	O SOLE MIO
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Che bella cosa na jurna ta'e sole,

n'aria serena dop po na tem pe sta!

Pe' ll'aria fresca pare gia' na festa...

Che bella cosa na iurna ta'e sole. 

Ma n'a- tu sole

cchiù' bello,ohi ne'.

'o sole mi o----

sta 'nfronte a te!

‘o so- le,‘o sole mi-o---

sta 'nfronte a te!

sta 'nfronte a te!

Quan-no fa notte e'o so-le

se ne scen-ne,

mme ve ne qua se 'na ma-lin-cu-ni-a;

sotto'a fe-ne-sta to-ia re-star-ria

quan-no fa notte e 'o so-le

se ne scen-ne.

Ma n'a- tu sole

cchiu' bello, ohi ne'.

'o sole mi-o----

sta 'nfronte a te! 

‘o so- le, ‘o sole mi-o---

sta 'nfronte a te!

sta 'nfronte a te!
	MY OWN SUN

What a wonderful thing a sunny day

The cool air after a thunderstorm!

The fresh breezes banish the heavy air…

What a wonderful thing a sunny day.

But another sun,

that’s brighter still

It’s my own sun 

that’s in your face!

The sun, my own sun

It’s in your face!

It’s in your face!

Shining is the glass from your window;

A washwoman is singing and bragging

Wringing and hanging laundry and singing

Shining is the glass from your window.

But another sun,

that’s brighter still

It’s my own sun 

that’s in your face!

The sun, my own sun

It’s in your face!

It’s in your face!

When night comes and the sun 

has gone down,

I start feeling blue;

I’d stay below your window

When night comes and the sun 

has gone down.

But another sun,

that’s brighter still

It’s my own sun 

that’s in your face!

The sun, my own sun

It’s in your face!

It’s in your face!


