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INTRODUCTION AND PROGRAM NOTES
by Charlotte Garretson

The Italienisches Liederbuch of Hugo Wolf is one of his most prominent
works and is quite representative of his genius, a genius which might be defined
as an ability to perfect the miniature. Ernest Newman writes: "Those of us
who have worked unceasingly at Wolf's songs...have no hesitation in putting him
at the head of the song-writers of the world.”

During his lifetime, 242 songs for voice and piano were published, plus an
opera and other works, He was prolific although sporadic, sometimes composing
two or three songs in one day, only to follow with months - and in one case,
two years - of total silence.

Wolf's uniqueness rests with his abillty to intimately interrelate poetic
meaning and musical expression. With such interrelationship between poetry and music,
Wolf was exceedingly particular in his poetic selections. The poems.of the
Italienisches Liederbuch, mainly anonymous, were translated into German by Paul
Heyse, Eric Sams calls the poems "short, often repetitive and sometimes trivial:
but the collection as a whole succeeds in creating a vivid picture of a true and
real world. ~-~From this Wolf creates an apotheosis of popular song, raised to the
highest pitch of art.”

As he composed, Wolf chose the poems in no partlcular order. He did
seven of them in the last part of 1890, fifteen more after a delay of one year, (i)
and then .after a delay of more than four ybars, composed the remaining twenty~four
in slightly more than one month,

Since Wolf composed these songs in no particular oraer, performers are free
to choose their own. Tonight, we will do the 1890-91 songs as Part I before
intermission (with the exception of the first song, which was written in 1896);
the 1896 songs will follow. Within each part, songs that dealt with a particular
theme were grouped together. Part I 1s an almost classic sequence of serenade,
argument, reconciliation, and the departure as the young man goes off. to war.

Part II introduces the humprous songs with their touches of mockery, followed
by a group of exceedingly beautiful love songs, and then, at the end, a few "final"
statements.

The first song, "Auch kleine Dinge", is a most appxopriate introduction to
this collection of tiny jewels of song. The theme is the worth of little things,
and it speaks of the pearl; the olive and the rose. As Gerald Moore said: ”Wo1r
percelved the communicating function of music and iLS analogies with language.”

As Wolf intended, I hope we speak to you! .
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i, ”‘Fven little thmps can delight., can be nrecious. Conmder the neurl the
olive-fruit, and how sweetly smells the Tose. .

-+ 2. I-came to bring vou a serenade, if the ms*er has no- obj ec:ﬂ.on.». . Ifshe
is already in bed, let her know that her sxveetheart came by, and that 1n a day of
24 hours 1 miss her 25!

3. My lover:sings outsids the house and T must lie 115 tening heré: in be&. ,
I ‘have wept & broad stream of tears by my ped; a- ‘Elood of tears of len;rmp'. The ‘
‘tears of blood . have blinded me.

4. Paise you: fair head and do not sleen. T mll *'ell your 4’0111‘ mporfant

- thingst™ that you are breaking my heart: I want-cnly to be]:ong to ycu I ‘entrust

, amy sﬂvatmn to ycu* and- laJL my. soul loves only you. -
5.. You are the lovel 1e..,t of ‘all -things, lovelier than May and the fléwering
meadows. You surpass Orvieto's cathedral and Viterbo's fountain, and the Cathedral

.-of Siena must bow before you. You are sa’ rlc? 1n cham and grace not .even
Siena's Cathedral is your peer, =~ 7 o . " i

6. How long I have yeaméd to hav,’e a misician as a lover! ?\;ow (‘od has sent
me oney all pink. and white, and with gemle men he bows hﬂs head and plays the
:%Z;lal:m‘

7. Praise hlm through whom the world a'ro:w }‘ow sure,ny he created, on-all
31des. He made the ocean with its endless deeps he made the ships which glide
over it; he made Paradise with eternal light: he made beauty and your face.

8. They tell me your mother is against it, so stay away, do what she wishes.
Oh, dearest, no! Defy her, come to me, secretly (‘on"e more. otten than before.

) Don't 115t¢=n to her, come every ‘day.

9. If you would see your lover dlé “do not bind your halr. Let 1t 1311
free oVer your shoulders like threads of pure gold, touched by the br eeze.
Beautiful is your hair, gold threads mlken threads, and beaut.xful is she who

" combs it.

10. You thmk ‘that you can ‘catch me wit n a. t}*‘read or with one iook? I've
caag‘xt others who flew higher, believe we. I'am in 10\&-;, but not with you.

.11. No young sir, this will hot! do at: all: one should try- to behave properly.
I’rn good enough -for weck-days,.but you want someone ‘better for Sundays. If you
kesp on Iike this ycur weelk-day ‘sweetheart will be.givine you her notice,

12. Blessed are the blind who cannot see the, beauties that inflame us:
blessed theé deaf who laugh at the’ plam‘ts of those in love: blessed the dumb who
- cannot. teli to women the mmper of ﬁl"lr hearts; blessed the dea d who have peace
From the pangs of love.

13." Vho called ‘y"u’? ho S”n’t for yoa" Go to the sweetheart, 1who better
pleases you. The visits you pay me I- g‘hadlv spare. Go where your -thoughts
and senses arve. Vho cailed you? Who sent for you? T ,

14, Arrogant you are, and ms@amfm of your suitozs. . You answer a grecting
as if it cost you cearly You are not Alexandar's daughter, . and if you do mnot.
want gold, take tin; if you do noct want love o take contemnt. . .

15, We hzve both ’km,c.r been silent: suafie*zly *;Deech returned to us. '[‘he ’
Angels brought peace again.. God's Angeis o’f love came h}f night and brought eace

) to Ty heart.

16. Now lst us meke peace,. ve have qmrrﬁed too long. If you wiil aot, I
will yield.  Peace is made between kings and princes, bétween princes and soldiers.
Isﬁwrat great men can do beyona the powers of two cententr-*d hearts? .

17." Would that all your charms had been painted and a heathen printe had
found the picture. ,He would. lay his crown in your hands and his whole realm
sould be converted. In'the whole lend it would be decreed that all chall be
Christian ‘and love you. And every heathen would be converted and be a good.
Christian and love you. .

18. They tell me you are traveling far. Where, my beloved life? With tears
I will accompany you, with tears bedew your path. Think of me and hone will give
me light. With teéars I am always by your side - think of me, do not forget,
doar heart. A ) . N
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19, The moon has made a seriots complaint and- 1aid the matter before the @
Lord., She will no longer stay in Heaven; you have robbed her- of her radience.

" . When she last comted the stars, two-were missing; two of the loveliest you have

stolen: the two eyes there, which dazzle me.

i 20. My lover is so small that without bending he sweeps my room with hls
hair,- When he went into the garden, he was frightened by a snail. When he
rested, a fly knocked him head over heels, A curse on all flies, snails and
midges and on having to bend down so low to take his kisses.

21. You youngsters, now you're off to war please take care of my sweetheart.
See that he is brave under fire - he has never been to war. Don't let him sleep
in the open. Don't, please, let him sleep under the moon; he'd die, he's not
used to it.

22. PFriend, let's disquise ourselves as monks and creep from door to door:
"Give to a poor monk for Jesus' sake."” Oh dear Father, you must come later, a
daughtér of mine lies ill. "And if she is ill, let me go to her; she should not
die untended. Let me look after her, that she may unbosom her confession to me
glose door and wmécw, that none dlsturb us, whi le'I hear the poor child's con—

ession! .

INTERMISSION

z3. When ycu rise early -from your bed, you drive the clouds from the heavens
and cherubim vie to bring you shoes and raiment. When you go, to Mass, the people
are drawn to you and the lamps are kindled by your glance. You take holy water,
make the Sign of the Cross, and bend the knee. Oh how radiantly it becomes you. 0
Grace and blessedness are your gifts from God. Beauty's palm has been given to you.

24, . No longer do I eat dry bread, a- thorn is StuCz{ in my foot, In vain I
look for someone to love me. Even if 11: were only an*old little fellow who
showed me a little love and respect, an upstanding greyhead about my own age,

I mean an old little fellow of somewhere about 14!

25. My sweetheart invited me to a meal without a home to receive me in,
without wood or fireplace to boil or bake, and the pan was broken. No hope for
a trace of wine, he had no glasses. The table was narrow, the bread like stone
and the knife completely blunt.

26. I was told that handsome Toni is starving himself to death. Since
he has suffered the pangs of lcve he tskes seven loaves for every molar. After
& meal he eats a sausage snd seven loaves, and if Tonina does not ease his
pains, we are faced with famine and inflation,

27. Just as I had strstched my weary limbs in bed your image stocd before
me, beloved. I spring up, put on my shoes again and wander through the town with
my lute. I sing and play, many listen, I pass quickly by. !Many a maid has been

moved while the wind wafts song and sound away.

28. Last night I rose at midnight and found my heart had crept secretly
away, I asked: 'Heart, where are you going so violently?" It said it had gone
oniy to see you., Now see how I love you: my heart forsakes my breast to see you.

29, Blessed be green and those who wear it! I shall have a green dress,
spring meadows. wear green; my darling wears green; the huntsman wears green,

Green is my lover's habit; green beautifies all things; every lovely fruit has
once been green.

30. What song shall be sung that is wor‘chy of you? Vhere can I find: 11:?

I would prefer to dig it out of the ear’ch a song. as yet wmsung by human voice. O
A song that neither man nor woman has ever heard or sung, not even the oldest
eople.
P 31. Oh if your house were transparent as glass. Then I could always see
you, and would gaze at you with my whole soul., I would send more glances than
the drops in the rivers of March, more than all the drops in rain!
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