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This recital ends with a single song by Franz
Schubert, whose legacy underpins the trajectory of
Romantic song throughout the 19th Century. Robert
Schumann would further revolutionise the genre, and
Felix Mendelssohn, Johannes Brahms and Frédéric
Chopin would make substantial or characteristic
contributions. The younger generations were all
interconnected, with Robert and Clara Schumann at
the centre of a network of composers, performers and
writers deeply invested in both forging new directions
for music and in establishing a sense of musical
heritage and history. Today’s sampling of five
composers’ songs take in many of the recurring
themes of the Romantic Lied: love, loss, longing,
nature, the passing of time and - to start with - the
magical and disconcerting realm of fairy tales.

Mendelssohn’s Neue Liebe opens with elven scene-
setting in the piano, and after the voice’s quiet and
nimble first couplet, the duo comes together for a
vibrant evocation of bells. Next we hear three from a
collection of six songs gathered for posthumous
publication as Mendelssohn’s Op. 86. In the romantic
Der Mond, self and other are mapped onto the dark
night and the moon, while Allndchtlich im Traume is a
strophic setting — meaning the music repeats for
consecutive stanzas - of a poem by Heinrich Heine
(Mendelssohn’s musical vision for it is much more
tormented than Schumann’s more famous one in
Dichterliebe). An intense Goethe setting, Die Liebende
schreibt, then precedes Mendelssohn’s very famous
setting of Heine’s beautiful lyric Auf Fligeln des
Gesanges. The set closes with Scheidend, a dreamlike
lament for the land of the protagonist’s youth.

Time and opportunity slipping away continues to be
thematised in Schumann’s Auftrdge, a song from 1850
with a suitably speedy piano part, and the sense of
regret remains in ‘Meine Rose’, also from 1850. This
recital is scattered with flowers, providing examples of
the many ways in which they and their myriad
metaphorical associations captured the Romantic
imagination. We can tell from the wistful descending
lines of Schumann’s rose — drawn from the 6 Gedichte
von N Lenau und Requiem, Op. 90 - that it is wilting.
Heard slightly later in this recital, the ‘Requiem’
appends the six Op. 90 songs, with its richly lyrical
quality offering a sense of redemption from the
preceding songs’ gloom. Schumann added the song
upon hearing, incorrectly, of the death of Nikolaus
Lenau, with whom he seems to have felt an affinity;
Lenau’s actual death coincided with the private
premiére of the cycle, and Schumann hastened to
publish the songs in tribute to the poet. Before the
‘Requiem’, we jump back ten years for two selections
from Myrthen, Op. 25 - a bouquet of 26 songs

composed as Robert’s wedding present for Clara,
which he had bound beautifully for the occasion. In
‘Der Nussbaum’, the romantic whispers of the walnut
tree are brought to life by a gentle piano
accompaniment in which melodic interjections are
caressed into being. ‘Widmung’ — the opening number
of Myrthen - is a bold statement of love, focused
throughout on the beloved with ‘Du’ opening many of
the poem’s lines.

Roses return in the first of today’s Brahms selection.
In the Sapphische Ode, Brahms uses a strophic form
that both enhances the sense of formal rigour followed
by the poet, and allows us to enjoy twice the music’s
gently unfolding melody and comforting pulse. The
lilac bush is used as a metaphor for the protagonist’s
love in Meine Liebe ist grin, the poem for which was
sent to Brahms by Clara Schumann: it was written by
her son Felix Schumann, who was born while Brahms
was resident in the Schumann house and became the
composer’s godson. Brahms presented the song to
Schumann for Christmas 1873, and both she and Felix
were understandably delighted with the exuberant
setting, which contains an overt homage to songs by
Robert Schumann. A full, lyrical melody resounds
through Wie bist du, meine Kénigin, a hymn to love -
with more roses — that gives special attention to the
repeated word ‘wonnevoll’ (blissful). ‘Hochgetlrmte
Rimaflut’ is drawn from the Zigeunerlieder collection of
songs setting German adaptations of Hungarian folk
texts, with this version arranged by the composer for
solo voice (as opposed to the original four voices) and
piano. Finally, we hear the nocturnal lament In stiller
Nacht, one of the most celebrated of Brahms’s
arrangements of German folk songs.

Only 19 known songs by Chopin survive, most of
which were published posthumously as a group of
Polish Songs by Julian Fontanain 1859. The style of the
first, Zyczenie’ (The maiden’s wish), is familiar from
Chopin’s famous piano mazurkas. Its rhythmic vitality
clearly appealed to Franz Liszt, who selected it for one
of his virtuosic solo piano transcriptions (in Chants
polonais, S480). The simpler ‘Sliczny chlopiec’ is
followed by the lyrical, elegiac ‘Melodya’, and finally the
battle-song ‘Wojak’ (The warrior), the manuscript of
which was dated ‘Vienna, 21 June 1837. At this time, the
composer was in Vienna, frustrated by his inability to
participate in the November Uprising of 1830-1 and
eagerly following its course. After such excitement,
the delicate rocking motion of Schubert’s
Wiegenlied seems beguilingly simple, inviting us to
revel in its repetition.

© Frankie Perry 2026
Reproduction and distribution is strictly prohibited.



Felix Mendelssohn (1809-1847)

Neue Liebe Op. 19a

No. 4 (1832)
Heinrich Heine

In dem Mondenschein im
Walde

Sahich jungst die Elfen
reiten,

|lhre Hérner hort’ ich
klingen,

Ilhre Glocklein hért’ ich
lauten.

Ilhre weissen Rdsslein trugen

Gold’nes Hirschgeweih’ und
flogen

Rasch dahin; wie wilde
Schwane

Kam es durch die Luft
gezogen.

Lachelnd nickte mir die
Kaén’gin,

Lachelnd im
Voruberreiten,

Galt das meiner neuen
Liebe?

Oder soll es Tod bedeuten?

Der Mond Op. 86 No. 5
(c.1845)
Emanuel Geibel

Mein Herz ist wie die dunkle
Nacht,

Wenn alle Wipfel rauschen;

Da steigt der Mond in voller
Pracht

Aus Wolken sacht,

Und sieh! der Wald verstummt
in tiefem Lauschen.

Der Mond, der lichte Mond
bist du:

In deiner Liebesfllle

Wirf einen, einen Blick mir
Zu

Voll
Himmeslruh’,

Und sieh! dies ungestime
Herz wird stille.

New love

In the moonlight of the
forest

| saw of late the elves
riding,

| heard their horns
resounding,

| heard their little bells
ring.

Their little white horses

had golden antlers and
flew

quickly past; like wild
swans

they came through the
air.

With a smile the queen
nodded to me,

with a smile she rode
quickly by,

was it to herald a new
love?

Or does it signify death?

The moon

My heart is like the dark
night,

when all the tree-tops rustle;

the moon rises in full
splendour

gently from the clouds -

and see! The wood falls
silent, raptly listening.

You are the moon, the
shining moon:

inthe fullness of your love,

throw me one, one single
glance

of brimming heavenly
peace -

and see! This tempestuous
heart is soothed.

Allnachtlich im Traume

Op. 86 No. 4 (c.1834)
Heinrich Heine

Allnachtlich im Traume seh’
ich dich,

Und sehe dich freundlich
grussen,

Und laut aufweinend stirz’
ich mich

Zu deinen sussen Fussen.

Du siehest mich an
wehmutiglich

Und schuittelst das blonde
Kopfchen;

Aus deinen Augen
schleichen sich

Die Perlentranentrépfchen.

Du sagst mir heimlich ein
leises Wort,

Und gibst mir den Strauss
von Zypressen.

Ich wache auf, und der
Strauss ist fort,

Und’s Wort hab’ ich
vergessen.

Nightly in my
dreams

Nightly in my dreams |
seeyou,

and see your friendly
greeting,

and weeping loud, | hurl
myself

down at your sweet feet.

Wistfully you look at
me,

shaking your fair little
head;

tiny little pearl-like
tears

trickle from your eyes.

You whisper me a soft
word

and hand me a wreath of
cypress.

| wake up and the wreath
is gone,

and | cannot remember
the word.

Please do not turn the page until the song and its

accompaniment have ended.



Die Liebende schreibt

Op. 86 No. 3 (1831)
Johann Wolfgang von
Goethe

Ein Blick von deinen Augen
in die meinen,

Ein Kuss von deinem Mund
auf meinem Munde,

Wer davon hat, wie ich,
gewisse Kunde,

Mag dem was anders wohl
erfreulich scheinen?

Entfernt von dir, entfremdet
von den Meinen,

Da fuhrich die Gedanken in
die Runde,

Und immer treffen sie auf
jene Stunde,

Die einzige; da fang ich an
Zu weinen.

Die Trane trocknet wieder
unversehens:

Er liebt ja, denk ich, herin
diese Stille,

Und solltest du nicht in die
Ferne reichen?

Vernimm das Lispeln dieses
Liebewehens;

Mein einzig Gluck auf Erden
ist dein Wille,

Dein freundlicher, zu mir; gib
mir ein Zeichen!

Auf Fligeln des

Gesanges Op. 34 No. 2
(1835)
Heinrich Heine

Auf Fliigeln des Gesanges,

Herzliebchen, trag’ ich dich
fort,

Fort nach den Fluren des
Ganges,

Dort weiss ich den
schonsten Ort.

Dort liegt ein rotblihender
Garten
Im stillen
Mondenschein;
Die Lotosblumen erwarten
Ihr trautes Schwesterlein.

The beloved writes

One glance from your
eyes into mine,

one kiss from your mouth
onto my mouth,

who, like me, is assured of
these,

can they take pleasure in
anything else?

Far from you, estranged
from my family,

| let my thoughts rove
constantly,

and always they fix on
that hour,

that precious hour; and |
begin to weep.

Suddenly my tears grow
dry again:

his love, | think, he sends
into this silence,

and should you not reach
out into the distance?

Receive the murmurs of
this loving sigh:

your will is my sole
happiness on earth,

your kind will; give me a
sign!

On wings of song

On wings of song

I'll bear you, beloved,
away,

away to the fields by the
Ganges

where | know the loveliest
spot.

A red-blossoming garden
lies here

in the quiet light of the
moon;

the lotus flowers await

their dear little sister.

Die Veilchen kichern und kosen

Und schaun nach den
Sternen empor;

Heimlich erzahlen die Rosen

Sich duftende Marchen ins
Ohr.

Es hidpfen herbeiund
lauschen

Die frommen, klugen Gazell'n;

Und in der Ferne rauschen

Des heiligen Stromes
Well'n.

Dort wollen wir niedersinken
Unter dem Palmenbaum,

Und Liebe und Ruhe trinken,
Und trdumen seligen Traum.

Scheidend Op.9 No. 6
(1830)
Johann Gustav Droysen

Wie so gelinde die Flut bewegt!

Wie sie so ruhig den Nachen
tragt!

Fern liegt das Leben, das
Jugendland!

Fern liegt der Schmerz, der
dort mich band,

Sanft tragt mich, Fluten,
zum fernen Land!

Droben der Sterne stiller
Ort,

Unten der Strom fliesst fort
und fort.

Wohl warst du reich, mein
Jugendland!

Wohl, wohl war es sUss, was
dort mich band,

Sanft tragt mich, Fluten,
zum fernen Land!

The violets titter and flirt

and gaze up at the
stars;

secretly the roses whisper

fragrant tales to each
other.

The knowing and
innocent gazelles

come leaping up to listen;

and in the distance murmur

the waves of the sacred
stream.

Let us lie down by its banks
underneath the palm,

and drink in love and peace
and dream a blissful dream.

Separation

How gently the tide flows!

How tranquilly it bears
the boat!

Far away life and the land
of my youth!

Far away the pain, which
bound me there.

Bear me gently away, O
tide, to the far-off land!

The stars dwell silently
above me,

below me the current
flows on and on,

you were indeed rich,
land of my youth!

What bound me there
was sweet indeed,

Bear me gently away, O
tide, to the far-off land!



Robert Schumann (1810-1856)

Auftrage Op. 77 No. 5
(1850)
Christian L’Egru

Nicht so schnellg, nicht so
schnelle!

Wart’ ein wenig, kleine
Welle!

Will dir einen Auftrag geben

An die Liebste mein.

Wirst du ihr vortiberschweben,

Grusse sie mir fein!

Sag, ich ware mitgekommen,
Auf dir selbst herab
geschwommen:
FUr den Gruss einen Kuss
KUhn mir zu
erbitten,
Doch der Zeit Dringlichkeit
Hatt’ es nicht gelitten.

Nicht so eilig! halt! erlaube,

Kleine, leichtbeschwingte
Taubel!

Habe dir was
aufzutragen

An die Liebste mein!

Sollst ihr tausend Grisse
sagen,

Hundert obendrein.

Sag, ich war’ mit dir
geflogen,

Uber Berg und Strom gezogen:

FUr den Gruss einen Kuss
KUhn mir zu

erbitten;
Doch der Zeit Dringlichkeit
Hatt’ es nicht gelitten.

Messages

Not so fast, not so
fast!

Wait a moment, little
wave!

I've a message to give you
for my sweetheart.

If you glide past her,
greet her fondly!

Say I'd have come too,
sailing on your
back:
and would have boldly
begged a kiss for my
greeting,
but pressing time
did not allow it.

Not so fast! Stop! Allow me,

little light-winged
dove,

to entrust you with
something

for my sweetheart!

Give her athousand
greetings,

and a hundred more.

Say, I'd have flown with
you

over mountain and river:

and would have boldly

begged a kiss for my
greeting,

but pressing time

did not allow it.

Warte nicht, dass ich dich
treibe,

O du trage Mondesscheibe!

Weisst’s ja, was ich dir
befohlen

FUr die Liebste mein:

Durch das Fensterchen
verstohlen

Grusse sie mir fein!

Sag, ich war’ auf dich
gestiegen,
Selber zu ihr hinzufliegen:
Far den Gruss einen Kuss
Kdhn mir zu
erbitten,
Du seist schuld, Ungeduld
Hatt’ mich nicht gelitten.

Meine Rose from 6
Gedichte von N Lenau

und Requiem Op. 90
(1850)
Nikolaus Lenau

Dem holden Lenzgeschmeide,

Der Rose, meiner Freude,

Die schon gebeugt und
blasser

Vom heissen Strahl der
Sonnen,

Reich’ich den Becher Wasser

Aus dunklem, tiefen Bronnen.

Du Rose meines Herzens!
Vom stillen Strahl des
Schmerzens
Bist du gebeugt und blasser;
lch mdéchte dir zu Fussen,
Wie dieser Blume Wasser,
Still meine Seele
giessen!
Koénnt’ ich dann auch nicht
sehen
Dich freudig auferstehen.

Don’t wait for me to drive
you on,

you lazy old moon!

You know what | ordered
you

to do for my sweetheart:

peep secretly through the
windowpane

and give her my love!

Say I'd have climbed on
you

and flownto her in person:

and would have boldly

begged a kiss for my
greeting,

that it's my fault

impatience did not allow it.

My rose from 6
Poems by Nikolaus
Lenau and Requiem

To spring’s fair jewel,
to the rose, my delight,
already drooping and
pale
from the heat of the
sun,
| bring a beaker of water
from the deep, dark well.

Rose of my heart!
You droop and
pale
from the silent shaft of pain;
| would silently pour out
my soul at your feet,
as | pour water for this
flower!
Even though | might not
then
see you happily revive.

Please do not turn the page until the song and its

accompaniment have ended.



From Myrthen Op. 25
(1840)

Der Nussbaum
Julius Mosen

Es grinet ein Nussbaum vor
dem Haus,

Duftig,

Luftig

Breitet er blattrig die Blatter
aus.

Viel liebliche BlUten stehen
d’ran;

Linde

Winde

Kommen, sie herzlich zu
umfahn.

Es fllistern je zwei zu zwei
gepaart,

Neigend,

Beugend

Zierlich zum Kusse die
Hauptchen zart.

Sie flistern von einem
Magdlein, das

Dachte

Die Nachte

Und Tage lang, wusste, ach!
selber nicht was.

Sie flistern, — wer mag
verstehn so gar

Leise

Weis™?

Flastern von Braut’gam und
nachstem Jahr.

Das Magdlein horchet, es
rauscht im Baum.

Sehnend,

Wahnend

Sinkt es lachelnd in Schlaf
und Traum.

Widmung
Friedrich Ruckert

Du meine Seele, du mein
Herz,

Du meine Wonn’, o du mein
Schmerz,

Du meine Welt, in der ich
lebe,

Mein Himmel du, darein ich
schwebe,

O du mein Grab, in das hinab

From Myrtles

The Walnut Tree

A nut tree blossoms
outside the house,

fragrantly,

airily,

it spreads its leafy
boughs.

Many lovely blossoms it
bears;

gentle

winds

come to caress them
tenderly.

Paired together, they
whisper,

inclining,

bending

gracefully their delicate
heads to kiss.

They whisper of a maiden
who

dreamed

for nights

and days of, alas! she
knew not what.

They whisper — who can
understand

S0 soft

asong?

Whisper of a bridegroom
and next year.

The maiden listens, the
tree rustles;

yearning,

musing,

she drifts smiling into
sleep and dreams.

Dedication

You my soul, you my
heart,

you my rapture, O you my
pain,

you my world in which |
live,

my heaven you, in which |
float,

O you my grave, into which

Ich ewig meinen Kummer
gab!

Du bist die Ruh, du bist der
Frieden,

Du bist vom Himmel mir
beschieden.

Dass du mich liebst, macht
mich mir wert,

Dein Blick hat mich vor mir
verklart,

Du hebst mich liebend Uber
mich,

Mein guter Geist, mein
bess’res Ich!

Requiem from 6
Gedichte von N Lenau
und Requiem Op. 90

Anonymous, trans.
Leberecht Blticher Dreves

Ruh’von schmerzensreichen
Muhen

Aus und heissem
LiebesgllUhen;

Der nach seligem Verein

Trug Verlangen,

Ist gegangen

Zu des Heilands Wohnung
ein.

Dem Gerechten leuchten
helle

Sterne in des Grabes Zelle,

Ihm, der selbst als Stern der
Nacht

Wird erscheinen,

Wenn er seinen

Herrn erschaut in
Himmelspracht.

Seid Fursprecher, heil’'ge
Seelen,

Heil’'ger Geist, lass Trost
nicht fehlen;

Horst du? Jubelsang
erklingt,

Feiertdne,

Darein die schoéne

Engelsharfe singt:

Ruh’von schmerzensreichen
Muhen

Aus und heissem
Liebesgllhen;

Der nach seligem Verein

Trug Verlangen,

Ist gegangen

Zu des Heilands Wohnung ein.

my grief forever I've
consigned!

You are repose, you are
peace,

you are bestowed on me
from heaven.

Your love for me gives me
my worth,

your eyes transfigure me
in mine,

you raise me lovingly
above myself,

my guardian angel, my
better self!

Requiem from 6
Poems by Nikolaus
Lenau and Requiem

Rest from pain-wracked
toil

and love’s passionate
ardour;

he who desired

blessed reunion in Heaven

has entered

the Saviour’s dwelling.

For the righteous, bright
stars
shine within the tomb,
for him, who will
himself
appear as a night star,
when he beholds his Lord
in Heavenly
glory.

Intercede for him, holy
souls,

Holy spirit, let comfort
not be lacking.

Do you hear? Songs of joy
resound,

solemn tones,

among them the lovely song

of the angels’ harp:

Rest from pain-wracked
toil

and love’s passionate
ardour;

he who desired

blessed reunionin Heaven

has entered

the Saviour’s dwelling.



Johannes Brahms (1833-1897)

Sapphische Ode

Op. 94 No. 4 (1883-4)
Hans Schmidt

Rosen brach ich nachts mir
am dunklen Hage,
Susser hauchten
Duft sie, als je am
Tage;
Doch verstreuten reich die
bewegten Aste
Tau, der mich nasste.

Auch der Kusse
Duft mich wie nie
berlckte,

Die ich nachts vom
Strauch deiner Lippen
pfluckte;

Doch auch dir, bewegt im
Gemdut gleich jenen,

Tauten die Tranen.

Meine Liebe ist grin
Op. 63 No. 5 (1873-4)

Felix Schumann

Meine Liebe ist griin wie der
Fliederbusch

Und mein Lieb ist schén wie
die Sonne;

Die glanzt wohl herab auf
den Fliederbusch

Und fullt ihn mit Duft und
mit Wonne.

Meine Seele hat Schwingen
der Nachtigall

Und wiegt sich in
blihendem Flieder,

Und jauchzet und singet
vom Duft berauscht

Viel liebestrunkene Lieder.

Sapphische Ode

| gathered roses from the
dark hedge by night,

the fragrance they
breathed was sweeter
than by day;

but when | moved the
branches, they showered
me with dew.

And the fragrant kisses
thrilled me as never
before,

when | gathered them
from your rose-bush
lips by night;

but you too, moved in your
heart like those roses,
shed the dew of tears.

My love’s as green

My love’s as green as the
lilac bush,

and my sweetheart’s as
fair as the sun;

the sun shines down on
the lilac bush,

fills it with delight and
fragrance.

My soul has a
nightingale’s wings

and sways in the
blossoming lilac,

and, drunk with fragrance,
exults and sings

many a love-drunk song.

Wie bist du, meine

Konigin Op. 32 No. 9
(1864)

Georg Friedrich Daumer,
after Hafez

Wie bist du, meine
Kénigin,

Durch sanfte Glte
wonnevoll!

Du lachle nur — LenzdUfte
wehn

Durch mein Gemiute
wonnevoll!

Frisch aufgeblihter Rosen
Glanz

Vergleich ich ihn dem
deinigen?

Ach, Uber alles was da
bluht,

Ist deine Bllte, wonnevoll!

Durch tote Wisten wandle
hin,

Und grline Schatten breiten
sich,

Ob flrchterliche Schwile
dort

Ohn Ende brite, wonnevoll.

Lass mich vergehnin
deinem Arm!

Esistinihm ja selbst der
Tod,

Ob auch die herbste
Todesqual

Die Brust durchwdte,
wonnevoll.

Hochgeturmte
Rimaflut from

Zigeunerlieder Op.103
(1887-8)

Hochgetlirmte Rimaflut, wie
bist du so trub,

An dem Ufer klag ich laut
nach dir, mein Lieb!

Wellen fliehen, Wellen
stromen,

Rauschen an den Strand
heran zu mir;

An dem Rimaufer lasst mich
ewig weinen nach ihr!

How blissful, my
gueen, you are

How blissful, my queen,
you are

by reason of your gentle
kindness!

You merely smile, and
springtime fragrance

wafts through my soul
blissfully!

Shall | compare the
radiance

of freshly blown roses to
yours?

Ah! more blissful than all
that blooms

is your blissful bloom!

Roam through desert
wastes,

and green shade will
spring up —

though fearful sultriness
broods

endlessly there - blissfully.

Let me perish in your
arms!

Death in your embrace
will be -

though bitterest mortal
agony rage

through my breast -
blissful.

Rima, how troubled
your towering
waters are

Rima, how troubled your
towering waters are;

I'll lament for you loudly
on its banks, my love!

Waves rush by, waves
stream past,

roaring towards me on
the shore;

on the banks of the Rima let
me weep for her eternally!

Please do not turn the page until the song and its

accompaniment have ended.



In stiller Nacht

Wo00. 33 No. 42 (1893-4)
Traditional

In stiller Nacht, zur ersten
Wacht,

Ein Stimm’ begunnt zu klagen,

Der nacht’ge Wind hat stiss
und lind

Zu mir den Klang getragen.

Von herben Leid und
Traurigkeit

Ist mir das Herz zerflossen,

Die Blimelein, mit Tranen
rein

Hab’ ich sie all’ begossen.

Der schéne Mond will
untergahn,

Fir Leid nicht mehr mag
scheinen,

Die Sterne lan ihr Glitzen
stahn,

Mit mir sie wollen weinen.

Kein Vogelsang noch
Freudenklang

Man horet in den LUften,

Die wilden Tier’ trauern auch
mit mir

In Steinen und in Kliften.

In silent night

In silent night, at first
watch,

a voice begins to lament.

The night wind has
sweetly and gently

carried the sound to me.

With bitter pain and
sorrow

my heart is melted.

With simple tears | have
watered

all the little flowers.

The lovely moon will now
set,

for sorrow it no longer
wants to shine,

the stars stop their
gleaming,

they want to weep with me.

No birdsong nor joyous
sounds

can be heard in the air.

Even the wild beasts
grieve with me

in rocks and ravines.

Fryderyk Chopin (1810-1849)

Zyczenie Op. 74 No. 1
(1827-1847)
Stefan Witwicki

Gdybym ja byta stoneczkiem
na niebie,

Nie $wiecitabym jak tylko dla
ciebie.

Ani na wody, ani na
lasy,

Ale po wszystkie czasy

Pod twym okienkiem i tylko
dla ciebie

Gdybym w stoneczko mogta
zmienic siebie.

Gdybym ja byta ptaszkiem z
tego gaju,

Nie $piewatabym w zadnym
obcym kraju.

Ani na wody, ani na
lasy,

Ale po wsystkie czasy

Pod twym okienkiem i tylko
dla ciebie

Czemuz nie moge w ptaszka
zmienic siebie.

The Maiden’s Wish

If | were the sun in the
sky

| wouldn’t shine just on
you.

Neither on lakes nor in
forests

but on everything;

oh the times under your
window

and only for you were |
but the sun.

If | were a bird from the
forest

| wouldn’t sing in any
foreign country,

neither on lakes nor in
forests

but on everything;

oh the times under your
window

and only for you were |
but a bird.

Sliczny chlopiec

Op. 74 No. 8 (1827-47)
Bohdan Zaleski

Wzniosty, smukty i
mlody,

O! nie lada
urody.

Slicznyz chtopiec, czego
chcie¢?

Czarny wasik, biata
ptec!

Niech sie sp6zni godzine,
To miteskno, az
gine.

Ledwie mrugnie oczyma,
Radosc¢ catg mnie
ima.

Kazde stswko co
powie

Lgnie miw sercu | w
gtowie.

Gdy plasamy we
dwoje,
Patrzag na nas 6cz roje.

On powiedziat mi przecie,

Zem mu wszystkim na
Swiecie!

Melodya Op. 74 No. 9
(1827-1847)
Zygmunt Krasinski

Z gor, gdzie
dzwigali

Strasznych krzyzow
brzemie,

Widzieli z dala obiecang
ziemie.

Widzieli gwiatlo niebieskich
promieni:

Ku ktérym w dole ciagnelo
ich plemie,

A sami do tych nie wejda
przestrzeni!

Do goddw zycia nigdy nie
zasieda,

| nawet, nawet moze
zapomnieni, be da.

Handsome lad

Young and tall and
handsome,

oh, he’s my choice and
my liking!

What more handsome
would you seek?

Raven hair and golden
cheek!

Should he be late in coming
my heart grows faint and
numb in me.

Just an eyelid’s flicker
will make my heart beat
quicker.

Every fond word he
whispers

in my ear, my heart
remembers.

When we’re dancing
together
all eyes turn to us.

He’s already told me
that | am all the world to
him.

Melody

Under their crosses’ cruel
weight they stand

to see from the mountain
top the promised land.

their eyes shine with
transcendent light

to see their people
descending.

They see the regions they
will never enter,

the horn of plenty they
will never taste!

And here their bones will
lie unremembered,

perhaps for
ever.



Wojak Op. 74 No.10
(1827-1847)
Stefan Witwicki

Rzy mdj gniady, ziemie
grzebie,

Pusc¢sie, czas juz, czas!

Ciebie, ojcze, matko, ciebie,

Siostry, zegnam was!

Z wiatrem, z wiatrem! Niech
drza wrogi,
Krwawy stoczym
boj!
Razni, zdrowi wrocim z drogi,
Z wiatrem, koniu mgj!

Tak, tak, dobrze! na zawody!
Jesli polec mam!
Koniu, sam, do tej
zagrody,
Wolny wré¢ tu sam!

Stysze jeszcze siostr
wotanie,

Zwro¢ sie koniu, stoj!

Nie chcesz? Lecze, niech sie
stanie!

Lec¢ na krwawy boj!

The warrior

Hark! My steed stamps
the dust;

he has heard the call!

Farewell father, mother,

sisters; farewell to you all!

We’'ll ride into
battle

as the gale roars through
the trees!

We will return victorious
with our hearts aflame!

But if fate has chosen for me

Death’s unfading crown,

you, my steed, without a
rider

shall return alone!

Still I hear my sisters’
voices

begging my horse to stay.

Would’st thou? No, the
die is cast,

so onward into the fray!

Franz Schubert (797-1828)

Wiegenlied D867
(71826)
Johann Gabriel Seidl

Wie sich der

Auglein
Kindlicher Himmel,
Schlummerbelastet,
Lassig verschliesst! -
Schliesse sie einst so,
Lockt dich die

Erde:
Drinnen ist Himmel,
Aussen ist Lust!

Liebliches Mindchen,
Engel umwehn dich:
Drinnen die Unschuld,
Drinnen die Lieb’;
Wahre sie, Kindchen,
Wahre sie treulich;
Lippen sind Rosen,
Lippen sind Glut.

Wie dir ein Engel
Faltet die Handchen;
Falte sie einst so,
Gehst du zur Ruh;

Schén sind die Traume,

Wenn man

gebetet:
Und das Erwachen
Lohnt mit dem Traum.

Translations of Mendelssohn, Schumann, Brahms except In stiller Nacht

Cradle song

How free of care those
little eyes

with their childlike heaven

close,

laden with slumber!

Close them thus,

when the earth one day
calls you,

heaven lies within,

joy lies without!

Dear little mouth,
angels hover round you:
within is innocence,
within is love;

guard them, my child,
faithfully guard them:
lips are roses,

lips are warmth.

Just as an angel

folds your little hands,

fold them thus one day

when you go to rest;

dreams are beautiful

when you'’ve said your
prayers:

and waking rewards you

along with the dream.

and Schubert by © Richard Stokes from The Book of Lieder (Faber &
Faber, 2005), with thanks to George Bird, co-author of The Fischer-
Dieskau Book of Lieder (Victor Gollancz Ltd, 1977). Brahms In stiller

Nacht by © Richard Stokes.



