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Seven Popular Spanish Songs 
By Manuel de Falla . 
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1. EI pafio moruno (The moorish cloth) 

On the fine cloth, in the store 

A stain set in. 

For a lower price it is sold 

Because it has lost its value. 

Oh! 


2. SeguidiUa murciana (Murcian seguidilla) 

He whose roofis made ofglass should not throw 

rocks at his neighbor's. 

Muleteers are we; 

perhaps on the road we shall meet. 
Becaur;;e ofyour great inconsistency, 
I compare you to a coin that passes from hand to 
hand that at last is worn off. 
And believing itfalse, no one will take it! 
No one will take it! 

-~~-·---..:l3~-1\sturiana fA,sturian-s6ng)"':- _. =_. _... ·~~ To see ifit would console me, 

tie me up to a green pine, 

to see ifit would console me. 

Upon seeing me cry, it cried. 

The pine tree, because it was green, 

Upon seeing me cry, it cried 


4. Jots 
They say we don't love each other, 

Because they don't see us talk. 

Your heart and mine. they can ask them. 

They say we don't lave each other 

Because they don't see us talk. 

Now I take my leave ofyou, 

ofyour house and your window, 

And although your mother doesn't approve, 

Goodbye, dear, until tomorrow. 

Now I take my leave ofyou. 

Although your mother doesn't approve ... 


5. Nana (Nursemaid) 

Go to sleep, child, sleep. 

,Sleep, my precious. 

Go to sleep, little light. 

In the morning. 

nanita, nona nanita. nana. 

Go to sleep, little light. 

In the morning... 


6. Cancion (Song) 
Because they are traitors, your eyes, 
I'm going to bury them. 
You don't know what it cost, "in the air!" 
Dear, to see them, 
"Mother, on the edge. " 
Dearto see them, "Mother," 
They say you don't love me, 
And me you have loved ... 
Away with what was won, "in the air". 
For what was lost, 
"Mother, on the edge, " 
For what was lost. "Mother." 
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Oh! 
I keep an "oh!" . 
I keep sorrow in my chest, 
UOh!" 
No one will I tell, so be it. 
A curse on love, a curse, 
And who can make me understand it? 
"Oh! " 


