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ill oJ PURCELL (1659-1695) 	 If Music be the Food of Love 


Sweeter than Roses 

I Attempt from Love's Sickness ~ 


SGtilJMAlj'N (1811)-1'856) Frauenlieb~ una Leben 
~ Seit ich ihn. gesehen 
, Eza~ dsr Herrtichste von atten I 
_,Ich kann's nicht lassen "2 z..­

') ,_ Du. Ring an meinem Finger 
Hetft mil', ~1w Sc'h.tvestern 
SUsser Freund 
An meinen Herzen 
Nun hast au mil' <iBn ersten Schmer>z getan 

INTERMISSION'¥-e 101 tt71"=<'

ell FRM~::IS POULENC (1899-1963) Fian~ailles pour R1re 
 J3 ILa Dame d I Andre 

Dane L 'herbe 
n VoZe 
Mon Cadavi'e est dou:r: comme un Gant 
Violon 
FZ.eu:r>s 

i~LLI~M BERGSMA (b 9 1921) Four Songs 
This is the Key to the Kingdom q I 

The Head" from the WelZ. of Life f 
Frolie's Song . 

Hokey Pokey, Whiskey, Thurn 


Beatrice Kaufman, bassoon 
Julie Oster, clarinet 

Anne Rose Bergsma is a student of Mary Curtis-Verna. 

Julie Oster is a student of William McColl. 
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Text Translations .... 

Frauenliebe und Leben/A Woman's LOve and Life 

Seit ich ihn Gesehen/Since I have seen him 


Since I have seen him, I believe I am blind: wh:it:her I am looking, I see 
him alone; like in a waking dream, his image floats fefore me,. rising from 
deepest darkness, brighter and brighter. Everything else around me is light and 
colorless, the games of my sisters I want to share no core, I ~uld rather weep 
silently in my little chamber; since I have seen bic9 I believe I am blind. 

Er, Dar Herrlichste von Allen/He, :the Mostr'Glorious of All 
He, the most glorious of all, how kind pe is, how. good! Gentle mouth~ clear 

eyes, clear mind and fi'riti courage, even as in yonder blue dept.h, shines bright and 
glorious that star, so is he in my'heaven', brigHt ~ glorious, sublime and far. 
Wander, wander along your course, only to look at your light, only to look at 
it hwnbly~ only co be blissfUl and' §"ad! ' Do nc;>t bear my silent prayer, offered 
for your happiness; you must ~not' know me', hUlD-ble maiden, noble star of glory! 
Only the worthiest of all.mfiY your choice make h8.ppy, and I will bless the noble 
one, many thousand times." I shall rejo~ce and I shall weep then, blissful, 
blissful I am then, even though roy heart shd~d break, break, 0 heart. what does 
it matter? 

'. Ich Kann' s Niche Fass~n, Nicht Glauben/I cannot Grasp,. nor ~ii~ it. 
I cannot grasp~ nor believe it, anre~ mUst have me bewitched, how could 


be from among all others have exalted 'and blessed poor me? It seemed to me 

that be bad spoken: I',I am ~orever yours," ,It ise,emed to me that: I, am still 

dreaming, for it can never be ,~hQS••,Qh l~1;, ~ die in my dreain, cradled on 

his breast, let me drink bliss~ul ~~a~:?,;~ ~te<\,rs of infinite joy. 


Du Ring an Meinem FingerIyou Ring on MI'l Finger. _ _ , 
, You ring on<m'y""Unger, my littl~ golden ~'ing,~- I press you devoutly to my 

lips, devoutly to my heart. My dream 'had come to an end, childhood's peaceful, 
lovely dream, I found myself lonely and'lost in empty, infinite space. You ring 
on my finger, you taught me only then, you opened to my eyes, life's infinite, 
deep value. I want to serve him, live for him, wholly belong to him, give 
myself and find myself transfigured in his splendour. 

Helft Mir, Ihr Schwestern/Help M~<2" My: ~isters 
Help me, my sisters, kindly adorn me~ serve me, the happy one, today. 

Wi~d zealously around my forehead? the lovely wreath of myrtle in bloom. When 
I contented, with a joyful heart, formerly lay in my beloved's arms, he always 
invoked, his heart fulled with yearning, impatient by this very day~ Help me, 
m:- '31.sters, help me Ct1st 0ttt a f,,?olish anxie.ty; tr.at I'with-bright eyes' may 
recicve him, him the sourc~ of all ,happiness. Have you, my beloved, come to me, 
do you, sun, give me your iight? Let me devoutly, let me humbly, let me bow 
to my master and lord. Strew, sisters, strew flowers before him, budding roses 
offer to him. But you, sisters 1. greet with sadness, joyfully parting fromI 

your midst. ' 

Susser Freund/Sweet Friend 
Sweet friend, you look amazed at me, you cannot understand,ho~ I ~an weep .. 

let the moist pearl's adornment with playful clarity tremble 'in my eyes. How 
frightened is my heart, how with rapture filled. if I only knew the words to 
tell it to you; ,~ome and hide your: face here on my breast, let me whisper on 
your ear all my delight. Now you know the tears that I must shed, should you 
then not see them, you beloved. beloved man? Stay near my heart, feel its 
throbbing, so that I may clasp you only firmer and firmer. Here by my bed the 
cradle will have its place. where it may in silence hide my lovely dream; thGre 
will come a morning when the dream awakens, and from the cradle you image will 
smile up at me, your image! 

~ 
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An Meinem Herzen, An Meiner Brust/On My Heart. On My Breast ­
On my heart, on my breast. you my delight, you my joy! Happiness is love 

and love is happiness~ I have said it and won't take it back. I deemed myself 
so fortunate, ~ut I am more than happy now. Only she who suckles, only she who 
loves the chi!d to whom she gives nourishment; only a mother can know, what 
it means to love and to be happy, oh how sorry I am for the man, who cannot feel 
a mother's bliss. You dear, dear angel you, you look at me and you smile at me! 

Nu~Hast Du Mir Den Ersten Schmerz Getan/Now You Have Caused Me The First Pain 
UClW you have caused me. the firs~ pain, that really hurt. You sleep, you 

hard nnd cruel man, the sleep of death. The now forsaken woman stares into a 
void, the world is empty, empty. I have loved and I have lived~ I do not live 
any more. I silently withdraw into myself, the veil is falling, then I have you 
and my lost happiness, you, my world! 

Fiancailles Pour Rire/Whimsical Betrothal 
La Dame D'Andre/Andre's Woman Friend 

Andre does not know the woman whom he took by the hand today. Has she a 
heart for the tomorrows, and for the evening has she a soul? On returning from 
a country ball did she go in her flowing dress to seek in the hay stacks the ring 
for the random betrothal? Was she afraid, when night fell, haunted by the ghosts 
of the past, in her garden, when winter entered by the wide avenue? He loved her 
tor her colour, for her Sunday good humour. Will' she fade on the white leaves 
of his album of better days? 

Dans L'Herbe/In the Grass 
I can say nothing more nor do anyth~ng for him. He died for his beautiful 

one he died a beautiful death* outside ~der the tree of the Law in deep silence 
in open countryside in the ~rass- -He.~ unnoticed crying~out in~his. paasing 
calling calling me. But I was far from him and because his voice no longer 
carried he died alone in the woods beneath the tree of his childhood. And I 
can say nothing more nor do anything for him. 

I1 Vole/He Flies .' . 
As the sun is setting it is refle~ted in the polished su~face of my table 

it is the round cheese of the fable in the beak·,of my silver s'cissors. But 
~here is the crow? It flies. I should like to sew but a magnet attracts all 
m; needles. On the square the skittle players pass the time with game after 
~~~~e. But where is my lover? He flies. I have a thief for a lover, the crow 
f:~~s and my lover steals. the thief of my heart breaks his word and the th~if 
(If tile cheese is not here. But where is happiness? It flies. I we~p under 
th~ ~-~eeping willow I mingle my tears with Its leaves. I weep because I want to 
to ~e derdred and I am not pleasing to my thief. But where then is love? It 
flIes. Find the rhyme for my lack of reason and by the roads of the cou~tryside 
br.;_ng me back my fiighty lover who takes hearts and drives me mad. I wish that 
my thief would steal me. 

~'~on Cadavre est Dou'\{ Comme un Gant/My Corpse is as Limp as a Glove 
Ny corpse is as limp as a glove limp as a glove of glace kid and my two 

hi~den pupils make two white pebbles of my eyes. Two white pebbles in my face 
t~~ mutes in the silence still shadowed by a secret and heavy with the burden 
of things seen. My fingers so often straying are joined in a saintly pose 
resting on the hollO\07 of my groans at the centre of my arrested heart. And my 
ti-lO feet are the mountains the last two hills I saw at the moment when I lose 
the race that the years win. I still resemble myself children bear away the 
memory quickly. go, go, my life is done. My corpse is as limp as a glove. 
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Violon/Violin 
Enamoured couple with the m1sprized accents the violin and its player please 

me. Ah: I love these wailings- long drawn out on the cord of uneasiness. In 
chorc!is' on t:t~ cords of the ·hanged at .the hour' when the Laws are silent die- heart, 
formed like h strawberry, offers- itself to IOcve like an: unknown fruit. 

Fleurs/Flowers . 
Prooised flowers, flowers'held in your Srms~ flowers sprung from the 

pare::;:hcsis* of a step, who brought you there flawers in winter powdered with 
the ,~_~;:,::1 of the seas? Sand of your kisses, flowers. of faded loves the beautiful 
eyes ~re ashes and in the fireplace a.heart be~bboned with sighs burns with 
its treasured pictures. ; ., 

i . 

Fpur Songs for Voice Bassoon, and Piano 
The Read from.The Well of LifeThis is the Key to the Kingdom 
Gently dip, but not too deepIn That Kingdom is a city. 
For fear you make The golden beard to'In That city is a town. 
weep_ ,In That street there is a street. 

Fair ,maiden white and ·red, In That street There winds a lane. 
Comb me smooth and sttoke my headIn That lane there is a yard. 
And ·.Thou shalt have some cocklebread,In that yard There is a house. 
And every hair a sheaf shall beIn That house awaits a room. 
And'every sheaf a golden tree.In That room There is a bed. 


On That bed there is a bask~t, Frolic's Song

A basket of flowers. Whenas, whenas, whenas, 

Flowers in The basket, The rye reach to the chin, 
Bas~e~~.on The bed, __ :.,And chop_cberry ripe wit..hin~ 
Bed in The chamber, chamber in The Strawberries swimming in the cream,
house And schoolboys playing in The stream, 

House in The weedy lane, lane on The Then-o, Then-o, +,hen-o, 
broad street, ;' r.IMy true love said, 

Steet in the high town~ town in the . "Til That time come, again,
city, She could not live a maid. 

City in The Kingdom. 

This is The Key to The Kingdom. 


Hokey Pokey, Whisk-eYl '.Thum 

Hokey pokey, whiskey, thum. 

How do you like potatoes done? 

Boiled in whiskey, boiied in rum? 

Says the king of The cannibal Islands; 


I' i 
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