
   
 
 
 

 
 

©    RECURSOS FONÉTICOS ESCM 

 

 

“Black Swan”, The Medium (Gian Carlo Menotti – music and libretto) 
 
 
The sun has fallen and it lies in blood. 
[ðə sʌn hæz ˈfɔːlən ænd ɪt laɪz ɪn blʌd      
 
The moon is weaving bandages of gold. 
ðə muːn ɪz ˈwiːvɪŋ ˈbændɪʤɪz ɒv goʊld  
 
O black swan, where, oh, where is my lover gone? 
oʊ blæk swɒn weə(r) oʊ weər_ɪz maɪ ˈlʌvə gɒn  
 
Torn and tattered is my bridal gown, 
tɔːn ænd ˈtætəd ɪz maɪ ˈbraɪdəl gaʊn  
 
And my lamp is lost, and my lamp is lost. 
ænd maɪ læmp ɪz lɒst ænd maɪ læmp ɪz lɒst 
 
With silver needles and with silver thread, 
wɪθ ˈsɪlvə ˈniːdəlz ænd wɪθ ˈsɪlvə θrɛd  
 
The stars stitch a shroud for the dying sun. 
ðə stɑːz_stɪʧ ə ʃraʊd fɔː ðə ˈdaɪɪŋ sʌn  
 
O black swan, where, oh, where has my lover gone? 
oʊ blæk swɒn weə(r) oʊ weə hæz maɪ ˈlʌvə gɒn 
 
I had given him a kiss of fire, 
aɪ hæd ˈgɪvən hɪm ə kɪs ɒv_ˈfaɪə 
 
And a golden ring, and a golden ring. 
ænd ə ˈgoʊldən rɪŋ ænd ə ˈgoʊldən rɪŋ 
 
Don't you hear your lover moan? 
doʊnt juː hɪə jɔː ˈlʌvə moʊn  
 
Eyes of glass and feet of stone, 
aɪz ɒv glɑːs ænd fiːt ɒv stoʊn  
 
Shells for teeth and weeds for tongue, 
ʃɛlz fɔː tiːθ ænd wiːdz fɔː tʌŋ  
 
Deep, deep, down in the river's bed, 
diːp diːp daʊn ɪn ðə ˈrɪvəz bɛd  
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He's looking for the ring. 
hiːz ˈlʊkɪŋ fɔː ðə rɪŋ  
 
Eyes wide open, never asleep, 
aɪz waɪd ˈoʊpən ˈnɛvər_ʌˈsliːp  
 
He's looking for the ring, looking for the ring. 
hiːz ˈlʊkɪŋ fɔː ðə rɪŋ ˈlʊkɪŋ fɔː ðə rɪŋ 
 
The spools unravel and the needles break, 
ðə spuːlz ʌnˈrævəl ænd ðə ˈniːdəlz breɪk  
 
The sun is buried and the stars weep. 
ðə sʌn ɪz ˈbɛrid ænd ðə stɑːz wiːp  
 
O black wave, O black wave, take me away with you. 
oʊ blæk weɪv oʊ blæk weɪv teɪk miː əˈweɪ wɪð juː  
 
I will share with you my golden hair, 
aɪ wɪl ʃeə wɪð juː maɪ ˈgoʊldən heə  
 
And my bridal crown, and my bridal crown. 
ænd maɪ ˈbraɪdəl kraʊn ænd maɪ ˈbraɪdəl kraʊn 
 
Oh, take me down with you 
oʊ teɪk miː daʊn wɪð juː  
 
Take me down to my wand'ring lover 
teɪk miː daʊn tuː maɪ wɒndrɪŋ ˈlʌvə  
 
With my child unborn, with my child unborn. 
wɪð maɪ ʧaɪld ʌnˈbɔːn wɪð maɪ ʧaɪld ʌnˈbɔːn] 
 
  
 
 
 


