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GABRIEL FAURE 


Lydi a Mandoline 

Lydi a on your rosy cheeks, The serene.ding swains 
And on your neck. so fresh and white. And th t~ ir lovely l i steners 
Fl mv sparki ngly Exchange insip id r emarks 
The fluid golden tresses "ivhich you Under the singi ng boughs. 
L0038n.. There is Tircis and there is Aminta , 
This shining day is the best of all; And the eternal Cl~~andeT, 
Let us fo r get the eternal grave. And there is Damis, ,"ho for ::lany 
Ls t your kis s e s , your kisses of a dove, Cruel ladies 
Sing on your blossoming lips. Fashions many tender v erses. 
A hidden lily s preads unceasing l y Their short silken vests. 
A divine fragr ance in your breast; Their long dr ess es wi th trains, 
Numberless delights !heir elegance , the ir gai e ty 
emanate from Y01; , young goddess, And their soft blue s hadows 
I love you and die. oh my love; vJhi r l madly in the ecstasy 
Kisses have carried a r '",-1y my soul! Of a moon rose and gray ~ 
Oh Lyd ia, give me back life. And t he mandolin chatters 
Tha t I may die, forever die! Amid the tremb l i ng of the breeze. 

Prison 

The sky above the roof is so blue, so calm... 

A tree above the roof rocks its crown ..• 

ThG bell, in the sky that one sees, softly rings, 

A b i r d , on the tree that one sees, pla~ntively sings • • . 

11y Lord , my Lord: Life over there is simple and qui et: 

This peaceful clamour comes from the tm,'C ... 

T..Jhat have yon done, ",or you, \oTto now W2eps endlessly , 

Say; wlvlt bave you done, you , with y,")Ur you t h? 


Ap:rcs un Reve 

In a slumber cha rr.:ed by your image 

I d reamed of happiness, ardent mir2.ge; 

Your eye s wer e Bore tender, your voice pure and cl ear 

Yo u ,,,e re radiant l i ke a s ky b r i gh t ened by sunr i se; 

You were cal l ing me, and I left the earth 

To flee wi th you tmvc:.rcs the light; 

The skies opened their clouds for us, 

Sp·.cndars unknown, glimpses of divine light. .. 

Alas: Alas, sad a\-Jakening from dreams; 

I call to you, oh nigh t , gi ve me back yo ur i llusions; 

Return, retu=n with your radiance, 

Re t u ::.n , ah myster i ous n i ght: 




STR.I\USS 

Ieh 

I 
In my 

trage meine Minne (I carry my Love) 

c'1rry my love , Hute with rapture? 
r:.8art and my mind wherever I go. 

Ye sy,our encounter, Dearest one, 
Cheers through all the days alloted to me. 
Though s kies a r e grim, and jet-black is rhe night? 
Bri ghtly shines my love's sunlike splendour. 
And though deceitft!l i s the s i nful world. and it srieves me, 
Its w~etchedness wil l be blinded by your snow-l~ke i nnocence. 

Morgen! (TornO':rov.T) 

And on the path th£lt I ,val follow, 

It s hall aGain unite us, happy ones, 

Upon this sunabrcathing earth ... 

And to the "ide shore, ,'lith lts blue waves, 

\ole viII quietly and slowly descend, 

Speechless, we shall look into each a her ' s eyes, 

And upon us will descend the muted silence of happiness. ,. 


Nacht (Night) 

Out o~ the forest comes th2 night, 

Quietly s h roves in from behind the trees; 

She oversees all around her, ­
Beware now ; 

All the ligb ts of the v70rld, 

All the flower s, all t he colors, s he extinguisher; 

She s~eals the sheaves from the fields; 

S e tekes everythi ng diat is lovely, 

Steals the si lver from the Ec reams, 

From the copper dome of the cathedral 

Sbe takes mmy its gold. 


tThe spray of flowers stands plundered, 
Draw clo s r, soul to soul; 
Qh, I am afraid the night will steal 
You, too, f rom me. 

Allerseelen (All Souls' Jay) 

Pl1'lce on the table t he f!:agrant mi ::'J10nettes, 

Bring here the last of red asters, 

And let us speak again of love, 

As long ago in May. 

Gi ve me the hand that T may secretly clasp it, 

An d if it is observed by others, I vlill not mind; 

Gi V2 me one of your sweet glances, 

As long ago in May. 

Today each grave is f lowering and fragrant, 

Once a year is All Souls' Day,­
Come to my heart that I again may have you, 

As long ago in May. 




STRAUSS 

A you th 
Kl ine, 

5chlngende He r zen (Throbbing Hearts) 

was going through meadows and fields, 
klang, his heart did beat; 

On h i s finger shone a golden r ing. 
Kl ing. klang, h i s heart di d beat ; 
Oh , meadows , oh fields, how beaut i ful you are! 
Oh , hil l s , oh, forests, how beautiful! 
Hew good and beautiful are you, 
Golden sun in the skies you appear 
Kling, kling, kling, klang, his heart did beat. 
The youth hurried wIth lively step, 
Kling, klang , h i s heart did beat. 
He took wi t h h i m many a laughing flower, 
King , k l ang, h i s heart did beat. 
Over meadows and fields blows the wind of Spr i ng, 
Deep in my heart blows the ~dnd of Spring, 
'TI-:.at dr i ves me toward you gently, softly. 
Kl i ng, klan8, his hear t did beat. 
Mi dst meadows and fields a maiden stood, 
Kl n g , klang, his heart did beat; 
She shielded her eyes with her hand, to look afar, 
Kl i ng, klang, her heart did beat. 

Ove r meadows and fields, 

Over forests and hills, 

To me. to me, he i s hastening, 

Oh , if he only were already with me! 

Kl i n8 ~lang. kling klanp" her heart did beat. 


SCIl1JHANN 

In Fe-reign Land 

Fr om my homeland, In the wake of red lightning 

The cloues aye drifting here, 

But my father and mother are long dead, 

No o~e knows TIe there any mor e. 

How soon , oh hew soon will the quiet ude come, 

\& en I too wi l l res t. \<lhsn I too will res t , 


And abOVE: me rustles the l ovely solitude of the "lOods, 

And n0 one knows me here any more .•• 


I n termezzo 


Your image wondrously lovely 

I carr y deep in my heart, 

I t looks s o fresh and cheerful 

Upon me al l the ttme. 

l1y hear t s i ngs silently within itself 

All OV~. beautiful. tU:1C , 

That soars into the air 

Aced b' xn -ied:Ly files to you. 



~ialogue in the Woods 

"I t is already late , it is alr eady cold , 

~y do you r ide l onely through the woods ? 

~hc 'tvQod is l arge, you are alone, 

You l ovely br i de ! I guide you home." 

"Greet is men ' s cunnin8 and deceit, 

With s orrow my heart has been broken, 

Tbe h unter 's horn sounds here and yon, 

Oh f lee! Oh flee: you know not who I am." 

liSa richly adorned are steed and woman , 

So wondrously fair, so wondrously fair the young body; 

I know you nmoJ, may God help me! 

'Iou a :L'€ the sorceress Lorelei! II 

Hyo u know me well, from the rock on high 

i'I] castle looks silently into the Rhi ne. 

It is alreacy l a te, it is already cold, 

NE::vermore will you leave this wood." 


The Silence 


No one knows and no one divines it, 

Ho';J happy. how happy I am! 

Oh if but one, but one kn Eow it, 

None other should ever knovJ! 

It is not as still out in the snow, 

As silen t anel a s hushed 

Ar e not the star s on high, 

As t he secret thoughts of mine. 

r wi sh I WHre a littl e bird 

Flyin8 over tbe sea, 

Over the sea and f ur ther on, 

Ti l l in Heaven I would be! 


Moonlight Nigh t 


It seeIT'.ec as if the sky 

Had silent ly kissed the earth, 

That she i n the sh:b u.ller of blossoms 

Could only dream of h:i.m. 

The breeze D l e~oJ over the fields, 

The gra in stalks gent 2.y s ;Jrgcd , 

The fo r es t s rus tled sof~ly , 


So staro-.c-igt,t \.;as the ni2~t. 


And my soal unfolded 

Its pi n ions so wide, 

Flew over t he silent lands, 

As if it were flying home. 


Beautiful StranBer 


The t ree-tops rustIc ar.d shiver , 

As if at th i s time now, 

By the half buried walls , 

T}:e old gods ,,,ere making t he round. 

He~e betind the myrtle b~shes, 


In r.i2.den dusky splendor, 

~jhat do you say. confused as in dreams, 

To me, phantastic night? 


http:seeIT'.ec


The stars all sparkle on me 
Wi th a burning glance of love, 
Intoxica t edl y the distance speaks. 
As if speaKi ng of future great happiness! 

I n A Stronghold 


Gone to slcep while keeping \,mtch 

Sits up there the ancient knight; 

Over yonder rain is falling. 

And the wood rustles through the trellis. 

Inward gro!vo his beard and hail, 

Turned to stone his breast and ruffle. 

He sits many hundred years 

Aloft in the silent cell. 

Outside it is still and peaceful, 

Eve ryone has moved to the valley, 

Li ttle woodbirds lonely sing 

In the em)ty windm" arches. 

Down below a wedding party sails 

In the sunshine on the Rhine; 

The musicians play so gaily, 

And the l ovely bride is l.;reeping. 

In Foreign Lands 

I hear the brooklets rushing 
In the fo res t here and yon. 
In t he forest, midst the rush i ng, 
I knovJ no t t-rhere I am. 
The ni2;htingales are singing 
Here in the solitude, 
As jf t he y wanted to t e ll 
A~out t he beautiful old days . 
The moon 's shimmerin;:r I Lgh t i3 moviu2, 
As if I could see b8:i.ow 
The castle lying in the valley, 
Yet it is so fa.r mmy ; 
As i f t here might in t~c ~arden 

Filled wi th roses white anj red. 
My s\>;ee 1:h a r t be \vaitin!; f or me, 
Yet she has been so long dead ... 

Melancholy 

Sometimes I may be singing 
As if I were full of joy, 
But secretly tears are flowing, 
And then my heart feels free. 
The nightingales will s i ng, 
When spring breezes play outside, 
Th e ir melody of yearning 
Out of their prison's tom~. 
Then all the hearts are listening, 
And everyone is glad, 
But none can feel the sorrows, 
The bitter grief in the song. 



Twili ght 

Twilight starts to spread its pin ions, 
Fear fully the trees are movi ng , 
Clouds drift by l ike heavy dreams, 
Wha t does all thi s dreading mean? 
If you dear ly love a doe, 
Do no t let it gr aze alone, 
Runt8rs roam in the woods, and blmoJ their hor ns , 
Voices wander here and yon. 
If you have a f riend on earth, 
Do not t r ust him at this ho ur, 
Friendly with his eyes and lips, 
He plots war in treacherous peace. 
TAIhat today goes dO;,ffi so tired, 
Rises newly born tomorrow. 
Many t hings are lost at night-time, 
Be on guard , alert and watchful! 

In The Fores t 

Along t he moantain a wedding party moved , 

I h eard the singing of birds, 

Hany rtders flashed by, the bugle called, 

That was a merry hunt! 

And ere I knew, it had all faded, 

Night covers the l and around, 

From th mountains only the forest still rustles, 

And I shiver in the depth of my heart .. . 


Spring Nigh t 

Above the garden through the b reezes 
I heard birds of passage fly. 
That means s cents of fPring are coming, 
On the grmmcts the blossoms s tart. 
I would like to shout for you, to weep, 
It seems to me it cannot be ! 

Ancient miracles shine again 

\Hth the moonlight in my room. 

And t he moon, the stars proclaim it, 

And the woo ds rustle in a dream, 

And the nightingales ar2 singing: 

"She is yours, she i s your own! ,! 



