to Rachel Santesso and Sabrina Reale

Winds of May

Words by James Joyce
Music by Roberto Di Marino
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The Winds of May
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Winds of May, that dance on the sea,
Dancing a ring-around in glee
From furrow to furrow, while overhead
The foam flies up to be garlanded,
In silvery arches spanning the air,
Saw you my true love anywhere?
Welladay! Welladay!
For the winds of May!
Love is unhappy when love is away!
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Love is un - hap-py when love is a - way!
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Venti di maggio, che ballate sul mare,
ballando in girotondi gioiosi
di solco in solco, mentre sulla cresta
la schiuma vola a inghirlandarsi,
con archi d'argento che fendono l'aria,
avete visto il mio amore in qualche luogo?
Ahime! Ahime!
Venti di maggio!
Amore ¢ triste quando amore ¢ lontano!



