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EXPERIENCING L/IEDER

A Lied, by literal definition, is a song in German. This could include 12t century troubadour songs,
folk songs, hymns, and choral works. But the word is most often applied to German and Austrian settings of
late-18™ and 19t century poetry for solo voice and piano. There are literally thousands of significant Lieder:
At their best, they can provide as powerful, riveting, and touching an emotional experience that a listener
can receive from music.

Nearly everything one can experience in life is addressed in the poetry, and nearly every human
emotion is reflected somewhere in Lieder. The combination of words and music can intensify the emotional
experience provided by words or music separately.

The fact that some of the world’s greatest composers were inspired to compose hundreds of Lieder,
representing some of their most meaningful writing, adds to the significance of this genre. The musical
impact can be enormous, whether the finest German poetry was selected to be set, or whether lesser poetry
was utilized.

The extreme concentration of a Lied, where every note and every syllable contain meaning, adds to
its emotional impact. Mere passagework, display or virtuosity for its own sake is not present in Lieder.
They are usually quite short, very frequently less than three minutes.

Intensity should not be measured in size of forces. A string quartet performance can prove to be
more overwhelming than that of an entire symphony orchestra. One person, alone on the stage, reflecting
through the human voice the emotions all human beings feel, and supported only by the piano, truly distills
music to its essence. The effect upon the soul of the listener can be as profoundly penetrating as the intense
focus of a laser beam.

An intimate venue, the only rightful home for Lieder, allows you, the listener, to vividly experience
the emotions of the poetry and music in a way that a large concert hall does not.

LIEDER IN TODAY’S WORLD

In today’s frenetic music world, the Lieder recital has become nearly extinct. Concert managers
aim to attract large audiences to fill large halls, and to hear celebrity artists, who are frequently heavily
promoted as glamorous personalities. The relatively few Lieder which are performed or recorded today are
usually done by those who primarily sing opera, which is an entirely different art form. This is in no way
meant to imply that great opera singers are incapable of also being great Lieder singers. But perhaps an
analogy could be drawn when comparing the skills of a great film actor with those of a great stage actor, or a
painter of murals with those of a painter of miniatures. The size of the theater, the number of singers on the
stage, the lights, the costumes, the orchestra-all of these elements working together facilitate and perhaps
necessitate a broader approach to the singing of opera. On the other hand, the absence of all of these
elements in a Lieder recital allows for a kind of intimacy and immediacy of interaction that is difficult to
emulate on the operatic stage.

TODAY’S RECITAL

Today’s recital is entitled “Life in Lieder.” Deborah Stein and Robert Spillman, in their outstanding
book, Poetry into Song: Performance and Analysis of Lieder, (Oxford University Press, 1996, pp. 6-13)
state the following: “The essential elements of German Romanticism can be expressed in four main
themes . . . the theme of Heightened Individuality . . . the Evocative World of Nature . . . the Seductiveness
of Mystery . . . Spiritual Salvation.”

Heightened Individualism was epitomized by the figure of the Wanderer, “the solitary figure whose
travels through the world reflected a similar spiritual journey within . . . . This Romantic protagonist mused



and brooded, communed with nature and spoke to God . . . . On the one hand nature healed with nurturing
warmth and soothing breezes; on the other, nature destroyed with debilitating cold and menacing

storms . . . . The heightened reactions to the mysteries of the psyche, the world of nature, and the spiritual
were most vivid at night, when darkness provided an escape from daily life and intensified the unknown,
when the poet was solitary and felt more in tune with the mysterious . . . . The theme of religious fervor and
devotion . . . permeates much German Romantic poetry. Religious faith was intimately linked to the
German Romantic longing for death (as spiritual salvation) . . . . The Romantics adopted the medieval image
of death as a gentle release from life’s complexities and a serene return to nature’s peaceful domain . . .. The
image of yearning for peaceful death depicts the Romantic’s conviction that release from all earthly torment
including the inescapable pain of lost love, can be attained through spiritual salvation.”

The selections chosen for today’s performance follow the spiritual journey of the Wanderer, feeling
alienated and longing for lost childhood, for home, for lost love; seeking consolation in religious feeling,
music, and nature; experiencing night and dreams; and confronting death and release. The dates of
composition of these Lieder span the period from Schubert, at the age of 17, on the afternoon of October 19,
1814, penning Gretchen am Spinnrade, universally recognized as the first truly great Lied, to one of the last
works of Hugo Wolf, Morgenstimmung, composed in 1896. The messages of all of these Lieder remain
powerful and relevant today, since they speak of the universal human experience.

It is our hope that after today’s recital you, the listener, will seek out recordings by the great Lieder
interpreters of the past, such as Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau, Kathleen Ferrier, Christa Ludwig , and Elisabeth
Schwarzkopf, preferably with the legendary accompanist , Gerald Moore. These are easily accessible on
YouTube, as well as on CD. We believe one’s life can be greatly enhanced by this rich literature.

HISTORY OF THE LIED

Lieder written in 18" century Germany were intended to be sung in the home amongst friends.
They often resembled simple, accessible folksongs, and had very basic, self-effacing accompaniments.
Several developments coalesced around the turn of the 19% century which allowed the Lied to greatly
blossom: 1) a renaissance and growing popularity of highly personal, emotional German lyric poetry which
was partially a reaction against the rationalism of the Enlightenment, 2) the growing popularity of the piano
as a household instrument, replacing the clavichord or harpsichord, 3) a growing educated, urban middle
class, which prized the arts, as well as cultivated domesticity.

A composer faces many decisions when setting a poem to music. These include: 1) the relationship
of words to music in terms of dominance, 2) whether to emphasize the general mood and meaning of the
poem, or aim to highlight the details of the rhythms and inflections of the words, 3) whether to provide the
same music for each verse (strophic) or allow the song to be through-composed, 4) whether to utilize poetry
of the greatest literary giants or lesser poets, and whether to use poems that are already extremely lyrical, or
are less inherently musical in themselves, 5) what role to assign the accompaniment.

Lieder before Schubert gave obvious primacy to the words, through a simple melody and a clearly
subservient accompaniment. Schubert elevated the importance of the musical elements to equal importance
with the poetry and also increased the importance of the piano accompaniment. He utilized the poetry of 91
poets (some of the greatest, as well as some viewed as mediocre), in a great variety of settings. His 620
Lieder cover a wide range of subjects. His friend Grillparzer wrote, “He made poetry sound and music
speak.” Schubert had a unique gift of combining and transforming Viennese gaiety and melancholy into
universally felt emotions. An unsurpassed melodist, his harmonies and modulations astound in their
unexpectedness, and yet seem so inevitably right. As the legendary accompanist Gerald Moore has written
of Schubert: “I find myself in the evening of my life turning more and more to the master whom Artur
Schnabel described as the composer nearest to God. No one ever expressed himself with such lack of
artificiality; so spontaneous is his song that the process of transplantation from mind to manuscript without
loss of freshness or bloom is miraculous. His heart was full of music, which in its unerring directness,
unsurprising naturalness and sublime eloquence uplifts our soul.”



Schumann, having been almost exclusively focused on the piano in the first dozen years of his
composing, gave the piano a much larger role in his Lieder than it had ever been previously granted. The
piano’s harmonies and frequent melodies are largely responsible for the mood. Extensive preludes,
interludes and postludes are not uncommon. Schumann usually set the poems of the greatest poets,
including many by Eichendorff and Heine, and created a magical atmosphere which reflects the emotional
heart of the poem. The majority (133) of his 260 Lieder were composed in a 12 month period beginning in
late-January of 1840, the year of his marriage to Clara.

Liszt wrote over 70 songs utilizing poems of 44 poets in five languages, the majority of which are
Lieder. The earliest of his often experimental and vastly underperformed songs are sometimes, in his own
words, “mostly inflated and sentimental, and usually overpadded with accompaniment.” Their theatrical
drama can make them seem almost operatic. But Liszt revised many of them later, and, especially in his
later years, composed songs of great intimacy and simple understatedness. Liszt was also important in the
history of the Lied because of his transcribing hundreds of Lieder and performing these transcriptions in the
concert hall—the first time that Lieder in any form were to enter the concert hall.

Brahms aimed for simplicity in his Lieder. Not a literary connoisseur like Schumann and Wolf, he
did not set what was universally regarded as the greatest poetry. He tended to select poems that dealt with
love, nature, home, nostalgia, and death. The words of the poems tended to became a vehicle for a
restrained, narrow ranged melodic line, which often resembled a folk song. But that melodic line and its
harmonization capture the essence of the general mood, and are reflective of his life experiences.

Richard Strauss, while best known for his symphonic poems and operas, composed nearly 200
songs, many of which were for voice and orchestra. Most were written between the ages of 20 and 40, and
are notable for their unique melodic qualities, rich accompaniments and emotional atmosphere. Few
composers have known the human voice as did Strauss. Many of his Lieder were written with his irascible
soprano wife, Pauline, in mind to sing.

Hugo Wolf’s musical output consists almost entirely of Lieder, and there are those who rank him as
the greatest song composer of all time. Most agree he at least brought the Lied to its fullest state of
development. Like Schubert, he lived an itinerant existence without steady income, and was supported and
championed by friends in the intellectual circles of Vienna. Unlike Schubert, who composed consistently
thoughout his short life, Wolf had several frenzied bursts of astounding productivity where he would
produce many dozens of songs over a period of months, and then fall prey to his ongoing depression,
producing nothing. Well over 2/3 of his nearly 300 Lieder were written between 1888 and 1891. In each
fruitful period, his approach was to focus on one poet at a time and nearly exhaust the possibilities. Being a
writer and possessing great literary knowledge (like Schumann, he was a highly regarded music critic,
though unlike Schumann, quite vitriolic in his opposition to Brahms and the more conservative composers
of his time), Wolf was only attracted to the greatest poetry, which included large amounts of Moerike,
Eichendorff, and Goethe. He apparently never set poems of a living poet. The variety and uniqueness of
each of his Lieder is extraordinary. Syphilitic insanity caused Wolf to be unable to compose at all in the last
years of his brief life, and like Schumann, he died in an asylum. Wolf’s intense correlation of text and music
is unsurpassed. Every nuance and inflection of speech is captured in his original, uniquely personal,
declamatory language. However, the musical elements are not understated. The piano writing evokes
fluctuating moods through the utilization of intense, unexpected, chromatic harmonies, some of which were
inspired by Wagner. The piano, therefore, with its huge role, functioned similarly as did Wagner’s orchestra
in creating and supporting the mood of the texts. Yet Wolf’s piano writing never covers or distracts from the
text. It is all in the service of the poetry, but totally reflecting the drama, meaning, and soul of the poem.
There is often a very powerful spiritual, introspective quality to Wolf’s writing, combined with intensely
concentrated gestures. His Lieder have sometimes been called “psychological songs.” With their great
sophistication, they can sometimes be difficult to fully absorb upon first hearing. But they certainly warrant
rehearing and in-depth study. After Wolf, the piano was frequently replaced by the orchestra as the
accompaniment and the venue for the Lied now became primarily the concert hall.



POETS OF TODAY’S LIEDER

Joseph Karl Eichendorff (1788-1857) was definitely one of the most important German
Romantics, with a special sensitivity to nature. The magical, enchanting lyricism of his poetry almost
seemed to be music itself. A civil servant in Breslau and Berlin, he longed for his beloved countryside.

Klaus Groth (1819-1899) was a lyric poet, who wrote of country life in his North German home.
He was a school teacher, a professor, and a friend of Brahms.

Johann Wolfgang Goethe (1749-1832) was the giant of all German literature. His influence on
the late-18™ and 19™ centuries was absolutely enormous. While he was actually a proponent of Classicism
and a critic of many aspects of Romanticism, the Romantics saw much powerful personal subjectivity in his
poetry, novels, and plays. His poetry was set by nearly every significant composer of Lieder in his time and
later. A true genius and complete Renaissance man, Goethe was also a philosopher, scientist, diplomat, and
civil servant.

Jacob Nikolaus von Craigher de Jachelutta (1797-1855) was an important figure in Viennese
intellectual life. Originally from Italy, he travelled widely, translated significant literature, and wrote poetry.

Emil Kuh (1828-1876) was a journalist and professor of German literature. He was prominent in
Viennese literary circles.

Franz von Schober (1796-1882) was a gifted, wealthy, literary dilettante, who was Schubert’s
closest friend.

Matthaus von Collin (1779-1824) was an important scholar, journalist, dramatist, and poet in
Vienna. A professor of aesthetics and philosophy, his home was a venue where Schubert’s songs were
frequently premiered in front of a distinguished audience, with Schubert at the piano.

Hermann von Gilm (1812-1864) was an Austrian lyric poet from Tyrol, who worked as a civil
servant.

Ludwig Heinrich Christoph Hoelty (1748-1776) was the most important poet in the society of
young poets known as the “Goettinger Hain.” His poetry became extremely influential throughout the next
century. A large number of composers set his work, which was characterized by a sweetness, tenderness,
and purity, and frequently reflected his delight in nature.

John Henry Mackay (1864-1933) born in Scotland, but raised in Germany, was a rebellious
thinker and writer.

Matthias Claudius (1740-1815) was the editor of a popular journal, to which he contributed essays
and poems. His consciously simple, natural style brought him enormous success.

Detlev von Liliencron (1844-1909) was an eminent lyric poet and novelist. He was a career
German military officer, who, upon retirement, came to the United States, where he failed to make a living
as a painter, piano teacher, and beer hall pianist. He returned to Germany and worked in the civil service.

Robert Reinick (1805-1852), despite very poor eyesight was a German painter and poet. He was a
personal friend of Schumann.

Program notes supplied by George Fee and Kindra Scharich



Texts and Translations

In der Fremde,
Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857)

Aus der Heimat hinter den Blitzen rot
Da kommen die Wolken her,

Aber Vater und Mutter sind lange tot,
Es kennt mich dort keiner mehr.

Wie bald, ach wie bald kommt die stille Zeit,

Da ruhe ich auch, und iiber mir
Rausch’t die schone Waldeinsamkeit,
Und keiner mehr kennt mich auch hier.

O wiif3t ich doch den Weg zuriick
Klaus Groth (1819-1899)

O wiiBit ich doch den Weg zuriick,
Den lieben Weg zum Kinderland!

O warum sucht' ich nach dem Gliick
Und lie3 der Mutter Hand?

O wie mich sehnet auszuruhn,
Von keinem Streben aufgeweckt,
Die miiden Augen zuzutun,

Von Liebe sanft bedeckt!

Und nichts zu forschen,

nichts zu spahn,

Und nur zu trdumen leicht und lind;
Der Zeiten Wandel nicht zu sehn,
Zum zweiten Mal ein Kind!

O zeig mir doch den Weg zuriick,
Den lieben Weg zum Kinderland!
Vergebens such ich nach dem Gliick,
Ringsum ist 6der Strand!

Mignon
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832)

Kennst du das Land, wo die Zitronen bliihn,
Im dunkeln Laub die Gold-Orangen gliihn,
Ein sanfter Wind vom blauen Himmel weht,
Die Myrte still und hoch der Lorbeer steht?
Kennst du es wohl? Dahin! dahin

Mocht ich mit dir, o0 mein Geliebter, zichn.

Kennst du das Haus auf Sdulen ruht sein Dach
Es glanzt der Saal, es schimmert das Gemach

Und Marmorbilder stehn und sehn mich an:
Was hat man dir, du armes Kind, getan?
Kennst du es wohl? Dahin! dahin

Mocht ich mit dir, o mein Beschiitzer, ziechn.

In a foreign land,
Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857)

From the homeland far away

Clouds gather behind red flashes of lighting
But Father and Mother are long dead,

And nobody knows me there anymore.

How soon, ah how soon shall the quiet time come
When I too shall rest, and all around me

Will rustle only the beautiful stillness of

And nobody will know me here anymore.

Oh. if I only knew the way back
Klaus Groth (1819-1899)

Oh, if I only knew the way back,

The dear way back to childhood

Oh, why did I go searching for happiness
And leave my mother's hand?

Oh, how I long to be at rest,

Not to be awakened by anything,
To shut my tired eyes,
Surrounded by gentle love!

And to search for nothing,

to beware of, nothing

And only to dream, sweet and mild;
To not see the changes of time,

To be a child again!

Oh, show me the way back,

The dear way back to childhood!
In vain I search for happiness,
But find only an empty shore!

Mignon
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832)

Do you know the land, where the lemon blossoms,
Where golden oranges glow in the dark foliage,
Where a gentle breeze from the blue heavens blows,
And the myrtle and laurel stand still and high?

Do you know it well? There! there

Would I with thee, o my beloved, like to journey

Do you know the house, roof resting on columns?
Its hall gleams brightly and its chambers shine,
And marble figures stand and gaze at me saying:
What have they done to you, poor child?Do you
know it well? There! there

Would I with thee, oh my protector, like to journey



Kennst du den Berg und seinen Wolkensteg?
Das Maultier sucht im Nebel seinen Weg;

In Hohlen wohnt der Drachen alte Brut;

Es stiirzt der Fels und iiber ihn die Flut!
Kennst du ihn wohl?Dahin! dahin

Geht unser Weg! O Vater, lal3 uns ziehn!

Gretchen am Spinnrade
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832)

Meine Ruh' ist hin, mein Herz ist schwer,
Ich finde sie nimmer und nimmermehr.

Wo ich ihn nicht hab ist mir das Grab,

Die ganze Welt ist mir vergillt.

Mein armer Kopf ist mir verriickt,

Mein armer Sinn ist mir zerstiickt.

Meine Ruh' ist hin, mein Herz ist schwer,
Ich finde sie nimmer und nimmermehr.
Nach ihm nur schau ich zum Fenster hinaus,
Nach ihm nur geh ich aus dem Haus.

Sein hoher Gang, sein' edle Gestalt,

Seine Mundes Licheln, seiner Augen Gewalt,
Und seiner Rede ZauberfluB3,

Sein Handedruck, und ach, sein Kuf3!

Meine Ruh' ist hin, mein Herz ist schwer,
Ich finde sie nimmer und nimmermehr.
Mein Busen dréngt sich nach ihm hin

Ach diirft ich fassen und halten ihn,

Und kiissen ihn, so wie ich wollt,

An seinem Kiissen vergehen sollt!

Die junge Nonne
Jakob Nikolaus Craigher de Jachelutta

(1797-1855)

Wie braust durch die Wipfel der heulende Sturm!

Es Kklirren die Balken, es zittert das Haus!
Es rollet der Donner, es leuchtet der Blitz,
Und finster die Nacht, wie das Grab!

Immerhin, immerhin,

so tobt' es auch jiingst noch in mir!

Es brauste das Leben, wie jetzo der Sturm,
Es bebten die Glieder, wie jetzo das Haus,
Es flammte die Liebe, wie jetzo der Blitz,

Und finster die Brust, wie das Grab.

Nun tobe, du wilder gewalt'ger Sturm,

Im Herzen ist Friede, im Herzen ist Ruh,
Des Brautigams harret die liebende Braut,
Gereinigt in priifender Glut,

Der ewigen Liebe getraut.

Do you know the mountain with its cloudy peak?
The mule searches for his path through the
clouds;In caverns live the dragons’ ancient brood;
The waterfall sends cliff rocks crashing down!
Do you know it well?

There! there leads our path! Oh father, let us journey!

Gretchen at the spinning wheel
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832)

My peace is gone, my heart is heavy,

I find it never and nevermore.

Wherever I am without him, is like the grave to me,
The entire world is bitter to me.

My poor mind has gone mad,

My poor sense is dismembered,

My peace is gone, my heart is heavy,

I find it never and nevermore.

I only look out the window to search for him,
I only leave the house to search for him.

His stately walk, his noble form

His smiling mouth, his flashing eyes,

And the magical flow of what he says,

The class of his hand and Ah, his kiss!

My peace is gone, my heart is heavy,

I find it never and nevermore.

My bosom urges me towards him,

Ah could I but sieze him and hold onto him,
And kiss him, as I want

So that on his kisses I should perish!

The young nun
Jakob Nikolaus Craigher de Jachelutta

(1797-1855)

How loudly the wind roars through the tree-tops
The rafters rattle, the house shudders!

The thunder rolls, the lightning flashes,

So dark is the night, dark as the grave!

All the same, all the same,

so it raged not long ago in me!

My life roared like the storm now,

My limbs trembled like the house now,
Love flared, like the lightning now

And my heart was dark, dark as the grave!

Rage now, you wild and mighty storm,

My heart is peaceful, my heart is calm
The bridegroom awaits his beloved bride
Cleansed by the purifying embers,

To eternal love betrothed.



Ich harre, mein Heiland! mit sehnendem Blick!

Komm, himmlischer Brautigam, hole die Braut,
Erlose die Seele von irdischer Haft.

Horch, friedlich ertonet das Glocklein vom Turm!

Es lockt mich das siile Geton

Allmichtig zu ewigen Hohn.
Alleluja!

Ihr Glocken von Marling
Emil Kuh (1828-1876)

Ihr Glocken von Marling, wie braust ihr so hell!
Ein wohliges Lauten, als séinge der Quell.

Ihr Glocken von Marling, ein heil'ger Gesang
Umwallet wie schiitzend den weltlichen Klang,
Nehmt mich in die Mitte der tonenden Flut -
Ihr Glocken von Marling, behiitet mich gut!

An die Musik
Franz von Schober (1796-1882)

Du holde Kunst, in wieviel grauen Stunden,
Wo mich des Lebens wilder Kreis umstrickt,
Hast du mein Herz zu warmer Lieb entzunden,
Hast mich in eine beire Welt entriickt!

Oft hat ein Seufzer, deiner Harf' entflossen,
Ein stifer, heiliger Akkord von dir

Den Himmel befirer Zeiten mir erschlossen,
Du holde Kunst, ich danke dir dafiir!

Mondnacht
Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857)

Es war, als hétt’ der Himmel,
Die Erde still gekiisst,

Dal sie im Bliitenschimmer
Von ihm nun trdumen miisst.
Die Luft ging durch die Felder,
Die Ahren wogten sacht,

Es rauschten leis die Wilder,
So sternklar war die Nacht.
Und meine Seele spannte
Weit ihre Fliigel aus,

Flog durch die stillen Lande,
Als floge sie nach Haus.

I await you, my Savior! with a yearning gaze!
Come, heavenly bridegroom, take your bride,
Rescue her heart from earthly confinement,
Listen! The bell rings peacefully from the tower!
That sweet tone invites me

overpoweringly to eternal heights

Alleluja!

You Bells of Marling
Emil Kuh (1828-1876)

You Bells of Marling, how brightly you ring!

A comforting sound, as if the brook were singing.
You Bells of Marling, your holy song
Protectively surrounds the earthly sound,

Take me into the midst of your sounding tide
You Bells of Marling, guard me well!

To Music
Franz von Schober (1796-1882)

O, wond'rous art, in how many dark hours,
When life's ferocious circle entangled me,
Have you kindled my heart to warm love,
Have you transported me to a better world!

Often has a sigh escaping from your harp,
A sweet, sacred chord from you

Opened to me a world of better times

Oh, gracious art, for these I thank you so!

Moonlit night
Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857)

It was as if the sky,

Had quietly kissed the earth,

That she in a shimmering of blossoms
Must only dream of him.

The breeze blew through the fields,
The corn gently waved,

The forest lightly rustled,

The night was so clear.

And my soul spread

its wings out wide

It flew through the quiet lands,

As if it were flying home



Friihlingsnacht
Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857)

Uber'n Garten durch die Liifte

Hort' ich Wandervogel ziehn,

Das bedeutet Friihlingsdiifte,

Unten fangt's schon an zu bliihn.
Jauchzen mocht' ich, mochte weinen,
Ist mir's doch, als kénnt's nicht sein!
Alte Wunder wieder scheinen

Mit dem Mondesglanz herein.

Und der Mond, die Sterne sagen's,
Und im Traumen rauscht's der Hain,
Und die Nachtigallen schlagen's:
Sie ist deine! Sie ist dein!

Nacht und Triume
Matthdus von Collin (1779-1824)

Heil'ge Nacht, du sinkest nieder;
Nieder wallen auch die Traume

Wie dein Mondlicht durch die Raume,
Durch der Menschen stille Brust

Die belauschen sie mit Lust

Rufen, wenn der Tag erwacht:

Kehre wieder, heil'ge Nacht!

Holde Traume, kehret wieder!

Die Mainacht
Ludwig Heinrich Christoph Holty (1748-1776)

Wenn der silberne Mond

durch die Gestrdauche blinkt,

und sein schlummerndes Licht

iiber den Rasen streut,

und die Nachtigall flétet,

wandl' ich traurig von Busch zu Busch.

Uberhiillet von Laub girret ein Taubenpaar
Sein Entziicken mir vor; aber ich wende mich,
Suche dunklere Schatten,

Und die einsame Thréane rinnt.

Wann, o lachelndes Bild, welches wie Morgenrot
Durch die Seele mir strahlt, find' ich auf Erden
dich?

Und die einsame Thrine

Bebt mir heiller die Wang' herab!

Spring Night
Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857)

Above the garden through the breezes,
I heard birds migrating

That means that Spring is in the air
And that down below things are already in bloom.
[ must cry out, I must weep,

It is to me as if it can not be!

Old wonder shines again

With the glance of the moon over there.
And the moon, the stars say it,

And in dreams the grove rustles it,

And the nightingale warbles:

She is yours! She is yours!

Night and Dreams
Matthaus von Collin (1779-1824)

Holy night, you recede away,

Dreams also flitter away with you

Just like the moonlight through the open spaces,
Through the quiet hearts of men

They listen with pleasure

Calling, when the day awakens:

Return again, holy night!

Holy dreams, return again!

The May Night
Ludwig Heinrich Christoph Holty (1748-1776)

When the silver moon glints
through the bushes,

and its drowsy light

mists over the grass,

and the nightingale whistles,

I wander sadly from bush to bush

A pair of doves before me, masked by foliage
coo their delight to me; but I turn back,
searching for deeper shadows,

And a solitary tear falls.

When, o smiling image, which like sunrise
radiates through my soul, shall I find you on
Earth?

And that solitary tear

Trembles all the hotter down my cheek!



Die Nacht
Herman von Gilm (1812-1864)

Aus dem Walde tritt die Nacht,

Aus den Baumen schleicht sie leise,
Schaut sich um im weitem Kreise,
Nun gib acht.

Alle Lichter dieser Welt,

Alle Blumen, alle Farben

Loscht sie aus und stiehlt die Garben
Weg vom Feld.

Alles nimmt sie, was nur hold,
Nimmt das Silber weg des [Stromes,]?
Nimmt vom Kupferdach des [Domes]*
Weg das Gold.

Ausgepliindert steht der Strauch,
Riicke ndher, Seel an Seele;

O die Nacht, mir bangt, sie stehle
Dich mir auch.

Morgen
John Henry Mackay (1864-1933)

Und morgen wird die Sonne wieder scheinen,
und auf dem Wege, den ich gehen werde,

wird uns, die gliicklichen, sie wieder einen
inmitten dieser sonnenatmenden Erde . . .

Und zu dem Strand, dem weiten, wogenblauen,
werden wir still und langsam niedersteigen,
stumm werden wir uns in die Augen schauen,
und auf uns sinkt des Gliickes stummes
schweigen...

Der Tod und das Midchen
Matthias Claudius (1740-1815)

Das Mddchen:

Voriiber! ach, voriiber!

Geh, wilder Knochenmann!

Ich bin noch jung, geh Lieber!

Und riihre mich nicht an.

Der Tod:

Gib deine Hand, du schon und zart Gebild!
Bin Freund, und komme nicht zu strafen.
Sei gutes Muts! Ich bin nicht wild

Sollst sanft in meinen Armen schlafen!

The Night
Herman von Gilm (1812-1864)

Night steps out of the woods,

She creeps softly out of the trees,
She looks around in a wide circle,
Now take heed.

All the light of this world

All the flowers, all the colors

She erases and steals the bundles of grain
from the field

She takes all that is valuable,

The silver of the streams,

The gold off the domes

The bushes stand plundered,
Draw nearer, soul on soul;

O how I fear that the night

will also steal you away from me.

Morgen
John Henry Mackay (1864-1933)

And tomorrow the sun will shine again,

and on the path that [ will take,

shall we, the happy ones, be reunited

upon this sun-breathing earth...

And to the seashore, wide with blue waves

will we descend quietly and slowly;

silently will we look mutely into each other's eyes
and upon us will fall the muted happiness of
silence...

Death and the maiden
Matthias Claudius (1740-1815) Come to my heart,

Das Mddchen:

It’s all over! Ah, it’s all over

Go, savage skeleton man!

I am still young, go my dear!

And do not touch me.

Der Tod:

Give me your hand, you fair and gentle one!

I am your friend, and I come not to punish you.
Be of good cheer! I am not savage,

You shall gently sleep in my arms!



Auf dem Kirchhofe
Detlev von Liliencron (1844-1909)

Der Tag ging regenschwer und sturmbewegt,
Ich war an manch vergessenem Grab gewesen,
Verwittert Stein und Kreuz, die Krinze alt,
Die Namen iiberwachsen, kaum zu lesen.

Der Tag ging sturmbewegt und regenschwer,
Auf allen Griabern fror das Wort: Gewesen.
Wie sturmestot die Sarge schlummerten,

Auf allen Gribern taute still: Genesen.

Allerseelen
Hermann von Gilm (1812-1864)

Stell auf den Tisch die duftenden Reseden,
Die letzten roten Astern trag herbei,

Und laB3 uns wieder von der Liebe reden,

Wie einst im Mai.

Gib mir die Hand, dal3 ich sie heimlich driicke
Und wenn man's sieht, mir ist es einerlei,

Gib mir nur einen deiner siissen Blicke,

Wie einst im Mai.

Es bliiht und duftet heut auf jedem Grabe,

Ein Tag im Jahre ist ja den Toten frei,

Komm an mein Herz, daf3 ich dich wieder habe,
Wie einst im Mai.

Morgenstimmung
Robert Reineck (1805-1852)

Bald ist der Nacht ein End' gemacht,
Schon fiihl' ich Morgenliifte wehen.

Der Herr, der spricht: »Es werde Licht!«
Da mulB, was dunkel ist, vergehen.

Vom Himmelszelt durch alle Welt

Die Engel freudejauchzend fliegen;

Der Sonne Strahl durchflammt das Al
Herr, 1al uns kdmpfen, laB3 uns siegen!

In the churchyard
Detlev von Liliencron (1844-1909)

The day was stormy and heavy with rain

I was at many a forgotten grave,

Weathered stones and crosses, old wreaths,
Hardly to be read the names written thereon.
The day was stormy and heavy with rain,

On all the graves froze the word: Deceased
The coffins slumbered as if dead to the storm,
On all the graves melted quietly the word: Released.

All Souls’ Day
Hermann von Gilm (1812-1864)

Place the fragrant mignonettes on the table,
The last red Asters bring here too,

And let us again speak of love,

As we did once in May.

Give me your hand, that I may secretly press it
And if anyone sees us, what do I care.

Only give me one of your sweet looks,

As you did once in May.

It is blooming and fragrant today at every grace,
For one day a year are the dead free,

Come to my heart that I might have you again,
As once in May.

Morning Mood
Robert Reineck (1805-1852)

Soon the night shall reach its end,

Already I feel the morning breezes blowing.
The Lord says, “Let there be Light!”

So all that is dark must vanish.

From the vault of heaven throughout all the world
The angels fly in joyful proclamation;
The sunbeams illuminate everything.
Lord, let us struggle, let us triumph!



