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ROBERT SCHUMANN Frauenliebe und Leben, Opus 42 (1840)
(1810-1856) v .| Seit ich ihn gesehen

Er, der Herrlichste von Allen

Ieh kann's nicht fassen, wnicht glauben

Du Ring an meinem Finger

Helft mir, ithr Schwestern

Stisser Freund, du blickest

An meinem Hergzen, an meiner Brust

Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz gethan

ARTHUR HONEGGER Saluste du Bartas (1941)
(1892-1955) . .- . Le Ch@teau du Bartas
Tout le long de la Baise
. Le départ
— La promenade
Nérac en féte
Duo
Intermission
SIGTENHORST MEYER From Five Sacred Songs, Opus 21 (1924)
A Ah Nay, Omniscient God!
I Once Believed
Eternal Good
DOUGLAS MOORE ) Under the Greenwood Tree
(b.1893) O
R. VAUGHAN WILLIAMS -~/ Silent Noon
(1872-1958) ‘
ROGER QUILTER - Love's Philosophy

* Linda Knowles is a candidate for the Bachelor of Arts Degree in
Music, and is a student of Florence Mesler

Lt ' N
A I R




Yaincn ¥ Have Ssen Him

“rooe L ohave seen hilw, I believe that I am blind. Everywhere 1 loo
see oniy him. HBle imase is before me as dn 2 dream-—zoming ocu: of
ness ard growliog brighter snd brighter.

Everything evound me scems pale and colorless. Rather than play with =y
sizters, L prefer to weep and dream In my 1ittle yvoom. Since 1 have ser.
him, ¥ belisve that ¥ am blind.

"z, the Noblest of 117

B2 lg the aoblest of all-—-so gentle and so good; firm 1lips, clear eyes,
bright reason, and firm gouragel! As each bright and glorious star shines
in the deep blue gky, he shines brightly and gloriously in my heaven,
although high and far away.

Fursue your course ar I conslder your grestness with humility, joy, and
sadnesr, Do not hear my silent prayer for wyour happinesz. Do not allow
me, a lowly maiden, fo konow higher more glovious stars.

The most worthy girl of all will be your cholce and I will bless her
meny thousand times. Then I will rejoice and weep. 1 will be soc happy.
Suppesing my heart should break; vwhat does 1t matter?

"1 can not Grzsp 1t or Believe It"

I can rot grasp it or believe it. It has enchanted me like a dream.
Why ehould he chovse me frum among all women?

1 drezmed that he sald, "I will be yours forever'. I think I am still
dreamisg. 1t can never bel

O, lei me die in this drean, nestled on his breast. I will die this
glorious death with rever-ending tears and joy. ~
"Tae Ring"

Ch, ving upon my firnger! My beautifui golden ring! 1 press you tu ay
lios and heart.

¥y ehi’cheod had vanished; I found uwyself lost and alone in desolate
BLACE,

Ch, rirg upoa my fipger, you firsc made me view life's unending deep
meaning for woman., 1 will live fov him, serve him, always be near
him, give myssif to him, and seek his approval.
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zaaa all sy annoving fears vanlsh so L may noow b
- 61 1 Fesar.  bp o the fountalin of loy.

she radigres of vour smile. Let me i
waw, wy wogndiicent one.

Sexteey nly with Mawsrs, my adsters.  Bring him fresh rosebuds. Bui,
wy sioters, L am sad e leave wou, although I leave your ranks du

'geat foiend, vou ook at me in wonder. Tan you not imagine why I awm
eyviog?  Oh, X wish T coulé srop cryingl! I am afraid and yet so full of
Jevi 7 wish I texid sey with words how 1 fesl. Come and bury your

fate or wy breast and I want to whisper 4n your ear all that i am
feeling .

Wow o you kaow whe I was crying? Shouldn’t you know, too, von beloved
. xaei  Liay vpon my heart, feel its beating, so that I can press you
— clvssy 0o wa.

Here, bty my bed, theve 1z room for the ovadle, where you will see my
dresi, The mereing 1o coming vhen the dresm will awake, and theve,
I shall bhelold wour inage.

Ir my Hearst, n my Breast"

o my hoesry, on my breast, my blissful darling! Happlness iz love and
love 19 hapﬂiwpas T have said and I will always beldeve it. No upe
car love ae much 0 she who glves the child nourishment. Only a mother
kncws swhat love and beappiness iz, Oh, how I pity men who can never
fesl the heppliuese of motherhood,

iy oangel, you gaze at ne and smile. In my heart, on my breast,
1 dav iﬁ‘"" i

3

Yo, lowel
mwy Blizafy

YHew, For the Fivsy Time, You Huve Given Me Pain"
Kow, for tre flvst tipe wou have given me paln. Cruelly and uncompaszsic
ately woau zep Lo desth.  To oo the world i3 lonely and vold. 1 have

loved you SAved for vou--% am alive po more. 1 withdraw inte wwz=lil,
(—\ the wvell

There ¥ have vou and my los: happiness—-vou, wmy worldi
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Tais penticunea, & Prasohosen wizh a proud
versos.  He bas vhe senown and gelianoey
vouos oot Lg hoolng that he *?ﬁ.g.}. becoms
upon the savih & zhow he sxaltation of

appaarance, writes beaugly
E hrother ai¢ Moa Lue,

smoua someday. Slory dzacanw
h gods;  a proud Frenchran.
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413 Alory the Badse'

All #long the Badge which unceasingly wroites poetry, Saluste du Barias
dresps of Cldalyss walking with tiny steps. Further along the Baise ic
the exquizite soverelgn, Mavguevite. Queen, someone iz courting you.
Won't veu love him?

“The Farerell®

He 48 vupndng the risk of leaving the old manor with her--with her beauvy,
red idps, dark skin~—what & plcture of elegance! On his hat there is &«
feather which is blewm by the evening. Everyone--admire her! Come
quickiy to ze2 this plooure of eleganced

YThe Strolil”

n & burring day of sumiler, Marguerite of Navarre prepaves herself for
a stroll. She prepares with great cave for she loves her beauty very
much. Ir Nerac chere io excitement! The princess is preparing herself
for & stxall. Page, Leave your guitar since she is so enchanting.

"A Festival in Navas

What 4s thils on the lawn? The people arve dancing gaily. They ave runring
o see the gusen. But vhat doez one see? Like g charming mirage, hundreds
of couples are being drawa by lowe. Buf hesh! She 1s coming.

"The (oupie”

The love e which all ave invited will reunite the peoet and Margusrite
in the erd. As in & drcam, they are ceptive to the beautiful destiny of
love. Wizh the JYervor ¢f a rite he takes her hand. Eros illumines them
from within.
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