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13 April 2012
Debussy: Text and Ideas Symposium

Recital by Magali Arnault Stanczak (Soprano)

&

John McMunn (Tenor)

With Piano by Ouri Bronchti
Extract from Le Diable au beffroi, ('The devil in the belfry') Text by Stephen Wyatt, reconstructed after Poe's original. Music by Robert Orledge after sketches by Debussy.

	Entre Jean, en regardant autour de lui. Il porte un bouquet de tulipes.  Il voit Jeannette et la regarde amoureusement. Il inspire profondément et s’approche d’elle.

JEAN : 

Bonjour Jeannette.


JEANNETTE : 

Bonjour.


JEAN :  

J’ai voulu te donner ces fleurs.

Il lui donne les tulipes.

JEANNETTE :

Mais je ne comprends pas. Pourquoi ?


JEAN : 

Parce qu’elles sont fraîches et belles.


JEANNETTE : 

Je ne comprends toujours pas.


JEAN : 

Je les ai vues dans un champ et mon cœur s’est empli d’amour.


JEANNETTE :

D’amour pour les tulipes?


JEAN embarrassé :

D’une certaine manière, je suppose. Quand on les voit écloses, mûres et séduisantes, elles enflamment le cœur. N’avez-vous pas eu le même sentiment ? Ne vous donnent-elles des pensées merveilleuses et de grandes espérances ? Elles parlent du
printemps, de la jeunesse, et…


JEANNETTE :

Je suis désolée. Je ne peux pas écouter ceci.


JEAN : 

Mais pourquoi ? Je ne comprends pas. J’ai pensé de vous montrer l’endroit où j’ai trouvé ces tulipes, et…

JEANNETTE : 

Non, je suis désolée. Je ne peux pas. Vous ne pouvez pas.

Elle s’enfuit à la suite de son père, laissant tomber quelques-unes des tulipes en partant. Jean reste à la regarder partir. Puis, lentement et amoureusement, il ramasse et embrasse chacune des tulipes qui sont tombées.

French translation (RO, Caroline Potter, Gilles Christoph, Sabine Remanofsky):

	Jean enters looking around him. He holds a bunch of tulips. He sees Jeanette returning. and watches her lovingly, then he takes a deep breath and approaches her.

JEAN: 

Good morning, Jeanette.


JEANETTE: 

Good morning.


JEAN: 

I wanted to give you these flowers.

He thrusts the tulips into her hand.

JEANETTE: 

But I don’t understand. Why?


JEAN:   

Because they are fresh and lovely.


JEANETTE: 

I still don’t understand.


JEAN: 

I saw them in the field and my heart was filled with love.


JEANETTE: 

With love for tulips?


JEAN (embarrassed):

In a way, I suppose. When you see them blooming, ripe-coloured and enticing, they set the heart alight. Don’t you feel the same? Don’t they give you wonderful thoughts and wonderful hopes? They speak of spring and youth and –


JEANETTE: 

I’m sorry, I can’t hear this.


JEAN: 

But why? I don’t understand. I thought I could show you the place where I found these tulips and –


JEANNETTE:

 No, I’m sorry. I can’t. You can’t.



She runs off after her father, dropping some of the tulips as she goes. Jean stands gazing after her. then he slowly and lovingly picks up the fallen tulips, kissing each one.





Trois mélodies (John McMunn)

Nuit d'etoiles (1880) Poem by Théodore de Banville (1823–1891)

	Nuit d'étoiles


Sous tes voiles,

Sous ta brise et tes parfums,


Triste lyre


Qui soupire,

Je rêve aux amours défunts.

La sereine mélancolie

Vient éclore au fond de mon cœur,

Et j'entends l'âme de ma mie

Tressaillir dans le bois rêveur.

Nuit d'étoiles


Sous tes voiles,

Sous ta brise et tes parfums,


Triste lyre


Qui soupire,

Je rêve aux amours défunts.

Je revois à notre fontaine

Tes regards bleus comme les cieux ;

Cette rose, c'est ton haleine,

Et ces étoiles sont tes yeux.

Nuit d'étoiles (etc.)
	Starry night

beneath your veils,

your breeze and your perfumes,

like a sad, sighing lyre

I dream of bygone loves

Serene melancholy 

blooms in the depths of my heart

and I hear the soul of my love

quiver in the dreaming woods.

Starry night

beneath your veils,

your breeze and your perfumes,

like a sad, sighing lyre

I dream of bygone loves

At our fountain I again see your glances

blue as the sky;

this rose is your breath

and these stars are your eyes.

Starry night (etc.)


Beau soir (1883) Poem by Paul Bourget (1852–1935)

	Lorsque au soleil couchant les rivières sont roses,

Et qu'un tiède frisson court sur les champs de blé,

Un conseil d'être heureux semble sortir des choses

           Et monter vers le cœur troublé;

Un conseil de goûter le charme d'être au monde

Cependant qu'on est jeune et que le soir est beau,

Car nous nous en allons, comme s'en va cette onde:

           Elle à la mer, — nous au tombeau !
	When in the setting sun the rivers are rose and a warm breeze passes over the wheat fields, a command to be happy seems to emanate from all things and mount to the unquiet heart;

A command to enjoy the charm of being alive while one is young and the evening is beautiful, for we are departing as this wave departs: it to the sea— we to the tomb!


Le matelot qui tombe à l'eau (1882) Poem by Maurice Bouchor (1855–1929)

	On entend un chant sur l'eau

             Dans la brune :

Ce doit être un matelot

Qui veut se jeter à l'eau

              Pour la lune.

La lune éclaire le flot

              Qui sanglote

Le matelot tombe à l'eau ...

On entend traîner sur l'eau

              Quelques notes.
	A song can be heard across the water

                At dusk

It must be a sailor

Who wants to take the plunge

                For the sake of the moon

 

The moon lights up the waves

                Which sob

The sailor falls through ...

A few notes can still be heard

                Across the water.

Translation: Helen Abbott


Quatre chansons de jeunesse (Magali Arnault Stanczak)

Pantomime (1882) Paul Verlaine (1844–1896)

	Pierrot, qui n'a rien d'un Clitandre,

Vide un flacon sans plus attendre,

Et, pratique, entame un pâté.

Cassandre, au fond de l'avenue,

Verse une larme méconnue

Sur son neveu déshérité.

Ce faquin d'Arlequin combine

L'enlèvement de Colombine

Et pirouette quatre fois.

Columbine rêve, surprise

De sentir un cœur dans la brise

Et d'entendre en son cœur des voix.
	Pierrot, who is nothing like Clitandre

empties a flagon at one gulp

and, practical as he is, cuts into a pâté.

Cassandra, at the end of the avenue, sheds a silent tear

for her disinherited nephew.

Harlequin, the cad, plots to kidnap Columbine and twirls around

four times.

Columbine is dreaming, surprised at feeling a heart on the breeze

and hearing voices in her heart.


Clair de lune (1882) Paul Verlaine

	Votre âme est un paysage choisi

Que vont charmant masques et bergamasques

Jouant du luth et dansant et quasi

Tristes sous leurs déguisements fantasques.

Tout en chantant sur le mode mineur

L'amour vainqueur et la vie opportune,

Ils n'ont pas l'air de croire à leur bonheur

Et leur chanson se mêle au clair de lune.

Au calme clair de lune triste et beau,

Qui fait rêver les oiseaux dans les arbres

Et sangloter d'extase les jets d'eau,

Les grands jets d'eau sveltes parmi les marbres.

[Ah !]

	Your soul is a choice landscape

where charming masqueraders and bergamaskers

pass to and fro playing the lute and dancing

almost sadly in their fantastic disguises.

They sing the while in the minor mode

of conquering love and the easy life,

they do not seem to believe in their happiness

and their song mingles with the moonlight.

With the calm moonlight, sad and lovely, that makes the birds dream in the trees and the fountains sob with ecstasy, those tall, svelte fountains among the marbles.

Ah!



Pierrot (1881) Théodore de Banville

	Le bon Pierrot, que la foule contemple,

Ayant fini les noces d'Arlequin, 

Suit en songeant le boulevard du Temple.

Une fillette au souple casaquin

En vain l'agace de son œil coquin ;

Et cependant mystérieuse et lisse

Faisant de lui sa plus chère délice,

La blanche lune aux cornes de taureaux

Jette un regard de son œil en coulisse

À son ami Jean Gaspard Debureau.
	Good old Pierrot, watched by the crowd,

having done with Harlequin's wedding,

wanders dreamily along the Boulevard du Temple.

A girl with a clinging blouse vainly importunes him with her mocking glance;

and meanwhile, mysterious and polished, 

cherishing him above all things,

the white moon with horns like a bull peers into the wings

at his friend Jean Gaspard Debureau.


Apparition (1884) Stéphane Mallarmé

	La lune s'attristait. Des séraphins en pleurs

Rêvant, l'archet aux doigts, dans le calme des fleurs

Vaporeuses, tiraient de mourantes violes

De blancs sanglots glissant sur l'azur des corolles.

— C'était le jour béni de ton premier baiser.

Ma songerie aimant à me martyriser

S'enivrait savamment du parfum de tristesse

Que même sans regret et sans déboire laisse

La cueillaison d'un Rêve au cœur qui l'a cueilli.

J'errais donc, l'œil rivé sur le pavé vieilli,

Quand avec du soleil aux cheveux, dans la rue

Et dans le soir, tu m'es en riant apparue

Et j'ai cru voir ma fée au chapeau de clarté

Qui jadis sur mes beaux sommeils d'enfant gâté

Passait, laissant toujours de ses mains mal fermées

Neiger de blancs bouquets d'étoiles parfumées.
	The moon grew sad. Dreaming seraphim in tears

their bows in hand, drew from dying white viols in the calm of misty flowers sobs that slipped across the corollas

— That was the blessed day of your first kiss. 

My dreaming, fond of making me a martyr, purposefully intoxicated itself with the odour of sadness that — without any regret or rebuff — allows the harvesting of a Dream to the heart that has gathered it. Thus I wandered, my eyes fixed on the aged paving stones, when with sun-touched hair you appeared in the street, in the evening, laughing before me, and I seemed to see that fairy with the halo of light who long ago in my lovely spoiled-child dreams passed by, leaving snow down ever from her half-opened hands white bouquets of scented stars.


Translations after Richard Miller from Margaret G. Cobb: The Poetic Debussy. Boston, 1982.

Diane au bois Comédie Héroïque, poem by Théodore de Banville (1883–1885) reconstruction by Richard Langham Smith. 

FOR DUAL-LANGUAGE TEXT SEE SEPARATE LIBRETTO

Diane — Magali Arnault Stanczak 

Éros — John McMunn

Ouri Bronchti — piano
Magali Arnault Stanczak first trained as a cellist and studied singing at the Haute École de Musique in Geneva and the Conservatoire National in Paris.  Recipient of both Stokowski and a Pidem awards, she gained her Masters degree at the Royal College of Music in London, having pursued her vocal studies with Patricia Rozario.

Magali has been performing many major roles (Titania, Eurydice, Iole, Cupid, Papagena, etc.) with conductors that include L. Equilbey, G. Garrido, L. Garcia Alarcon and A. Solomon. Next season, she will make her debut at the Opéra Comique in Paris as the Fairy Godmother in Cinderella by Pauline Viardot.

Recent engagements have included Handel’s  Acis and Galatea at the Festival of Aix-en-Provence and in the Teatro La Fenice in Venice. She has also sung ‘Pie Jesu’ from Fauré’s Requiem at the Théâtre du Châtelet in Paris and a selection of Mozart Concert Arias at the Salle Pleyel. Magali is the winner of singing prizes from many foundations that include Mosetti, Migros, E. Göhner, F. Wald, Lyra, Fritz Gerber and the Yamaha Music Foundation for Europe.

American tenor John McMunn was educated at the Boston University Opera Institute; Harvard University and King’s College, Cambridge, where he served for two years as a Choral Scholar. He was subsequently awarded the Cuthbert Smith and Lucy Ann Jones scholarships to study in the International Opera School at the Royal College of Music in London. He was the winner of the 2009 National English Song Prize awarded by the Association of English Singers and Speakers. 

Among operatic credits are Lucano in L’Incoronazione di Poppea, il Podestá in La finta giardiniera, and Lysander in A Midsummer Night’s Dream for the RCMIOS. He has sung the part of the Madwoman in Curlew River and Stravinsky's Renard for Mahogany Opera. 

Oratorio appearances include roles in Handel’s Messiah, Solomon, Samson, Saul, Israel in Egypt and all of the Chandos Anthems; Mozart’s Requiem and Solemn Vespers; Haydn’s Creation, and numerous masses; Britten’s Canta Misericordia and War Requiem, and St. Nicholas; Bach’s St. John and St. Matthew Passions, and numerous cantatas. 

An accomplished recitalist, he has appeared with pianists Paul Kwak in Britten’s Canticles and The Holy Sonnets of John Donne (Paine Hall, Boston) and also performed these at St. Paul’s Cathedral, London). Among German Lieder he has sung Schumann’s Dichterliebe and Liederkreis and Schubert’s Die schöne Müllerin. He has also performed Warlock's The Curlew and Vaughan Williams's On Wenlock Edge with different ensembles.

After studying accompaniment and solo piano in Switzerland, Ouri Bronchti was offered a position of staff accompanist in Lausanne’s Conservatoire at only 22 years old. After four years there he decided to further his education at the Royal College of Music, studying with Roger Vignoles and John Blakely (accompaniment), John Constable (opera repetiteur) and Neil Thompson (conducting). He completed his studies at the National Opera Studio and since then he worked as a free-lance repetiteur for English National Opera, Royal Opera House (Covent Garden), the Aix-en-Provence Festival, English Touring Opera, Classical Opera Company, the Opera Group, European Opera Centre and other companies. Ouri works also as vocal coach for Aix-en-Provence Academy, Copenhagen Opera Academy, Royal College of Music and the National Opera Studio.

Future engagements include  work for English Touring Opera, Opéra de La Monnaie, the Aix-en-Provence Festival, Amsterdam Opera and Copenhagen Operaakademiet.
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