











Bastien und Bastienne
No |

My dearest friend has left ime

| con' £ sleep wor vest

1 can'+ let this grief go

i can’+ veally feel iy eyes and senses.
This pain is settling in iy heart

And it s bringing me death

No 5

once when Bastien as 3 joke stole 3 little Hower for ine,

| felt in iy heart the saime pleasure that ke felt when he stole the Hower

Why do gitEs from avother woman confuse bim now?
EBverything inaginable was truly offered Lo bim by ime
| gladly offered hin dairies fields and flocks,

Now | am 4o be scorned for giving bim so wuch

No 6

\f) like many 3 wanton | was never tived of strangers’ flatteries,

| inight easily win the hearts of the handsomest gentlemen in the city
Yet only Bastien stirs imy feelings and wo other wan will veplace it
Go, | say go! And learn from iny youthful years where

the virtue dwells in the shepherd’s huts,

Un moto di gioia

An emotion of joy | feel in imy heart

That says bappivess is coming in spite of wmy fears
Let us bope that the worry will end in contentinent

Fate and love are wot always tyrants

Chanson de patre
Graze—ow the <H\\jmev groze iy goats The wild—thyime along with the

thyme
The blond givl Aglae wite ber lips toucked wy lips this imorning
and | am waiting until the venus vines +o her re—join on the shore

Shive a2t tast star of bnva, and 1 the heavens extinguish the day

Si tu le veux

i vou like vy love,

When the stars surge out and place golden wails
in the blue Firmament of the sky,

we will go out and | will sing vou 3 song of love,
Where | place all of wmy joy.

My little f'ai\’\jy ob my love






