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Francis Poulenc:

La Courte Paille

Text by Maurice Careme (1899-1978)
| Le sommeil

Le sommeil est en voyage,
Mon Dieu! ou est-il parti?

J'ai beau bercer mon petit;

Il pleure dans son litcage,

Il pleure depuis midi.

Ou le sommeil a-t-il mis

Son sable et ses réves sages?
J'ai beau bercer mon petit;

Il se tourne tout en nage,

Il sanglote dans son lit.

Ah! reviens, reviens, sommeil,
Sur ton beau cheval de course!
Dans le ciel noir, la Grand Ourse
A enterré le soleil

Et ralumé ses abelles.

Si I'enfant ne dort pas bien,

Il ne dira pas bonjour,

Il ne dira rien demain

A ses doigts, au lait, au pain
Qui I'accueillent dans le jour.

11 Quelle aventure!

Une puce dans sa voiture,
Tirait un petit éléphant

En regardant les devantures
Ou scintillaient les diamants.
Mon Dieu! mon Dieu!

quelle aventure!

Qui va me croire, s'il m'entend?

L'éléphaneau, d'un air absent,
Sugait un pot de confiture.
Mais la puce n'en avait cure,
Elle tirait en souriant.

Mon Dieu! mon Dieu!

que cela dure

Et je vais me croire dément!

Soudain, le long d'une cl6ture,
La puce fondit dans le vent

Et je vis le jeune éléphant

Se sauver en fendant les murs.
Mon Dieu! mon Dieu!

la chose est sure,

Mais comment le dire a maman?

11l La reine de coeur
Mollement accoudée

A ses vitres de lune,
La reine vous salue

The Short Straw
Sleep

Sleep is on vacation.

My God! Where has it gone?

| have rocked my little one well;
he cries in his crib,

he's been crying since noon.
Where has sleep put

its sand and its wise dreams?

| have rocked my little one well;
he turns, all sweaty,

he sobs in his bed.

Ah! return, return, sleep,

on your beautiful race horse!

In the black sky, the Big Bear
has buried the sun

and re-lit his bees.

If baby doesn't sleep well,

he won't say "good morning,"
he won't say anything tomorrow
to his fingers, to the milk, to the bread
that greet him with the day.

What an adventure!

A flea was pulling a little elephant
along in its carriage,

while looking at the shop windows
where diamonds sparkled.

My God! my God!

What an adventure!

Who'll believe me, if they hear me?

The little elephant casually
licked at a jar of jam,

but the flea didn't care;

she pulled along, smiling.
My God! my God!

How hard this is!

And | think | must be crazy!

Suddenly, near a fence,
the flea blew over in the wind,
and | saw the young elephant

save himself by knocking down the walls.

My God! my God!
it's really true,
but how can | tell Mommy?

The Queen of Hearts
Softly leaning

on her window-panes of moon,
the queen gestures to you



d’une fleur d’amandier.
C’est la reine de cceur.
Elle peut, s'il lui plait,
Vous mener en secret
Vers d’étranges demeures
Ou il ne’st plus de portes,
De salles ni de tours

Et ou les jeune mortes
Viennent parler d’amour.

La reine vous salue;
Hatez-vous de la suivre
Dans son chateau de givre
Aux doux vitraux de lune.

IV Ba, Be, Bi, Bo, Bu

Ba, be, bi, bo, bu, bé!

Le chat a mis ses bottes,
Il va de porte en porte
Jouer, danser,

Danser, chanter -

Pou, chou, genou, hibou.
"Tu dois apprendre a lire,
A compter, a écrire,"

Lui crie-t-on de partout.
Mais rikketikketau,

Le chat de s’esclaffer

En rentrant au chateau:
Il est le Chat Botté!

V Les anges musiciens

Sur les fils de la pluie,

Les anges du jeudi

Jouent longtemps de la harpe.
Et sous leurs doigts, Mozart
Tinte, délicieux,

En gouttes de joie bleue
Car c’est toujours Mozart
Que reprennent sans fin
Les anges musiciens

Qui, au long du jeudi,

Font chanter sur la harpe
La douceur de la pluie.

VI Le carafon

"Pourquoi, se plaignait la carafe,
N’aurais-je pas un carafon?

Au zoo, madame la giraffe
N’a-t-elle pas un girafon?"

Un sorcier qui passait par 13,

A cheval sur un phonographe,
Enregistra la belle voix

De soprano de la carafe

Et la fit entendre a Merlin.

with an almond flower.

She is the Queen of Hearts.
She can, if she wishes,

lead you in secret

into strange dwellings

where there are no more doors,
or rooms, or towers,

and where the young dead
come to talk of love.

The queen salutes you;

hasten to follow her

into her hoar-frost castle

with smooth stained-glass moon windows.

|
Ba, Be, Bi, Bo, Bu

Ba, be, bi, bo, bu, bé!

The cat has put on his boots;
he goes from door to door,
playing, dancing,

dancing, singing -

Pou, chou, genou, hibou. *
"You ought to learn to read,
to count, to write,"
everyone calls out to him.
But rikketikketau,

the cat bursts out laughing,
returning to his castle:

He is Puss in Boots!

The musician angels

Upon the threads of the rain
the Thursday angels

play on the harp for a long time.
And beneath their fingers, Mozart
tinkles, deliciously,

in drops of blue joy

since it is always Mozart

which is played endlessly

by the musician angels

who, all day Thursday,

make their harps sing

the sweetness of the rain.

The baby carafe

"Why," lamented the carafe,
"couldn’t | have a baby carafe?
At the zoo, Mrs. Giraffe -

doesn’t she have a baby giraffe?"
A wizard who was riding by
astride a phonograph

recorded the beautiful

soprano voice of the carafe

and played it for Merlin.



"Fort bien, dit celui-ci, fort bien!"
Il frappa trois fois dans les mains
Et la dame de la maison

Se demande encore pourquoi
Elle trouva, ce matin-la

Un joli petit carafon

Blotti tout contre la carafe

Ainsi qu’au zoo le girafon

Pose son cou fragile et long

Sur le flanc clair de la girafe.

VIl Lune d’Avril

Lune, belle lune, lune d’Avril,
Faites-moi voir en m’endormant
Le pécher au coeur de safran,
Le poisson qui rit du grésil,
L’oiseau qui, lointain comme un cor,
Doucement réveille les morts
Et surtout, surtout le pays

Ou il fait joie, ou il fait clair,

Ou, soleilleux de primeveres,
On a brisé tous les fusils.

Lune, belle lune, lune d’avril,
Lune.

Modest Mussorgsky;

The Nusery

Text by Modest Mussorgsky
C HsHel

Paccka>ku MHe, HSIHHOLLIKa,
Paccka>ku MHe, Munas,

Mpo Toro npo 6yky cTpaLuHOro:
Kak ToT 6yka no necam 6poaun,
Kak ToT 6yka B nec getein Hocun

W kak rpbI3 OH X 6esble KOCTOUKM,
W kak petun Te kpuyanu, nnakanm!
HsHrowka!

Bepnb 3aT0 nx, peTeii-To, 6yka cven,
Y10 obmaenu HaHO cTapyto,

Many ¢ mamoi He nocnywanu.
Benb 3aTO OH CbEN UX, HAHIOLWKA?

Wnun BOT yTO:

Paccka>ku MHe nyuLue npo uaps ¢ uapuvuei,
YT0 32 MOpEM XXWNK B TepeMy 60raTom.
Ewé uapb BCE Ha Hory xpomarn,

Kak cnoTkHETcs, Tak rpnb BbipacTeT,

Y uapwubl TO BCE HAaCMOpPK 6bin,

Kak unxHET, cTekna B gpebesru!
3Haelwub, HaHoLWKa:

Tbl Npo 6yKy TO y>X He pacckasbisaii!
Bor ¢ Hum, ¢ 6ykoi!

Paccka>ku MHe, HsIHS, Tbl, CMELLHYHO-TO!

"Very well," said he, "very well!"

He clapped his hands three times
-And the lady of the house

still asks herself why

she found, that morning,

a pretty little baby carafe

leaning up against the carafe

just as in the zoo, the baby giraffe
leans its long and fragile neck

against the smooth flank of the giraffe.

April moon

Moon, beautiful moon, moon of April,
make me see in my dreams

the peach tree with a heart of saffron,
the fish that laughs at sleet,

the bird that, far away, like a horn,
sweetly wakens the dead

and above all, above all, the country
where there is joy, where it is bright,
where, sunny with springtime,

they have broken all the rifles.

Moon, beautiful moon, moon of April,
moon.

With Nanny

Come and tell me, Nanny dear,

That old tale you know so well,

About the wolf, that dreadful, wicked wolf.
How he used to roam around the house,

How he carried children to the wood

And devoured them not leaving a single bone
And the children used to weep and cry for
help...

Nanny dear!

Was the reason he ate them every bit,
Because they would not do what their nannies
told them,

Disobeying both their parents, too,

So he ate those children, Nanny dear?

Wait a moment!
| would rather hear about the King and Queen,
Who lived beside the sea in a lovely palace.

He was lame and hobbled as he walked,

Wherever he stumbled, up sprang a
mushroom!

The Queen had such a nasty cold,

That when she sneezed all the window panes
cracked!



B yrny

AX Tbl NpOKa3HuK!

Kny6ok paamoTan, npyTku pactepsin,
Ax Tbi! Bce neTnm cnycTtun!

Yynok Becb 3abpbi3ran YepHunamu!
B yron! B yron!

Mowén B yron!

MpokasHwuk!

S HMYero He caenan, HSH0LWKa,

S yynodek He Tporan, HsaHwoLwka!
Kny6o4ek paamoTan KOTEHOYEK,

W npyToukn pasbpocan KOTEHOYEK,
A MuweHbka 6bIn NanHbKa,
MuweHbka 6b11 yMHMLA.

A HsiHS 3nas, cTapas,

Y HSIHW HOCWK TO 3anaykaHHbIi.
Muwwa YncTeHbKUin, NpUYecaHHbIn,
Ay HAHM Yenuunk Ha 60OKy.

HsHs MuweHbky obuaena,
HanpacHo B yron nocrtaeuna
Muwa 6onblue He 6yaeT NobUTb CBOKO
HSIHIOLLIKY, BOT 4TO!

Kyk

HsHs, HaHowka!

4YTO CNyYMNOCh, HSHS AylleHbKa!

S urpan TaM Ha necouke,

3a 6ecepkoit, rae 6epésaku,

CTpoun AOMUK U3 IYHNHOYEK KNTEHOBbIX,
Tex, 4TO MHe MaMa, caMma Mama Hallenana.
[oMuK y>k coBcem nocTpoun,

[OMWK C KpbILLIKOW, HACTOALLUMIA AOMUK,
Bapyr!

Ho camoi KpblILKe XXyK cnauT,
OrpoMHbIiA, YEPHBbIN, TONCTY TaKoid,
ycamu LEBENUT CTPALLUHO Tak,

W npsamo Ha MeHs BCé cMoTpuT!
Wcnyrancs a! A XXyk ryauT, 3nuTcs,
Kpbinbs pacTonbipun,

CXBaTUTb MeHs Xxo4eT! . . .

W HaneTten, B BUCo4eKk MeHs yaapwn!
S npuTanncs, HAHLWKA,

npwucen, 60t0Cb NoLeBeNIbHY TbCA!
TonbKo rnasok 0AMH Yy Tb-4yTb OTKPbISI,
W uTo->xe, nocnyLian, HAHoLWKa:

XKyK nexxuT, CnoXXusLIM Nnanku,
KBEPXY HOCMKOM, Ha CrUHKE,

M y>X He 3nUTCS, U ycaMu He LUEBENUT,

W He ryaunT y>X, TOMbKO KPbISbILWKA APOXKaT.

YT0-X, OH YMep, Wb NpUTBOPUICA?
YT0-XK 9T0, UTO-XE,

CKa>XW MHe, HsIHS1, C XKYKOM-TO cTanocb?
MeHs yaapun, a cam ceanuncs!

YT0-XX 9TO C HAM CTanocCh, C >XyKOM-To!

Yes, oh Nanny dear,

| don't want to hear about the wolf again,
Let us leave him!

Let me hear the other, yes! that funny tale!

In the corner

Ah, you, mischievous boy!
My wool is upset, my needles astray,

Dear me!

All my stitches are dropped!

My knitting with ink is bespattered!
To the corner

Go to the corner

Mischievous boy!

I've never done a single thing at all, dear
Nanny,

Never once did | touch your knitting!

The kitten played around and spoiled your
wool,

And needles all came out because of that.
And Mishenka behaved himself,
Mishenka was as good as gold.

But Nursey is a bad old thing,

and her nose is very dirty;

Misha's hair is smooth and nicely brushed,
Nanny's cap is never straight.

For no earthly reason Nanny's cross,

And | am sent in the corner here.

Little Misha doesn't love you any more
Nanny, so there!

The beetle

Nanny, dear Nanny!

think how awful, let me tell you!

On the grass | sat while playing,

By the arbor near the birches,

Busy building such a pretty house of maple,

With the pieces Mummy dear herself has cut
me.

Finished was my little cottage,

With a roof on, like a proper cottage...

Then!

There came a beetle and sat on my roof,
Big black one, thick and fat, oh! so fat,
His beard started wagging up and down,
His wicked eyes fixed upon me!

| was terrified! and then he buzzed loudly,
Spread his wings wide open

and flew towards me quickly.



C KykJo#

Tsna, 6aii, 6an, Tana, cnu, yCHW,

YromoH Te6s Bo3bMu! Tsna! Cnats Hago!
Tsana, cnu, ycHu, Tany 6yka cbecr,
cepblil BONK BO3bMET,

B TEMHbIN Nnec cHecéT.

Tsana, cnu, ycHu!

YT0 BO CHE YBUAMULLb, MHE NPO TO
pacckaxkeLlb:

Mpo oCTPOB YyAHbIW, FAE HU XKHYT HU CEIOT,
["ae UBETYT v 3petOT rpyLUn HaNMBHbIE,
[eHb 1 HoYb NOKT NTUYKK 30/10Tble!
Baii, 6ai, 6ato 6ain, 6aii, 6ai, Tsana!

Ha coH rpsaywmii

,,J-ocnoan nomunyin nany n mamy

n cnacu ux, Nocnopau!

[ocnoan nomunyii 6patua BaceHbky
n 6paTtua MueHbky!

[ocnoan nomunyii 6abyLUKy CTapeHbKyH,
Mownw Tbl el go6poe 340poBbULIE,
BabyLike no6peHbKON,

6abyLuke cTapeHbkoi, Mocnoam!

N cnacu, boxke Hauw, TéTo KaTto,
TéTI0 HaTawy, TéTio Mawy, TéTto MNapaluy,
Tétei o6y, Bapto, n Cauy,

n Onio, n TaHro, n Hapto,

Oapen MeTio n Konto, asapen Bonoato
n Mpuwy, n Cawly, u BCex ux,
[ocnoawn, cnacu n nomunyin,

n ®unio, n BaHto, n MuTio, n lMeTto,

n Oawy, Mawy, CoHto, JyHOLWKY. . .
Hsans! a, HaHsa! Kak ganblue, HAHA?
,,BuLb Tbl, NnpokasHuua kakas!

Y>K CKOMbKO pas yuuna:

[ocnoan noMunyii n MeHs rpeLHyto!™
.,/ -ocnoan NnoMunyin n MeHs rpeLuHyo!
Tak, HaHoWKa?™

[Moexan Ha nanoyke

,Fen! 'on, ron! e, nogu! eid! leid!
Ta, ..., Ta, reit! Ta, ..., Ta, noagu!
Tnpy!. .. cToii! Bacs, a Bacs!
Cnywaii, npuxoam urpaTb ceroaHs!
Tonbko He no3aHo!

Hy Tb1, ron! Mon! Mpowaii, Bacs!

5 B KOkkun noexan...

Tonbko K Beyepy HenpemeHHo 6yay,
Mbl BeAb paHo, 04eHb paHo cnaTb
JIOXKMUMCS....

Mpuxoan, cmoTtpu!

Ta, ... Ta, ren! Ta, ..., Ta, nogu!

[on! "eir, noan! Ieid, reid noan! e, ren!

And with a bound he hit me upon my temple.
So | bent down, Nanny dear,

Sat still and hardly dared to breathe!

One little peep | gave out of my eyes...

And fancy, what do you think, Nanny?

On his back there lay the beetle,

Held both feet together folded,

No longer angry, and his beard had ceased to
waggle,

No buzz left in him, just his wings could move
a bit.

Was he dead then, or only foxing?

What was he up to?
Oh tell me, Nanny! What's your opinion?

A blow he gave me, perhaps his last one!
What was he up to, that beetle?

With Dolly

Hush-a-by, Dolly, go to sleep!
Close your little eyes! Dolly! sleep, will you!

Dolly, go to sleep, for if you're not good,
Great big wolf will come,
and steal you from home.

Dolly, go to sleep.
And you shall have sweet dreams,

Of fairies' gardens, lots of fruit-trees growing,

But when no one's looking

Fruit is turned to cakes and candy!
Come now, go to sleep, to sleep, Dolly!

At Bedtime

"Gentle God, watch over father and mother,
Bless, and keep them safe from harm!
Gentle God, watch over brother Vasenka

and brother Mishenka.
God, watch over Grandma who is so kind!

Give unto her years of health and happiness!
She is so very good,

she is so very old, God!

And bless, our Lord, aunt Katya,



Paszpasnto!
Oi4, 60nbHo! O, Hory! Oi4, 6onbHo! O, Hory.

,,Munbiii MO, MO Manb4mnk, 4YTO 3a rope?
Hy, nonHo nnakatb!

MpoiipéT, mon gpyr!

MocToii-ka, BCTaHb Ha HOXXKMN NPSMO:

BoT Tak, amta! NocmoTpw, Kakas npenecTsb!
Buanwb?

B kycTax HaneBso! Ax, 4TO 3a NTU4ka ansHas!
YT1o 3a Népbiwku!

Buanwb? ... Hy yto? MNpowno?™

,,Mpowwno! A B KOkku cbeaann, mamal
Tenepb AOMOW TOPOMUTBLCS HAZO ...

[on! Fon! MocTtu 6yayT... lon!

ToponuTbesa Hago!...™

Kot MaTpoc

A4, aii, aid, ail, Mama, munas mamal
MNo6exxana s 3a 30HTUKOM,

Mama, O4eHb Beb Xapko,

LLlapuna B KoMoA4e 1 B cToNe uckana:
HeT, KaK Hapo4Ho!

S BTOpONsix K OKHy noabexkana,
MOXET 6bITb 30HTVK TaM nosabbina. . .
Bapyr Buxy, Ha OKHe-TO, KOT Hal MaTpoc,
3abpaBLUMCb Ha KNeTKy, CKpebeT!
CHerupb ApoXWT, 3a6UNCS B Yrof, NMULLKUT.
310 MeHs B3sino!

,,9, 6paT, A0 NTUYEK Tbl Nakom!

HeT, noctoi, nonancs. Bulib-Tol, KoT!™
Kak H1 B 4éM He 6biBano CTOH £,
CMOTPH B CTOPOHKY,

Tonbko rnasom 0AHWUM MOAMEYHak:
CTpaHHO 4TOo-TO!

KoT cnokoiiHo B rnasa MHe CMOTpWT,

A cam y>X nany B KN1eTKy 3aHOCUT:
Tonbko YTO AyMan CxBaTUTb CHETUPS,
a a ero xnon!

Mawma, kakas TBépaas knetkal
MNanbuam Tak 6onbHO, Mmama!

Mawma! BOT B cambix KOHUMKAX, BOT TYT,
Tak HOeT, HOET Tak...

HeT! kakoB KOT-TO, MamMa, a?

Xavier Montsalvatge
Canciones para ninos

Text by Frederico Garcia Lorca
|. Paisaje

La tarde equivocada se vistid de frio.
Detras de los cristales turbios, todos los nifos,
Ven convertirse en pajaros un arbol amarillo.

La tarde esta tendida a lo largo del rio.
Y un rubor de manzana tiembla en los
tejadillos.

Aunt Natasha, aunt Masha, aunt Parasha,

And my aunties Lyuba, Varya and Sasha,
and Olya, and Tanya, and Nadya,

Uncles Petya and Kolya, uncles Volodya
and Grisha, and Sasha, and the rest of them.
God, protect and defend them,

With Filya and Vanya and Mitya, and Petya
And Dasha, Pasha, Sonya, Dunyushka...

Nanny, do tell me what comes next?"
"Really, what a dreadful memory!
How often must | tell you:

God, watch over and protect little me."
"God, watch over and protect little me.
Now is it right, Nanny?"

Riding the Hobby Horse

"Hi! Trot! Trot, trot! get along! Gee up! Gee up!
Gee up! Gee up! One we go! Still faster!
Enough! Who, whoa! Vasya, hi Vasya!

Listen, will you come and play this evening?

Come very early!
Gee up now! trot! Goodbye, Vasya!

I've to go a distance...

But I'll be home long before it's dark,

For you know I'm put to bed so dreadfully
early...

Promise don't be late!

Gee up! Still faster!

Gee up! Hi, quickly, trot, trot!

Oh it hurts! Oh, my leg! Oh it hurts! Oh my
leg!l..."

"My darling, what's the matter?

You mustn't cry now,

It will soon be better, my love!

Come, stand up properly:

There, my child, Look isn't that lovely!

Can you see?

In the bushes on the left! Oh, what a
wonderful little bird!

What wonderful plumage!

See it? Now come! All right?"

"All right! | have been to Yukki, mummy!
And now | must quickly travel home!
Trot, trot! Visitors are coming, trot!



1l. El largato esta llorando

El largato esta llorando
La largata esta llorando.

El largato y la largata
Con delantalitos blancos.

Han perdido sin querer
su anillo de deposados.

Ay su anillo de plomo!
Ay su anillito plomado!

Un cielo grande sin gente
Montaba en globo a los pajaros. Ah.

El sol, capitan redondo
Lleva un chalesco raso.

Mi radlos que viejos son!
Que viejos son los largatos!

Ay, como lloran y lloran!
Ay, como estan llorando.

11l. Caracola

Me han traido una caracola.
Dentro le canta

un mar de mapa.

Mi Corazon

se lllena de agua

son pececillos

de sombra y plata.

Me han traido una caracola.

V. Cancion Tonta

Mama. Yo quiero ser de plata
Hijo tendras mucho frio.

Mama. Yo quiero ser de agua.
Hijo tendras mucho frio.

Mama. Bérda me en tu almohada
Eso si! Ahora mismo!

V. Cancion China en Europa

La seforita del abanico,
va por el Puente del fresco rio.

Los caballeros con sus leivitas,
miran el Puente sin baradillas.

We must hurry!...

“Sailor' the cat

Mummy, Mummy, listen to my story!

| was just going to look for my sun-shade,
Mummy,

the heat is awful!

| hunted every corner up and down the house
No, | can't find it!

Not on the table, nor up on the sideboard,
could | have left it there by the window?
Then suddenly | spied him, our little cat,

Go creeping so slowly to the cage.

The poor canary he sat there trembling and
chirped.

Wasn't | angry!

"So, Puss, you'd kill little birdie, would you?
All right, I'll catch you, just you wait!"

And as though | saw nothing at all,

| stood quite still,

Gave a peep now and then on Master Pussy.
Just imagine!

Full of deceit he calmly stared in my face
And stretched his paw to the bird cage;
When he was ready to seize the canary

| gave him one, so!

Mummy, it was a hard cage!
Mummy, | have hurt my finger badly,
Right at the very end, oh mummy dear,

They burn and tingle so...
What a nasty cat, Mummy, eh?

Songs for Children

Landscape

The mistaken afternoon got dressed in cold.
Behind the windows, misted up, all the children
See turned into birds the yellow tree.

The afternoon is stretched along the river.

And a red flush of apple trembles on the
rooftops.

Mr. Lizard is crying

Mr. Lizard is crying.
Mrs. Lizard is crying.



La seforita del abanico
y los volantes busca marido.

Los caballeros estan casados

con altas rubias de idioma blanco.

Los grillos cantan por el Oeste.
(La senorita va por el verde.)

Los grillos cantan bajo las flores.
(Los caballeros van por el Norte.)
VI. Cancioncila sevillana

Amanecia en el naranjel.
Abeijjitas de oro buscaban la miel.

Donde estara la miel?
Esta la flor azul, Isabel.
En la flor de romero aquel.

Sillita de oro para el moro.
Silla de oropel para su mujer.

Mr. and Mrs. Lizard are crying
in their little white aprons.

They have lost by accident
their wedding ring.

Oh dear, their ring of lead!
Oh dear, their little leaden ring!

A large, unpopulated sky
Takes the birds up in its balloon.

The sun, that round captain,
wears a silk jacket.

See how old they are!
How old are the lizards!

Oh dear, how they cry and cry!
Oh dear, how they are crying!

Conch

They’ve brought me a conch.
Inside it sings

an ocean atlas.

My heart

is filled with water

and little fish

of shade and silver.

They’ve brought me a conch.

Silly Song

Mama. | want to be made of silver.
Son you will be very cold.

Mama. | want to be made of water.
Son you will be very cold.

Mama, embroider me into your pillowcase.
Of course! Right away.

Chinese song in Europe

The woman with the fan
is crossing the bridge of the cool stream.

The gentleman with their coats
are watching the bridge with no rails.

The woman with the fan
is seeking a husband.

The gentlemen are married to

tall blonds who speak Whiteman'’s language.



The crickets are singing in the West.

(The woman walks through the grass.)

The crickets are singing beneath the flowers.
(The gentleman are off to the North.)
Sevillan ditty

It was dawning in the orange grove
Little golden bees were searching for honey.

Where will the honey be?
It is in the blue flower, Isabel.
In that rosemary flower.

Little seat of gold for the moor.
Little seat of tinsel for his wife.



