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The ArtistsThe Artists
Australian baritone Ziggy Harris has been awarded funding to
return to the Lyric Opera Studio Weimar for their 2023 season

and take on the notorious title role in W. A. Mozart's 
Don Giovanni under direction of Greek-American buffo-
baritone, Damon Nestor Ploumis. He played Papageno in

Mozart's Die Zauberflöte with the studio last year, also singing
as a guest artist at galas across Thüringia, Germany.

 
Immediately following, Ziggy has been awarded Fellowship

Scholarships to undertake a Masters of Music (Operatic
Performance / Thesis) at the Schulich School Of Music within
McGill University, Montreal, Canada. His vocal training will

take place within the studio of Canadian-Italian lyric baritone,
Brett Polegato. His residency in Canada will last two years.

Afterwards, he already has plans for other international
affairs.

​
Through 2021-2022 Ziggy was a choral scholar for the choir of

Christ Church St. Laurence, Sydney CBD, directed by Sam
Allchurch, singing as a cantor, chorister and soloist for several

mass settings including Allegri’s Miserere Mei and Mozart’s
Coronation Mass in C Major. Ziggy has been a guest artist in

concert with the Armidale Symphony Orchestra, the Blue
Mountains' Phoenix Choir directed by Amy Moore, and has
recently played the role of Pilate in Bach’s Johannes-Passion

with Fiori Musicali Armidale.

Dr Robert Manley is a multi-instrumentalist, music teacher,
and emerging academic. After completing a postdoctoral

research fellowship at the University of Queensland in 2022,
Rob commenced as a piano teacher and resident accompanist
at New England Conservatorium of Music in January 2023.



Currently serving as President of the Accompanists’ Guild of
Queensland, Rob previously worked as a regular pianist at
Queensland Ballet, the University of Queensland, and the

Australian Concerto and Vocal Competition.



Rob studied the piano with Veronica Berry in Rockhampton,
Joyce Skelton in Brisbane, and later the cello with Howard

Penny in Melbourne at the Australian National Academy of
Music. As a cellist, Rob has worked with the Queensland
Symphony Orchestra, Tasmanian Symphony Orchestra,

Melbourne Chamber Orchestra, and Auckland Philharmonia
Orchestra. Rob’s experience across a range of instrument

groups informs his special interest in working with orchestral
reductions as a piano accompanist.



Rob’s work as a researcher and composer focusses on

engaging audiences with classical music in regional Australia.
His PhD thesis drew on social capital as a theoretical

framework to investigate the music identities and engagement
strategies of chamber musicians in a regional 

Queensland community. 
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ULISSE
Dormo ancora ,  o  son  des to?

Che  cont rade  r imi ro?
Qual  a r ia ,  o imè ,  r e sp i ro?

E  che  t e r ren  ca lpes to?
Dormo ancora ,  o  son  des to?



Chi  f ece  in  me?

Chi  f ece  i l  s empre  do lce  e  l u s inghevo le
Sonno  min i s t ro  de ’  to rment i ?  

Ch i  cang iò  i l  m io  r iposo  in  r ia  s ven tura?  
Qua l  de i tà  de ’  dormient i  ha  cura?






O sonno… o  mor ta l  Sonno ,  
Fra te l lo  de l la  Morte  a l t r i  t i  ch iama.  

So l ingo ,  t ranspor ta t ion ,  de luso  e t  i ngannato ,  
T i  conosco ,  t i  conosco  ben  io ,  

Padre  d ’ e r ror i !  



Pur  deg l i  e r ror i  mie i  son  io  l a  co lpa ,
Ché  se  l ’Ombra  è  de l  Sonno  sore l la ,  o  pur

compagna ,  
Ch i  s i  con f ida  l ’Ombra  perduto  a l  f i n  cont ro

rag ion  s i  l agna .  



O!  O De i ,  s empre  sdegnat i ,  
Numi  non  mai  p laca t i ,

Contro  Ul i s se  che  dorme  anco  sever i ,
Vos t r i  d i v in i  Imper i  cont ra  l ’ uman  vo le r  s ian

fermi  e  fo r t i ,
Ma non  to lgh ino  o i  mè ,  l a  pace  a i  mor t i .



Feac i  i ngannator i !  

Vo i !  Vo i !  Vo i  pur  mi  promet te s te  d i  r i condurmi  
sa l vo  in  I taca  mia  pa t r ia ,  

Con  l e  r i cchezze  mie ,  co ’  mie i  t e sor i .
Feac i  mancator i !



Hor  non  so  com’  ingra t i  mi  

l a sc ias te  i n  ques ta  r i va  aper ta ,  
su  sp iagg ia  e rma,  

E  deser ta ,  mi sero ,  abbandonato ,  
E  v i  por ta  fas tos i ,  e  per l ’aure ,  e  per  l ’ onde ,  cos i

enorme  peccato .



Se  pun i t i  non  son  t ig rav i  e ror i ,
Lasc ia  Giove ,  deh ,  l a sc ia  de ’  fu lmin i  l a  cura ,

Ché  la  l egge  de l  caro  è  p iù  s i cura .



Sia  de l l e  vos t re  ve l e ,  fa l s i s s imi  Feac i ,
Sempre  Borea  in imicò ,  

E  s ian  qua l  p iuma  a l  ven to ,  s cog l io  in  mare  l e
nos t re  in  f ide  nav i ,  

Leggere  ag l i  Aqu i lon i ,  a l l ’ aure  grav i .



ULYSSES
Do I  s t i l l  s l eep ,  o r  am I  awake?
What  land  do  I  s ee  be fore  me?
What  a i r ,  a las ,  do  I  b rea the?

And  what  ground  do  I  wa lk  on?
Do  I  s t i l l  s l eep ,  o r  am I  awake?



Who entered  in to  my  sou l ?

Who  has  changed  s l eep ,  a lways  swee t  and
t ranqu i l ,  i n to  a  min i s t e r  o f  to rment?

Who  has  changed  my  repose  in to  mi sadventure?
What  de i ty ,  who  cares  for  those  who  s l eep ,  i s

r e spons ib l e ?



Oh s l eep… oh  mor ta l  S leep ,
Others  ca l l  you  the  bro ther  o f  Death .  

Sh ipwrecked ,  a lone ,  de luded  and  dece i ved ,  
I  know you ,  I  know you  very  we l l ,

Father  o f  e r ror s !



Although ,  my  e r rors  have  been  o f  my  own  making ,
For  i f  the  Shadow i s  a  s i s t e r  to  s l eep ,  o r  a

compan ion ,
Whoever  t rus t s  i n  the  Shadow cannot  compla in

when  they  become  los t
.  

Oh !  Oh  Gods ,  a lways  ind ignant ,
Never  appeased ,  

Severe  even  aga ins t  a  s l eep ing  Ul i s se s ,  
Le t  your  d i v ine  decree  be  s t rong  aga ins t  human

wi l l ,
But  do  no t  d i s turb  the  peace  o f  the  dead .



Phaec ian  dece i ver s !

You !  You !  You  promised  to  take  me  sa fe ly  back
to  my  homeland ,  I taca ,

With  my  r i ches ,  w i th  my  t reasures .  
Phaec ian  th i eves !



I  don ’ t  know how you  wre tched  bas tards  cou ld

have  l e f t  me  abandoned  me  on  
Hermes ’  empty  beach ,

Deser ted ,  mi serab le ,  abandoned ,
Gui l t l e s s ,  you  t rave l  care f ree  through  the  w inds

and  waves .



I f  such  grave  c r imes  go  unpun i shed ,  
Le t  Jove  abandon  h i s  thunderbo l t s ,  

For  the  law  has  become  cursed ly  weak .



Curse  your  sa i l s ,  Phaec ian  l i a r s ,  
Keep  an tagon i s ing  Borea ,  

And  your  sh ips  w i l l  be  f ea ther s  i n  the  w ind  and
rocks  in  the  s ea ,

Swept  up  l ike  k i tes  and  p lunged  to  a  watery  grave .
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IL  CONTE
"Hai  g ià  v in ta  la  causa"?

Cosa  sen to?
In  qua l  l acc io  io  cadea?  

Per f id i !  Io  vog l io . . .
Io  vog l io  d i  ta l  modo  pun i rv i ;

A  p iacer  mio  la  s en tenza  sarà !  



Ma s ' e i  pagasse
La  vecch ia  pre tendente -

Pagar la !  In  qua l  man ie ra ! ?
E  po i  v ' è  Anton io ,

Che  a  un  incogn i to  F igaro  r i cusa
Di  dare  una  n ipo te  in  matr imon io .

Co l t i vando  l 'o rgog l io  d i  ques to  menteca t to . . .
Tut to  g iova  a  un  ragg i ro . . .  

I l  co lpo  è  fa t to .



Vedrò  mentre  io  sosp i ro ,
Fe l i ce  un  se rvo  mio?

E  un  ben  ch ' invan  des io ,
E i  posseder  dovrà?

Vedrò  per  man  d 'amore
Uni ta  a  un  v i l e  ogge t to

Chi  i n  me  des tò  un  a f f e t to
Che  per  me  po i  non  ha?



Ah no ,  l a sc iar t i  i n  pace ,
Non  vo '  ques to  conten to ,
Tu  non  nasces t i ,  audace ,
Per  dare  a  me  tormento ,

E  for se  ancor  per  r idere  d i  mia  in fe l i c i tà .
Già  la  speranza  so la

De l l e  vende t te  mie
Ques t 'an ima  conso la ,

E  g iub i la r  mi  fa .

THE COUNT
"You've  a l ready  won  the  case"?

What  do  I  hear?
What  t rap  have  I  fa l l en  in to?

Bas tards !  I  wou ld  l ike  to . . .
I  wou ld  love  to  pun i sh  them;

At  my  p l easure ,  the i r  s en tence  w i l l  be  dec ided !



But ,  perhaps ,  he  has  pa id  o f f
the  o ld  ba t ' s  c la ims-

Pa id !  Wi th  what  money ! ?
And  then  there ' s  Anton io ,

Who,  un to  tha t  susp ic ious  F igaro ,  r e fuses
To  g i ve  away  h i s  n i ece  in  marr iage .

By  man ipu la t ing  the  ar rogance  o f  th i s  l unat i c . . .
Every th ing  adds  to  the  p lo t . . .  

The  deed  i s  done .



Wil l  I  s ee ,  wh i l e  I  s igh ,
The  joy  o f  my  se rvant  g i r l ?

And  tha t  t r easure ,  wh ich  I  des i r e  i n  va in ,
Shou ld  he  posses s  tha t ?

Wi l l  I  s ee ,  by  the  hand  o f  l ove ,
Her  un i t ed  w i th  a  commoner  l ike  h im?

Her  who  awakened  in  me  a  pass ion ,
Which ,  fo r  me ,  she  does  no t  r ec iprocate?



Ah no ,  I  won ' t  l e t

Th i s  happ ines s  ge t  away  f rom me ,
You  were  no t  born  -  audac ious  bra t  -

To  g i ve  me  torment ,  
And  to  make  a  joke  ou t  o f  my  mis for tune .

Al ready ,  the  s ing le  hope
Of  my  revenge

Gives  counse l  to  th i s  sou l ,
And  f i l l s  me  w i th  joy .
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PAPAGENO

Papagena . . .  Papagena ,  Papagena !
Weibchen !  Täubchen !  me ine  Schöne !

Vergebens !  Ach !  S ie  i s t  ve r loren !
i ch  b in  zum Ung lück  schon  geboren !
Ich  p lauder te ,  und  das  war  sch l ech t ,

und  drum gesch ieh t  e s  mi r  s chon  rech t !
Se i t  i ch  gekos te t  d i e sen  Wein . . .

Se i t  i ch  das  s chöne  Weibchen  sah ,
So  brennt ’ s  im  Herzenskämmer le in ,
So  zwicke t ’ s  h i e r ,  so  zw icke t ’ s  da !

PAPAGENO
Papagena . . .  Papagena ,  Papagena !
L i t t l e  l ady !  My dove !  My beauty !

I t ' s  no  use !  Ach !  She  i s  gone !
I  was  des t ined  to  be  un lucky !

I  yammered  on ,  and  tha t  was  bad ,
And  so  i t  s e rves  me  r igh t !  

S ince  I  d rank  a l l  o f  tha t  w ine . . .
S ince  I  saw  tha t  beaut i fu l  g i r l ,

My sou l  burns  so  much ,
I t  s t ings  here ,  i t  s t ings  there !  



Papagena . . .  Herzenswe ibchen !
Papagena  l i ebes  Täubchen !



S' i s t  umsons t ,  e s  i s t  ve rgebens ,

müde  b in  i ch  me ines  Lebens !
Sterben  macht  der  L ieb ’  e in  End ,
wenn ’ s  im  Herzen  noch  so  brennt .



Diesen  Baum da  w i l l  i ch  z i e ren ,

mir  an  ihm den  Hal s  zuschnüren !
Wei l  das  Leben  mir  miß fä l l t ,
gu te  Nacht ,  du  fa l sche  Wel t !

Wei l  du  böse  an  mir  hande l s t ,
mi r  ke in  s chönes  K ind  zubande l s t ,

so  i s t ’ s  aus ,  so  s t e rbe  i ch .
Schöne  Mädchen ,  denkt  an  mich !



Wil l  s i ch  e ine  um mich  Armen ,
eh ’  i ch  hänge ,  noch  e rbarmen

woh l ,  so  laß  i ch ’ s  d i e smal  s e in !
Rufe t  nur ,  Ja  oder  Ne in !

Ke ine  hör t  mich .  A l l e s  s t i l l e . . .
A l so  i s t  e s  euer  Wi l l e !

Papageno  f r i s ch  h inauf ,
ende  de inen  Lebens lau f .

Nun !  I ch  war te  noch !  Es  se i
b i s  man  zäh le t :  e in s ,  zwe i ,  d re i !



Eins !  Zwe i ?  Dre i . . .



Nun woh lan . . .  e s  b l e ib t  dabe i .
Wei l  mich  n i ch t s  zurücke  hä l t ,
gu te  Nacht ,  du  fa l sche  Wel t !



DIE KNABEN

Hal t  e in !  Oh  Papageno ,  und  se i  k lug !
Man  l eb t  nur  e inmal ,  d i e s  s e i  d i r  genug !



PAPAGENO

Ihr  habt  gu t  r eden ,  gu t  zu  scherzen ;
doch  brennt  e s  euch ,  w ie  mich  im  Herzen ,

ih r  würde t  auch  nach  Mädchen  geh ’n .



DIE KNABEN
So las se  de ine  Glöckchen  k l ingen ,

d i e s  w i rd  de in  Weibchen  zu  d i r  b r ingen !



PAPAGENO
Ich  Narr  ve rgaß  der  Zauberd inge !
Erk l inge ,  Glockensp ie l ,  e rk l inge ,

i ch  muß  me in  l i ebes  Mädchen  seh ’n !

Papagena . . .  Love  o f  my  l i f e !
Papagena  my  love ly  dove !



I t ' s  no  use ,  i t ' s  a l l  fo r  no th ing ,

I  am t i r ed  o f  my  l i f e !
Death  w i l l  pu t  an  end  to  Love ,

Even  i f  i t  s t i l l  burns  in  my  hear t .



I  want  to  decora te  th i s  t r ee ,
By  ty ing  my  throat  to  i t !

Because  I ' ve  soured  on  l i f e ,
Good  n igh t ,  you  bogus  wor ld !

Because  you  t rea t  me  wrong ly ,
You  don ' t  b l e s s  me  w i th  a  beaut i fu l  g i r ,

So  i t ' s  over ,  so  I  d i e .
Beaut i fu l  g i r l s ,  th ink  o f  me !



I f  someone  wants  to  ho ld  me  in  the i r  a rms ,

and  be fore  I  hang ,  take  p i ty  on  me ,
we l l ,  I  j u s t  might  spare  myse l f !

j u s t  ca l l  ou t ,  yes  o r  no !
No  one  hears  me !  Every th ing  i s  qu i e t . . .

So  i t  i s  a l l  o f  your  w i l l !
Papageno  toughen  up ,

and  end  your  joke  o f  a  l i f e .
Hold  up !  I ' l l  wa i t  s t i l l !

Unt i l  I  count :  one ,  two ,  th ree !



One!  Two?  Three . . .



Wel l  then . . .  i t  then  remains .
Because  no th ing  i s  ho ld ing  me  back ,

Good  n igh t ,  you  bogus  wor ld !



THE CHILD SPIRITS
Stop !  Oh  Papageno ,  and  be  reasonab le !

You  on ly  l i ve  once ,  th i s  i s  enough  for  you !



PAPAGENO
I t ' s  easy  for  you  to  say ,  to  joke  about ;
i f  you  were  a l so  as  hormona l  a s  myse l f ,
you  wou ld  be  go ing  c razy  for  g i r l s  too !



THE CHILD SPIRITS

So  l e t  your  mag ic  be l l s  r ing ,
they  w i l l  b r ing  your  l i t t l e  dove  to  you !



PAPAGENO

I 'm an  id io t ,  I  fo rgot  about  the  mag ic  th ingy !
Ring  ou t ,  mag ic  be l l s ,  r ing  ou t ,

I  need  to  s ee  my  beaut i fu l  be loved !



"Wie Todesahnung... O Du Mein Holder Abendstern"
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WOLFRAM
Wie  Todesahnung  

Dämmrung  deckt  d i e  Lande ,
umhü l l t  das  Ta l  mi t  s chwärz l i chem Gewande ;

der  See l e ,  d i e  nach  j enen  Höhn  ver langt ,
vor  ih rem F lug  durch  Nacht  und  Grausen  bangt .



Da sche ines t  du ,  o  l i eb l i chs te r  der  S terne ,
de in  san f te s  L ich t  en t sendes t  du  der  Ferne ;

d i e  nächt ’ge  Dämmrung  t e i l t  de in  l i eber  S t rah l ,
und  f reund l i ch  ze igs t  du  den  Weg  aus  dem Ta l .



O du ,  me in  ho lder  Abends te rn ,

woh l  g rüss t ’  i ch  immer  d i ch  so  gern :
vom Herzen ,  das  s i e  n i e  ve r r i e t ,

g rüsse  s i e ,  wenn  s i e  vorbe i  d i r  z i eh t ,
wenn  s i e  en t schwebt  dem Ta l  der  Erden ,

e in  s e l ’ger  Enge l  dor t  zu  werden !



WOLFRAM
Like  a  premon i t ion  o f  dea th

Dusk  cover s  the  land ,
 encases  the  va l l ey  in  a  b lack ,  hazy  c loak ;

the  sou l ,  tha t  yearns  for  those  he igh t s ,
t r embles  fo r  i t s  f l i gh t  th rough  n igh t  and  horror .



Then  you  appear ,  oh  mos t  beaut i fu l  o f  s tar s ,

your  so f t  l i gh t  p rope l s  you  through  the  d i s tance ;
The  n igh t ly  tw i l i gh t  i s  sp l i t  by  your  love ly  rays ,
and ,  g lad ly ,  you  show the  way  out  o f  the  va l l ey .



Oh you ,  my  ho ly  even ing  s tar ,

You  a lways  gree t  me  so  g lad ly :
f rom the  hear t  tha t  she  has  never  be t rayed ,

she  gree t s  i f  she  passes  by ,
i f  she  f loa t s  away  f rom the  va l l ey  o f  the  Ear th ,

there ,  she  w i l l  tu rn  in to  a  b l e s sed  ange l !

"Son Io, Mio Carlo... Per Me Giunto"
from Don Carlo (1867)

by Giuseppe Verdi (1813 - 1901)
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RODRIGO

Son  io ,  mio  Car lo .
Usc i r  tu  de i  da  ques t 'o r rendo  ave l .

Fe l i ce  ancora  son  se  abbracc iar  t e  poss ' io !
Io  t i  sa l va i !

Conv ien  qu i  d i r c i  add io !
O,  mio  Car lo . . .



Per  me  g iun to  è  i l  d ì  supremo,

No,  ma i  p iù  c i  r i vedremo;
Ci  cong iunga  Idd io  ne l  c i e l ,
E i  che  premia  i  suo i  f ede l ' .

Su l  tuo  c ig l io  i l  p ian to  io  mi ro ;
Lagr imar  cos ì ,  pe rché?

No,  fa  cor ,  l ' e s t remo  sp i ro .
L ie to  è  a  ch i  morrà  per  t e .

RODRIGO
I t ' s  me ,  my  dear  Car lo .

To  ge t  you  ou t  o f  th i s  horrendous  p lace .
I  w i l l  be  happy  aga in  i f  I  can  embrace  you !

I  w i l l  save  you !
I t  i s  conven ien t  here  to  say  goodbye !

Oh,  my  dear  Car lo . . .



For  me ,  my  la s t  day  has  ar r i ved ,
No,  we  w i l l  never  s ee  each  o ther  aga in ;

May  God  jo in  us  i n  heaven ,
He  who  rewards  the  loya l  and  fa i th fu l .

For  you ,  I  f i l l  my  eye l id s  w i th  t ear s ;
So  much  weep ing ,  what  for ?

No,  be  brave  for  the  la s t  b rea th .
Happy  am I ,  i n  dy ing  for  you .  

15 MINUTE
INTERVAL
15 MINUTE
INTERVAL



"Or Dove Fuggo Io Mai... Ah, Per Sempre!"
from I Puritani (1835)

by Vincenzo Bellini (1801 - 1835)

"Or Dove Fuggo Io Mai... Ah, Per Sempre!"
from I Puritani (1835)

by Vincenzo Bellini (1801 - 1835)

RICCARDO
Or dove  fuggo  mai ?  . . .  

Dove  mai  ce lo  g l i  o r rend i  a f fann i  mie i ?  
Come  que i  cant i

mi  r i suonano  a l l ' a lma  amar i  p ian t i !
O Elv i ra ,  E lv i ra ,  o  mio  sosp i r  soave ,
per  s empre ,  per  s empre ,  i o  t i  pe rde i !
Senza  speme  ed  amor ,  i n  ques ta  v i ta

or  che  r imane  a  me?
 

Ah !  Per  s empre  io  t i  pe rde i ,
F ior  d 'amore ,  o  mia  speranza ;

Ah !  La  v i ta  che  m'avanza
Sarà  p i ena  d i  do lor !

Quando  e r ra i  per  ann i  ed  ann i
in  po ter  de l la  ven tura ,

io  s f ida i  s c iagura  e  a f fann i
ne l la  speme  de l  tuo  amor .

RICCARDO
Where  might  I  run  away  to?  . . .  

Where  ever  might  cure  my  horr ib l e  s t rugg le s ?  
L ike  those  songs

they  re sonate  b i t t e r  t ear s  th rough  my  sou l !
O Elv i ra ,  E lv i ra ,  oh  my  swee t  s igh ,

forever ,  fo rever ,  I ' ve  l o s t  you !
Without  sp i ce  and  love ,  i n  th i s  l i f e

what  r emains  to  me?
 

Ah ,  fo rever  now I ' ve  lo s t  you ,  
f l ower  o f  l ove ,  oh ,  my  hope ;  

Ah !  The  l i f e  l e f t  to  me  
w i l l  be  fu l l  o f  sor row!  

Whi l e  I  wandered  for  years  and  years  
i n  the  power  o f  fo r tune ,  

I  cha l l enged  mis for tune  and  d i f f i cu l t i e s  
i n  the  hope  o f  your  love .  

"O Sainte Médaille... Avant De Quitter Ces Lieux"
from Faust (1859)

by Charles Gounod (1818 - 1893)
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VALENTIN 

O sa in te  méda i l l e ,
qu i  me  v i en t  de  ma  soeur ,

au  jour  de  la  ba ta i l l e ,
pour  écar te r  l a  mor t ,
r e s te  sur  mon  coeur .

 
Avant  de  qu i t t e r  ce s  l i eux ,

so l  na ta l  de  mes  a ï eux
a  to i ,  s e igneur  e t  Ro i  des  c i eux

ma sœur  j e  conf i e .
Da igne  de  tou t  danger

tou jours ,  tou jours  l a  p ro téger
ce t t e  sœur  s i  cher i e !



Dél i v ré  d 'une  t r i s t e  pensée
j ' i ra i  chercher  la  g lo i re ,  

l a  g lo i re  au  se ins  des  ennemis .
Le  premier ,  l e  p lus  b rave  

au  for t  de  la  mê lée ;
j ' i ra i  combat t re  pour  mon  pays .

 
Et  s i  v e r s  l u i ,  D ieu  me  rappe l l e ,

Je  ve i l l e ra i  sur  to i  f i dè l e ,
O Marguer i t e !

VALENTIN
Oh ho ly  meda l l i on ,

who  comes  to  me  f rom my  s i s t e r ,
on  the  day  o f  the  ba t t l e ,

so  to  guard  me  f rom death ,
s tay  here ,  upon  my  hear t .

 
Be fore  I  l eave  th i s  p lace ,

 the  na t i ve  so i l  o f  my  ances tor s
to  you ,  s i r  and  King  o f  the  sky

I  en t rus t  my  s i s t e r .
I  beg  you ,  f rom a l l  danger ,

to  a lways  pro tec t
th i s  s i s t e r ,  so  cher i shed !

 
De l i ve red  f rom th i s  harrowing  thought ,

I  w i l l  s eek  g lory ,
g lory  w i th in  the  ches t s  o f  my  enemies .

The  foremos t ,  the  braves t
are  now a t  the  f ron t l ine  o f  the  carnage ;

I  w i l l  f i gh t  fo r  my  count ry .  
 

And  i f  God  ca l l s  me  back  to  h im,
I  w i l l  fa i th fu l ly  watch  over  you ,

Oh  Marguer i t e !  



"Mab! La Reine Des Mensonges"
from Roméo Et Juliette (1867)

by Charles Gounod (1818 - 1893)
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MERCUTIO

Mab!  La  re ine  des  mensonges ,
Prés ide  aux  songes .

P lus  l égère  que  l e  ven t  décevant .
À  t raver s  l ' e space ,
À  t raver s  l a  nu i t ,

E l l e  passe ,
E l l e  fu i t !



Son  char ,  que  l ' a tôme  rap ide
ent ra îne  dans  l ' é ther  l imp ide ,

fu t  fa i t  d 'une  no i se t t e  v ide
parver  de  t e r re ,  l e  charron !



Les  harna i s ,  sub t i l e  den te l l e ,
on t  é t é  découpés  dans  l ' a i l e
de  que lque  ver te  sau tere l l e

par  son  cocher ,  l e  moucheron !



Un os  de  gr i l l on  se r t  de  manche
à  son  foue t ,  dont  l a  mèche  b lanche

es t  p r i s e  au  rayon  qu i  s ' épanche
de  Phœbé  ras semblant  sa  cour .



Chaque  nu i t ,  dans  ce t  équ ipage ,

Mab  v i s i t e ,  sur  son  passage ,
l ' époux  qu i  r êve  de  veuvage

e t  l ' amant  qu i  r êve  d 'amour !



À son  approche ,  l a  coque t te
rêve  d 'a tours  e t  de  to i l e t t e ,

l e  cour t i san  fa i t  l a  courbe t te ,
l e  poè te  r ime  se s  ve r s !



À l 'avare  en  son  g î t e  sombre ,

e l l e  ouvre  des  t r é sors  sans  nombre ,
e t  l a  l i ber té  r i t  dans  l ' ombre
au  pr i sonn ie r  chargé  de  f e r s .
Le  so lda t  r êve  d ' embuscades ,

de  ba ta i l l e s  e t  d ' e s tocades .



El le  l u i  ve r se  l e s  rasades
dont  s e s  l aur i e r s  son t  a r rosés .

Et  to i ,  qu 'un  soup i r  e f farouche ,
quand  tu  r eposes  sur  ta  couche ,
ô  v i e rge !  e l l e  e f f l eure  ta  bouche

e t  t e  fa i t  r êver  de  ba i se r s !

MERCUTIO
Mab!  The  queen  o f  l i e s ,

Pres ides  i n  d reams .
L ighter  than  the  decept i ve  w ind

Through  space ,
Through  the  n igh t ,

She  passes ,
She  f l ee s !



Her  char io t ,  tha t  sw i f t  a tomic  par t i c l e

dr i ven  in to  the  in f in i t e  cosmos ,
made  ou t  o f  an  empty  nu t she l l

by  an  ear thworm,  the  c ra f ty  f e l low!



The  harnesses ,  a  sub t l e  l acework ,
were  cu t  f rom the  w ing  
o f  a  g reen  grasshopper

by  the  coach  dr i ve r ,  the  an t !



A cr i cke t  bone  se rves  a s  a  hand le
to  h i s  wh ip ,  wh ich  the  wh i t e  cand lewick

i s  caught  in  the  l i gh t  tha t  pours  ou t
o f  Phoebe  ga ther ing  her  cour t .



Each  n igh t  w i th  th i s  equ ipment

Mab v i s i t s ,  on  her  t rave l s ,
the  husband  who  dreams  o f  w idowhood

and  the  lover  who  dreams  o f  l ove !



At  her  approach ,  the  f l i r t
dreams  o f  f i nery  and  o f  d res s ing  up ,

the  cour t i e r  bows ,
the  poe t  rhymes  h i s  ve r se s !



In  f ron t  o f  the  mi ser ,  i n  h i s  dark  she l t e r ,
she  opens  her  t r easures  w i thout  number ,

and  l i ber ty  laughs  in  the  shadows
at  the  pr i soner  burdened  w i th  i rons .

The  so ld i e r  d reams  o f  ambushes ,
o f  ba t t l e s  and  charges .



She  pours  h im g las ses  o f  w ine

wi th  wh ich  h i s  l aure l s  a re  spr ink led .
And  you ,  whom a  s igh  s tar t l e s

when  you  l i e  on  your  couch ,
O you ,  v i rg in !   She  brushes  your  mouth

and  makes  you  dream o f  k i s se s !



ONEGIN
Vy mne  p i sa l i ,  ne  a t  p i ra i t e s !

ya  pracho l  dush i  davyerch iva i  
pr i znanya ,

lyubv i  davyerch iva i  pr i znanya .
Mne  vasha  eeskrennas t  myla ,

ana  v 'va lnenye  pr ive la
davno  umolknufsh iye  chufs tva .

No vas  hva l i t  ya  nyekhachu,
ya  za  n iyo  vam,  a tp lachu ,

pr i znanyem tak  zhe  bezyskús tva .
Pr imi te sh  eespave t  mayu
s ibya  na  su t  vam addayu.



Kagda  by  zh iz ’n  damashnim krugam

ya  agran ich i t ’  zahate l ,
kagdap  mne  byt ’  a t t som,  suprugam 

pr iya tny j  zhreb i  pav i l é l
to  verna  krome  vas  ad-nóy
ni -vés - ty  ne  ees -ká l  ee -noy .



No ya  ne  sozdan  d lya  b lazhens tva ,  

yemu chuzhda  dusha  maya ;
naprasny  vash i  savershens tva ,

eekh  ne  das to in  vof se  ya .
Paver te  soves ' t  f tom parukay ,

Supruzhes tva  nam budi t  mukay .



Ya ,  sko l ’ka  n i  l yub i l  by  vas
pr ivyknuf  raz lyub lyu  to tchas .

 Sud i te sh  vy  kak ie  rozy
nam zagatov i t  Gimine j ,

ee l  mozhet  byt ’  na  mnoga  dney .



Michtam ee  godam net  vazvra ta ,
akh ,  ne t  vazvra ta ,

ne  abnav l ju  dush í  maey .
Ya  vas  lyub lyu  lyubov ’yu  bra ta

lyubov ’yu  bra ta ,
ee l  mozhet  byt  ee scho  s i lney .

Ee l  mozhet  byt . . .
ee l  mozhet  byt . . .

ee scho ,  ee scho  s i lney .



Pas lushaytesh  minya  bez  gneva !
Smeni t  ne  ras  mladaya  deva

 michtami ,  michtami ,
lyohkie  michty .

ONEGIN
You  wrote  to  me  -  do  no t  deny  i t !

I  have  read  your  t rus t fu l  sou l ’ s
confes s ions ,

the  bo ld  c la ims  o f  your  innocent  l ove .
Your  s incer i ty  touched  me ,

i t  awakened  w i th in  me  
f ee l ings  tha t  I  bur i ed  a  long  t ime  ago .

But  I  do  no t  p ra i se  you ,
I  w i l l  r epay  you ,  s t ranger ,

by  g i v ing  you  an  equa l ly  ar t l e s s  avowal .
So  hear ,  now,  what  I  have  to  say

I  submi t  myse l f  to  your  judgment .  
 

I f  I  w i shed  to  l imi t  my  l i f e  
to  a  domes t i ca ted  fami ly  un i t ,
i f  be ing  a  fa ther  or  a  spouse

were  th ings  I  a imed  to  be ,
then  you ,  a lone ,  wou ld  be  my  cho ice

for  a  br ide  -  no  one  e l s e .
 

But  I  was  no t  made  for  such  de l igh t s ,
wed lock  i s  aga ins t  my  very  na ture ;
your  per fec t ions  are  was ted  on  me ,

for  I  do  no t  deserve  such  beauty .
Be l i eve  me !  God  as  my  w i tnes s ,
our  marr iage  wou ld  be  tor ture .

 
I ,  no  mat te r  how deep ly  in  l ove  w i th  you ,

once  se t t l ed ,  wou ld  lo se  a l l  pas s ion .
Imag ine  how thorny  the  roses  a re  tha t
Hymen  wou ld  sc ra tch  and  scar  us  w i th ,

perhaps  end le s s ly ,  fo rever .



My dreams  and  youth  cannot  r e turn ,
oh  cannot  r e turn ,

I  cannot  change  who  I  am.
I  l ove  you  on ly  as  a  bro ther ,

yes  a s  a  bro ther ,
perhaps  more  t ender ly .

Perhaps… 
perhaps…

More… more  t ender ly .
 

Don ’ t  be  mad  a t  the  t ru th !  
f i ck le  young  g i r l s  l ike  you  usua l ly  jump

from one  dream to  another ,
 someth ing  eas i e r .

"Vy Mnye Pisali"
from Eugene Onegin, Op. 24 (1879)

by Pytor Illyich Tchaikovsky (1840 - 1893)
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YELETSKY
Vy tak  pecha lny ,  dorogaya ,

kak  budto  gore  yes t  u  vas . . .  
Dover te s  mne !

Pos to i t e  na  odno  mgnovenye !
Ya  do lzhen ,  do lzhen  vam skazat !



Ya  vas  lyub lyu ,  l yub lyu  bezmerno,

bez  vas  ne  mys lyu  dnya  prozh i t ,
ya  podv ig  s i l y  bezpr imerno i

gotov  se i chas  d lya  vas  sver sh i t .



No,  zna i t e :  s e rdt sa  vashevo  svododu
nichem ya  ne  khochu  s t e snyat ,

gotov  skryvat sya  
vam v 'ugodu

i  py l  r evn ivykh  chuvs tv  unyat ,
Na  vsyo  d lya  vas  gotov  ya !



Ne  to lko  lyubyashch im suprugom,

s lugo i  po leznym inogda ,
zhe la l  by  ya  byt  vash im drugom

i  u tesh i t e l em vsegda .



No yasno  v i zhu ,  chuvs tvuyu  t eper  ya ,
kuda  sebya  

v 'mechtakh  zav lyok .
Kak malo  v 'vas  ko  mne  doverya ,

kak  chuzhd  ya  vam 
i  kak  da lyok .



Akh!  Ya  t e rzayus  e to i  da lyu ,

Sos t razhdu  vam ya  vse i  dusho i !



Pecha lyus  vashe i  ya  pecha lyu
I  p lachu  vasheyu  s l ezo i !



Akh!  Ya  t e rzayus  e to i  da lyu ,

Sos t razhdy  vam ya  vse i  dusho i !



Ya  vas  lyub lyu ,  l yub lyu  bezmerno,
bez  vas  ne  mys lyu  dnya  prozh i t ,

ya  podv ig  s i l y  bezpr imerno i
gotov  se i chas  d lya  vas  sver sh i t .



O ,  mi laya ,  dover te s  mne !

YELETSKY
You look  so  downcas t ,  my  love ,

as  though  you  he ld  some  gr i e f  w i th in . . .
Conf ide  in  me !

P lease  wa i t  one  moment !  
I  mus t ,  mus t  speak  w i th  you !



I  l ove  you ,  w i th  love  beyond  a l l  measure ,

I  cannot  conce i ve  a  day  w i thout  you ,
I  am ready  to  accompl i sh ,  fo r  our  sake

a  hero ic  ta sk  ask ing  match le s s  s t rength .



But  be  as sured ,  I  do  no t  w i sh ,  i n  any  way
To  re s t r i c t  the  l i ber ty  o f  your  hear t ,

I  am ready  to  suppres s  my  wants  
i f  tha t  i s  bes t  fo r  you .

And  mas ter  the  hea t  o f  j ea lousy ,
I  wou ld  do  anyth ing ,  anyth ing  for  you !



I  don ' t  j u s t  want  to  be  a  lov ing  husband

or  somet imes  a  use fu l  s e rvant ,
bu t  your  bes t  f r i end  too ,  
and  a lways  your  conso le r .



Yet  I  s ee  c l ear ly  and  f ee l  i t  now

how I  a l lowed  myse l f  
to  be  mi s l ed  by  my  dreams ,

How l i t t l e  t rus t  you  have  in  me ,  
how a l i en  I  s eem to  you ,

and  how remote .



Oh!  I  am tormented  by  th i s  r emoteness .
My en t i r e  sou l  can  f ee l  your  su f f e r ing !



Your  sadness  i s  mine .  

Your  t ear s ,  I  weep  them too !



Oh!  I  am tormented  by  th i s  r emoteness .
My en t i r e  sou l  can  f ee l  your  su f f e r ing !



I  l ove  you ,  l ove  you  beyond  a l l  measure ,

I  cannot  conce i ve  a  day  w i thout  you ,
I  am ready  to  accompl i sh  for  our  sake

a  hero ic  ta sk  ask ing  match le s s  s t rength .



Oh,  my  love ,  conf ide  in  me !

"Vy Takk Pechalny... Ya Vas Lyublyu"
from Pique Dame, Op.  68 (1890)

by Pytor Illyich Tchaikovsky (1840 - 1893)
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THANK YOUTHANK YOU
Almost  twenty  years  ago ,  dur ing  a  TAS Jun ior  Schoo l  Assembly ,  

Diedre  Rickards  s tood  me  out  the  f ron t  o f  the  TAS Trans i t ion  cho i r
a f t e r  a  per formance ,  and  dec lared :

"Thi s  l i t t l e  boy  has  a  love ly  vo i ce ,  and  he  w i l l  p lay  the  v io l in !"
My parent s  be l i eved  th i s  to  be  a  prophecy  o f  sor t s ,  and  weren ' t  about  to
tempt  the  powers  tha t  be !  So ,  I  commenced  v io l in  l e s sons  w i th  the  la te ,

grea t  Mar ian  Bar ford .



Ever  s ince ,  I  have  exper i enced  an  unwaver ing  urge  to  pu l l  a t  the  thread ,
and  s lowly  unrave l  th i s  ba l l  o f  yarn  tha t  i s  a  l i f e  consumed  by  ar t ,

per formance ,  thea t re ,  mus i c . . .  wh ich  has  been  revea l ing  i t s e l f  b i t  by  b i t
over  the  years .



The  rec i ta l  tha t  you  have  ju s t  heard  ton igh t  i s  a  condensed  presen ta t ion
to  you  a l l  o f  my  d i scover i e s ,  and  o f  the  cumula t i ve  be l i e f ,  energy ,  t ime
and  suppor t  poured  in to  me  by  the  count l e s s  educators ,  per formers  and

ent i t i e s  o f  the  Armida le  Communi ty .



This  concer t  i s  fo r  those  peop le  (a lphabe t i ca l ly  l i s t ed ) :
Corr ine  Ar ter ,  Mar ian  Bar ford ,  Rob in  Brad ley ,  

F lorence  Champion  de  Cresp igny ,  Jeann ie  Co le ,  Laura  Curot ta ,  Conn ie
Dunham,  Warwick  Dunham,  Mark  Harr i son ,  Rober t  Jackson ,  Joanna
Fa i r s -Wu,  Rober t  Manley ,  Bruce  Menz ie s ,  Sue  Metca l f e ,  A lexander

Negerev i ch ,  Andrew O'Connor ,  Jan  Pater son ,  
Diedre  Rickards ,  Leanne  Roobo l ,  S tephen  Ta l l ,  George  Torbay ,  

The  ADMS,  
The  Mus ic  and  Drama Depar tments  a t  The  Armida le  Schoo l ,

&  The  New Eng land  Conserva tor ium Of  Mus ic .



To Rober t  Manley ,  thank  you  for  tak ing  on  th i s  mons t rous  pro j ec t ,  and
for  l earn ing  a l l  o f  th i s  new  mus ic  and  br ing ing  your  un ique  s ty l e  and

f la i r  to  i t  a l l .  We've  made  some  pre t ty  coo l  mus i c  ton igh t .



To my  mums ,  Kath  & Jen ,  who  have  g i ven  me  uncond i t iona l  l ove ,
end le s s  suppor t  i n  my  c rea t i ve  pursu i t s ,  and  every th ing  they  poss ib ly

cou ld ,  I  l ove  you  so  much ,  and  w i l l  be  back  be fore  you  know i t .



To my  bes t  f r i end ,  Jordan ,  thank  you  for  be ing  my  counse l ,  and
someone  I  can  look  up  to  every  day .  

I  heard  i t  on  the  grapev ine  tha t  you ' re  in  town  ton ight .



To a l l  o f  you  who  a t t ended  ton ight ,  thank  you ,  f rom the  bo t tom o f  my
hear t ,  fo r  your  suppor t ,  and  for  be ing  here .



Having  someone  to  s ing  for  i s  a lways  n i ce .



Love ,  Z ig


