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AH.lETTES OUBLlEES 

C'EST L'EXTASE 

Ccst l'cxtasc langourcusc, 
C'cst Ia fatigue amoui"Ctise, 
Ccst tu lcs fri ssons des bois 
Parmi l'ctreinte des brises. 
Cest, vers les ramures grises, 
Le choeur des petites voix . 
0 le frele frais murmure, 
Cela gazouille e t susurre, 
Cela ressemble au cri doux 
Que l'hcrbe agitcc expire 
Tu dirais, sous l'calll)lli virc­
Le roulis sou rei des ca !l loux. 
Cette a me 9ui se Ia mente 
En cette plamte dormante, 
C'est Ia notre, n'est ce pas? 
La mienne, dis, et Ia ti en nc 
Dont s'cxhale I' humble antienne. 
Par ce tic'Cic soir, tout bas. 

THIS IS ECSTASY 

This is langorous ecstasy, 
ll1is is sensual weariness, 

This is all the rustling forests 
In the embrace of the breezes. 

This is, through the gray bou~hs, 
The choms of little vmces. 
Oh, the faint cool murmur, 
It twitters and whispers, 
It resembles the gentle cry 

Which the rufnecl grass exhales. 
You might call it, -u nder the water which l'ddies 

The muted rollin~ of pebbles! 
This soul which IS lamenti ng 

In this subdued plaint, 
It is ours, is It not? 

Say that it is mine and yours 
Which breathes this humble hymn, 

So softly, on this mild evening. 

IL PLEURE DANS MON COEUR TEARS FALL IN MY HEART 

11 pleure dans mon coeur 
Comme i1 pleut sur Ia ville. 
Quelle est cctte langueur 
Qui penctre mon coeur? 
0 le bruit doux de Ia pluie, 
Par terre est sur lcs tmts! 
!'our un coeur CJUi s'ennuit', 
0 le bruit de Ia pluie! 
II pleure sans raison 
Dans ce coeur qui s'ecoeure. 
Quoi! nulle trahison? 
Ce deuil est sans raison. 
Cest le bien Ia pire peine, 
De ne sa voir pourquoi, 
Sans amour et sans haine, 
Mon coeu r a tant de peine. 

L'IIOMBRE DES ARBRES 

L'hombre des arbres 
dansla riviere embrumee 
Meurt com me de Ia fumee, 
Tandis qu'en I' air, 
parmi les ramures reclle~, 
Se plaignent les tourtcre lles 
Com bien o voyageur, 
ce paysage bleme 
Te mira bleme toi - meme, 
Et C]Ue tristes pleuraicnt 
dans lcs ha lies feuillc'es, 
Tes espcrances noy{~s . 

Tears fall in my heart 
Like the rain upon the city. 

What is tf1islanguor 
That penetrates my heart? 

Oh, gentle sound of the rain, 
On the ground and on the roofs! 

For a heart that is weary, 
Oh, the sound of the rain! 
Tears fall without reason 

In this heart that is losing heart . 
What! No betrayal? 

TI1is mourning has no reason. 
This is truly tFte keenest pain, 

To know not why, 
Without either love or hate, 

My heart bears so much pain. 

THE SHADOWS OF THE TREES 

The reflection of the trees 
in the misty river 

Is vanishing like smoke, 
While, in the air, 

amidst the real branches, 
The turtle doves lament. 

How much, 0 traveler, 
this pallid landscape 

Mirrored your own pale self, 
And how sadly, 

in the high tx>Ughs, they wept,­
Your drow nL'll hopes! 



CHEVAUX DE BOIS 

Tournez, tournez, bons chevaux de bois 
Tournexz cent tour,tournez mille tours . 
Tournez souvent et tournez toujours 
Tournez, tournez au son des hautbois 
L'enfant tout rouge et Ia mere blanche 
Le gars en noir et Ia fille en rose, 
L'une a Ia chose et !'autre a Ia pose 
Chacun se paie un sou de dimanche 
Tournez, tournez cheveaux de leur coeur, 
Tandis qu'autour de tous vos tournoi z 
Clignote l'oeil du filou sournois 
Tournezau son du piston vainqueur 
C'est etonnant comme ca vous soule, 
D'aller ainsi dans ce drque bcte 
Rien dans le ventre et mal dans Ia tete 
Du mal en masse, et du bien en foule 
Tournez dadas, sans qu 'il soil besoin 
D'user jamais de nuls eperons 
Pour commander avos galops ronds. 
Tournez, tournez, sans espoir de foin, 
Et d'epechez, chevaux de leur ame, 
Deja void que sonne a Ia soupe 
La nuit qui tom beet chasse Ia troupe 
De gais buveurs, que leur so if aflame 
Tournez, tournez! Le del en velours 
D'astres en or se vet lentement, 
L'Eglise tinte un glas tristement. 

WOODEN HORSES 

Turn around, keep turning, good wooden horses 
Turn a hundred times, turn a thousand times. 

Turn often and do not stop, 
Turn round, turn to the tune of the oboes. 
The child quite red and the mother white 

The boy in black and the girl in rose, 
Each one doing as he pleases, 

Each one spend ing his Sunday penny. 
Turn around, turn horses of their choice, 

While at all your turning 
The sly rogue casts a surreptitious glance. 

Keep turning to the tune of the victorious trumpet! 
It is astounding how il intoxica tes you, 

To move thus in this foolish circus 
With empty s tomachs and dizzy heads 

FL'Ciing altogether badly, yet happy in the crowd; 
Turn, hobby horses without 1eL'Ciing 

Ever the aid of spurs 
To make you gallop on. 

Turn round, turn, without any hope of hay, 
And hurry, horses of th eir fancy, 

Here, already the supper bell is sounded 
13y night, which falls and disperses the crowd 

Of gay drinkers whose thirst has made them famished 
Turn, turn around! The velvet sky 

Arrays itself slowly with golden stars. 
The church lolls a mournfu l knell. 

Tournez au son joyeux des tambours, tournez. Turn to the gay tunc of the drums, keep luming. 

GREEN 

Void des fruits, des fleurs,des feuill es 
et des branches, 
Et puis void mon coeur 
qui ne bat que pour vous. 
Ne Ia dechirez pas avec vos 
deux main blanches, 
Et qu'a vos veux si beaux !'humble 
present soix doux. 
)'arrive tout couvert encore de rosee, 
Que le vent du malin vient 
glacer a mon front. 
Souffrez que rna fatigue 
a vos pieds reposee, 
Rcve des chers instants 
qui Ia delasseront. 
Sur votre jeune sein, 
laissez rouler rna tete, 
Tou te son ore encore 
de vos dernier baisers; 
Laissez-la·s'apaiser 
de Ia bonne tern pete, 
Et que je dorme w1 peu 
puisque vous reposez. 

GREEN 

llcre are fruits, flowers, leaves 
and branches, 

And here, also, is my heart 
which beals only for you. 

Do not tea r it apart with your 
with your two white hands, 

And may his humble offer ing 
seem sweet to your so lovely eyes. 

I come still covered wi th dew 
Which th e morning wind has turned 

to frost on my brow. 
Permit that my fatigue 
reposing at your feel, 

May dream of cherished moments 
that will refresh it. 

On your young bosom 
let rnc cradle my head, 

Stil l filled with music 
from your last kisses; 

Le t it be soothed 
after the good s torm 

And let me s leep a little, 
wh ile you rest. 

SPLEEN 
Les roses clilient loules rouges, 
Et les li erres Clil icnt lout no1rs. 
Chere, pour peu que lute bouges, 
Ren<1issent tous mes dcsespoirs. 
Le cicl eta it lrop bleu, lrop lendre, 
La mer trop verte et I' air trop doux; 
Je cmins toujours, ce qu 'est d'<1ttendre, 
Quelque fuite alrocc de vous! 
Du houx <1 l<1 feuillc vcrnic, 
Et d 11 luisilnt buis je suis lils, 
Et de Ia c<1mp<1gne infinie, 
Et de tout, fors de vous. 
I-I cbs! 

SPT~EEN 
The roses were <til red, 

And the ivy WilSall black. 
13cloved, when you become il little restless 

All my despair is reborn. 
The sky was too blue, too tender 

The sea was too green and the air too mild; 
I am alw<1ys of <1fmid, of whilt may come, 

Of some cruel night of yours! 

Op.3 

Of the green -leaved holly, 
And th e shining box trees, I arn weary, 

And of the end less countrysiJc, 
And of everything, except you. 

Alas! 

by Anton Webern 
I 

Dies ist ein Lied fi.ir dich allein: 
von kindischem Wahnen, 
von frommen Tranen ... 
Dmch Morgengarlen klingt es 
ein Ieicht- beschwingtes. 
Nur dir allein 
mochl es ein Lied das rl.ihre sein. 

hn Windesweben 
war meine Frage 
nur Traumerei. 
Nur Uicheln war 
was du gegeben 
Aus nasser Nacht 
ein Glanz enlfachl 
Nun drangt der Mai, 
nun muss ich gar 
um dein Aug' und Haar 
aile Tage in Sehnen Ieben. 

n 

This is a song for you alone: 
of childish longing, 

of pious tears .. . 
Through morning gardens it sings, 

lightly winged. 
This song is meant 

to move but you alone. 

In the wind's nmrmur 
my quest 

was a mere dream. 
A smile was all 

that you had given 
Out of the wet night 
a radiance sparked ­

Now May lends urge, 
now I must live !'Ill day 

in longing 
for your eyes and hair. 



An Bachesranft 
die einzigen Fri.ihen 
die Hasel bhihen. 
Ein Vogel pfeift 
in klihler au. 
Ein Leuchtan streift 
erwam1t uns sanft 
und zuckt und bleicht­
Das feld ist brach, 
der Baum noch grau ... 
Blumen streut vielleicht 
der Lenz uns nach. 

lm Morgentaun 
trittst du hervor 
den Kirschenflor 
mit mir zu schaun, 
Duft einzuziehn 
des Rasenbeetes. 
Fern fliegt der Staub 
Durch die Natur 
noch nichts gediehn 
von Frucht und Laub­
Rings Bh.ite nur ... 
Von Si.iden weht es. 

Kahl reckt der Baum 
Im Winterdunst 
sein frierend Leben. 
Lass deinen Traum. 
auf stiller Reise 
vor ihm sich heben! 
Er dehnt die Anne -
Bedenk ihn oft mit dieser Gunst, 
dass er im Harme 
dass er im Eise 
noch Fti.iling hofft! 

III 

IV 

v 

Ueside the stream 
the earliest to bloom 

are the hazels. 
A bird whistles 

in the cool meadow. 
A glow touches, 

warms us, softly, 
trembles and fades. 
The field is fallow, 
Lhe tree still grey ... 

perhaps Spring will shower 
us with blossoms. 

I 

In the morning dew 
You came 

To me to see 
The cherry tree in bud, 

Drink the scent 
Of grass . 

Dust swirls far .. . 
Nature 

Hasn 't yet brought forth 
Leaf or fruit­

Only blossoms about.. . 
The south wind blows 

The bare tree strains 
its freezing life 

in winter's mist. 
Let your dream arise 

in calm uplifting 
at sight of it. 

It stretches forth its arms -
Think often of it with grace. 

That in pain, 
that in ice 

it still hopes for Spring. 

A11 Die Musik 
text by Franz von Schober 

0 lovely art, when days were long and dreary 
When all around me life was going wrong, 

Some long forgotten melody, returning, 
Has stirred my heart and tuned my voice in song, 

Has stirred my heart and voice in song. 

A gentle sigh of unexpected music 
Can fill me with a sense of gratitude. 

0 lovely art, you fill my soul with beauty 
And send me out to live my life renewed, 

And send me out to life renewed. 

StiiHdcltell 
text by Henry C. Chapman 

Softly goes my song's entreaty 
Thro' night to thee, 

In the silent wood I wait thee, 
Come, my love, to me. 

Treetops slender sough and whisper 
In the moonlight here, in the moonlight here, 

No unfriendly ear shall listen, 
Darling have no fear, darling have no fear. 

Hark! the nightingales are singing, 
Ah, they plead with thee! 

With their notes so sweet, so ringing, 
They would plead for me. 

Well they know a lover's longing, 
Know th e p a in of love, know the pain of love, 

With their silvertoned voices 
Tender hearts they move, tender hearts they move. 

Ah, let thine, as well, grow tender, 
Sweetheart, why so coy? 

Anxious, fever'd, I await thee, 
Come and bring m e joy, come and bring me joy, and bring me joy! 



FAUST by Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 
translated by George Madison Priest 

11te King of Tltule 
Der Konig i11 Thule 

There was in Thule olden 
A king true till the grave, 
To whom a beaker golden 
His dying JTiisetrss gave. 

Naught prized him more, this lover, 
He drained it at each bout; 

His eyes with tears brimmed over, 
As oft he drank it out. 

And when he came to dying, 
His towns and his lands he told, 

Naught else his heir denying 
Except the beaker of gold . 

Around him night and vassal, 
At a royal feast sat he 

Jn his father's lofty ce~stle, 
The castle by the sea. 

There the old plee~sure - seeker 
Dre~nk, standing, life's last glow, 
Then hurled the sacred beaker 

Into the waves below. 
He saw it plunging, drinking, 

And sinking in the sea, 
And so his eyes were sinking 

Never one drop more drank he. 

Gretcltcn's Pra11cr 
Gretchen's Bille 

Oh, bend Thou, 
Mother of Sorrows; send Thou 

A look of pity on my pain. 

Thine heart's blood welling 
With pangs past telling, 

Thou gazest where Thy Son hangs slain. 

Thou, heavenward gazing, 
Art deep sighs re~ising 

On high for His and for Thy pain. 

Who feeleth 
Who reeleth 

This pain in every bone? 
All that makes my poor heart shiver, 

Why it yearneth and doth quiver, 
Thou clast know and Thou alone! 

Whereever I am going, 
How woe, woe, woe is growing, 

Ah, how my bosom aches! 
When lonely watch I am keeping, 
l'm weeping, weeping, weeping, 

My heart within me breaks. 



Gretchen at l1er Spi1111ing Wlleel 
Gretchen Am Spinnrade 

My peace is gone, 
-My heart is sore-

1'1 find it, ah, never, 
No, nevermore! 

When he is not near, 
My grave is here; 
My world is all 

Turned into gall. 
My poor, poor head. 

Is all a - craze, 
And my poor wits 

All in a maze. 
My peace is gone, 
-My heart is sore­

l'll find it, ah, never, 
No, nevermore! 
To see him only 

At the window 1 stay, 
To meet him only 

From home I stray. 
His noble form, 

His bearing so high, 
And his lips so smiling, 

And the power of his eye, 
His flowing speech's 

Magic bliss, 
His hands fond clasp, 

And, ah, his kiss! 
My peace is gone, 
-M' heart is sore-

1'11 fi nd it, ah, never, 
No, nevennore! 

My bosom yearns 
Toward him to go. 

Ah! might I clasp him 
And ho d him so, 
And kiss his lips 
As f2in wou ld I, 
Upon his kiss s 

To S\·v-w n and die! 
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