russia’s sons are un-numbered and boundless is our Russian land!

O zitt’re nicht mein liebes Sohn
The Magic Flute (1791)
Mozart
In mythical Egypt, the Queen of the Night welcomes Tamino with this dramatic coloratura aria. She instructs him in his mission to rescue her daughter, Pamina, from the clutches of Sarastro.
The Queen of the Night (Sally Silver)
Do not be afraid, my dear son.

You are innocent, wise and devout

And you must do your best to comfort a Mother’s heart.

An evil man has fled with my daughter.

I had to watch as she was stolen from me

And I was not powerful enough to help her.

You will be my daughter’s saviour.

And if you are victorious,

She will be yours forever.

Habanera

Carmen (1875)
Bizet
In Seville, about 1820, the gipsy, Carmen, and other girls emerge from the cigarette factory, where they work, into an adjacent square. Young men surround Carmen, vying for her attention as she mocks their protestations of love with her taunting, swaying song, watched by Don Jose, a sergeant. She dances close to Don Jose and throws him a single flower as she ends her song – and begins their doomed affair.

Carmen (Yvonne Howard) & Chorus
Love is a rebellious bird

That nothing can tame,

And it is a waste of time to call it

One speaks, the other stays silent;

And it’s the other that I prefer

Love is like a gypsy child.

It has never known any law,

If you don’t love me, I love you,

If I love you, watch out!

The bird you intended to surprise has flown off.

It may be far away, but you can wait for it;

Once you give up waiting, it is there!

It comes, it goes, then it comes back again.

You try to possess it, it avoids you;

You try to avoid it, it possesses you!

Villagers’ Chorus

William Tell (1829)
Rossini
Switzerland, in the 13th century, is occupied by the Austrian tyrant, Gessler, against whom Tell and other patriots are plotting.  The opera opens outside Tell’s house on the shores of Lake Lucerne, on the day of the shepherds’ festival.  As dawn breaks, the villagers sing lyrically, despite their oppression, of the beauty of the surroundings that they will be called upon to fight to defend.
Chorus of villagers
How calm the day foretold by the skies.

Let us celebrate it with our singing.

May the echoes from the riverside

Lift our songs into the air.

Let us honour the creator of the universe in our labour.

Exits
Finale Act 2

Orpheus in the Underworld (1858)
Offenbach
Orpheus’ wife, Eurydice has been transported to the underworld by her lover, Pluto, in his earthly guise as the shepherd and bee-keeper, Aristieus.  She leaves a note telling Orpheus she is dead.  Though secretly pleased at this, Orpheus is forced by Public Opinion to pursue her.  The autocratic Jupiter, meanwhile, has ordered Pluto to return Eurydice to her husband, and insists on going down to Hades himself to look for her.  The other gods and goddesses ask eagerly to accompany him and, when Jupiter grants their request, they burst into this jolly chorus of thanks and galloping anticipation of their coming holiday.
Chorus
Good old Jupiter, let’s give three cheers.

Thanks for our jolly holiday

We’ve not had a break for several years. 

Let’s go to Hades right away

Hip-hip hooray

So to Elysium say adieu, adieu, adieu

Pack your pyjamas, toothbrush too, for Hades welcomes you

Cheers, toodle-pip, ta-ta, so long, so long, so long

We’re swapping Mount Olympus for the Gates of Acheron

Though we’ll miss Ambrosia we will find another fix

In Hell there’s quite a lot to see

We’ve booked a three day cruise along the River Styx

With any luck we’ll meet Persephone

Satyrs and shepherds, what a bore,

Suffering souls in torment, really, who could ask for more

So to Olympus say farewell, farewell, farewell

Let’s visit Pluto, get in the queue so we can all go to Hell

We’re going to see the bowels of the earth

We know that we will get our money’s worth

We’ve had enough of frolicking in groves

If it gets hot we’ll take off all our clothes

For down in hell anything goes – who knows?

We’ll dance the can-can in the nude, how rude, how lewd

Then have a Bacchanal or two, one or two

This isn’t Homer to the letter but it’s only operetta

What he’d say we cannot tell but we’re OK so what the hell !

(words by Murray Hipkin)
Look! Through the port comes the moonshine astray

Billy Budd (1951) 
Britten
A newly recruited seaman, on HMS Indomitable in 1791, Billy Budd has been cruelly and unjustly accused by Claggart, the Master of Arms, of insubordination and plotting mutiny.  In response, Billy has struck Claggart a mortal blow, for which he has been condemned to death.  Billy meditates broodingly, imagining the actions that will take place, what will happen to him and how he will bear it, as the day of his execution dawns.
Billy (Leigh Melrose)
Look! Through the port comes the moon-shine astray!

It tips the guard’s cutlass and silvers this nook;

But ‘twill die in the dawning of Billy’s last day.

Ay, ay, all is up; and I must up to

Early in the morning, aloft from below.

On an empty stomach, now, never it would do.

They’ll give me a nibble—bit o’ biscuit ere I go.

Sure, a messmate will reach me the last parting cup;

But, turning heads away from the hoist and the belay,

Heaven knows who will have the running of me up!

No pipe to those halyards.—But aren’t it all sham?

A blur’s in my eyes; it is dreaming that I am.

But Donald he has promised to stand by the plank;

So I’ll shake a friendly hand ere I sink.

But - no! It is dead then I’ll be, come to think.

But they’ll lash me in hammock, drop me deep.

Fathoms down, fathoms down, how I’ll dream fast asleep.

I feel it stealing now.  Roll me over fair, 

I am sleepy, and the oozy weeds about me twist.

Dido’s Lament

Dido and Aeneas (1698)
Purcell
Although Dido, Queen of Carthage, has agreed to marry the Trojan, Aeneas, in order to secure the safety of her realm, a Sorceress has sent her elf, disguised as Mercury, to persuade Aeneas (whom she intends eventually to destroy) that his mission is to establish the new Troy on Roman soil.  Learning of this, Dido comes to the harbour to confront Aeneas as the Trojan fleet prepares to set sail.  Aeneas tells her that he plans to defy the gods and remain with her, but Dido considers herself irredeemably betrayed and sends him away.  Facing her fate, she bids farewell to life in this beautiful lament, as the chorus, in exquisitely measured time, mourn her passing.

Dido (Yvonne Howard)
When I am laid in earth, may my wrongs create no trouble in thy breast.

Remember me, but, ah, forget my fate.

Chorus
With drooping wings you Cupids come to scatter roses round her tomb.

Soft and gentle as her heart:, keep here your watch and never part

Addio del passato

La traviata (1853)
Verdi
Violetta, the frail, consumptive courtesan (Alexandre Dumas’ La Dame aux Camelias), has relinquished her life of wanton Parisian gaiety to live quietly in the country with Alfred, her lover.  Whilst he is in Paris to raise money for their living costs his father asks Violetta to end her relationship with Alfred, to protect his career and the reputation of his sister, who is betrothed to a nobleman.  Out of her love for Alfred, Violetta agrees to renounce him, and returns to her former life.  Unaware of her motives, Alfred insults her publicly, and Violetta’s illness is compounded critically by grief.  Close to death, she receives a letter from Alfred’s father: Alfred is on his way to her, having been told of her sacrifice. With faint hope of seeing him again, Violetta resigns herself to her coming death.
Violetta (Sally Silver)
Farewell happy dreams of the past;

The roses in my cheeks already are faded.

I lack even Alfredo’s love

To comfort and sustain this erring soul.

May God pardon and make her his own!

Ah, all is finished…

Joy and sorrow will soon come to an end.

We must all go to the grave.

Neither tears nor flowers will cover my tomb,

No cross with a name to cover these bones.

Final scene


The Dialogues of the Carmelites (1957)
Poulenc
Following the revolution in France in 1789, the Legislative Assembly has disbanded all religious orders.  Blanche, the daughter of the Marquis de la Force, has recently become a nun at the Carmelite Convent at Compiegne, in an attempt to resolve her morbid fear of death.  She is tricked into joining the Sisters in their unanimous vow of martyrdom by a  young nun, Sister Constance, who  appears to have a fascination with death.  The nuns are divested of their habits and leave the Convent.  Blanche runs away, but learning that the nuns have been arrested and sentenced to death, she goes to the Place de la Revolution as, devoutly chanting the Salve Regina, the Sisters go, one by one, to the guillotine.  Finally there is heard, alone, the voice of Sister Constance, who, moments before she is executed catches sight of Blanche in the crowd  At the very moment that Constance’s voice, too, ceases, Blanche climbs, with proud devotion, to her death.  Poulenc’s opera is based on the memoirs of Mother Marie of the Incarnation, who escaped execution.
Carmelites
Hail holy queen, mother of mercy,
Hail our life, our sweetness and our hope.
To you do we cry poor banished children of Eve,
To you do we send up our sighs, mourning and weeping in this valley of tears.
Turn then, most gracious advocate, your eyes of mercy toward us.
And after this, our exile, show us the fruit of your womb, Jesus.

Sister Constance (Shantini Cooray)
O clement, O loving, O sweet Virgin Mary….

Blanche (Sally Silver)
To God the Father be glory, and to the Son who rose from the dead,

and to the Holy Spirit for ever and ever......
Prayers
Easter Hymn

Cavalleria Rusticana (1890)
Mascagni
On Easter morning, in a Sicilian village square, Santuzza approaches the house of the mother of her lover, Turiddu, to ask if he is there.  Mamma Lucia tells her that he has gone to fetch wine from a nearby town.  However, Turiddu has spent the night in the village, with his former lover, Lola, who has married the teamster, Alfio, whilst Turidda was away on military service.  Although Turiddu and Santuzza have become lovers since his return, the fickle and adulterous Lola has lured him back.  Santuzza feels betrayed and tells Mamma Lucia that she is an unhappy, excommunicated outcast.  Thus, as the choir inside the church begins to sing the Regina Coeli, and the people in the square join in, Santuzza remains outside leading them, though deep in her own sadness, as they kneel to sing the glorious Easter hymn of joyous resurrection.
Choir (inside the church)
Queen of heaven, rejoice, for the one whom you merited to bear rose, as he had foretold. Pray to God for us. Alleluia!

Santuzza (Yvonne Howard) and Chorus (in the square)
Let us sing hymns, the Lord is not dead!

In glory he has laid open the tomb,

Let us sing hymns to the risen Lord,

Today he has ascended to the glory of Heaven!

Song to the Moon

Rusalka (1901)
Dvorak
A daughter of the legendary Spirit of the Lake, the nymph Rusalka, sings lyrically to the moon from a lakeside glade, confessing her love for a prince who has come to bathe in the lake.  Her father has warned against her desire to become mortal so that she can be with the prince, but this fails to weaken her love.  Advised by her father to visit the with, Jezibaba, she eventually gets her wish and becomes human, with two conditions: that she must not speak and that if her lover is ever unfaithful, both of them will perish.
Rusalka (Sally Silver)
O moon high up in the deep, deep sky,

Your light sees far away regions,

You travel round the world peering into human dwellings

O, moon, stand still for a moment,

Tell me - where is my lover?

Tell him, please, silvery moon in the sky,

That I am embracing him,

That he should for at least a while

Remember his dreams!

Light up his far away place,

Tell him, ah, tell him who is here waiting!

If he is dreaming about me,

May this memory waken him!

O, moon, don’t disappear…

Amour, viens aider ma faiblesse

Samson & Delilah (1877)
Saint-Saens
In biblical Gaza, the burgeoning success of the Israelites’ revolt, led by Samson, has driven the Philistines to send Delilah to seduce him into confiding to her the secret of his prodigious strength.  In her house in the valley of Sorek, Delilah waits for Samson to come to her, calling dramatically and lyrically, for the God of Love to intensify her sexual powers and thus to entrap Samson.

Delilah (Yvonne Howard)
This evening Samson will be coming to look for me

Now is the time for vengeance is here - the gods will be satisfied.

Love! Help my weakness; pour the poison in his breast! 

Help to put Samson in chains tomorrow, vanquished by my words.

He wishes in vain to banish me from his soul !

How can he quench such a flame?

He is my slave! My brothers fear his anger; 

I alone will confront him and keep him at my knees.

His strength is useless when faced with love

And he, the strongest of the strong

He, who can unchain his people, will succumb to my influence.

Avant de quitter ces lieux
Faust (1859)
Gounod
In 16th century Germany, Marguerite has given a medallion for protection to her brother Valentine, who is about to go to war.  Valentine responds with a song of prayer: that his sister will remain safe from harm whilst he is away fighting, and that he will prove himself a brave soldier. By the end of the opera, both will have fallen victim to the Mephistopheles.
Valentin (Leigh Melrose)
O, holy medal which comes to me from my sister,

Rest on my heart and protect me against death on the day of battle, 

Before leaving this place of my ancestors

To you, Lord and King of Heaven I entrust my dear sister.

Protect her from all danger

I will search for glory in the midst of my enemies,

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

I will fight for my country,

And if God calls me back to him,

I will watch over you loyally, Oh, Marguerite!

Oh King of Heaven, look down on her.

Come mighty Father
Theodora (1749)
Handel
Set in 4th century Antioch, before Rome became a Christian empire, Theodora tells of the consequences of the refusal of Christians to participate in a sacrificial feast to the Roman gods.  As punishment, Valens, the Roman governor, forces one of their number, Theodora, to prostitute herself for his soldiers, some of whom, however, have already begun secretly to convert to Christianity. As they receive news of her fate, the Christians join in this gentle, swaying, almost dance-like choral fugue, entreating their God to inspire their souls with love and feed its holy fire with the grace and truth of His word.

Chorus of Christians
Come mighty Father, mighty Lord,

With love our souls inspire:

While grace and truth flow from Thy word

And feed the holy fire.

Party Pieces
O don fatale

Don Carlos (1867)
Verdi
In 16th century Spain, Don Carlos is not only the lover of Queen Elisabetta, the wife of King Philip II, but is himself loved also by Princess Eboli, Elisabetta’s lady-in-waiting.  Out of jealousy, Eboli has suggested that the King should look in Elisabetta’s jewel box, where a picture of Don Carlos is concealed.  The King has denounced Elisabetta in the presence of Eboli, who now sings dramatically of her horror at what she has contrived.  She weeps, cursing at her beauty – which she believes to be the cause – and vows to confine herself to a convent as her only recourse.  As she does so, however, she recalls that Don Carlos is in prison, awaiting execution on the following day.  She wonders whether this will yet be time enough in which to save him.

Princess Eboli (Yvonne Howard)
O terrible and cruel gift given to me by an irate heaven!

You make us so vain and proud.  I curse you, O beauty!

I can only shed my tears, I’ve no hope, I can only suffer!

My crime is so horrible that it will never fade!

O my Queen, I sacrificed you to the crazed passion of my heart.

Only in a cloister can I hide my suffering from the world.

O God! Carlos! Tomorrow he will die,

Ah! I have one more day; there is hope.

Heaven be blessed! I will save him!

Pierrots Tanzlied

The Dead City (1920)
Korngold
In his house in Bruges, Paul, a maudlin widower, lives a morbid life focused on his late wife, Marie, and the memories of their past life together.  He has surrounded himself with her possessions, images of her, even locks of her hair which he has preserved.  When his friend, Fritz, comes to visit, Paul tells him, with a rare excitement that he has reason to believe that his wife is somehow still alive.  He has seen a woman in the town that resembles her in every particular: he has asked her to visit him so that he can find out exactly who she is.  Fritz warns Paul, in this aria, of the dangers of pursuing what must be a phantom, that it will turn him into a clown!
Fritz (Leigh Melrose)
My yearning, my obsession, they take my back in dreams.

In the dance I once obtained it, now I’ve lost my happiness.

While dancing on the Rhine in the moonlight,

she confessed to me with a loving look in her blue eyes,

Confessed to me with her pleading words:

O stay, don’t go far away, preserve the memory of your homeland’s

peaceful, flourishing happiness.

The magic of things far away brings a burning to my soul

The magic of the dance lured me, and I was then Pierrot.

I followed her, my wonderful sweetheart, and learned from tears to kiss.

Intoxication and misery, illusion and happiness:

Ah, this is a clown’s destiny.

Glitter and be gay 

Candide (1956)
Bernstein
According to fable, Candide has been exiled from Lisbon after being discovered with Cunegonde, the baron’s virgin daughter, to whom he is an illegitimate cousin and who had fallen in love with him.  Her family having since been massacred by soldiers, the fallen Cunegonde is left drifting from one brothel to another.  In this brilliant, high coloratura aria she describes how she must always to appear to be happy, despite her sense of betrayal and loss.  Yet, she is forced to admit that in spite of herself she enjoys the dissipated luxuries which surround her.

Cunegonde (Sally Silver)
Glitter and be gay, that’s the part I play:
Here I am in Paris, France,
Forced to bend my soul to a sordid role,
Victimized by bitter, bitter circumstance.
Alas for me! Had I remained beside my lady mother
My virtue had remained unstained until my maiden hand was gained
By some Grand Duke or other.
Ah, ’twas not to be; harsh necessity
Brought me to this gilded cage.
Born to higher things, here I droop my wings,
Ah! Singing of a sorrow nothing can assuage.
And yet of course I rather like to revel, ha ha!
I have no strong objection to champagne, ha ha!
My wardrobe is expensive as the devil, ha ha!
Perhaps it is ignoble to complain...
Enough, enough of being basely tearful!
I’ll show my noble stuff by being bright and cheerful!

Pearls and ruby rings...ah, how can worldly things
Take the place of honor lost?
Can they compensate for my fallen state,
Purchased as they were at such an awful cost?
Bracelets... lavalieres...can they dry my tears?
Can they blind my eyes to shame?
Can the brightest brooch shield me from reproach?
Can the purest diamond purify my name?
And yet of course these trinkets are endearing, ha ha!
I’m oh, so glad my sapphire is a star, ha ha!
I rather like a twenty-carat earring, ha ha!
If I’m not pure, at least my jewels are!
Enough! Enough! I’ll take their diamond necklace
And show my noble stuff by being gay and reckless!
Observe how bravely I conceal the dreadful, dreadful shame I feel.

Va pensiero

Nabucco (1842)
Verdi
Following the biblical narrative, the Jews are deep in their Babylonish exile and captivity, after defeat by King Nebuchadnezzar (Nabucco), who has seized the Temple and occupied Jerusalem.  On the banks of the Euphrates (by the psalmic ‘waters of Babylon’), the enslaved Jews sing this deeply moving chorus, a poignant and representative reminder of their lost homeland and the psalms that sustain their sense of community through the sufferings of exile.  Va Pensiero became, almost immediately upon its first performance, one of the most popular tunes of its day, representing allegorically the aspirations to liberty and self-government which dominated Italian politics.  These goals had been achieved well before Verdi’s death in 1901 when, at his public funeral in Milan, the crowds of mourners are reported to have burst into their own, magnificent rendition of the chorus - a mark of respect for their national composer, who had expressed their hopes more than half a century earlier.

Chorus of Hebrew slaves
Go, thought, on golden wings, go, settle on the cliffs, on the hills, 

Where the sweet breezes of our native soil smell soft and mild!

Greet the Jordan’s banks, the fallen towers of Zion.... 

Oh, my country so beautiful and so lost! 

Oh, remembrance so dear, yet unhappy.

Harp of gold of the prophet bards, 

Why do you hang silently from the willows?

Rekindle the memories in our hearts that speak to us of past times.

Remembering the fate of Jerusalem, play us a sad lament,

Or else be inspired by the Lord to strengthen us in our suffering!

