E disse in cuore Isotta

from Parisina

Parisina d'Este. married to an Italian marquis, has a doomed
love affair with his son. In this aria, she imagines herself as
another doomed lover, the legendary Isolde. Tristan calls
her, and together they rush to death, and to eternity.

Gabriele D'Annunzio Giuseppe Antiluongo
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. A tempo, un poco piu lento
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And Isolde said in her heart:

"Now where does such melody come from?"
And suddenly she realized:

"It is Tristan!

as once in the forest

he feigned the voices of birds

to enchant me with joy.

Now he' gone, he's gone!

He laments like the nightingale when

it says farewell because summer is dying.
My sweet friend, I will hear him no more!"
And the song rose with such passion.

"Ah, what do you want? That I come?

No, you are mad.

Remember our oath.

Be silent, be silent,

for death lies in wait for us...

But what do I care about death? You call me.
You want me, you want me. Now I come,
now | come with you to death, to eternity



