	Come Back to Sorrento

Dean Martin

Guarda il mare com´e bello!

Spira tanto sentimento.

Come il tuo soave accento,

che me desto fa sognar.

Senti come illeve salle,

dai giardini(dia  giaremi) odor d´aranci,

Un perfumo non v´ha eguale per chi palpita di amore.

E tu dice parto addio,

T´allontani dal mio core,

questa terra del amor´,

Hai la forza di lasciar.

Ma non mi fuggir,

non dar mi piu tormento,

Torna a Surriento non farmi morir.

Smiling leave I saw you taking

All that once you loved forsaking

And I felt my heart was breaking

Oh, how could you go away.

Ma non mi fuggir,

non dar mi piu tormento,

Torna a Surriento non farmi morir.
	Come Back To Sorrento

(Ernesto DeCurtis) 

Sunlight dances on the sea

Tender thoughts occur to me

I have often seen your eyes

In the nighttime when I dream

When I pass a garden fair

And the scent is in the air

In my mind a dream awakes

And my heart begins to break

But you said goodbye to me

Now all I can do is grieve

Can it be that you forgot?

Darling forget me not!

Please don't say farewell

And leave this heart that's broken

Come back to Sorrento

So I can mend




	Komm zurück nach Sorrento (German)

Höre die Melodie des Wassers

Barrieren von zärtlicher Leidenschaft seufzen

als ob mein Herz fliegen würde

Alle meine Gedanken sind in einen Tagtraum

Siehst Du den liebevoll gepflegten Garten

Atme Orangen-parfümierte Grüße

Nichts bringt mein Herz so zum Schlagen

Wie der Duft dieser Blüte

Jetzt höre ich, dass Du mich verlassen musst

Du und ich werden bald getrennt sein

Kannst Du mich mit gebrochenem Herzen zurücklassen?

Wirst Du niemals wiederkommen?

Zurück nach Sorrento 

Übersetzt von Andrea Seewald


	Come Back to Sorrento

Torna A Surriento

Luciano Pavarotti & Meat Loaf

<<Pavarotti>>

Vide ’o mare quant’è bello,

Spira tantu sentimento,

Comme tu a chi tiene mente,

Ca scetato ’o faie sunnà.

Guarda, gua’, chistu ciardino;

Siente, sie’ sti sciure arance:

Nu profumo accussì fino

Dinto ‘o core se ne va…

E tu dice: “I’ parto, addio!”

T’alluntane da stu core…

Da sta terra de l’ammore…

Tiene ‘o core ‘e nun turnà?

Ma nun me lassà,

Nun darme stu turmiento!

Torna a Surriento,

famme campà!

<<Meat Loaf>>

Hear the music of the waters

Bars of tender passion sighing

Like thy heart to which go flying

All my thoughts in wakeful dream

See the lovely dewy garden

Breathing orange perfumed greetings

Nought can set my heart a-beating

Like the fragrance of its bloom

Now I hear that thou must leave me

thou and I will soon be parted

Canst thou leave me broken hearted? 

Wilst you never more return? 

<<Pavarotti>>

Ma nun mme lassa',

nun darme stu turmiento...

Back to Surriento,

famme campa'!
	Come back to Sorrento: Aveling/de Curtis

Hear the music of the waters,

bars of tender passion sighing

like thy heart to which go flying,

all my thoughts in wakeful dream.

See the lovely dewey garden,

breathing orange perfumed greetings;

Nought can set my heart a-beating,

like the frangrance of its bloom.

Now I hear that thou must leave me,

thou and I will soon be parted

Can'st though leave me broken hearted ? 

Will thou never more return?

Now I hear that thou must leave me

thou and I will soon be parted

can'st thou leave me broken hearted ?

Will thou never more return ?

Then say not 'goodbye' 

Come back again, beloved

Back to Sorrento, or I must die


