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Cantata 54 J.S. Bach




‘;anw I have a- sweetheart, now I am alonel.

Translations:

Wiederstehe doch der Sinde
Resist sin, lest it overcome you with its poison.

Do not allow yourself to be deceived by Satan, because one who
degecrates God's honor encounters a deadly cursge.

Die Art verruchter Siinden

The way of wicked sinners is truly lovely when geen from the outside.
~Nevertheless, later on one will experience grief, vexation and trouble. From the
outside (sinfulness) appears as gold; yet when one persists in it, it shows
itself to be an empty shadow and white-waehed grave. (Sin) is like fruit from
Sodom {(and Gomorrah)--not suitable in God's kingdom. It is a sharp sword that
will dismember body and soul,

Wer Sinde tut
Who commite sin is of the devil--for by ain he capturea us. But when one resists
his ahameful bonds by means of fltting devotzon he ia forced to flee away.‘“

TRwedl Vi
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This conpouition yr.sent: the lawest alto part found in nuy of B&ch's cantatas--
approximately a minor third lowe¥ (descending to low F) thm the tessiture of his
other alto sclos. The most receit scholarly edition of his™ eo-plotn works states
that it was probably composed for a church in which the organ was known to be

sharp. However, there is no published editios available in a higher key (which
would present additional difficulties for the ings anyway). You will hear it
today as written. B T

| mw_mgsu (Rhige’ I"'g‘"d) :
(?ﬁow I mow by the Neckar; now by the RhinEf,~

What good is mowing, if the sickle doesn’t cut? s
What good is a sweetheart i he doesn't -stay with mea

Then shoulﬁ I mow by«the Neckax, by the Rhine,

W. My little gold ring in. ‘

, t in the Neckar and float in the Rhine.
It will swim right down into t&ﬁ deep seat’

awims, the;Ltt ; ring, ‘a fish'will gat it.
: %he/f sh will then land on the king's table. o
¥ will ask, whose can the ring be?
Then my sweetheart will say: "The ring belanga to me.¥: - oL 3 1 BdfY
CaesEGQLOR TS, W NLCDILE Ll ldvieve olno o lis
uy sweetheart will spring up hill‘ah&*down hill, V
and will bring back to me the fine little gold ring!
You .cap mow by the- Neckar,.you, cap-mow by the Rhine! -
You can- toss to me always your little ring!




Des An;onius von Padua Fischpredigt

(Antonjus of Padua's Fish Sermon)

Antonius at sermon time finds the church empty! He goes to the rivers and
preaches to the fish! They flap with their tails! They gleam in the sunshine!

The carp with roe have all congregated, their jaws gaping, intent on listening.
Never did a sermon so please the fish!

Sharp-snouted pike, that fence continually, swam up in a hurry to hear the holy
man! Even those odd creatures that continually fast--I mean the dried cod--appear
for the sermon. Never did a sermon 8o please the dried cod!

- Good eels and sturgeon that people @f
attend the sermon] Crabs too, and tu
from the depths to. hegr‘this voice,

lality relish, even they condescend to

d a sermon’ lﬁrﬁ&ﬂﬁ§e thﬁ crnbdl

. Fish large and - fish small._of guality -and comman#hﬁa 3
understanding creatures. At God's command they lister to £
The aermon fxnished:‘eeéﬁweﬁe.tﬁr;e“;;e§jmﬂfhe pike remein thié&éé) the eels
great lovers: the sermon was pleasing—-thay all stay th e ﬁa@e ;o .
RS - Ui g

The crabs still go bgckwards,

the codfish renain'

ied des V rec im Turm
' (SOng of the Por:ecut

fr " Who cen,guess them?
know them; no hunter ‘can shoot

‘The pr;sonor vehemently detérmined: Thoughts
'They rush past like nocturnal shadows; no man
them. It still is true--thoughts are free!

The maiden, despondently eijelzng: Sumimer i8 a time for merriment, on high, wild
# heath. There one finds a.green place, my heartily loving llttle sweetheart; it's
from you that I don't wamm'tokseparatel , .

The prxsonerx And if ithey ‘lock me up in a dark dungeon, all thig is but wasted
effort; for .my thoughts will tear the bars apart and split the walls--thoughts
_are freel ' ‘ , i

Summer is a time for merriment, on high, wi d mountains. There one
ite alone, on high wild..mountains; there one hears no children
e:air invites one”to himself. .

The pr soner: So may it be_ the way it ‘is! And if xt‘happen-, may it all happen
secretly, only everything secretly! My wish and desire can be restrained by no
cne! It ptill remains true, thouqhts are free! oo merwme e *wmg SRR T

.“,, ‘w__\ Tyl v

The maiden: My sweetheart, ybu slng ‘as cheerfully here as-'a’ blrd in the qraeeqv

I stand so sadly at the prison door. 1If.only I were dead, if only I were with
you--alas, must I then always complain?

The‘prisoneri And since you complain so, I'll renounce love, and if I dare, then
nothing can worry me. From the heart then I can laugh and joke for ever; it
remains still true--thoughts are free!

s%ursually slowboatg; climb hurriedly
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Lob des hohen Verstands (Praise of Lofty Judgement)

Once in a deep valley the cuckoo and the nightingale began a wager; whoever sang
- the masterpiece, whether won by art or won by luck, thanks would that one take
away.

The cuckoo spoke: "If you agree, I have chosen the judge." And he at once named
the ass. "For since he has two large ears, he can hear all the better and
recognize what is right.”

Soon they flew before the judge. When he was told the matter, he decreed that
they should sing. The nightingale sang out sweetly! The ass spoke: “"You muddle
me up! Heehaw! Heehaw! I can't get it into my head!" There upon the cuckoo
began quickly his song in thirds and fourthe and fifths. It pleased the ass, he
spoke but: "wait! I will pronounce judgement, yes pronounce.

You have sung well, nightingale! But, cuckoo, you sing a true anthem! And you
hold the beat precisely! I speak from my higher understanding! And even if it -
costs a whole country, I thus pronounce you the winnerl!" Cuckoo, cuckoo! Heehaw!

Chanson Perpetuelle (Song Without an End)

Trembling woods, star-studded sky, My beloved has gone away Carrying off my
disconsolate heart. Winds, let your plaintive sounda, Lat your songs, enchanting
nightingales, Tell him that I am dying.

The first evening he came here My soul was ab:his mercy;<' of przde I knew no
more. Every glance of mine was a confession. He took meé into his strong arms And
kissed me near my tresses -- I felt a great thrill.,.And then, I do not recall
how it happened, He had become my lover. i s

5 I used to tell him: ¥oukwxll love me As ldng as you are able to. Only in his
v rarms did I sleep well. But he, feeling his heart grow cold, Went away.the other

(w“mozning ‘Without me to a far-off land.,

Because I have my lover no longer I shall die in the pond
Amidst the flowers, under thé quiet currents.
to the shore, to the wind I shall speak hzs _name dreamxly,
aited for him often.
, a golden shroud, My hair undone,

fo the mercy of the wind I.shall abandon myself. ;

v moments of the gast will shed Their gentle. gl;mmer on my brow,

reen reeds will entwine me,
and my bosom will believe, trembling in their caressing embrace,

That 1'am in the arms of my lover!




