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							Vocal	Masterclass	-	MUS32VM	
December	8,	2025	–	5	p.m.	
Conrad	Prebys	Recital	Hall	

Piano:	Kyle	Adam	Blair.		
Instructor:	Natalia	Merlano	Gómez	

Deh	vieni	non	tardar.	From	Le	Nozze	di	Figaro	
Wolfgang	Amadeus	Mozart.	
Annika	Bastin.		

Vedro	con	mio	diletto.	From	Il	Giustino.	
Antonio	Vivaldi.		
Zoey	Graziano.	

Bella	siccome	un	angelo.	From	Don	Pasquale.	
Gaetano	Donizetti.	
Kit	Jack	Chan.	

Chi	il	bel	sogno	di	Doretta.	From	La	rondine.	
Giacomo	Puccini.	
Carjanae	Evans.	

With	verdure	clad.	From	The	Creation.	
Joseph	Haydn.	
Sarah	Richards.	

Ombra	mai	fu.	From	Serse.	
George	Frideric	Handel.	
Noel	Garcia.	

Nocturne	Op.	13	No.	4	
Samuel	Barber.	
Amelia	Mardesich.	
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Shy	One.		
Rebecca	Clarke.	
Emma	Price.	

Aria.	(Fragment)	
John	Cage.	
Yuhan	Leng.	

The	Water	Is	Wide.			
Arranged	by	Frank	Gallagher.	
Samantha	Cooke.	

Après	un	rêve.	
Gabriel	Faure.	
Carly	Villongco.	

It	was	a	lover	and	his	lass.	
Gerald	Finzi.	
Enrique	Siono.	

Tenderly.	
Music	by	Walter	Gross.		
Words	by	Jack	Lawrence.	
Audrey	Gomez.	

Perfume	de	Gardenias.	
Rafael	Hernandez.	
Leticia	Guzmán.	

Fear	no	More.	
Music	by:	Stephen	Sondheim.	
Words	by:	William	Shakespeare	(from	Cymbeline).	
Adam	Bissett.	

Memory.	
Andrew	Lloyd	Webber.	
Words	by	Trevor	Nunn.	
Kayla	Doan.		

Good	Morning	Baltimore.	
Marc	Shaiman.		
Charisee	Chua.	
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Deh, vieni, non tardar 

Giunse alfin il momento 
che godrò senz’affano 
in braccio all’idol mio. 
Timide cure, uscite dal mio petto, 
a turbar non venite il mio diletto! 
Oh come par che all’amoroso foco 
l’amenità del loco, 
la terra e il ciel risponda, 
come la notte i furti miei seconda! 

Deh, vieni, non tardar, o gioia bella, 
vieni ove amore per goder t’appella, 
finché non splende in ciel notturna face, 
finché l’aria è ancor bruna e il mondo tace. 
Qui mormora il ruscel, qui scherza l’aura, 
che col dolce susurro il corri staura. 
Qui ridono i fioretti e l’erba è fresca, 
ai piaceri d’amor qui tutto adesca. 
Vieni, ben mio, tra queste piante ascose. 
Vieni, vieni! 
Ti vo’ la fronte incoronar di rose 

Vedro con mio diletto 

Vedrò con mio diletto 
L'alma dell'alma mia, dell'alma mia 
Il core del mio cor 
Pien di contento, pien di contento 

E se dal caro oggetto 
Lungi convien che sia, convien che sia 
Sospirerò penando 
Ogni momento 

Ah, come, do not delay 

The moment has arrived at last 
that I will enjoy without worry 
in the arms of my beloved. 
Timid worries, get out of my heart, 
do not come to disturb my pleasure! 
Oh how the spirit of this place, 
the earth and the sky, seem 
to echo the fire of love! 
How the night furthers my secrecy! 

Ah, come! Do not delay, my handsome 
lover, 
come where love calls you to enjoyment, 
before the moon rises, 
while the air is still dark and the world is 
quiet. 
The stream murmurs here, the breeze plays 
here, 
which the heart restores with sweet 
whispering. 
Here the little flowers laugh and the grass 
is cool, 
here everything entices you to the pleasures 
of love. 
Come, my dearest, among the trees’ shelter. 
Come, come! 
I want to crown you with roses. 

I will see with joy 

I will see with joy, 
the soul of my soul 
heart of my heart full of content. 
And if from my dear object 
I be far away 
I will sigh, suffering every moment... 

music.ucsd.edu	|	Box	Office:	858.534.3448		

UC	San	Diego	|	School	of	Arts	and	Humanities	|	Music	



Bella siccome un angelo 

Bella siccome un angelo 
in terra pellegrino. 
Fresca siccome il giglio 
che s'apre in sul mattino. 
Occhio che parla e ride, 
sguardo che i cor conquide. 
Chioma che vince l'ebano 
sorriso incantator. 
Sorriso incantator. 
Alma innocente e candida, 
che sé medesma ignora; 
modestia impareggiabile, 
dolcezza che innamora 
ai miseri pietosa, 
gentil, buona, amorosa. 
Il ciel l'ha fatta nascere 
per far beato un cor. 

Chi il bel sogno di Doretta 

Chi il bel sogno di Doretta potè indovinar? 
Il suo mister come mai finì? 
Ahimè! Un giorno uno studente 
In bocca la baciò, 
E fu quel bacio rivelazione: 
Fu la passione! 
Folle amore! Folle ebbrezza! 
Chi la sottil carezza  
D’un bacio così ardente  
Mai ridir potrà? 
ah ! mio sogno! Ah! mia vita! 
Che importa la ricchezza 
Se alfin è rifiorita la felicità! 
O sogno d’or poter amar così! 

Beautiful as an angel 

Beautiful as an angel 
like a pilgrim on earth. 
Fresh as a lily 
which opens in the morning. 
Eyes that speak and laugh, 
looks that can conquer the heart. 
Hair blacker than ebony 
enchanting smile. 
Enchanting smile. 
A soul so innocent and candid, 
that ignores itself; 
unparalleled modesty, 
sweetness that with which one falls in 
love compassionate to the poor, 
gentle, good, loving. 
Heaven gave her birth 
to make happy hearts. 

Doretta's beautiful dream 

Who could guess Doretta's beautiful 
dream? 
How did its mystery end? 
Alas, one day a student 
Kissed her lips, 
And that kiss was revelation: 
It was passion! 
frenzied  love! Frenzied rapture! 
Who could ever describe 
The subtle caress of a  
Kiss so ardent? 
Ah, my dream! Ah, my life! 
Of what importance is wealth 
If, at last, happiness has blossomed again! 
Oh golden dream, to be able to love like 
that! 
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With verdure clad 

And God said, Let the earth bring forth 
grass, 
the herb yielding seed, and the fruit tree 
yielding fruit 
after his kind, whose seed is in itself upon 
the earth: 
and it was so. 

With verdure clad the fields appear 
Delightful to the ravished sense; by flowers 
sweet and 
gay enhanced is the charming sight. 
Here vent their fumes the fragrant herbs; 
Here shoots the healing plant. 
By loads of fruits th’ expanded boughs are 
pressed; 
to shady vaults are bent the tufty groves; 
The mountain’s brow is crowned with 
closed wood. 

Ombra mai fu 

Frondi tenere e belle 
del mio platano amato 
per voi risplenda il fato. 
Tuoni, lampi, e procelle 
non v'oltraggino mai la cara pace, 
né giunga a profanarvi austro rapace. 

Ombra mai fu 
di vegetabile, 
cara ed amabile, 
soave più. 

Never was a shade 

Tender and beautiful fronds 
of my beloved plane tree, 
let Fate smile upon you. 
May thunder, lightning, and storms 
never disturb your dear peace, 
nor may you by blowing winds be profaned. 

Never was a shade 
of any plant 
dearer and more lovely, 
or more sweet. 

Nocturne Op. 13 No. 4 

Close my darling both your eyes, 
Let your arms lie still at last. 
Calm the lake of falsehood lies 
And the wind of lust has passed, 
Waves across these hopeless sands 
Fill my heart and end my day, Underneath 
your moving hands 
All my aching flows away. 
Even the human pyramids 
Blaze with such a longing now: 
Close, my love, your trembling lids, 
Let the midnight heal your brow, 
Northward flames Orion’s horn, Westward 
th’ Egyptian light. 
None to watch us, none to warn 
But the blind eternal night. 
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Shy one 

Shy one, shy one, 
Shy one of my heart, 
She moves in the firelight 
Pensively apart. 

She carries in the dishes 
And lays them in a row. 
To an isle in the water 
With her would I go. 

She carries in the candles, 
And lights the curtained room, 
Shy in the doorway 
And shy in the gloom; 

And shy as a rabbit, 
Helpful and shy. 
To an isle in the water 
With her would I fly. 

The Water Is Wide 

The water is wide I cannot get o’er 
And neither have I wings to fly  
Give me a boat that will carry two  
And both shall row my love and I.  

Where love is planted O there it grows 
It grows and blossoms like a rose  
It has a sweet and pleasant smell  
No flower on Earth can it excel.  

A ship there is and she sails the sea 
She’s loaded deep as deep can be  
But not so deep as the love I’m in 
I know not if I sink or swim.  

O love is handsome and love is fine 
And love’s a jewel when it is new  
But leave it alone it grows so cold  
And fades away like morning dew.  
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Après un rêve 

Dans un sommeil que charmait ton image 
Je rêvais le bonheur, ardent mirage, 
Tes yeux étaient plus doux, ta voix pure et 
sonore, 
Tu rayonnais comme un ciel éclairé par 
l’aurore; 

Tu m’appelais et je quittais la terre 
Pour m’enfuir avec toi vers la lumière, 
Les cieux pour nous entr’ouvraient leurs 
nues, 
Splendeurs inconnues, lueurs divines 
entrevues. 

Hélas! hélas, triste réveil des songes, 
Je t’appelle, ô nuit, rends-moi tes 
mensonges; 
Reviens, reviens, radieuse, 
Reviens, ô nuit mystérieuse! 

It was a lover and his lass 

It was a lover and his lass, 
With a hey and a ho and a hey nonino, 
That o’er the green corn-field did pass, 
In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding, 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 
Between the acres of the rye, 
With a hey and a ho and a hey nonino, 
These pretty country-folks would lie, 
In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding, 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 
This carol they began that hour, 
With a hey and a ho and a hey nonino, 
How that a life was but a flower, 
In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding, 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 
And therefore take the present time, 
With a hey and a ho and a hey nonino, 
For love is crowned with the prime 
In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding, 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 

After a dream 

In sleep made sweet by a vision of you 
I dreamed of happiness, fervent illusion, 
Your eyes were softer, your voice pure and 
ringing, 
You shone like a sky that was lit by the 
dawn; 

You called me and I departed the earth 
To flee with you toward the light, 
The heavens parted their clouds for us, 
We glimpsed unknown splendours, 
celestial fires. 

Alas, alas, sad awakening from dreams! 
I summon you, O night, give me back your 
delusions; 
Return, return in radiance, 
Return, O mysterious night! 
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Tenderly 

The evening breezed caressed the trees 
tenderly 
The trembling trees embraced the breeze 
tenderly 
Then you and I came wandering by 
And lost in a sigh were we 

The shore was kissed by sea and mist 
tenderly 
I can’t forget how two hearts met 
breathlessly 
Your arms opened wide and closed me 
inside 
You took my lips, you took my love so 
tenderly 

Perfume de Gardenias 

Perfume de gardenias 
Tiene tu boca 
Bellísimos destellos 
De luz en tu mirar 

Tu risa es una rima 
De alegres notas 
Se mueven tus cabellos 
Cual ondas en la mar 

Tu cuerpo es una copia 
De Venus, de Citeres 
Que envidian las mujeres 
Cuando te ven pasar 

Y llevas en tu alma 
La virginal pureza 
Por eso, es tu belleza 
De un místico candor 

Fragrance of gardenias 

Fragrance of gardenias 
Has your mouth 
Beautiful sparkles 
Of light in your eyes 

Your laughter is a rhyme 
Of happy notes 
Your hair moves 
Like waves in the sea 

Your body is a copy 
The Venus de Citeres 
That the women envy 
When they see you pass 

And you carry in your soul 
The virginal purity 
That's why it's your beauty 
Of a mystical candor 
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Fear No More 

Fear no more the heat o' th' sun, 
Nor the furious winter's rages, 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages. 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Fear no more the lightning-flash 
Nor th' all dreaded thunder-stone. 
Fear not slander, censure rash, 
Thou hast finish'd joy and moan. 
All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to this and come to dust. 

Memory 

Midnight, not a sound from the pavement 
Has the moon lost her memory? 
She is smiling alone 
In the lamplight, the withered leaves collect 
at my feet 
And the wind begins to moan 
Memory, all alone in the moonlight 
I can dream of the old days 
Life was beautiful then 
I remember the time I knew what 
happiness was 
Let the memory live again 
Every street lamp seems to beat 
A fatalistic warning 
Someone mutters and the street lamp 
sputters 
And soon it will be morning 
Daylight, I must wait for the sunrise 
I must think of a new life 
And I mustn't give in 
When the dawn comes, tonight will be a 
memory too 
And a new day will begin 
Burnt out ends of smoky days 
The stale, cold smell of morning 
A street lamp dies, another night is over 
Another day is dawning 
Touch me, it's so easy to leave me 
All alone with the memory 
Of my days in the sun 
If you touch me, you'll understand what 
happiness is 
Look, a new day has begun 

Good Morning Baltimore 

Oh, oh, oh 
Woke up today 
Feeling the way I always do 
Oh, oh, oh 
Hungry for something 
That I can't eat 
Then I hear that beat 
That rhythm of town 
Starts calling me down 
It's like a message from 
High above 
Oh, oh, oh 
Pulling me out 
To the smiles and the 
Streets that I love 
Good morning Baltimore 
Every day's like an open door 
Every night is a fantasy 
Every sound's like a symphony 
Good morning Baltimore 
And some day when I take to the floor 
The world's gonna wake up and see 
Baltimore and me 
Oh, oh, oh 
Look at my hair 
What do can compare with mine today? 
Oh, oh, oh 
I've got my hairspray and radio 
I'm ready to go 
The rats on the street 
All dance round my feet 
They seem to say 
"Tracy, it's up to you" 
So, oh, oh 
Don't hold me back 
'Cause today all my dreams will come true 
Good morning Baltimore 
There's the flasher who lives next door 
There's the bum on his bar room stool 
They wish me luck on my way to school 
Good morning Baltimore 
And some day when I take to the floor 
The world's gonna wake up and see 
Baltimore and me 
I know every step 
I know every song 
I know there's a place where I belong 
I see all those party lights shining ahead 
So someone invite me 
Before I drop dead! 
(Before she drops dead!) 
So, oh, oh 
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Give me a chance 
'Cause when I start to dance I'm a movie 
star 
Oh, oh, oh 
Something inside of me makes me move 
When I hear the groove 
My ma tells me no 
But my feet tell me go! 
It's like a drummer inside my heart 
So oh, oh 
Don't make me wait 
One more moment for my life to start 
I love you Baltimore 
Every day's like an open door 
Every night is a fantasy 
Every sound's like a symphony 
And I promise Baltimore 
That some day when 
I take to the floor 
The world's gonna wake up and see 
Gonna wake up and see 
Baltimore and me 
Baltimore and me 
(Someday the world is gonna see) 
Baltimore and me! 
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