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) ) 1 ./ ¥
I % r—-‘i
e 4 3 4 — f _ﬁﬁF'fif 1 4 3
) F i
‘ :
IS — i T == e =
v v 33 3359 —vs
" O A € Lo
D
2 4 7 ﬁ
Y w3 g == 1
- e = e :
J - = = =
. f r
p 6
5’,9 B ¢ g ==
_@V_ﬂ v m— I 1 ‘l ‘_t#:
J = == — S e * = . 3
o ri  roEsETISTIES *
2 2 O .
0 — o : et . - =
(> bl iﬁ‘ pel
3
r &
3 4 3
= —— a
= e T 1 T == ﬁi ’
4‘—9‘L—. —
2 0 3 ﬁ‘\/i j l’j &
&/
© Copyright 1968 by SERGIO DE PINNA
26 International copyright secured



| . ~ _‘HJIH
N |
=\1 ﬁv *
[l |
. P
|
b s
7 ﬂ »-
L)
f i T~
w
| !
——J e
T (&
F—_ﬁ
T e
.
o
11

~

P~ E—

qo




@ | |
i I
© TN [~
, 'rl. -4 '\‘ t
_
i
d |
. -
Jexe .\
W . .
_ === == <
_m. ) ,
| .
L ) T’ mw N~
e
e
-
IO R
un.n -
& ¢

-

r

TR—

lo

|
. ;nnum_ = e o m ﬁ xﬁ
L .
L , |
e g
TN il R
.~ . |
L |
e
. 4\ i |
Q| ¥
. . ziz —Tﬂ
I e T
xf =i
- N
I
O
2 & il

28



0 1 3 @

A
0 b v F1= Jaf b N —
- — T — $ —§ ; v
N 7 be » 3;4 50 e
st
{1 ]2
|
s :
Q) — —
- r :

D.C. sem Ritornello
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Ah! Que saudades que me da daquele tempo...

De modinhas bem choradas que a vida esqueceu...
Ja nao encontro os amigos de outrora,

Reunidos num so canto,

Num descanso, num sO ser...

Velho Bar Vinte, vinte anos sao passados

Ipanema desses dias

Esqueceu a sua histdria

Mal vinha a noite

Eis que surgiam, os violoes

Desse conjunto de chorodes

Moura na Flauta, improvisava,

Chico das Quantas, todas contraponteava.

Velhos e diletos companheiros

Talvez um dia, voltaremos a nos ver...
Quero bons momentos reviver

Seja na rua, na esquina ou na cidade
Parte de um cenario escapou...

Aos nossos olhos, Velho Bar

Se desmanchou

Dando lugar, a um tanto faz...

S6 que nds, ja nao o temos mais.
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Oh how | miss those days...

Well played the modinhas life has left behind...
No longer | find the friends | had back then,
Who gathered in a single song,

Restless in one being...

Old Bar Vinte, twenty years have gone by

Ipanema of today

has forgotten its history:

Night had barely fallen

there came the guitars

of our choro band.

Moura improvised the flute,
Chico das Quantas played along.

Old esteemed fellows,

maybe one day we'll meet again...

| wish to live those great moments

in the streets, on the corner or in the city
Part of the scenery has slipped away

from our eyes: the Old Bar

has come undone

giving way to an “it does not matter”...
We don’t have it anymore.
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