
 

 

 
Guerilla Opera Podcast 
Season3, Episode 1 
 
SONGS OF INNOCENCE 
(English Transcript) 
 
Hi, Guerillas! I’m Aliana de la Guardia, Co-Artistic Director and ensemble member for Guerilla Opera. 
Today we’re bringing you a digital concert, a little different than our usual opera productions.  
 
As you know, during this time, we can’t physically get together to share world premieres of our unique 
new operas with you, but we can bring you music and poetry that’s meaningful to us as artists. 
 
April is national poetry month, so we’re featuring a selection of poetry and music paired together from 
Songs of Innocence by William Blake and from 44 Duets for Two Violins by Béla Bartók played by our 
ensemble member Lilit Hartunian. 
 
As I was reading through the Songs of Innocence I remembered jogging through Winnekenni Park and 
noticed the playground was covered with police tape, so children won’t play on the jungle-gym. To me 
this felt very heavy, and although we were already in isolation for a week or more, it made our 
circumstances feel that much more real and severe. 
 
So I’ve selected the poems that brought me joy to read, and that’s why I want to share them with you 
now.  
 
Lilit selected her favorite movements from these 44 Duos for Two Violins by composer, Bela Bartók.  
 
Bartók collected all of these folk melodies by traveling around Romania and Hungary, so they have this 
same pastoral, country feel. The story goes that he heard an old woman singing a folk song in his early 
20s, and was so taken by it, that he became obsessed with traveling and recording all of these folk songs 
on an Edison phonograph so they would be preserved.  
 
Today, these duos are used as a way of introducing musicians and audiences young and old to music 
from a part of the world that they might not know, and to Bartók’s beautifully dissonant harmonic 
language. 
 
These duos also bring Lilit joy to play and as you watch I think you’ll notice an added element of fun.  
 



 

 

We hope you enjoy this little program. Happy National Poetry Month! 
 
SONGS OF INNOCENCE by William Blake 
 
Spring 
      Sound the flute! 
      Now it’s mute! 
      Birds delight, 
      Day and night, 
      Nightingale, 
      In the dale, 
      Lark in sky,— 
      Merrily, 
Merrily, merrily to welcome in the year. 
 
      Little boy, 
      Full of joy; 
      Little girl, 
      Sweet and small; 
      Cock does crow, 
      So do you; 
      Merry voice, 
      Infant noise; 
Merrily, merrily to welcome in the year. 
 
Little lamb, 
      Here I am; 
      Come and lick 
      My white neck; 
      Let me pull 
      Your soft wool; 
      Let me kiss 
      Your soft face; 
Merrily, merrily we welcome in the year. 
 
The Shepherd 
How sweet is the shepherd’s sweet lot! 
From the morn to the evening he strays; 
He shall follow his sheep all the day, 
And his tongue shall be fillèd with praise. 
 
For he hears the lambs’ innocent call, 



 

 

And he hears the ewes’ tender reply; 
He is watchful while they are in peace, 
For they know when their shepherd is nigh. 
 

Kalamajkó (Maypole Dance) 
Book I, No. 2 by Béla Bartók 

The Echoing Green 
The sun does arise, 
And make happy the skies; 
The merry bells ring 
To welcome the Spring; 
The skylark and thrush, 
The birds of the bush, 
Sing louder around 
To the bells’ cheerful sound; 
While our sports shall be seen 
On the echoing green. 
 
Old John, with white hair, 
Does laugh away care, 
Sitting under the oak, 
Among the old folk. 
They laugh at our play, 
And soon they all say, 
‘Such, such were the joys 
When we all—girls and boys— 
In our youth-time were seen 
On the echoing green.’ 
 
Till the little ones, weary, 
No more can be merry: 
The sun does descend, 
And our sports have an end. 
Round the laps of their mothers 
Many sisters and brothers, 
Like birds in their nest, 
Are ready for rest, 
And sport no more seen 
On the darkening green. 
 

Szunyogtánc (Mosquito Dance) 
Book I, No. 22 by Béla Bartók 



 

 

 
The Lamb 
   Little lamb, who made thee? 
   Does thou know who made thee, 
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed 
By the stream and o’er the mead; 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing, woolly, bright; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice? 
   Little lamb, who made thee? 
   Does thou know who made thee? 
   Little lamb, I’ll tell thee; 
   Little lamb, I’ll tell thee: 
He is callèd by thy name, 
For He calls Himself a Lamb. 
He is meek, and He is mild, 
He became a little child. 
I a child, and thou a lamb, 
We are callèd by His name. 
   Little lamb, God bless thee! 
   Little lamb, God bless thee! 
 
INFANT JOY 
‘I have no name; 
I am but two days old.’ 
What shall I call thee? 
‘I happy am, 
Joy is my name.’ 
Sweet joy befall thee! 
 
Pretty joy! 
Sweet joy, but two days old. 
Sweet joy I call thee: 
Thou dost smile, 
I sing the while; 
Sweet joy befall thee! 

 
 

Mese (Fairy Tale) 
Book I, No. 19 by Béla Bartók 

 



 

 

NIGHT 
The sun descending in the West, 
The evening star does shine; 
The birds are silent in their nest, 
And I must seek for mine. 
   The moon, like a flower 
   In heaven’s high bower, 
   With silent delight, 
   Sits and smiles on the night. 
 
Farewell, green fields and happy groves, 
Where flocks have took delight, 
Where lambs have nibbled, silent moves  
the feet of angels bright; 
   Unseen, they pour blessing, 
   And joy without ceasing, 
   On each bud and blossom, 
   And each sleeping bosom. 
 
They look in every thoughtless nest  
Where birds are covered warm; 
They visit caves of every beast, 
To keep them all from harm: 
   If they see any weeping 
   That should have been sleeping, 
   They pour sleep on their head, 
   And sit down by their bed. 
 
When wolves and tigers howl for prey, 
They pitying stand and weep; 
Seeking to drive their thirst away, 
And keep them from the sheep. 
   But, if they rush dreadful, 
   The angels, most heedful, 
   Receive each mild spirit, 
   New worlds to inherit. 
 
And there the lion’s ruddy eyes  
Shall flow with tears of gold: 
And pitying the tender cries, 
And walking round the fold: 
   Saying: ‘Wrath by His meekness, 



 

 

   And, by His health, sickness Is driven away 
   From our immortal day. 
 
‘And now beside thee, bleating lamb, 
I can lie down and sleep, 
Or think on Him who bore thy name, 
Graze after thee, and weep. 
   For, washed in life’s river, 
   My bright mane for ever  
   Shall shine like the gold, 
   As I guard o’er the fold.’ 

 
Gyermekrengetéskor (Cradle Song) 

Book I, No. 11 by Béla Bartók 
 
A DREAM 
Once a dream did weave a shade O’er my angel-guarded bed, 
That an emmet lost its way  
Where on grass methought I lay. 
 
Troubled, wildered, and forlorn, 
Dark, benighted, travel-worn, 
Over many a tangled spray, 
All heart-broke, I heard her say: 
 
‘O my children! do they cry, 
Do they hear their father sigh? 
Now they look abroad to see, 
Now return and weep for me.’ 
 
Pitying, I dropped a tear: 
But I saw a glow-worm near, 
Who replied, ‘What wailing wight  
Calls the watchman of the night?’ 
 
‘I am set to light the ground, 
While the beetle goes his round: 
Follow now the beetle’s hum; 
Little wanderer, hie thee home!’ 
 

Burleszk (Burlesque) 
Book I, No 16 by Béla Bartók 



 

 

 
NURSE’S SONG 
When voices of children are heard on the green, 
   And laughing is heard on the hill, 
My heart is at rest within my breast, 
   And everything else is still. 
‘Then come home, my children, the sun is gone down, 
   And the dews of night arise; 
Come, come, leave off play, and let us away, 
   Till the morning appears in the skies.’ 
 
‘No, no, let us play, for it is yet day, 
   And we cannot go to sleep; 
Besides, in the sky the little birds fly, 
   And the hills are all covered with sheep.’ 
‘Well, well, go and play till the light fades away, 
   And then go home to bed.’ 
The little ones leaped, and shouted, and laughed, 
   And all the hills echoèd.  
 
Stay home, stay healthy, and stay tuned for more online projects as we continue to find new ways to 
connect with you and share our experience and emotion!  
 
If you enjoyed this program, there are a couple things you can do:  
 

Like, subscribe and follow us on Facebook, Twitter, Instagram, YouTube and all the sozh for the latest 
news, workshops and new content!  
 
Support us by making a donation online at guerillaopera.org/support. Your donation keeps our artists 
working as we bring you these programs of fascinating music at a time when we need it the most! 
 
Thanks so much for joining us. We can’t wait to see you again in person at our live shows! 
 
Poetry     Songs of Innocence by Williams Blake 
Music    44 Duos for Two Violins by Béla Bartók 
Title/Credit Music  looperman.com 
Narrator   Aliana de la Guardia 
Violin    Lilit Hartunian 
Creative Directors  Aliana de la Guardia  

Lilit Hartunian 
Audio Editing   Aliana de la Guardia  

Lilit Hartunian 

http://www.guerillaopera.org/support�


 

 

Spanish Translation (Text)  Alana de la Guardia  
Spanish Translation (Blake)  Unknown 
Sound Effects    Public Domain 
Co-Artistic Directors   Alana de la Guardia  

Julia Noulin-Mérat 
 
Our programs are brought to you in partnership with: HC Media, Haverhill Public Library, Creative 
Haverhill, Opera America, Brandeis University and Boston Singers Resource. 
 
Our programs are brought to you in part through the generous support of the following foundations 
and individuals: Opera America Innovation Grant, Aaron Copland Fund for Music, Alice M. Ditson Fund, 
Amphion Foundation, Boston Cultural Council, Network of Ensemble Theaters, Jim Haber & Susan 
Larson, Robert Henry, Thomas & Katharine Kush, Esther Nelson (in honor of Julia Noulin-Mérat), Peter 
Wender, Julie Rohwein & Jonathan Aibel, Karen Oakley, and viewers like you! 
 

THANK YOU! 
 

CONNECT WITH US 

 
Like and subscribe to @guerillaopera on Facebook, Twitter, Instagram and YouTube 
 

WHO WE ARE 
Guerilla Opera is a Boston-based, artist-led ensemble whose mission is to expand the possibilities of 
opera by immersing audiences in innovative, experimental and thought-provoking new works from 
cutting-edge composers in productions that reenvision the audience’s relationship to the new work for 
profound and lasting experiences. In daring performances that often do not use a conductor, Guerilla 
Opera has garnered a national reputation for “deliciously inventive” (WBUR) contemporary opera with 
The Boston Globe raving that “radical exploration remains the cornerstone of everything it does.”  Visit 
guerillaopera.org for more information. 
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