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MARIO LANZA

Alfred Arnold Cocozza was born in Philadelphia in 1921, the same year Enrico Caruso died.  During his short life he became known as the second Caruso; upon hearing him sing,  Arturo Toscanini dubbed him “the voice of the century”.  He was the first singer ever to earn Gold Records in both the classical and popular categories.

He took his stage name “Mario Lanza” from his mother’s maiden name, Maria Lanza. Oddly enough, he actually performed on the operatic stage only a few times, early in his career, earning rave reviews each time.  He was lured away from the world of opera by Hollywood, and he made his reputation in the concert hall (over 150 concerts) and, of course, in the movies, singing popular songs as well as operatic arias.  Enrico Caruso, whose recordings he heard regularly at home from an early age, was his life-long idol.  He portrayed his idol in the M-G-M movie, “The Great Caruso”, one of the top grossing films of 1951.

Lanza’s career was plagued and tragically shortened by ego, alcohol and weight problems.  He died an untimely death of a heart attack in Rome in 1959, at the age of 38.   Ironically, at the time of his death he had agreed to return to the opera stage he had abandoned early on in his career, and was slated to appear in the 1960-61 Rome Opera season as Canio in “I Pagliacci”. 

VESTI LA GIUBBA (“Put on your vest” from Leoncavallo’s “I Pagliacci”)

Recitar! Mentre preso dal delirio 
non so pi( quel che dico e quel che faccio! 
Eppur, e d'uopo sforzati! 
Bah! Sei tu forse un uom? 
Hah! hah! hah! Tu sei Pagliaccio! 
Vesti la giubba, e la faccia infarina. 
La gente paga e rider vuole quà. 
E se Arlecchin t'invola Columbina, 
ridi, Pagliaccio e ognun applaudirà!   
Tramuta in lazzi lo spasmo ed il pianto; 
in una smorfia il singhiozzo e 'l dolor. 
Oh! Ridi Pagliaccio, sul tuo amore infranto! 
Ridi del duol che t'avvelena il cor! 

PUT ON YOUR VEST (“Vesti la Giubba”)

To act! . . . While, delirious,

I no longer know what I’m saying or doing!

And yet . . . it’s my duty . . . Force yourself!

Bah, are you perhaps a man?

Ha! Ha! Ha! You  are a clown!

Put on your vest and powder your face.

The audience pays and wants to laugh here.

And if Arlecchino steals Colombina from you,

laugh, Pagliaccio . . . and everyone will applaud!

Make a joke of your agony and your cries,

make a funny face of your sobs and your pain . . .

Oh, laugh, clown, at your broken love!

Laugh at the pain that poisons your heart!

