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To
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My beloved wife whose wise guidance and faith made this book possible.

W. S.

To
Paola Novikova

My esteemed vocal master and cherished friend.

B. C.


Foreword

Singing has been defined by the late William J. Henderson, eminent vocal critic and authority, as being “the interpretation of a text by means of musical tones produced by the human voice.” A knowledge of the text, as it was in the song’s creation, should be the first point of song interpretation, and, for deepest appreciation, should be available to audiences. For as entertainment media are becoming more entrancing and colorful, so must performances on the lyric stage. This can only be done by convincingly strengthening the inner meanings of the lyric repertoire by the performer, and by conveying those meanings to the audience through the voice and by the use of appropriately interpretative program notes. In this country, lamentably mono-lingual, it is necessary that audiences be informed of the essence of the foreign language texts. With the public demanding, both those present and those absent, that they should know more about the values of lyric performances, it is mandatory that all programs be assisted by the use of program notes.

“Program Notes for the Singer’s Repertoire” has been designed for use by professional singers, amateur singers, teachers, coaches and students. The singer, with the pressures of contemporary life, frequently cannot take the time to do the necessary research on songs and to place that information in program notes of a literary form comparable to the artistic values of his recital appearances.

For all persons concerned in any way with the singing art, this book may also be used as a means of becoming acquainted with the basic vocal repertoire. The difference in the amount of time necessary for the acquaintance of poetic and musical values is astounding. These program notes for more than 1,000 songs and arias can be read in less than a week, but the hearing of the music would take much longer. The authors therefore feel that one of their greatest contributions has been made in providing an easier overview of the basic vocal repertoire. Possibly these program notes will also assist singers in thinking more of their art as poetry wedded to a reflecting melody and vocal color.

In addition to use as a technique of choosing a repertoire, this book may further be considered a valuable aid in program building, for the desired contrasts in a program are concerned with a variety of literary ideas, as well as a cognizance of the various colors of the music.

This book, which becomes Volume V in the “Singer’s Repertoire” series, is an outgrowth of the expressed desires of many singers and teachers that the “Singer’s Repertoire” include annotations of the listed songs. We have been fortunate in securing the collaboration of Werner Singer of New York City, who has had a wealth of experience in the concert and operatic field. German-born, he was trained at the Staatliche Hochschule für Musik, Berlin and has conducted operas at the Hamburg Volksoper and the Theatro Municipal, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil. In this country he is widely known, having been a coach and/or accompanist to Mmes. Barbieri, Berger, Leider, Loevberg, Tebaldi and Yeend, and Messrs. Bernac, de Luca, Gedda, London, Svanholm, Tagliavini, Tauber and Vinay. In the academic field, Mr. Singer has established and has been successfully holding summer classes in “Repertoire for Singers” at the University of Colorado.

For many years Mr. Singer has written and collected program notes. These have been supplemented by materials which have been collected in the first and second editions of the “Singer’s Repertoire.” Further translations of important songs have been made so that the songs and arias in this work are representative of the Classic, Romantic, Impressionistic, Modern and Neo-classic schools of composition in foreign languages.

The format of this book is alphabetical by composer, with the alphabetical listing of program notes following. There is an index to song titles and an index to composers. The significant song composers have short descriptive paragraphs in their first entries, which will give information about their styles and vocal contributions. This information may be used in other program notes of the same composer as supplementary material. Repetitions have been omitted in the program notes and the translated lyrics reduced to the essential poetic thought.

It is felt that the songs annotated in this volume represent the basic songs and arias in the French, German, Italian, Russian, Spanish, Portuguese and Norwegian lyric repertoires. Actually over sixty recitals could be given from these songs without a single repetition!

Berton Coffin

Boulder, Colorado.

October 22, 1960


 

 

Villanella (Country song)     Acqua

This is a country song in which a girl sings of a swallow flying through the clear blue of morning, as to the land of Apollo and sunshine.

The nightingale.     Alabieff

Nightingale, where do you sing at break of day? Sing and tell him of my heart’s deep sadness.

Perchè siedi là (Why are you sitting there?)     Alfano

Why are you sitting there tinkling your bracelets? Fill your pail. It is time for you to go home. Why are you splashing the water with your hands - always looking toward the road to see if someone is coming? Why do you tarry? Fill your pail and come home. The clouds gather behind the hill. They seem to pause - looking in your face and smiling. Do not tarry - fill your pail and come home!

Aminte (18th century)     Anonymous

Come with me, Aminte. Life is made for pleasure. In shadows of the forest let us make a tender homage to love.

Amor, fammi goder (Amor, make me happy) 17th century     Anonymous

Amor, make me happy! Let me kiss those red lips which you use as a bow, you archer with the blind on your eyes!

Dites, que faut-il faire? (Tell me, what must one do?)     Anonymous

Tell me, what must be done to keep one’s heart ever true? Must one smile or sigh demurely? To confess to love is not best.

Lamentation napolitaine (Neapolitan lament) 17th Century     Anonymous

Let him weep who sees my suffering. My pain deserves pity. I no longer have joy and cheerfulness, and I no longer see the sun. Fate is angry with me. Death and the tomb claim me. I shall never say why.

L’amour de moi (My love) 15th century     Anonymous

My love is a little garden where roses, lilies of the valley and hollyhocks grow. This garden is beautiful - pleasant and full of flowers. One enjoys it as much in daytime as during the night. But the sweetest thing is the nightingale which sings in the evening and in the morning. One day I picked violets and looked at them. They were white as milk, soft as a lamb, and fresh as roses

Le tambourin (The tambourine) 18th century     Anonymous

Come into the woods, beloved, the place is made for pleasure and play. The birds are singing - the murmuring waters are inviting us to render sweet homage to the god of love.

Quant li rossignol (When the nightingale) 12th century     Anonymous

When the nightingale sings, and the rose and lily bloom, then should the lover offer his song of love.

Preach not me your musty rules, from “Comus”     Arne

Milton’s “Comus” is far removed from the austere Puritanism generally associated with his poetry. It is a masque of riotous pleasure, built on the thesis, “They only live who life enjoy.” Henry Lawes, a contemporary of Milton, first set some of these verses to music, and later, Dr. Arne, the composer of “Rule, Britannia,” accomplished the task even more successfully.

BACH

Bach has been described as a mystic in the true sense of the word, who, by contemplation and self-surrender, sought to obtain union with his Deity. Most of his vocal works are of a religious nature in which a deeply devotional spirit is present. As a great polyphonic composer, even the solo voice is treated as an instrumental line in the fabric of music. Extreme difficulties are presented to the singer since the phrases do not always lie well for the voice.

Bist du bei mir (If you are with me)     Bach

If you are with me, I gladly die and go to my rest. How joyful my end would be if your beloved hands closed my eyes.

Es ist vollbracht (It is accomplished)     Bach

It is accomplished . . . The Lord hath freed me from earthly sins . . . Let me offer thanks to Him.

Good fellows, be merry, from “Peasant Cantata”     Bach

Bach wrote the Peasant Cantata for a friend on the occasion of his taking over a new estate. Despite its severe classic form, the air shows the composer in a jovial mood.

Komm, süsser Tod (Come, sweet death)     Bach

Come sweet death; come welcome guest! From worldly strife I repose. As my eyelids gently close, I wait for thee. Come thou, be my guide.

Chère nuit (Dear night)     Bachelet

Twilight is here. I hear the song of all creation and the sweet perfume of flowers enfolds me. Dear night, cover the earth with thy mysterious charm, for the joys of love are reborn beneath thy wings.

Mot Kveld (Toward evening)     Backer-Grondahl

Flowers, covered with dew, bid the sun adieu. Glowworms glisten on the bushes; butterflies, in their coats of dew, dream of joyous days and fragrant violets, as they nestle in the cup of the blue bell.

Then you’ll remember me, from “The Bohemian Girl”     Balfe

The never-failing melodic charm of “The Bohemian Girl” is not Bohemian but Celtic in origin, for the composer was born in Dublin, in 1808. Of his many operas this is the most famous.

In Act III, Arline, the heroine, has been restored to her father, the Count, from whom she had been stolen in her infancy by a band of strolling gypsies. Secretly she meets her gypsy lover who, with this song, recalls their former happiness.

BEETHOVEN

Beethoven, in his seventy-nine songs, contributed many innovations on which, alone, his fame could endure. His “An die ferne Geliebte” was the first song cycle, and his “Adelaide” can be considered as one of the first concert arias. Both developments were outgrowths of his love for breadth and sweep in the larger musical forms. Another of the larger works is Opus 48, “Gellert Lieder,” a group of songs intensely religious in nature. His vocal lines are not always gracious for the voice, for his revolutionary musical genius could not always be confined to the limitations of the instruments for which he wrote.

Abscheulicher! Wo eilst du hin? (Leonore’s Aria) from “Fidelio”     Beethoven

Inhuman! What next? Neither pity nor mercy can change your hateful mind? Come, Hope, let me reach the far away goal. Love will give me strength. Could I only bring consolation to my beloved husband, imprisoned by the Inhuman’s malice!

Adelaide     Beethoven

Your lonely friend wanders through the countryside, but your image accompanies him, Adelaide! A flower will grow on my grave, nourished by the ashes of my heart, and each little leaf will be inscribed with your name: Adelaide!

Ah! Perfido (Ah, Traitor)     Beethoven

Ah, traitor, you desert me? The cruel words of farewell have wounded my heart! Go and leave me, but the rage of the Gods will follow you! In dreams I see flames and lightnings punishing the perfidious! Oh, no! spare him, raging Gods! I lived for him, so let me die for him! Without him, I cannot live.

An Die Ferne Geliebte (To The Beloved, So Far Away)     Beethoven

1. Sitting by the side of the hill, I look down into the valley where I met my beloved one. She is so far away, mountains and valleys separate us and deny us our happiness. You cannot see my thoughts which I send to you, cannot hear the sighing. Is there no messenger of my love? I shall sing and the songs will tell you of my suffering. Songs do not know distance nor time; they are the bridge from one loving heart to another.

2. I would like to be where the blue mountains are and where the sun sets! Nothing would keep me here, could I be united with you forever!

3. You birds in the heights, you little brook, if you see my beloved, greet her many thousand times. Tell her of my longing and tears!

4. The birds and the clouds will see you from above - could they take me with them! The winds will caress your cheeks and bosom, and play with your silken hair - could I only take part!

5. Spring is here with its gentle breezes. The swallow returns and builds a nest where love shall reside, and pairs are united after the winter’s separation. Spring helps everyone who is in love - but me.

6. Receive my songs, beloved, which come from a loving heart and tell you of my longing. Sing them back in the evening and heart will speak to heart!

Der Floh (The flea)     Beethoven

Long ago a king lived who kept a pet flea and cherished him as dearly as a son. He sent for his tailor and clothed him in velvet, and give him a jeweled order, too. Ha! Ha! He made him a minister and gave him a diamond to wear. All of his relatives were given highest orders. Ha! Ha! The courtiers were no longer gay, for they were pestered by fleas, both night and day. They were forbidden to scratch, no matter how much they were bitten. But we can scratch and kick when we are bitten! Ha! Ha!!

Die Ehre Gottes aus der Natur (Nature honoring God)     Beethoven

The heavens tell the glory of God, as far as the stars are shining. Air, earth and seas repeat the same story. Hear, O man, the voice divine. Who makes the numberless stars of the heavens? Who, from His throne, guides the sun? It appears and shines and laughs from afar and goes its path as a hero.

Lieder des Klärchen aus Goethes “Egmont”     Beethoven

1. Die Trommel gerühret (Let the drum beat)

Let the drum beat and the fife play. My sweetheart, in armor and with lifted lance, sways the crowd and rules the land. Oh, that I might in armor join him as he goes through provinces high and low. The enemy flees with us on their heels. What a joy to be a man!

2. Freudvoll und leidvoll (Joyful and sorrowful)
Happiness and sorrow, longing and pain . . . joy comes only to the soul who loves.

Gott! Welch Dunkel hier! (Florestan’s Aria), from “Fidelio” Beethoven

God! What darkness, what cruel silence! No living creature here but me. What heavy trial! But God is just, His will be done. They put me in chains for having said the truth. My end is near but sweet consolation fills my heart: I’ve done my duty. - What light falls into my grave? I see a consoling angel beside me: an angel, Leonore, my wife, she leads me to freedom - to heaven!

Ich liebe dich (I love you)     Beethoven

I love you, as you love me. We shared our worries and divided our cares. You comforted me when in grief, and my tears dissolved your sorrow. May God bless you, and protect both of us.

In questa tomba oscura (In the tomb’s darkness)     Beethoven

Let me sleep in the darkness of this tomb; while I was alive, you should have cared for me, unfaithful one!

Mignon     Beethoven

Do you know the land where the citron blows, where in the leafy shade burns the golden orange? Do you know that house of gleaming halls and chambers: the cloud-enshrouded mount where dragons lurk? Oh, I would go there with you!

Mit einem gemalten Band (With a painted ribbon)     Beethoven

Spring presents me with roses which I attach to a light ribbon. Zephyr shall carry the ribbon to my beloved and adorn her dress with it. If she sees herself in the mirror, surrounded by roses, she will look like a rosebud. She will feel my heart longing for her and be mine! That which will unite us shall not be a weak ribbon of roses.

Wonne der Wehmut (Joy of sorrow)     Beethoven

Dry not, dry not, tears of eternal love. Dry not! Ah, how cold and dead the world seems to the half-dried eye. Dry not, dry not, tears of lost love.

Ah! Per sempre (Ah! Forever), from “I Puritani”     Bellini

In one of Bellini’s truly magnificent arias from Act I of “I Puritani,” Ricardo sings sadly of his great love for Elvira which will never again be returned because her love is for another. “Ah! I have lost you forever, my only love.”

Casta diva (Pure Goddess), from “Norma”     Bellini

A prayer in which Norma, the Druid Princess, invokes the moon goddess to extend the peace of the skies to the troubled earth.

L’absence (Absence)     Berlioz

Come back, my beloved. Like a flower without sun, the flower of my life is unopened without your rosy smile. What distance lies between our hearts! What space lies between our kisses! O bitter fate, o cruel absence! O great desires unappeased! Come back my beloved!

La mort de Cléopatre (The death of Cleopatra)     Berlioz

The scene consists of three arias, ranging from antique declamation in Gluck’s style, to the Shakespearean vision of Cleopatra, dreaming that her shade greets those of all the Ptolemies. This section bears a motto from “Romeo and Juliet . . .” “How if when I am laid in the tomb . . .” The last section is a death scene, somewhat suggestive of the love-potion music from Tristan, thirty years later. Berlioz used several of the Cleopatra themes in his mélologue, “Lelio.”

Méphisto’s serenade, from “La Damnation de Faust”     Berlioz

After Faust has entered Marguerite’s house, Méphistophélès sings this mocking serenade:

Why, fair maid, wilt you loiter in the shade by the door of your lover? Though the darkness may cover your blushes, have a care! and be good! Heed this one thing, would you escape your undoing - quench the thirst of his wooing with a, “First, if it pleases you, the ring.”

Fanciullo mendico (The beggar boy)     Bettarini

The lyric describes the memory of a meeting with a poor suffering child who will not accept pity. The child’s mother is dead and the child is without bread.

Echo song     Bishop

This famous English composer and conductor was knighted in 1842. He wrote many works of varied dimensions, and also made adaptations from other composers. The Echo Song is a favorite with coloratura singers and requires a fine command of vocalism.

BIZET

Bizet is primarily known for his opera, “Carmen,” written three months before his untimely death at thirty-seven years of age. He had previously written several operas which have been performed without notable success. “Carmen,” characterized by vital rhythms, unusual harmonies and orchestral color, may be considered a verismo opera since it is based upon the extreme realism of a sordid and brutal subject, rather than one based on an inspirational theme.

Adieu de l’hôtesse Arabe (Farewell of the Arabian guest)     Bizet

Since nothing will detain you in this beautiful land, alas, farewell, handsome traveler! If you do not return, perhaps you will recall with nostalgia, the girls of the desert, my sweet-voiced sisters who dance barefoot on the Dunes. O, handsome, white stranger, bird of passage, remember - for more than one of us will remember you.

Agnus Dei (Lamb of God)     Bizet

Lamb of God, who taketh away the sins of the world, Have mercy upon us and give us peace.

Au fond du temple saint (On the steps of the temple), from “Les Pêcheurs de Perles”     Bizet

Zurga and Nadir, two fishermen of the island of Ceylon, meet and swear eternal friendship, resolved to forget that long ago they quarreled over a beautiful priestess in the temple of Brahma. The next moment, they are approached by a procession accompanying a veiled priestess, and Nadir recognizes her as the subject of the old quarrel. He realizes that he is still in love with her. She enters the temple, the people disperse, and Nadir is left alone to dream of the night he followed her to a secret retreat and listened to her singing. In this aria, he recalls that experience and the vision of beauty, revealed when the night wind swept aside her veils.

Chanson de toreador (Toreador’s song) from “Carmen”     Bizet

Escamillo, being toasted by army officers, replies that he understands their life, for toreadors also fight and flirt with death. He then describes a bull-fight.

Habanera, from “Carmen”     Bizet

Love is like a rebellious bird who knows no law. You can call him all you want, but if he does not want to hear you, threatenings or prayers are of no avail.

Pastorale     Bizet

Colin, the shepherd lad, wishes to steal a kiss from his “bergère.” “Non, non, non,” she sings, “you need not steal what I will give you.”

Je crois entendre encore (I believe I still hear), from “Les Pêcheurs de Perles”     Bizet

Bizet’s fondness for exotic subjects is displayed in “The Pearl Fishers,” with its setting on the shores of Ceylon. Nadir recognizes the priestess, Leila, as his love in disguise, and passionately declares his love! “Oh, enchanted night, gloriously divine! Oh, memories so charming, joys that pass like dreams!”

Je dis que riens (I say nothing will frighten me), from “Carmen”     Bizet

Here is the refuge of the smugglers. He is here; I shall see him. The task his mother imposed on me, I will fulfill without trembling. I say that nothing will frighten me; I say, alas, that I can rely on myself. But, although I pretend to be courageous, at the bottom of my heart, I am dying of terror. Alone in this wild place, I am afraid; but it is wrong of me, for Thou wilt give me courage and protect me, oh Lord. I will see this woman who, with her bad influence, has made the one that I loved an infamous man. She is dangerous, she is beautiful, but I will not be afraid. I will hold my head before her. Lord, Thou wilt protect me.

La fleur que tu m’avai jetée (The flower you have thrown me), from “Carmen”     Bizet

Don José reminds Carmen of the flower she threw to him at their first meeting, and, in touching accents, tells how he kept it through the dreary weeks of his prison life. He closes with, “Oh, my Carmen, I lived only for you. Carmen, I love you.”

Duet: Parle-moi de ma mère (Tell me of my mother), from “Carmen”     Bizet

Micaela finds José in the market place and says she has a message from his mother. She brings him money and a kiss, and implores him to return again to his beloved village. In the charming duet, José sings of the joy of returning to his childhood surroundings and his aged mother.

Près des ramparts de Seville (Seguidilla. Near to the walls of Seville), from “Carmen”     Bizet

Carmen, under arrest for the knifing of a fellow worker in the factory, sings of a rendevous she intends to make with Don José at a tavern outside of Seville, owned by her friend, Lilas Pastia.

Still wie die Nacht (Calm as the night)     Bohm

Calm as the night and deep as the sea, your love should be! If your love is as fervent and firm as mine, I will be yours!

Lontano, lontano (Far, far away), from “Mefistofele”     Boito

Long before Gounod produced his opera Faust, based on Goethe’s great dramatic poem, Boito was working on the same theme. However, the first performance at La Scala in 1868 was a failure, due to the composer’s inexperience in dramatic writing. But in the revised production, given seven years later in Bologna, the many beauties of the score won for it the recognition it deserves. This is the duet between Faust and Marguerite in the third act, declaring undying love for each other.

L’altra notte (The other night), from “Mefistofele”     Boito

The other night, they took my child and threw it into the sea; and now they say I drowned it. In this cold and dark prison, my soul is flying away like a sparrow in the forest. Have mercy. My mother is in deep sleep, and they say I have poisoned her. What horror!

A dissonance     Borodin

Your lips say, “I love you,” but falseness is in your voice, smile and eyes. You know that you cannot deceive me.

Aria of Prince Igor, from “Prince Igor”     Borodin

No sleep, no rest for my tortured soul. The night does not send forgetfulness. All the past I relive again, and I see God’s sign of warning. Great fame, my victory over the enemy and glory - all come to a bitter end. I have lost my faithful army for my country - all is lost. Prison, shameful prison! All blame me for the destiny of my country. O, give me my freedom and I shall save my honor and free Russia. My darling, you alone do not reproach me. While weeping and waiting for me you understand and will forgive. Must I be imprisoned while the enemy tortures Russia? I shall save Russia, but the night sends no hope - only the past and its heavy burdens.

Prince Vladimir’s Aria, from “Prince Igor”     Borodin

Now twilight descends and night spreads her silent wings. Gentle night, bring the hour of meeting with my love. How slow the moments of waiting. The hour has come at last for our tender greeting.

The sleeping Princess     Borodin

Hush! A Princess lies asleep under a fairy charm. Suddenly, the elves break the silence with laughing and shouting, but she does not wake. They say that some day a Prince will wake her with a kiss. Will she ever wake? Who can tell!

BRAHMS

Brahms, who was accompanist to many of the finest Lieder singers of his time, had a superb knowledge of the voice as an instrument, which is evident in all of his 194 songs for solo voice. His melodic line was influenced by his interest in folk songs, of which he made 49 arrangements; his harmonies are usually rich in color. His songs are not illustrations of the words, but are basically moods founded on the sentiment of the lyrics, with the melody being of first importance. He was a master of long, sweeping lines and the interpreter of his songs must be a master of the sustained legato. His music is characterized by profound thought and deep emotion.

Ach, wende diesen Blick (Ah do not look at me)     Brahms

Ah, do not look at me! Do not fill my soul again with an ever new passsion. Even when my tortured soul is at rest, one fleeting glance from you awakens pain that stirs my heart like a serpent!

Alte Liebe (Old love)     Brahms

The swallows and storks return from far countries and bring with them the nostalgia of spring, while my heart is heavy with the memories of bygone love. There is a touch on my shoulder - a knock at my door - yet no one is there. I breathe the fragrance of jasmine, though there be no flowers. Someone calls me - someone looks at me - an old dream possesses me and leads me on.

Am Sonntag Morgen (On Sunday morning)     Brahms

I know where you went, so beautifully dressed, on Sunday morning. Many people who saw you came to tell me. While they were telling me, I laughed, but that night in my room, I wept.

An die Nachtigall (To the nightingale)     Brahms

O nightingale, do not sing so loudly your song of love. Your sweet voice awakens a languishing in my heart. I am sleepless and look with wet eyes toward the sky. Fly, nightingale, to the woodland where your mate awaits your kisses. Fly to her!

An eine Aeolsharfe (To an aeolian harp)     Brahms

The wind which resounds through my aeolian harp comes from afar and brings the yearning of my beloved one. In sweet alarm I feel my own longing. Stirred by the delicate breeze which sings in the aeolian harp, the full blown rose scatters its petals at my feet.

Auf dem Kirchhofe (In the cemetery)     Brahms

On a rainy and stormy day, I wandered among long-forgotten graves. The names were overgrown and half legible. On each was the sad word: Deceased. Yet, how free from all storms they rest. Over every grave is perfect peace: Released.

Bei dir sind meine Gedanken (My thoughts are with you)     Brahms

My thoughts are with you. They say that you have bewitched them, and the fire of your eyes has singed their wings.

Botschaft (Message)     Brahms

Blow, little breeze, gently and sweetly around the cheeks of my beloved; play tenderly among her curls: do not fly away hurriedly! If she inquires how I am faring, tell her: “Endless was his sorrow, and most serious his plight. But now he can hope to joyfully live again, for you, lovely one, think of him.”

Da unten im Tale (Down there in the valley)     Brahms

Down in the valley, dark waters run, and I cannot tell you how dearly I love you. You always speak of love and faithfulness, but there is always some falsehood in what you say. If I tell you ten times: I love you, and you do not understand, then I must go on my way. I thank you for the time when you loved me, but hope you will do better elsewhere.

Das Mädchen spricht (The maiden speaks)     Brahms

Swallow, tell me, is it with your husband of many years that you build your nest, or did you only recently marry? Tell me, what are you whispering in the morning? Are you a new bride?

Dein blaues Auge (Your blue eye)     Brahms

Your blue eye has so quiet a gaze that I see your very soul. You ask what I look for there? I see myself restored. A glowing pair once burned me deep; the memory pains me still; but yours are clear and cool as a lake

Der Gang zum Liebchen (Going to the beloved)     Brahms

My dear one keeps her vigil, sighing and weeping as if she would never again see her lover. I’ll hasten and watch o’er my love. Ye cooing doves, and gentle breezes, see that no one steals her away.

Der Jäger (The hunter)     Brahms

Oh hunter, what do you seek here by the brook? There is nothing here to hunt. If you would please my sweetheart, go and shoot the wild boars which break into her garden, you heroic hunter!

Der Kranz (The wreath)     Brahms

“Mother, help me. Look at this wreath of roses. A boy made it and asked me to wear it.” “Don’t be frightened, daughter, just take the wreath out of your hair and forget the boy.” “But the wreath has thorns, Mother, that seem to cling to my hair. And the boy spoke words, Mother, which can never, never be forgotten.”

Der Schmied (The blacksmith)     Brahms

When my lover swings his sledge on the anvil there is the sound of church bells which penetrates the distance. When I go by, the bellows blow and the flames blaze.

Der Tod das ist die kühle Nacht (Death is the cool night)     Brahms

Death is the cool night and life, the sultry day. The willows weep where I rest; a nightingale, among the leaves is singing of love’s delight. I hear it though I be asleep; it haunts my dream.

Die Mainacht (The May night)     Brahms

The nightingale sings in the moonlight of a night in May. Over my head I hear turtle doves cooing of love, but I turn away searching for darker shadows. When shall I look upon the fair and radiant face of my love? The tears are burning on my cheeks.

Die Sonne scheint nicht mehr (The sun shines no more)     Brahms

The sun shines no more nor sends its cheery light. The dark and dreary day fades to joyless night. The fire turns to ashes, yet love is ever burning. O that I were thine, for no matter what befalls me, the sun would shine again.

Dort in den Weiden (There in the pasture)     Brahms

A maiden looks out of a window of a house that stands in a pasture. “Has not the handsomest lad on the Rhine come?” Each morning he goes down the river and sings to his bride. “When the glowworm flies and the nightingale sings, I will have my sweetheart with me.”

Ein Sonnett (A sonnet)     Brahms

Ah, if I could only forget her beautiful, lovely being - her glance and her enticing lips - I might recover. But my heart cannot forget; yet it is madness to set my hopes on her! To linger around her gives courage and life - to go away? - never.

Es träumte mir (I dreamed)     Brahms

I dreamed that I was dear to you, but even as I was dreaming, I knew it was a dream.

Feinsliebchen (Dear sweetheart)     Brahms

My darling, you will never go barefooted. If you will be mine, I’ll buy you shoes and beautiful dresses. Though you are poor, you have a true and honest will, truth and faith that are better than gold. Here, gentle bride that I’ve loved of old, here, is my ring for you.

Feldeinsamkeit (Solitude in the fields)     Brahms

I lie still in the tall, green grass, and slowly send my glance upward, surrounded by the crickets’ incessant song, and wrapped in the blue of the heavens.

The beautiful, white clouds move through the deep blue sky like beautiful, quiet dreams; it is as though I have been long dead and am travelling joyously with them through eternal space.

Geheimnis (Secrecy)     Brahms

O dusk of spring! O warm and gentle breezes! Speak, you blossoming branches, what are you doing so close together? Are you confiding in one another our secret? What are you whispering among yourselves? About our sweet love?

Immer leiser wird mein Schlummer (Ever fainter grows my slumber)     Brahms

Ever fainter grows my slumber and sorrow lies veil-like over me. Oft in dreams I hear you calling outside my door, but it does not open unto you. I awake and weep bitterly. Yes, I shall have to die; you will be kissing another when I am pale and cold. If you wish to see me again before the May breezes blow, before the thrush sings in the wood, come, o come soon.

In dem Schatten meiner Locken (In the shadow of my tresses)     Brahms

In the shadow of my tresses, my loved one lies asleep. Shall I wake my love? Ah, no! With care, I combed my curling tresses in the morning, but all my trouble was in vain, for the wind soon entangled them again. Tresses blown by soft winds, have lulled my loved one to sleep. Shall I wake my love? Ah, no! He must tell me that his grief is past enduring, that my brown cheeks give and take life. “Vixen” he has called me - yet he falls asleep in my presence. Shall I wake him? No!

In der Fremde (Away from home)     Brahms

From my homeland behind the red lightning, clouds come to me. My father and mother are long since dead; I have no more friends to see. How soon, how soon, comes the quiet time in which I, too, shall rest. The lonely woods envelop me. No one knows me here.

In stiller Nacht (In the still of night)     Brahms

In the still of night, at the first watch, a voice complains. The strong wind brings me the sound of sorrow and pain, and my heart breaks. The lovely moon longs to go down and shine no more on sorrow. The stars long to weep with me. No bird sings any more; I hear the wild beasts in stony caverns mourning with me.

In Waldeseinsamkeit (Forest solitude)     Brahms

I was sitting at your feet, in forest solitude, and laid my head on your lap. The sun sank - far off chanted a nightingale.

Kein Haus, keine Heimat (No house, no hamlet)     Brahms

No house, no hamlet, no wife, no child - so I wander, a straw in the wind! Tossed out and back, soon there and soon here; back and forth, and there and here. World, do not ask of me what I do not ask of thee.

Liebestreau (True love) A dialogue between a mother and her daughter     Brahms

O sink your sorrow into the deep sea, my child. “A stone stays on the floor of the sea, but my sorrow always rises to the surface.” And the love in your heart, pluck it out, my child. “A flower dies when one picks it, but true love does not die so quickly.” And your faith, it is only a word, fling it to the wind. “O mother, even though the wind might break a rock, my faith can withstand it.”

Mädchenlied (Maiden song)     Brahms

In the evening the girls spin and sing and laugh with the boys. It won’t be long before the wedding bells will ring for them. But I am all alone and there is no one to whom I can open my heart. Tears run down my face - for what am I spinning? I do not know!

Mei Mueter mag mi net (My mother loves me not)     Brahms

“My mother loves me not and I have no lover; sad and dreary is my fate. What good am I? You know that I was not at the fair last Friday because I cannot bear dancing. I want to die.” Leave the roses at the cross which you see over her.

Meine Liebe ist grün (My love is green)     Brahms

My love is green as the lilac bush and beautiful as the sun which fills it with fragrance and joy. My soul has nightingale’s wings and, drunk with the fragrance of the blooming lilac, it rejoices and sings of love.

Mein Mädel hat einen Rosenmund (My maiden has a rosebud mouth)     Brahms

My sweetheart has a rosebud mouth, and he who kisses it is blest indeed.

Minnelied (Lovesong)     Brahms

The songs of the birds are sweeter when my loved one wanders through the meadows. The lawns become more verdant when her fingers pick the flowers of May. Without her, all is dead, the flowers faded, and the sunset without its splendor. Beloved, never leave me, that my heart may forever bloom with joy.

Nachtigall (Nightingale)     Brahms

Oh nightingale, your plaintive song moves my heart. No, what gives me sweet pain, comes from other, long silenced sounds, which are echoing in your chant.

Nicht mehr zu dir zu gehen (Not to go to you any more)     Brahms

I resolved not to go to you any more, and I go every evening: I have no more command over myself, I no longer want to live. I want to die this moment; yet I wish to live for you, with you, and never die. O speak one word only, one single, clear word to give me either life or death; only tell me your true feelings.

Och, Moder, ich well en Ding han! (Oh, mother, I want something!)     Brahms

A girl tells her mother she must have something. “Is it a doll, a new coat, a beautiful ring?” “No.” “Is it a husband?” “Yes, Mother, that is what I want!”

O kühler Wald (O cool forest)     Brahms

Where are you, cool forest, in which my beloved walks? Where are you hiding, o echo, which understands my song? The forest, in which my beloved walks, rustles in my heart. The echo sleeps in sorrow - the songs have wafted away.

O liebliche Wangen (O lovely cheeks)     Brahms

O lovely cheeks, to touch you, and to kiss you fills me with yearning.
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