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Translations

LOVE SONG WALTZES

Johannes Brahms

1

Oh give answer, maiden fairest, thou whose smile my heart entrances, who hast
slain me with thy glances, tell me, hath thy heart relented? Or like cloistered
nun, contented, wilt thou dwell by love forsaken? Say, how long must I entreat
thee, say, oh fairest, wilt thou, wilt thou meet me?

Ray, to dwell by love forsaken, give a doom for which I care not. Wistful
eyes, take heart, despair not, when the stars arve bright I'll meet thee, when
they 're bright I'll meet thee.

2
O0'er the rocks the tide beats high, lash'd thro' many a furrow; If thou ne'er
hast learnt to sigh, if thou ne'er hast learnt to sigh, love will teach thee sorrow.
-3
Dark eye‘d maiden, dark eye'd maiden with all fond delights o'er laden! Long

the staff and cowl had won me had thy witching not undone me, hadst thou not undone
me, undone me!

®

4

Like the sunset's crimson splendour I would glow with beauty's fire, If one
heart to me were tender joy unending I'd inspire.

5

Thou tender trailing ivy, why creep so low thy branches green?

Thou damsel yéung and dainty, why is so sad thy mien?

Oh say, thou glist'ning ivy, why is't thou does not heav 'nward rise?
Oh say, thou damsel dainty, why melts thy heart with sighs?

What ivy can grow heav 'nward with none to give it strength or stay? Or how
can a maid have pleasure while he she love's away!

6

Was once a pretty tiny birdie flew where fruit in garden fair hung bright to
view. :

If that a pretty tiny bird I were I'd fly away and seek yon garden fair.

()

Limetwigs and treach'ry all its branches bore, Ah, hapless birdie, thou wilt
fiy no more!

Limetwige and treach'ry all its branches bore, Ah, hapless birdie, thou wilt
fly no more,




Ah, birdie, thou wilt fly no more, no more, no more. If that a pretty tiny
bird I were, I think of yonder garden I'd beware:

If that q pretty tiny bird I were, I think of yonder garden I'd beware, I'd
beware, I'd beware. That birdie came in hand of ladye bright, And there be had
full store of fond delight.

If that a pretty tiny bird were I, like him to yonder garden straight I'd fly.

7

How sweet, how joyous dawm'd each morrow, when he was kind for whom I sorrow;
Then would he etand bemeath my kower, nor lock nor wall to part had power, But,
woe betide me! when now I look on his cold averted face begide me, he doth not
- heed that my heart is sore.

.
When thy glance is fond and kind, and thou emilest on me, care and trouble

© flee behind, in thy smiles I sun me; keep alight this fire of joy, that it may not
perish! Ne'er will other lover prove what for thee I cherish.

9

In wood embower'd, 'neath azure sky, a rosy maid looks from lattice high.
Well guarded is she with lock and key, with ten iron bars is that maiden's doorway (3’
made fast., What, ten iron bars are a jest to me, as tho' they were glass they
shall shatter'd be, In wood embower'd 'neath azure sky, a rosy, rosy maid looks
from lattice high.

10
Oh how soft yon murm'ring stream thro' the meadow gliding! Oh how sweet,
when fond eyes beam love and trust abiding! Oh how sweet when fond eyes beam love
and trust abiding, love and trust abiding.
11
No, there is no bearing with these spiteful neighbours; all one doest interpret
wrongly each one labours. Am I merry? then by evil thoughts I'm haunted, am I sad?
they say I am with love demented, love demented. No, there is no bearzng with these
spiteful neighbours, all one doest interpret wrongly each one labours.
12
Locksmith, ho, a hundred padlocke, bring me padlocks, padlocks great and small!
sland'rous lipe with them I'll fasten, I will fasten, fasten once for all.
‘9
12
Bird in.air will stray afar will stray afar eeeks a.eheltered bover; So the . .
heart a heart must find ere ite life ean flover.




O

14

Bright thy sheen, oh lucent ware, as yon moon above thee! Thou, whose heart
alone I crave, maiden dearest, love me!

15

Nightingale, thy sweetest song, sounds when night is darkling. Love me, oh
my heart's delight, when no star is sparkling, in darkness.

16
Ah, love is a mine unfathom'd, a bottomless well of afflietion; I gazed and
fell in, oh sorrow! Since then of sense I'm bereft,

Ah, love is a mine unfathom'd, unfathom'd; a bottomless well of affliction;
I gazed and fell in, oh sorrow! Since then of sense I'm bereft, bereft.

I sigh for a kappy morrow, a happy morrow, but groaning is all that's left.
I sigh for a happy morrow, but groaning, but groaning is all that's left.

17

Nay tarry, sweetheart, nor seek thou the flow'ry mead, 'tis for thy tender
feet to wander too weét so heed. Over the pathways, O'er the grasses hath fall'n
a show'r; where I went weeping tears abundant in morning hour.

18
A tremor's in the branches, a bird has brush'd his pinions thro' yonder tree.

ind thus my heart within me thro' all its depths is trembling; in love and joy and
sorrow, in love and joy and sorrow, I think of thee, I think of thee.




Chorale

Jesus, uearest Haster,

Thou my spirit's Pastor,

Shepherd of mu soul!

Ah: how Tong in anquish

Hust my nheari thus lanouisn

'Ti1 it gains its gola.

peacon brigat, wy heart's delignt,
Far beyond all eartnly treasure
Ty regard I measure.

Chorus - Adagio

So there is no damnation for the snirits
So there is now, not,

o damnation for the spirits

Is no damnation nou for them

Jho to Jesus Curist are true,

They who seek not after iammon

Seek for iiim alone.

Cnorale

Uncer Thy nrotection,

Fror: the foe's subjaction,

I am every free,

Tho' the fiend assail ne

~Or aught else avail me

Jesus stands by me!

Tho! in Tife the storn and strife
dich vith hellishi norrors heap we,
Jesus safe will keep me.

TERZETT

So now the Law, the Law that
Is of the spirit, living

In ciirist the Savior
Liberated me from out tihe Lay
Of sin and dissolution

”~

horus Verse 3

nence, ye fiends ferocious

ence, thou death atrocious

sence, thou fear, and cease

Rage ye, rage ye foes and threat me,
vay ye will not fret me,

Here I siny in peace.

iiight so vast leaves ne aghast:
Carth's abysses may not mumble

Tho' they loud would runble.

Allegro - Fugue

Ye are not of the flesh but of the -
spirit Tue flesh abides not in yoi

Ye are not of the flesh, not of the

flesn but of the spirit

If there the Holy Spirit abideth.

=
=

Anaantsa

ho~so the spirit doth not have

He is not of Christ

Is not of Christ, is not of Jesus
Christ

Chorale

Hence ve cartinly riches
Healtin that ian oewitches
Jasus, Tnee I crave.

Hance yu enpty splendor.

I will not surrender.

ilever be tav slave.

peati anJ nain do I cisJain
dor will any trail grieve me
But that Jesus leave me.

Terzett

If Jesus Christ abide in tnee
cherefore

If Carist abide in thee

Then is thy body dea.

For thine evil uoing.

The spirii in taee is living,
secause of righteousnass in thee

fuartet - Chorale

O

Auartet Chorale

Fare thee tell, o pleasure

That e mortals treasure,

Thou art naught to me.

Fare thee well wrong doing

I will come a-wooing

iHever more to tiee

Fare thae well, thou empty shell
Thine enciiantment I must sever,
Fare thea vell foreaver.

Chorus - Adagio

If in wvour hearts still God's
spirit,

That nath raised up Jesus from tha

Jead,

Is nov dwelling,

So will He, the God vio thus

Hath raised our Lord and Saviour

Jesus from the dead,

quicken by this same spirit

Your mortal bhodies,

vy His spirit, that doth dvell

in you always.

O




