


The Artists

Anna MACCIANTI (Rigolerto)

The moving personality of Gilda demands of the performer as
high a degree of itivity and under ding as of wvocal
qualities. We are happy, therefore, to have been able 10
entrust this difficult role to the great lyric soprano Anna
Maccianti whose voice, passionate and yet clear, is able to
convey without the least theatrical ‘effect’ the feelings of a
young girl who discovers love for the first time and chooses to
die in its cause.

Michele MOLESE (Rigoletto and Il Trovatore)

The tenor Michele Molese made his debut at the Teatro
Nuovo in Milan and was immediately in dnnarfd in the
major opera houses. He was invited to the Paris Ogtra,
where his interpretation of the Duke of Mantua was hlghll_y
acclaimed. This pupil of Emilio Piccoli (who trained Tito
Schipa) is one of the most brilliant Italian tenors of the
present day.
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Nedda CASEI (Rigoletto and Il Trovatore)
The wvast repertoire of Nedda Casei embraces most of the
great operatic roles, whether Italian, French or German. Her
magnificent mezzo-soprano woice and her admirable pre-
sentation have given her an enthusiastic welcome by the
public both in Europe and the United States.

Federico DAVIA (Rigoletto)

The wily Sparafucile is not an easy character to bring ro
life; his cynicism and cunning outlook demand much flexi-
bility and understanding from the singer. We find exactly
these qualities in Federico Davia whose subtle interpreration
re-creates the ruffian, one of Verdi’s most realistic creations,
with an impressive presence.

Licinio MONTEFUSCO (Rigoletro)

Since 1960, when he ‘was highly successful in rwo interna-
tional peritic Licimio Montefusco’s career has pro-
gressed rapidly. Immediately engaged by the Tearro Nuovo
in Milan, this outstanding baritone was soon receiving
invitations from all the major opera houses in Europe. The
volume and richness of his voice and the dramatic quality of
his interpretation make him an unforgettable Rigoletto.

Gianfranco RIVOLI (Rigolerro and La Traviata)

Gianfranco Rivoli typifies the great Italian conductor:

lively, sensitive, precise, effective, he enthuses his musicians

with the intense dramatic life that he is able to draw from the

scores, whatever their complexity. Critics of many countries
R s

concur in their recognition of the of this

intelligent and enthusiastic Milanese artist, an inspired and
stimulating leader.






The Artists

Virginia GORDONI (/! Trovatore)

The difficult role of Leonora demands an exceptional vocal
range and guality of dramatic interpretation. The American
soprano Virgimia Gordoni, who appears regularly in the
principal opera houses of the Unmited States and Italy
(notably La Scala in Milan), gives us here a subtle and
refined interpretation, enhanced by the magnificence of her
passionate and pure voice.

Elena TODESCHI (La Traviata)

Elena Todeschi is one of the rare singers capable of ﬁr{nb&
combining pure musical expression with the psychological
demands of the character she is interpreting, the beauty a[ the
woice intensifying the dramatic reality. Sl'u was .ac_flamud
in Paris after an outstanding appearance in Puccim’s Suor
Angelica. The same enthusiasti ption greets her through-

out Europe, whenever she appears on stage or in concert.
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Nello SANTI (/! Trovatore)

The soloists, choruses and orchestra of the Vienna Opera are
under the baton of the maestro Nello Santi. At the Merro-
politan Opera in New York, the Staatstheater in Vienna and
Covent Garden in London, he has shown himself to be an
outstanding upholder of the ‘grand Italian style’. His
interpretation of Il Trovatore distinguishes itself, amongst
other qualities, for its clarity, power and enthusiasm.

Augusto VICENTINI (La Traviata)

Augusto Vicentini began his career at La Scala in Milan,
and one could say that despite the extent of his repertoire and
the great successes he has achieved in many and varied works,
it is in the role of Alfredo that he shows most particularly the
Sfull measure of his art: an art whose warm spontaneity com-

itself diately and letely to the listener.



VERDI (10 october 1813-27 january 1901)

Giuseppe Verdi was born in the same year as Wagner—
that other giant of nineteenth century opera—on the tenth
of October 1813 at Le Roncole, a small village in the pro-
vince of Piacenza in porthern Italy, about 30 km. from
Cremona, 60 km. from Parma and 100 km. from Milan.
His parents, who kept an inn which also served as a shop
for drinks and provisions, entrusted his education to the
village priest.

From his earliest days, Verdi was fascinated by music—
there were the popular musicians, and there was the
church organ which he used to pump. His father bought
him an old spinet which he played constantly, but one day
when he could not recaprure a chord that had enchanted
him, he avenged himself by attacking the spinet with a
hammer! The church organist, Pietro Baistrocchi, took
him under his wing and taught him to play the organ, with
such success that from the age of eleven young Verdi him-
self became organist at Le Roncole and at the nearby town
of Busseto.

He played so well that the parish gave him a grant to
enable him to attend the Milan Conservatory. Unfor-
runately he was not admitted, on the grounds that he was
too weak a pianist! As a result, he had no choice but to be
a self-taught composer. Is this not why, working as he did
for the rest of his life on musical technique, he never
ceased to improve ?

Verdi made his theatre début with Oberto, Conte di San
Bonifacio, which was received at La Scala, Milan, in 1839
as a success ‘not very great, but fairly good’, according to
the composer. The following year, Un Giorno di Regno was
a resounding failure, and coincided with a terrible period
in his life. He was ill,and so penniless that his wife pawned
her jewels to pay the rent. ‘Here begin grave misfortunes,’
wrote Verdi. ‘At the beginning of April my little boy fell
sick: the doctors could not understand his illness and the
poor little soul faded away and died in the arms of his
despairing mother ! That was not enough: a few days later,
the little girl fell ill in her turn, and the sickness had a
fatal end yet again! This was still insufficient! In the first
days of June, my poor companion (five years earlier he had
married Margherita Barezzi, daughter of the grocer
Antonio Barezzi, president of the Busscto Philharmonic
Society) was struck down by violent encephalitis and on the
nineteenth of June a third coffin left my house! I was
alone, alone, alone! In scarcely two months, three beloved
people had gone away for ever! My family was destroyed!
In the midst of these terrible agonies, I had to write and
complete a comic operal!! Un Giorno di Regno was not
liked : no doubt part of the fault lay in the music, but the
performance was also to blame. Tortured in my soul by
domestic misfortunes and grieved by the failure of my
work, 1 felt certain that 1 waited in vain for any consolation
from art, and I decided never to compose again . . )

However, nature took its course and he returned to the
theatre two years later with Nabucco, which was an enor-
mous triumph, not only musically but also . . . politically.
In effect, the principal part in this opera was that of the
Jewish people exiled in Babylon, who sang of their lost

homeland in terms which were applicable to the plight of
the Milanese, subjected to Austrian domination. The
chorus, Va, pensiero sull’ali dorate was soon sung all over
Italy, and the name of Verdi, active militant of inde-
pendence, ‘musician wearing a helmet’ in the words of
Rossini, became a kind of symbol that was chalked on
walls of houses and public monuments, V.E.R.D.L
standing for ‘Vittorio-Emmanuele, Re D’Italia’.

The success of I Lombardi (1843) confirmed that of
Nabucco. The following year, Venice acclaimed Ernani,
after which Attila, I Due Foscari, Giovanna d’Arco,
Alzira and Macbeth were successfully performed in
Milan, Venice and Rome, / Masnadieri in London, and in
Paris Férusalem, which was a revised version of Nabucco.

In 1848 Verdi was in Paris, of which he wrote: ‘In the
midst of this noise I feel as though T am in a desert.” He
was there at the downfall of Louis-Philippe. In April he
returned to Milan, where he shared the enthusiasm and
subsequent disappointment of the Italian patriots, and
wrote a patriotic hymn, Suona la Tromba, which he sent
to his friend the poet Mazzini, with these words: ‘May
this hymn soon be sung, to the sound of the cannon, on
the plains of Lombardy!” On this theme he composed
La Barttagha di Legnano, which was received with wild
enthusiasm, followed by Luisa Miller, which was the first
of his operas in the later style. As Pierre Petit writes in his
excellent Verdi (Editions du Seuil), ‘the loving serenity
and idyllic tranquility of Luisa Miller are a departure from

the violent passions to which the young master had

accustomed us. In addition, one sees in this work a much

closer unity than before between word and note, between

text and music. This perfect harnessing of the music to the

text was previously a characteristic of light works, where

the vivacity of the Iralian people appeared quite spon-

taneously. It was Verdi’s talent to extend this close unity

into the field of “serious” music. By doing so, he gave
greater importance to the text.’

Rigoletto, Il Trovatore and La Traviata were to be the
three most representative and perhaps most beautiful
expressions of this new art.

Following these three masterpieces came I Vespri Siciliam
(1855) in Paris; Simone Boccanegra (1857), Aroldo and
Un Ballo in Maschera (1859) in Italy; La Forza del
Destino (1862) in St. Petersburg; Don Carlo (1867) in
Paris . . .

Verdi was now constantly broadening his style. Without
subscribing in the least to the theories and aesthetics of
Wagner, he noted his contributions in the fields of
dramarisation, orchestration and harmony, and gradually
enlarged his own scores. This can be seen in Aida (1871),
the Requiem (1874) and more particularly in Orello and
Falstaff (composed in Milan in 1893, Verdi being seventy
nine years old!) which, apart from their density of sound
owe little to Wagner but which, without becoming philo-
sophical, are of much the same depth . . .

Last picture of Verdi (Copyright Roger-Violler)



Giuseppina Strepponi, second wife of Verdi (Museo Teatrale
Alla Scala).

Verdi’s life ended sadly. In 1898 he lost his second wife,
the singer Giuseppina Strepponi, and wrote his Pezzi
Sacri in her memory. ‘Now I am alone. Sad! Sad! Sad!
Although the doctors tell me I am not ill, I feel that
everything tires me; I can no longer read nor write; I see
badly; I hear even less and my legs in particular no longer

ita Verdi
Teatrale Alla Scala).

i, first wife of Verdi (Museo

obey me. I am not living, I am vegetating. What have I
left to do in this world ?” He was struck by an attack of
hemiplegia on the twenty first of January 1901 and on the
twenty seventh he died.

A Portrait of Verdi

‘His stature, his body, which remained upright even in his
very old age, and his agile and vigorous limbs, exuded good
health. His lion’s head was framed by thick hair and a
flowing beard, which were a most beautiful black in his
youth and pure white in his old age. His eyes were deep-
set and sparkling . . . A certain simple, rustic quality which
was visible in his face, was echoed in his soul and in his
art: he preserved the mark of his peasant origin in the
simplicity and rigidity of his life, in the force and vigour
of his music . . . He was upright in physical stature, and
upright in moral stature. In fact, his life was a model of
rectitude and integrity, of austerity and goodness. His
serious, reserved nature, which hated compliments and
adulation and loved, on the other hand, solitude and con-
templation, made him sometimes appear hard, severe and
morose and earned him the nickname of Bear. He was, on
the contrary, a good and sensitive person. His tempera-
ment, however, was strong and austere, he liked to be left
in peace and quiet and he detested intruders. This is why
he liked to live at Genoa, some distance apart from the
musical world, in a town which was serious and hard-
working like himself . . .” (A. Bonaventura)

The Musician

As we have said, Verdi must be considered, together with
Wagner, as the central figure, the ‘pillar’ of nineteenth
century opera. And this in spite of himself, for he was
neither a theoretician nor an intellectual: ‘lo sono un
paesano (I am a peasant)!’ he replied to King Virttorio-
Emmanuele, who wanted to bestow letters of nobility on
him. And Verdi, in fact, proud of his humble origins,
claimed that he addressed himself to the greater public, to
the people, and not to an intellectual élite: “The theatre,
yesterday evening, was full to bursting; there is the one
and only thermometer of success!” he declared.

Or again: ‘I too know that there is a “music of the furure”,
but I think now and I will think the same next year, that
to make shoes one needs leather and skin. What do you
think this stupid comparison means except that to put an
opera into music, one must above all have music in the
belly? 1 declare that I will be a keen admirer of the
musicians of the future, on condition that they do make
music, of whatever style or school, etc, but music . . ."

Bizet spoke eloquently on the subject of Verdi: ‘When a
person such as Verdi endows art with a vital and powerful
work moulded from gold, mud, hatred and blood, let us
not coldly remark: ‘“My dear sir, that is not distin-
guished! . . . Are Michel lo, Dante, Shak
Beethoven, Cervantes and Rabelais distinguished 2*

Like most of his contemporaries, Verdi loved romantic
climaxes; he was inspired by Shakespeare (Macheth,
Ouello, Falstaff), Schiller (Giovanna d’Arco, Luisa Miller,
Don Carlos) and Victor Hugo (Ermami; Rigoletto from
Le Roi ¥amuse; an opera that he had planned on the theme
of Les Burgraves). He loved the theatre passionately and
saw it in its total aspect—grand theatre, open to the entire
crowd of spectators, and his music is adapted to this

Verdi (Copyright Musica)

concept in a spontaneous and almost instinctive way:
instead of working ‘word by word’ (in the manner of
Wagner, for example), he takes the movement and lyrical
feeling of a whole phrase or moment of dramatic action.

His methods were simple, direct, a little rough at first
perhaps, but always incisive. He had a fighting spirit, and
the taste for combat (where passion is rarely absent)
inspired in him his most splendid passages.

His music is direct: it is not weighed down by prejudice
or psychoanalysis; it fears neither the excesses nor the
conventions of the theatre; it even manages to transcend
and uplift such conventions, making them necessary and
beautiful in themselves, manifestations and instruments
of art. And above all, his music flows broadly and freely,
without shame, one is tempted to say.

These rich lines, created to express the deepest stirrings
of the human soul, demand of the performers a vocal
range comparable to that of Wagner. However Verdi—by
instinctand b he is Itali is si ly more vocal:
as vocal as, but less economical than Bellini, who managed
to obtain sparkling examples of e/ canto at relatively little

cost.

Does this imply that Verdi is a precursor of the Verismo
school ? Certainly the Verists took inspiration from his
vocal drama and tension which they used to excess, but
Verdi dissociated himself sharply from them when
writing about his immediate successors: ‘If the artists of
the North and South have varying tendencies, then it is
good that they are different. Everyone should maintain
the particular characteristics of his nation, as Wagner has
so rightly said. Happy are you, who are still sons of Bach!
We too, the sons of Palestrina, have at one time had a
great school; now it has become a bastard child and
threatens ruin . . ."

Verdi himself seems to us a realist in the best sense of the
word; a genius who, through theatrical convention and at
times even through the improbable, reaches to the heart
of universal human truth.

Michel-R. Hofmann.
























Side 4
ACT III
On (he bank of lllf‘ river Mincio. On the left is a dilapidated house of two stories. The side towards the
ﬂlld.lcn(‘x‘ has a wide arch on the ground floor, through which is seen the interior of a tavern. A rough
staircase leads to the upper floor, on which there is a garret with a bed. On the side towards the strect
there is a door. The wall is so full of frqcks l_hm it is easy 1o see from outside all that takes place within.
Beyond the river is the city of Mantua. It is night.
(Gilda and Rigoletto are restlessly pacing the street. Within the tavern Sparafucile sits ar a table)

RiGoLETTO: E I'ami ?
GILDA: Sempre.
RIGOLETTO: Pure tempo a guarire t’ho lasciato.

GiLpa: o I'amo.
RIGOLETTO: Povero cor di donna! Ah, il vile
infame! . . . Ma avrai vendetta, o Gilda . . .

GrILpa: Pieta mio padre . . .

RIGOLETTO: E se tu certa fossi ch’ei ti tradisse,
I’ameresti ancora ?

GILDA: Non so, ma pur m’adora.

RIGOLETTO: Egli?

GiLpa: Si
Ri1GOLETTO: Ebbene, osserva dunque.
GILpA: Un uomo vedo.

RIGOLETTO: Per poco attendi.

RIGOLETTO: You love him ?

GILDA: Always.

RIGOLETTO: I had hop’d time would cure you
of that folly.

GiLpa: I love him.

RIGOLETTO: Oh foolish heart of woman! Oh
vile seducer! Yes, thou shalt on him have
vengeance.

GILDA: Nay, mercy show him.

RIGOLETTO: And if you knew that he’s now
faithless, would you still love him ?

GILDA: Perhaps. I know he loves me.
RIGOLETTO: That man ?

GILDA: Yes.

RIGOLETTO: Come here, and you shall see him.
GILDA: I see a man there.

RIGOLETTO: The play’s beginning.

(the Duke, disguised as a cavalry officer, enters the tavern)

GILDA: Ah, padre mio!
DUKE (ro0 Sparafucile): Due cose e tosto . . .

SPARAFUCILE: Quali ?

Duke: Una stanza a del vino . . .

RIGOLETTO: Son questi i suoi costumi!
SPARAFUCILE: Oh, il bel zerbino! (exir)

Duxke: La donna & mobile qual piuma al vento,
muta d’accento e di pensiero. Sempre un
amabile leggiardo viso, in pianto o in riso,
E menzognero. E sempre misero chi a lei
s’affida, chi le confida, mal cauto il core! Pur
mai non sentesi felice appieno chi sul quel
seno, non liba amore!

GiILDA: Father, oh father!

DukE (to Sparafucile): Good evening. Come,
serve me.

SPARAFUCILE: Sir?

DUKE: Bring some wine first; I am thirsty.
RIGOLETTO: You see what life he’s leading.
SPARAFUCILE: A Prertty gallant! (exir)

Duke: Wayward as thistledown toss’d on the
summer wind is heart of womankind, aim-
lessly swaying; hither and thither blown, ever
capricious, for no man staying; laughing or
crying, granting, denying, ever defying, who’d
hold her fast. Ah! none hold her fast. Yet what
felicity that sad fool misses whom woman’s
kisses ne’er have enraptur’d!

(Sparafucile re-enters with a bortle of wine and two glasses which he puts down on the table. He knocks
twice on the ceiling with his sword. Maddalena, dressed as a gipsy, runs down the stairs. The Duke tries
to embrace her, but she eludes him)

(Meanwhile Sparafucile goes out into the street and speaks to Rigoletto)

SpararFuciLE: E 1 vostr'uomo . . . Viver d’eo
morire ?
RIGOLETTO: Piu tardi tornerd 1’opra a compire.

SPARAFUCILE: Your man’s within there; will
you have him dead or living ?
RI1GOLETTO: Anon I’ll come and pay you.

(Sparafucile goes off behind the house along the river)

Duke: Un di, se ben rammentomi, o bella,
Pincontrai . . . Mi piacque di te chiedere ¢
intesi che qui stai. Or sappi che d’allora sol te
quest’alma adora.

MADDALENA: Ah! . . . ah! . . . e venlaltre
appresso le scorda forse adesso ? Ha un’aria il
signorino da vero libertino . . .

DukE: Si . .. un mostro son . . .
MADDALENA: Lasciatemi, stordito.

Duke: Ih, che fracasso!

MADDALENA: Stia saggio.

Duke: E tu sii docile, non farmi tanto chiasso
ogni saggezza chiudesi nel gaudio e nell’amore.
La bella mano candida!

MADDALENA: Scherzate, voi signore.
Duke: No, no.

MADDALENA: Son brutta.

Duke: Abbracciami.

MappaLena: Ebbro! . . .

Duke: D’amore ardente.

MADDALENA: Signor, lindifferente vi piace
canzonar ?

Duke: No, no, ti vo’ sposar . . .
MADDALENA: Ne voglio la parola . . .
Duxke: Amabile figliuola!
RiGoLETTO: E non ti basta ancor? . . .
GiLpa: Iniquo traditor!
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DuUKE: Why need you be so coy, fair maid ? To

you I am no stranger ; one day by happy chance

we mer; believe me, there’s no danger. And

here I stand before you, to tell you I adore you.

MADDALENA: Aha! You can flatter sweetly,

perhaps forget discreetly; I know you, sir, I

know you, a heartless gay deceiver!

DuUKE: Yes, give me a kiss.

MADDALENA: Your manners are too rough, sir.

DUKE: Are you so virtuous ?

MADDALENA: Come, gently!

Duke: Come, be obedient now, and do as

thou’rt commanded. Why make pretence of
ity? The is ripe for pl

Your hand is like a flower that’s white—

MADDALENA: Sir, your talk is folly.

Duke: Nay, nay—

MADDALENA: You’re tipsy.

Duke: I am indeed.

MADDALENA: Drunken !

Duke: I'm drunk with beauty.

MADDALENA: Your compliments are wasted;

my heart you cannot win.

Duke: I offer you my hand.

MADDALENA: Upon your word of honour ?

Duke: Sweet mistress, I adore thee!

R1GOLETTO: Is that not proof enough ?

GiLpa: Indeed, I am betray'd.

Caruso in the role of the Duke of Mantua (cover of Musica

of 1904—Collection C. Chuteau).

The house considered by popular legend ro have
been Rigoletto’s,










IL TROVATORE

Opera is above all a musical form which speaks to the
feelings rather than the intellect and aims to touch the
emotions rather than to convince by reason. The libret-
tisU’s task therefore is to provide the composer with
material which lends itself to musical development and
y vocal line. This was achieved

words that will form an ea
by Salvatore Cammarano, author of the ‘worst’ libretto
that Verdi honoured with his music: 11 Trovatore—The
Troubadour. He took his plot from a Spanish melodrama
by Antonio Garcia Gutierrez.

Let us how the story unfolds.

ACTI

In the guard room of Aljaferia Castle, in Spain, the soldiers
are gossiping about the affairs of their master, the Count
of Luna. We learn from this that the Count passes his
nights beneath the balcony of his beloved, who seems to
prefer the serenades of a certain troubadour . . . The
soldiers, who are fighting off sleep, persuade Ferrando,
one of their number, to tell the story of Garcia, the younger
brother of the Count of Luna: Garcia was still in the cradle
when an evil sorceress cast a spell on him. He began to
decline, and his father thought he could save him by
purting the old gypsy to death at the stake. But the witch
had a daughter who carried off the child to avenge her
mother. The child was never found, nor his captress.
Only the charred remains of a baby his age, on the site of
the witch’s torture, made it appear that he had been the
vicim of terrible reprisals. Nobody knew what had
become of the supposed murderess.

The second tableau of the first act takes place similarly at
night, but in the palace gardens. Leonora confides in her
servant Inés that she is in love with an unknown knight
whom she crowned after his victory in a tournament, and
whom she has seen again in the form of a young trouba-
dour. The two women have just returned to their apart-
ments when Luna and the troubadour Manrico, who is
hidden behind a tree, appear one after the other. Hearing
Manrico’s voice, Luna is consumed with jealousy. He is
reassured when Leonora comes to throw herself in his
arms, But she has mistaken him for Manrico. A ray of
moonlight piercing the clouds dispels the misunderstand-
ing, and Leonora’s expressions of tenderness are directed
elsewhere. The enraged Luna and the ecstatic Manrico
have a violent confrontation. Luna threatens Manrico,
who is not only his happy rival burt also a political outlaw.
They take up their swords and go off to fight a duel,
whilst the young girl falls in a swoon.

ACTII

In the second act, we are in a gypsy camp at the foot of a
mountain. The nomads sing gaily as they work, but are
soon interrupted by the gloomy lament of a woman
sitting by the fire: Azucena. She speaks of a distant event
that has already been referred to in the first act—the
killing of an alleged sorceress condemned to be burned
alive . . . Day breaks and the Bohemians disperse. Only
Azucena remains, and a young man who is none other than
Manrico, and who begs her to tell more of this dreadful
vision that seems to obsess her. She then describes what
we already know, but with haunting detail and a vital
revelation: it was not the Count’s son that she threw in

the flames, but her own, so beside herself was she and so
indifferent to everything except the vengeance demanded
by her mother. Manrico, who thought he was her son,
questions her more keenly and asks, with some naivetd,
‘But who am I, then ?* Azucena retracts her words imme-
diately, pretending that she becomes confused when

remembering the dreadful tragedy, and she ures

se her maternal cares
not just saved his life ? We then learn that after his duel
with the Count, whom he inexplicably spared when he
had him at his mercy, Manrico was defeated in battle and
left for dead by his less generous adversary. Azucena
makes him swear that he will not hesitate to kill Luna if
the opportunity should present itself again.

Manrico that he really is her son, Hz

Their conversation is interrupted by the arrival of a
messenger, who brings the news that Leonora, believing
Manrico killed, is going to enter a convent that very even-
ing. Despite the efforts of Azucena, who wants to hold
him back, the troubadour leaps on his horse and dis-
appears.

The Count has had the same idea as Manrico, and with the
same motive. He wants to prevent Leonora from taking
the veil. We find him in a courtyard next to the convent
with some of his men, including Ferrando, who is trying
to deter him from such an ungodly plan. But he is too
enamoured to listen to the voice of reason and reaffirms
his willingness to confront God Himself whilst, from
inside the convent, the choir of nuns can be heard.
Leonora, accompanied by several weeping attendants,
prepares to cross the threshold of the convent; Luna
emerges from his hiding place and goes to seize her, when
a man bars his way: Manrico! Everyone exclaims in
amazement, and with varying feelings, at the sight of the
resurrected troubadour, who has no trouble in persuading
Leonora to follow him. The Count refuses to give up his
prey, but Manrico’s partisans overcome him.

ACT III

The second act begins with a chorus of gypsies. The third
opens to the sound of a military chorus no less spirited.
We are, in fact, in the Count of Luna’s camp, and he is
preparing to attack Castellor, the stronghold defended by
Manrico. Ferrando announces the capture of a gypsy
suspected of spying. It is Azucena, who is brought in
chains before the Count. She replies evasively to the
interrogation until the moment when the aged Ferrando,
who has recognised her, denounces her. She betrays her-
self by calling Manrico to her rescue, and Luna is over-
joyed: by torturing Azucena, he will strike at the same
time the mother of his worst enemy and his brother’s
murderess.

Inside the castle of Castellor, near the chapel where the
marriage of Manrico and Leonora is to be celebrated, the
leader gives his orders concerning the battle, then seeks to
reassure his betrothed. But the love scene is short-lived.
From the castle windows, Azucena is seen being led to the
stake by Luna’s soldiers. Manrico, overwhelmed, reveals
to Leonora that the gypsy is his mother, and rushes to her
rescuc.
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