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LOUIS SPOHR 

(1784-1851) 


La Regata Veneziana (The Venetian Regatta) 
Anzoleta avanti la regata 
Anaoleta co passa la regata 
Anzoleta dopo la regata 

Six sangs, Op. 103, for soprano, clarinet, 
and piano 

Bei stilZ mein Hera 
'auiegesang 
Behnsucht 
WiegenUed 
Das heimliche Lied 
Wach auf 

William McColl, cZarinet 

INTERMISSION 
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rJOAQUIN NIN Pano murciano 
( 1879-1949) 7 Asturiana , . . 

t Granadina 

En-RIQUE GRANADOS El Tra la la y el punteado 

(1887-1916) 'P El mirar de la maja 


El majo discreto 


EDUARD TOLDRl As frolinas dos toxos 

(1895-1962) , Haig 


Can.o de grumet 


JOAQUIH RODRIGO 	 Four Madrigals 
(b. 	 1902) Con que Za tavart,., 


Vos me matasteis
61CO"\.U. • I 
d ' d .,.iDe on e~ven~s amore?J. iDe Zos atamos vengo, amdre! 
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Text Tlanslations 


Anzoteta avanti Za regata (Angioletta before the Regatta) 
On the parapet, the pennant is waving; see that you win it. Give 

t to me this evening, or show not your face before men. Don't lag 
there in the stern, Momolo; drive your gondola forward, or you'll not 
win first prize. Remember your sweetheart is anxiously watching; 
don't lag, and make your boat fly. 

AnzoZeta ao passa la regata (Angioletta as the Regatta Passes) 
Here I am-look at the poor fellows bent over their oars, against the 

wind. Now the wind is in their favor. Where is my Momolo? There he 
is, in second place. What madness, what confusion, my heart 'is pound­
ing. Row-as you reach the finish you'll beat them all. My beloved 
seems to fly, he overtakes them all, by half a length? I can see him, 
he sees me. 

AnzoZeta dopo Za regata (Angioletta after the Regatta) 
Take a kiss, and yet another, dear Momolo, from my heart; rest and 

let me wipe away the sweat. I saw how you looked at me as you passed 9 

and I said to myself you would win this beautiful prize, this pennant 
of red. All Venice hails you as victor. Take a kiss, blessed one, 
who have no equal at the oars. No one equals you for family or for 
boat; you are the best, so take a kiss, and another. 
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