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UN AMORE COS] GRANDE featuing Veronica Berti

(Antonella Maggio; Guido Mario Ferilli)

Warner Chappell Music Italiana S.xl. /
Detto Music Edizioni Musicali

Sento sul viso

il tuo respiro,

stringiti forte a me,

non chiederti perché.
La sera scende gid

la notte impazziro.

In fondo agli occhi tuoi
bruciano i miei.

Un amore cosi grande,

un amore cosi,

tanto caldo dentro e fuori,
inforno a noi

un silenzio breve e poi

la bocca tua si accende
un‘altra volta.

Un amore cosi grande,
un amore cosi,
Inforno a noij,
soltanfo a noi.
tanto caldo dentro e fuori,
inforno a noi
un silenzio breve e poi
in fondo agli occhi tuoi
bruciano i miei.

La sera scende gid, ecc.

Un amore cosi grande, ecc.
Intorno a noi,
soltanto a noi.
Un amore cosi grande
intorno a noj,
un amore cosi,
soltanto a noi,
tanto caldo dentro e fuori,
intorno a noi
un silenzio breve

e poi

la bocca tua si accende,

si accende un’altra volta per me.

A LOVE SO GREAT

| feel the warmth

of your breath on my face,

hold me fight,

don’t ask why.

The evening comes

my night will be delirious.
My eyes are burning

in the depths of yours.

A love so great,

alove like this,

with warmth embracing:
all around us

a brief silence and then
your lips burn hot

once more.

A love so great,
alove like this,
All around us,
only for us.
with warmth embracing:
all around us
a brief silence and then
my eyes are burning
in the depths of yours.

The evening comes, efc.

A love so great, efc.
All around us,
only for us.

A love so great,
all around us

a love like this,
only for us,

with warmth embracing:

all around us
a brief silence
and then
your lips now burn hot,

burn hot once more for me.



'O SURDATO "NNAMMURATO

(Aniello Califano; Enrico Cannio)

Bideri c.e.vel. S.p.A. / Gennarelli Bideri Editori S.r.1.

Staje luntana da stu core

e te volo cu’ ‘o penziero:

niente voglio e niente spero

ca tenerte sempre affianco a me!l
Si” sicura’ e chist’ammore
comm’i so’ sicuro ‘e te...

Oje vita, oje vita mia,

oje core ‘e chistu core,

si’ stata ‘o primmo ammore:

e ‘o primmo e II'tirdemo sarraje pe’” me!

Quanta notte nun te veco,

nun te sento int” ‘a ‘sti bbracce,

nun te vaso chesta faccia,

nun t'astregno forte ‘mibraccio a me?
Ma, sceténnome ‘a ‘sti suonne,

me faje chiagnere pe’ te...

Oje vita, oje vita mia, ecc.

Scrive sempe e sta’ cuntenta:
io nun penzo che a te sola,

nu penziero mme cunzola:

ca fu pienze sulamente a me...
‘A cchit bella ‘e tutt’ ‘e bbelle
nun & maje cchiu bella ‘e te!

Oje vita, oje vita mia, ecc.

THE SOLDIER IN LOVE

You're far away from my heart,
and in my thoughts | fly fo you:

all l want, all I'm hoping for

is fo have you by my side forever!
You trust in my love

as | frust in you...

O life, o life of mine,

o heart of my heart,

you were my first love,

my first and my last love you'll be!

How many nights do | not see you,
take you in my arms,

kiss your face,

and hold you close to me?

But when | wake from these dreams,
| weep for you...

O life, o life of mine, efc.

Your letters always tell me you're happy:
and you are all | think of.

The only thought that comforts me

is that I’'m all you think of too...

The most beautiful of all beauties
couldn’t be more beautiful than you!

QO life, o life of mine, efc.




MAMMA

(Bixio Cherubini; Cesare Andrea Bixio)
Edizioni Musicali Bixio C.E.M.S.A. S.zl.

Mamma, son tanto felice
perché ritorno da fe...

La mia canzone fi dice

ch’e il pit bel giorno per me!
Mamma, son tanfo felice...
Viver lontano, perché?

Mamma...

Solo per te la mia canzone vola!
Mamma...

Sarai con me, tu non sarai pid solal
Quanto ti voglio bene!

Queste parole d’amore,

che ti sospira il mio cuore,

forse non s’usano pid...

Mamma...

Ma la canzone mia pit bella sei tu!
Sei, tu, la vita,

e per la vita non ti lascio mai pit!

Sento la mano fua stanca
cerca i miei riccioli d’or.
Sento... e la voce i manca
la ninna nanna d‘allor.
Oggi la festa tfua bianca

io voglio stringere al cuor!

Mamma...
Solo per te la mia canzone vola! ecc.

instrumental

Quanto ti voglio bene, ecc

MAMMA

Mamma, | am so happy

fo be refurning fo you.

My song tells you that this

is the most wonderful day for me.
Mamma, | am so happy...

Why should | live far away?

Mamma...

for you alone | sing!

Mamma...

You'll be with me, you won't be lonely any more!
| love you so much!

These words of love

which my heart sighs for you,

may be old-fashioned...

Mamma...

but you are my loveliest song!

You are life itself

and while life shall last | shall not leave you again.

| can feel your weary hand
seeking my golden curls.
Your failing voice no longer
sings the old lullabies.

Today | want fo clasp

your white head to my heart!

Mamma...
for you alone | sing, efc.

instrumental

| love you so much, etc.



~ \Vog ovn?é e goder'l/u fe
-ercggéques‘fo |ncantq

| ruscello |mperhnente, 5
h_est:éllo dell‘amor...

La ﬁorl‘rcl delle piante
tiene in festa questo cuor,

Vegho ylvere cosi, col sole in fronte,
e fehce canto, canto per me!

~ Tunon mI inganni, sole d’or,
m’ cccarezzl, dai calo




FUNICULI FUNICULA

(Giuseppe Turco; Luigi Denza)

Sugarmusic S.p.A. / Abmud Edizioni Musicali S.r1.

Aieressera, Nanniné, me ne sagliette,
tu saie addo?

Tu saie addo?
Addo, stu core ngrato cchiu dispiette
farme nun po, farme nun pPo.
Addo lo fuoco coce, ma si fuje,
te lassa sta.

Te lassa sta.
E nun te corre appriesso, nun fe struje,
sulo a guardd, sulo a guardd.

Jammo, jammo ‘ncoppa, jammo ja.
Jammo, jammo ‘ncoppa, jamma ja.
Funicull funiculd,

funiculi funiculd,

‘ncoppa, jammo ja,

funiculi funiculd.

Jammo, jammo...

Se n’é sagliuta, oi né, se n’e sagliuta
la capa gid.

La capa gia.
E’ gghiuta, pd & turnata, po’ & venuta,
sta sempe ccal!

Sta sempe ccal
La capa vota, vota attuorno, attuorno,
attuorno a fte.

Attuorno a tte.
Sto core canta, sempe nu taluorno,
sposammo, oi’ Nel

Sposammo, oi’ Ne!

Jammo, jammo ‘ncoppa, jammo jd.
Jammo, jammo.

FUNICULI FUNICULA

| went up this evening, Nanetta,
do you know where?
Do you know where?
To where your ungrateful, pifiless heart
cannot reach me!l
To where the fire burns, but if you run,
you can’t escape it.
You can’t escape it.
And it doesn’t just chase you, nor destroy you
just by a look.

Let’s go, let’s go to the top, let’s go.
Let’s go. let’s go to the top, let’s go.
Funiculi funiculd,

funiculi funiculd,

to the top, let’s go,

funiculi funiculd.

Let’s go, let’s go...

It's cimbed aloft, see, it’s climbed aloft,
right to the top.

Right to the top.
It went, then it turned and then came back,
and now it’s stopped!

And now it’s stopped!
The top is turning round and round,
around you.

Around you.
My heart is singing of the day
when we shall marry!

When we shall marry!

Let’s go, let’s go to the top, let’s go.
Let’s go, let’s go.

(Guy D’Hardelot; Edward Lockton)
Emi April Music Inc. / Reeves Entertainment Music /
Alan Landsburg Music

Because you come to me with naught save love
and hold my hand and liff mine eyes above,

a wider world of hope and joy | see

because you come to me.

Because you speak fo me in accents sweet,
| find the roses waking round my feet

and | am led through tears and joy to thee,
because you speak fo me.

Because God made thee mine I'll cherish thee
through light and darkness, through time to be,
and pray His love may make our love divine
because God made thee mine.

God made me thine.




i %TG, fanciulla,
de un rogg|o si caro

Mq tu dormi,
- ma non dorme chi
anoﬁe ate volo sul lido
ed 4lgi9;ho ate volo coP >

&em sul mar,
vieni a vogar,
sentirai I'ebbrezza
del tuo marinar!

&fcnmullc di questo mio cor,
~ speme o pace per te ho perduto,
- perché t‘amo d'un immenso amor.

Fra le belle tu sei la pit bella,

fra le rose tu seila pit fin;

- tu del cielo sei brillante mia stella
edin terra divina beltd.

Vieni sul mar, ecc.




E RA > E MAGG'O duet with Anna Bonitatibus

(Mario Costa; Salvatore Di Giacomo)
Sugarmusic S.p.A. / Abmud Edizioni Musicali S.r1.

Era de maggio, e te cadeono ‘nzino

a schiocche a schiocche li ccerase rosse...
Fresca era Ilaria e tutto lu ciardino
addurava de rose a ciente passe.

Era de maggio io, no, nun me ne scordo
‘na canzone contavemo a ddoie voce
cchil fiempe passa e cchit me n’allicordo
fresca era ll’aria e la canzone doce.

E diceva: “Core, core!

Core mio luntano vaie

tu me lasse e io conto |'ore

chi sa quanno turnarraie!”
Rispunnev’io: “Turnarraggio

quanno fornano li rose

si stu sciore forna a maggio

pure a maggio io stonco cca,

si stu sciore torna a maggio

pure a maggio io stonco cca.”

E sO furnato, e mo, comm’a na vota,
cantfammo nzieme |lu mutivo antico;
passa lu tiempo e lu munno s’avota,
ma ammore vero, No, NuN vota vico.
De te, bellezza mia, m’annammuraie,
si t'allicuorde, nnanze a la funtana
I'acqua lla dinto nun se secca maie

e ferita d’ammore nun se sana.

Nun se sana, ca sanata

si se fosse, gioia mia,

mmiezo a st’aria mbarzamata

a guardarte io nun starrial

E te dico: Core core!

core mio, furnato io s6

torna maggio e torna ammore,

fa de me chello che vud!

Torna maggio e torna ammore, ecc.

AS MAY RETURNS

It was May, and all around you

red cherries were falling in clusters...

The air was fresh and the roses’ perfume
floated and filled every part of the garden.
It was May, and |, no, | cannoft forget,
how we sang a song together.

The more time passes, the better | remember,
the air was fresh and the song was sweet.
And it ran thus: *My heart, my heart!

My heart, you're voyaging far away,
you're leaving me and | count the hours,
who knows when you’ll return!”

| replied: “I'll return

when the roses do oo,

if this flower returns in May,

then in May so too shall I.

If this flower refurns in May,

then in May so too shall I.”

And so | did, and now, as in days gone by,
we sing together the old song:

time passes and the world keeps furning,
but true love stays the course.

| fell in love with you, my beauty,

beside a spring, if you remember:

its water never runs dry

and love’s wounds do not heal.

They do not heal, for if

that were frue, my love,

| would not be gazing on you

amid this perfumed air.

And | say to you: “My heart,

my heart, | have come back,

as May returns, so does love,

do with me what you will!

As May returns, so does love, efc.




A MARECHIARE

(Francesco Paolo Tosti; Salvatore Di Giacomo)

Sugarmusic S.p.A. / Almud Edizioni Musicali S.x:1. / Subito Music

Quanno sponta la luna a Marechiare
pure li pisce nce fanno a ll'ammore,
se revotano ll’'onne de lu mare,

pe la priezza cagnano culore
quanno sponta la luna a Marechiare.

A Marechiare ce sta na fenesta,

la passione mia ce tuzzulea,

nu garofano addora int’a na festa,
passa lI'acqua pe sotto, e murmuléa:
A Marechiare ce sta na fenesta.

A Marechiare, a Marechiare ce sta na fenesta.

Chi dice calli stelle so lucente

nun sape st’uocchie ca tu tiene nfronte!
Sti ddoje stelle li ssaccio 1 sulamente,
dint’a lu core ne tengo li pponte.

Chi dice calli stelle so lucente?

Scetate, Caruli, ca ll'aria € doce;

quanno maje tanto tiempo aggio spettato?!
P’accumpagna li suone cu la voce

stasera na chitarra aggio purtato.

Scetate, Caruli, ca ll'aria € doce!

Scetate, scetate, call'aria & doce!

IN MARECHIARE

When the moon appears over Marechiare
even the fishes go a-courting there,

the waves curl on the water, changing colour
because they feel that joy is in the air

when the moon appears over Marechiare.

A window there is in Marechiare,

upon whose panes my passion beats its wings;
around it carnations frame the lintel

and at its feet a murmuring brooklet sings:

A window there is in Marechiare.

In Marechiare, a window there is in Marechiare.

Whoever says that the stars above are bright
has not seen the brightness of your eyes!
Those stars shed their light only on me;

their rays from my heart I'll never prise.

Who says that the stars above are bright?

Caroline, arise, soft is the air,

and | have tarried here for you so long!
This evening |'ve come with my guitar
that | may accompany my song.
Caroline, arise, soft is the air!

Arise, arise, soft is the air!



ciuri senzd\’/ui non vonnu star,
\,s‘g» Hujéu li testi a pinnuluni,

- ognun d iddi non voli sbucciari,
~ si prima non si rapi ssu barcuni.
~ Intra li buttuneddi su ammucchiati
e ospeﬂonu quann ‘e ca v'affacciati.

Lossch stari, non durmiti cchiui, ecc.
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PULCINELLA

(Sergio Cirillo; Antonello Cascone)
Sugarmusic S.p.A. / Abmud Edizioni Musicali S.r1.

Se nne ghjuto pulicenella

pulicenella populo pd

s'é purtato ‘e guarattelle

na resella e llariuld

e chesta tarantella nessuno ‘a po’ canta
‘nce vo pulicenella e ghjammolo a piglic

E chi me votta a ca

E chi me votta a lla

Pecché ‘stu votta votta & na rota c’ha
da gira

& ‘stu munno c’ha da pazzia

E chi me votta a cca

E chi me vott'alla

Pecché ‘sta vita fa’: nzuchete nzl nzuchete
nza

T’he addormuta ‘nnammuratella
Comme si bella Napule na’

Tiene sempe ‘na vucchella

chiena ‘e fuoco e verita

Tu si’ ‘na figliulella ca’ s’ha da mmareta
‘nziem’a pulicenella e jammelo a piglia

E chi me votta a ccd, ecc.

PULCINELLA

Pulcinella’s gone away,

Pulci... Pulcinella.

He's taken the puppets with him,

the smiles and happiness,

and no one can sing this farantella:

we need Pulcinella — let’s go and find him.

And who'll spin me this way,

and who'll spin me that?

For all this spinning is a wheel that must turn,
and this world must have its follies.

And who'll spin me this way,
and who'll spin me that?
For this life makes us whirl and spin.

You've fallen asleep, little girl in love.
Naples, how beautiful you are.

Your little mouth is always

full of fire and truth.

You're a little girl who's fo marry
Pulcinella — let’s go and find him.

And who'll spin me this way, efc.

1
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