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In the depths of life's struggles, amidst a backdrop of racism, sickness and hatred,
music emerged as my guiding light and constant companion. Bach, Brahms, Beethoven,
Verdi, Mussorgsky, Chopin, Rachmaninoff and Schubert became not just composers,
but guardians of my soul. Their melodies provided solace when the world seemed bleak,
strength when faced with adversity, and love when surrounded by hate and despair.

In the gentle embrace of their harmonies, | embark on a profound "reflection on my
journey," a journey marred by shadows but illuminated by the shimmering brilliance of
musical notes. Each chord resonates with the echoes of resilience, a symphony of hope
amidst the cacophony of despair, reminding me of the boundless power of artistry to

transcend the confines of pain and suffering.

As | navigate through the timeless pages of these brilliant compositions, | am reminded
of the transformative nature of music, an alchemy that turns adversity into beauty,
despair into triumph. The hope is from this discovery | have become a better human

being and will continue to learn, grow, and help others to do the same.

This recital transcends mere performance; it is a sacred vow, a solemn dedication to all

those who have journeyed with me through the tempests of life. To my beloved family

and cherished friends, whose unwavering support has been my compass in navigating
turbulent seas, | humbly present these songs from the depths of my soul.



May the music that has been my steadfast companion also serenade you in your
moments of solitude, despair and joy. May it weave a tapestry of tranquility and resilience
around weary hearts, a delicate tapestry embroidered with the threads of hope, courage,

and love. Let the melodies of Brahms, Mussorgsky, and Schubert envelop you in a warm
embrace, offering solace and fortitude, and the enduring promise of brighter tomorrows
where love's myriad forms are celebrated and embraced, where there is peace and
freedom. Our performance is a celebration of the boundless wonders of the human spirit
and the eternal melodies that unite us all in a symphony of laughter and love!

Lester Lynch




Lyrics

Pesni i Pljaski Smerti (Songs and Dances of Death)
Modest Mussorgsky on poems by Arseny Golenishchev-Kutuzov

Kolybel’naya

Stonet rebjonok... Svecha, nagoraja,
Tusklo mercajet krugom.

Celuju noch' kolybel'ku kachaija,

Mat' ne zabylasja snom.
Ranym-ranjokhon'ko v dver' ostorozhno
Smert' serdobol'naja stuk!

Vzdrognula mat', ogljanulas' trevozhno...

,,Polno pugat'sja, moj drug!

Blednoje utro uzh smotrit v okoshko...
Placha, toskuja, ljublja,

Ty utomilas', vzdremni-ka nemnozhko,
Ja posizhu za tebja.

Ugomonit' ty ditja ne sumela.
Slashche tebja ja spoju.” -

, Tishe! rebjonok moj mechetsja, b'jotsja,
Dushu terzaja mojul”

,,Nu, da so mnoju on skoro ujmijotsja.
Bajushki, baju, baju.”
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Lullaby

Achild moans... A candle, burning low,

Casts its dull flicker all around.

All through the night, as she rocks the cradle,
Amother has not slept.

Early in the morning comes the gentle knock

Of Death, the compassionate one, at the door!

The mother shudders, anxiously looking around her...
"There's no need to be afraid, my friend!

The pale morning is peeping through the window...
You have worn yourself out with crying, longing, loving,
So rest a while, my dear,

And | will take your place at his side.

You couldn't soothe the little child,

But | can sing more sweetly than you.”

‘Shhh! The child is tossing and turning,

My heart grieves to see him thus!’

‘Come now, with me he will soon calm down,
Hushaby, hushaby-hush.’

,,Shchjochki blednejut, slabejet dykhan'e...

Da zamolchi-zhe, moljul” -

,,Dobroje znamen'e, stikhnet stradan’e,
Bajushki, baju, baju.’

,,Proch’ ty, prokljataja!

Laskoj svojeju sgubish' ty radost' moju!”
,,Net, mirnyj son ja mladencu naveju.
Bajushki, baju, baju.” -

,,Szhal'sja, pozhdi dopevat' khot' mgnoven'e,

|

Strashnuju pesnju tvoju
,Vidish', usnul on pod tikhoje pen'e.
Bajushki, baju, baju.”

‘His cheeks are so pale, his breathing so shallow...
Please be quiet, | beg you!’

‘That's a good sign, his suffering will soon be over,
Hushaby, hushaby-hush.’

‘Be away with you, accursed worman!

You will destroy my joy with your caresses!’

‘No, I will waft the sleep of peace over the infant,
Hushaby, hushaby-hush.’

‘Have pity! Cease your singing for just a moment,
Cease your terrible song!

‘See now, my quiet song has sung him to sleep,
Hushaby, hushaby-hush.’

Serenada

Nega volshebnaja, noch' golubaija,
Trepetnyj sumrak vesny.

Vnemlet, poniknuv golovkoj, bol'naja
Shopot nochnoj tishiny.

Son ne smykajet blestjashchije ochi,
Zhizn' k naslazhden'ju zovjot,

Apod okoshkorm v molchan'i polnochi
Smert' serenadu pojot:

.V mrake nevoli surovoj i tesnoj
Molodost' vjanet tvoja;

Rycar' nevedomyj, siloj chudesnoj
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Serenade

Languid enchantment, the blue of the night,
The quivering half-light of spring.

Alling, her head hung low, the young woman
Listens to the whisper of night's stillness.

Sleep cannot close her shining eyes,

Life's pleasures summon her still,

But under her window, in the silence of midnight,
Death sings this soft serenade:

‘In the gloom of confinement, severe and narrow,
Your youth is fading;

But |, a mysterious knight,



Osvobozhu ja tebja.

Vstan', posmotri na sebja: krasotoju
Lik tvoj prozrachnyj blestit,

Shchjoki rumjany, volnistoj kosoju
Stan tvoj, kak tuchej obvit.
Pristal'nykh glaz goluboje sijan'e,
Jarche nebes i ognja;

Znojem poludennym vejet dykhan'e...

Ty obol'stila menja.

Slukh tvoj plenilsja mojej serenadoj,
Rycarja shopot tvoj zval,

Rycar' prishjol za poslednej nagradoj:
Chas upojen’ja nastal.

Nezhen tvoj stan, upoitelen trepet...
O, zadushu ja tebja

V krepkikh ob'"jat'jakh: ljubovnyj moj lepet

|

Slushajl.... molchil... Ty moja

Will free you with my wondrous power.

Rise and look on yourself: your countenance
Shines with limpid beauty,

Your cheeks are flushed, and your rippling tresses
Encircle your waist like clouds.

The radiant blue of your eager eyes

Is brighter than heaven or flame;

Your breath is as the midday heat...

You have bewitched me.

Your hearing is captivated by my serenade,

Your whispering summoned this knight,

Who has come for his final reward:

The hour of rapture is nigh.

Your form is fair and your trembling enchanting...
Ah, I shall smother you in my strong embrace:
Listen to my words of love!

Be silent!..... You are mine!”
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Trepak

Les da poljany, bezljud'e krugom.
V'juga i plachet i stonet,

Chuijetsja, budto vo mrake nochnom,
Zlaja, kogo-to khoronit;

Gljad, tak i jest' V temnote muzhika
Smert' obnimajet, laskajet

Russian Dance

Forests and glades, not a soul in sight.
Ablizzard wails and howls.
In the darkness of night,

[tis as if sorneone is being buried by some evil force:

Just look~-it is so! In the darkness,

Death tenderly embraces a peasant,

S p'janen’kim pljashet vdvojom trepaka,

Na ukho pesn' napevajet:

Oj, muzhichok, starichok ubogoj,

P'jan napilsja, popljolsja dorogoj,
Amijatel'-to, vedma, podnjalas', vzygrala.

S polja v les dremuchij nevznachaj zagnala.
Gorem, toskoj da nuzhdoj tomimyj,

Ljag, prikorni, da usni, rodimyj!

Ja tebja, golubchik moj, snezhkom sogreju,
Vkrug tebja velikuju igru zateju.

Vzbej-ka postel, ty mjatel-lebjodkal

Gej, nachinaj, zapevaj pogodkal!

Skazku, da takuju, chtob vsju noch' tjianulas',
Chtob p'janchuge krepko pod nejo zasnulos'!
Oj, vy lesa, nebesa, da tuchi,

Tem', veterok, da snezhok letuchij!

Svejtes' pelenoju, snezhnoj, pukhovoju;

Jeju, kak mladenca, starichka prikroju...

Spi, moj druzhok, muzhichok schastlivyj,
Leto prishlo, rascvelo!

Nad nivoj solnyshko smejotsja da serpy gljajut,
Pesenka nesjotsja, golubki letajut...

Leading the drunken man in a lively dance,
And singing this song in his ear:
‘Oh, poor peasant, pitiful old man,
Drunk and stumbling on your way,
And the blizzard, like a witch, rose up and raged,
Driving you by chance from the field into the
deep woods.
Oppressed by grief and sadness and want,
Lay down, rest and sleep, my dear!
[ will warm you, my friend, with a cover of snow,
Weaving a great game around you.
Whip up a bed, oh swan-like snowstorm!
Hey, you elements, strike up a song,
Spin a tale that will last all night,
So that that old drunk might sleep soundly
to its strains!
Hey, you woods and heavens and storm clouds,
Darkness and winds and driving snow!
Spin him a shroud of downy snow,
And | will swathe the old man, like a new-born child...
Sleep, my friend, you fortunate peasant,
Summer has come, all in bloom!
The sun smiles down on the cornfield and the sickle
glimmer,
Asong wafts across the air and the doves are flying...

n



Polkovodec

Grokhochet bitva, bleshut broni,
Orud'ja zhadnye revut,

Begut polki, nesutsja koni

I reki krasnye tekut.

Pylajet polden’, ljudi bljutsja;
Sklonilos' solnce, boj si'nej;
Zakat blednejet, no derutsja
Vragivse jarostnej i Zlej.

| pala noch' na pole brani.
Druzhiny v mrake razoshlis'...
Vsjo stikhlo, i v nochnom tumane
Stenan'ja k nebu podnjalis'.
Togda, ozarena lunoju,

Na bojevom svojom kone,
Kostej sverkaja beliznoju,
Javilas' smert'; i v tishine,
Vnimaja vopli i molitvy,
Dovol'stva gordogo polna,

Kak polkovodec mesto bitvy
Krugom ob'"ekhala ona.

Na kholm podnjavshis', ogljanulas’,
Ostanovilas', ulybnulas'..
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The Field Marshal

The battle rages, the armour flashes,
Bronze canons roar,

Regiments charge, horses gallop by
And red rivers flow.

Midday burns and men still fight;

The sun sinks low, yet the battle rages ever more;
Twilight fades, yet enemies are locked
More violently, more fiercely in conflict.
Night falls on the field of battle.
Legions disperse in the darkness...

Allis calm, and in the darkness of night
Groans rise up to the sky.

And then, in the moonlight,

On her warhorse,

Her white bones shining brightly,
Death appears; and in the silence,
Listening to the groans and prayers
With pride and pleasure,

She bestrides the field of battle

Like a field marshal.

From atop of a mound she looks around,
Stops and smiles...

I nad ravninoj bojevoj

Razdalsja golos rokovoj:

,,Konchena bitval ja vsekh pobedilal
Vse predo mnoj vy smirilis', bojcy!
Zhizn'vas possorila, ja pomirilal
Druzhno vstavajte na smotr, mertvecy!

Marshem torzhestvennym mimo projdite,

Vojsko mojo ja khochu soschitat’;

V zemlju potom svoi kosti slozhite,
Sladko ot zhizniv zemle otdykhat'!
Gody nezrimo projdut za godami,
Vljudjakh ischeznet i pamijat' o vas.
Ja ne zabudu i gromko nad vami
Pir budu pravit' v polunochnyj chas!
Pljaskoj tjazhjoloju zemlju syruju

Ja pritopchu, chtoby sen’ grobovuju
Kosti pokinut' vovek ne mogii,
Chtob nikogda vam ne vstat' iz zemlil”

And across the war-torn plain

Rings the sound of her fateful voice:

‘The battle is over! | have vanquished you all!

You have all surrendered before me, ye warriors!
Life set you at odds, but | have reconciled youl
Stand to attention for review, ye dead!

March by in solemn procession,

I wish to account for my troops;

Then lay down your bones in the earth,

And rest sweetly rest, life’s labours down!

The years will pass by imperceptibly,

And you will slip from the memory of the living.
Yet | will not forget you and will host

Abanguet at midnight over your bones!

The heavy tread of my dance will trample down
The moist earth, so that your bones may never more
Escape the fastness of the grave,

So that you may never more rise from the grave!’

English translations © Philip Ross Bullock.

Used with permission.



Vier Ernste Gesdnge (Four Serious Songs)
Johannes Brahms on texts from the the Luther Bible

Denn es gehet dem Menschen
Luther - Ecc lll

Denn es gehet dem Menschen wie dem Vieh;
wie dies stirbt, so stirbt er auch;

und haben alle einerlei Odem;

und der Mensch hat nichts mehr denn das Vieh:
denn esist dlles eitel.

Es fahrt alles an einen Ort;
esist alles von Staub gemacht, und wird wieder

zu Staub.
Wer weil3, ob der Geist des Menschen aufwarts
fahre,
und der Odem des Viehes unterwdarts unter die Erde
fahre?

Darum sahe ich, daf nichts bessers ist,
denn daf der Mensch fréhlich sei in seiner Arbeit,

denn das ist sein Teil.
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For that which befalleth the sons of men

For that which befalleth the sons of men
befalleth beasts;
as the one dieth, so dieth the other;
yeaq, they have all one breath;
so that a man hath no pre-eminence above a beast;
for allis vanity.

All go unto one place;

all are of dust, and all turn to dust again.

Who knoweth the spirit of man [...]
goeth upward

and the spirit of the beast that goeth
downward to the earth?

Wherefore | perceive that there is nothing better,
than that a man should rejoice in his own works,
for that is his portion.

Denn wer will ihn dahin bringen, daB er sehe,
was nach ihm geschehen wird?

For who shall bring him to see what shall happen
afterhim?

Ich wandte mich
Luther Ecc IV

lch wandte mich und sahe an alle,

die Unrecht leiden unter der Sonne;

Und siehe, da waren Trénen derer,

Die Unrecht litten und hatten keinen Tréster,
Und die ihnen Unrecht t&ten, waren zu mdéchtig,
DaB sie keinen Tréster haben konnten.

Da lobte ich die Toten, die schon gestorben waren
Mehr als die Lebendigen, die noch das Leben
hatten;

Und der noch nicht ist, ist besser, als alle beide,
Und des Bésen nicht inne wird, das unter der
Sonne geschieht.

So | returned

So | returned, and considered all the oppressions
that are done under the sun;

and behold the tears of such as were oppressed,
and they had no comforter;

and on the side of their oppressors there was power;

but they had no comforter.

Wherefore | praised the dead which are already

dead more than the living which are yet alive.

Yeq, better is he than both they, which hath not
yet been,

who hath not seen the evil work that is done

under the sun.



O Tod, wie bitter bist du
Luther Ecc XLI

OTod, wie bitter bist du,

Wenn an dich gedenket ein Mensch,
Der gute Tage und genug hat

Und ohne Sorge lebet;

Und dem es wohl geht in allen Dingen
Und noch wohl essen mag!

OTod, wie wohl tust du dem Dirftigen,
Der da schwach und alt ist,

Der in allen Sorgen steckt,

Und nichts Bessers zu hoffen,

Noch zu erwarten hat!
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O death, how bitter you are

O death, how bitter is the rernembrance of thee
toaman

that liveth at rest in his possessions,

unto the man that hath nothing to vex him,

and that hath prosperity in all things;

yea, unto him that is yet able to receive meat!

O death, acceptable is thy sentence unto the
needy and unto him whose strength faileth,
that is now in the last age,

and is vexed with all things,

and to him that despaireth,

and hath lost patience!

Wenn ich mit Menschen und mit
Engelszungen redete
Luther | CrnthXill

Wenn ich mit Menschen - und mit Engelzungen
redete,

und hdatte der Liebe nicht,

sowadr ich ein ténend Erz, oder eine klingende

Schelle.

Und wenn ich weissagen kénnte und wiiBte alle
Geheimnisse und alle Erkenntnis,

und hatte allen Glauben,

also, daB ich Berge versetzte, und hdtte der
Liebe nicht, so ware ich nichts.

Und wenn ich alle meine Habe den Armen gébe,
und lieBe meinen Leib brennen

und hdatte der Liebe nicht,

so wdre mir's nichts nitze.
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Though | speak with the tongues of men

Though | speak with the tongues of men and of
angels,

and have not charity,

I am become as sounding brass or a tinkling
cymbal.

And though | have the gift of prophecy, and
understand all mysteries,

and all knowledge;

and though | have all faith, so that | could
remove mountains, and have not charity,

Iam nothing.

And though | bestow all my goods to feed
the poor,

and though | give my body to be burned,

it profiteth me nothing...



Wir sehen jetzt durch einen Spiegel in einem dunklen
Wort,

dann aber von Angesicht zu Angesichte.

Jetzt erkenne ich's stlickweise;

dann aber werde ichs erkennen,

gleichwie ich erkannt bin.

Nun aber bleibet Glaube, Hoffnung, Liebe, diese drei;
aber die Liebe ist die gréBeste unter ihnen.

For now we see through glass, darkly;

but then face to face:

now | know in part, but then shall I know even
as also | am known.

And now abideth faith, hope, charity, these three;

but the greatest of these is charity.

English translations © Richard Stokes,
author of The Book of Lieder (Faber, 2005)

Schwanengesang (Swan Song)
Franz Schubert Selections
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Liebesbotschaft
Poem by Ludwig Rellstab

Rauschendes Bachlein, so silbern und hell,
Eilst zur Geliebten so munter und schnell?
Ach, trautes Bachlein, mein Bote sei du;
Bringe die Grisse des Fernen ihr zu.

All'ihre Bluren im Garten gepflegt,
Die sie so lieblich am Busen tragt,
Und ihre Rosen in purpurner Glut,
Bdchlein, erquicke mit kthlender Flut.

Wenn sie am Ufer, in Tréume versenkt,
Meiner gedenkend, das Képfchen héangt;
Troste die Stisse mit freundlichemn Blick,
Denn der Geliebte kehrt bald zurtck.

Neigt sich die Sonne mit rétlichem Schein,
Wiege das Liebchen in Schlummer ein.
Rausche sie murmelnd in stisse Ruh,
Flstre ihr Trdume der Liebe zu.

Love’s Message

Murmuring brook, so silver and bright,

do you hasten, so lively and swift, to my beloved?
Ah, sweet brook, be my messenger.

Bring her greetings from her distant lover.

All the flowers, tended in her garden,

which she wears so charmingly on her breast,
and her roses with their crimson glow:

refresh them, brooklet, with your cooling waters.

When on your banks she inclines her head
lost in dreams, thinking of me,

comfort my sweetheart with a kindly glance,
for her beloved will soon return.

When the sun sinks in a red flush,

lull my sweetheart to sleep.

With soft murmurings bring her sweet repose,
and whisper dreams of love.



Kriegers Ahnung
Poemn by Ludwig Rellstab

In tiefer Ruh liegt um mich her

Der Waffenbriider Kreis;

Mir ist das Herz so bang und schwer,
Von Sehnsucht mir so heiss.

Wie hab' ich oft so stss getrdumt

An ihrem Busen warm!

Wie freundlich schien des Herdes Glut,
Lag sie in meinem Arm!

Hier, wo der Flammen dUstrer Schein
Ach! nur auf Waffen spielt,

Hier fuhtt die Brust sich ganz allein,
Der Wehmut Tréne quiltt.

Herz Dass der Trost Dich nicht verlgsst!
Es ruft noch manche Schlacht—

Bald ruh ich wohl und schlafe fest,
Herzliebste-Gute Nacht!
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10
Warrior’s Foreboding

In deep repose my comrades in arms
lie in a circle around me;

my heart is so anxious and heavy,

so ardent with longing.

How often | have dreamt sweetly
upon her warm breast!
How cheerful the fireside glow seemed

when she lay in my arms.

Here, where the sombre glimmer of the flames,
alas, plays only on weapons,

here the heart feels utterly alone;

a tear of sadness wells up.

Heart, may comfort not forsake you;
many a battle still calls.

Soon | shall rest well and sleep deeply.
Beloved, goodnight!

Aufenhalt
Poem by Ludwig Rellstab

Rauschender Strom, brausender Wald,
Starrender Fels mein Aufenthalt.

Wie sich die Welle an Welle reiht,
Fliessen die Trénen mir ewig erneut.

Hoch in den Kronen wogend sich's regt,
So unaufhérlich mein Herze schldgt.
Und wie des Felsen uraltes Erz

Ewig derselbe bleibet mein Schmerz.

n

Resting Place

Surging river, roaring forest,
immovable rock, my resting place.
As wave follows wave,

so my tears flow, ever renewed.

As the high treetops stir and heave,
so my heart beats incessantly.
Like the rock's age-old ore

my sorrow remains forever the same.

Der Atlas
Poem by Heinrich Heine

lch unglticksel'ger Atlas! eine Welt,

Die ganze Welt der Schmerzen

muss ich tragen.

Ich trage Unertrdgliches, und brechen
Will mir das Herzim Leibe.

Atlas

|, unhappy Atlas, must bear aworld,
the whole world of sorrows.

| bear the unbearable, and my heart
would break within my body.
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Du stolzes Herz, du hast es ja gewoltt!
Du wolltest glticklich sein,

unendlich glticklich,

Oder unendlich elend, stolzes Herz,

Proud heart, you wished it so!

You wished to be happy,

endlessly happy,

or endlessly wretched, proud heart!

Und jetzo bist du elend. And now you are wretched!
13

Ihr Bild Her Portrait

Poemn by Heinrich Heine

Ich stand in dunkeln Traumen,
Und starrt’ ihr Bildnis an,

Und das geliebte Antlitz
Heimlich zu leben begann.

Um ihre Lippen zog sich

Ein Lécheln wunderbar,

Und wie von Wehmutstrénen
Ergléinzte ihr Augenpaar.

Auch meine Trédnen flossen

Mir von den Wangen herab-

Und ach, ich kann es nicht glauben,
Dass ich dich verloren hab'!
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| stood in dark dreams,

gazing at her picture,

and that beloved face

began mysteriously to come dlive.

Around her lips played
awondrous smile,

and her eyes glistened,

as though with melancholy tears.

My tears, too, flowed
down my cheeks.

And oh-I cannot believe
that | have lost you!

Das Fischermddchen
Poem by Heinrich Heine

Du schénes Fischermédchen,
Treibe den Kahn ans Land;

Komm zu mir und setze dich nieder,
Wir kosen Hand in Hand.

Leg an mein Herz dein Képfchen,
Und flrchte dich nicht zu sehr;
Vertraust du dich doch sorglos
Taglich dem wilden Meer.

Mein Herz gleicht ganz dem Meere,
Hat Sturm und Ebb’ und Flut,

Und manche schéne Perle

In seiner Tiefe ruht.

The Fisher Maiden

Lovely fisher maiden,
guide your boat to the shore;
come and sit beside me,

and hand in hand we shall talk of love.

Lay your little head on my heart
and do not be too afraid;

for each day you trust yourself
without fear to the turbulent sea.

My heart is just like the sea.

It has its storms, its ebbs and its flows;
and many a lovely pearl

rests in its depths.
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Der Doppelgdnger
Poemn by Heinrich Heine

Stillist die Nacht, es ruhen die Gassen,
In diesem Hause wohnte mein Schatz;
Sie hat schon léngst die Stadt verlassen,
Doch steht noch das Haus auf
demselben Platz.

Da steht auch ein Mensch

und starrt in die Hohe,

Und ringt die Hande, vor Schmerzens Gewatt;
Mir graust es, wenn ich sein Antlitz sehe—-

Der Mond zeigt mir meine eigne Gestalt.

Du Doppelgénger! du bleicher Geselle!
Was &ffst du nach mein Liebesleid,
Das mich gequdtt auf dieser Stelle,

So manche Nacht, in alter Zeit?
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The wraith

The night s still, the streets are at rest;
in this house lived my sweetheart.
She has long since left the town,

but the house still stands on the
selfsame spot.

Arman stands there too,

staring up,

and wringing his hands in anguish;
| shudder when | see his face-

the moon shows me my own form!

You wraith, pallid companion,

why do you ape the pain of my love
which tormented me on this very spot,
so many a night, in days long past?

Die Taubenpost
Poem by Johann Gabriel Seidl

Ich hab' eine Brieftaub in meinem Sold,
Die ist gar ergeben und treu,

Sie nimmit mir nie das Ziel zu kurz,

Und fliegt auch nie vorbei.

Ich sende sie vieftausendmal
Auf Kundschaft t&glich hinaus,
Vorbei an manchem lieben Ort,
Bis zu der Liebsten Haus.

Dort schaut sie zum Fenster heimlich hinein,
Belauscht ihren Blick und Schritt,

Gibt meine GrUsse scherzend ab

Und nimmit die ihren mit.

Kein Briefchen brauch’ ich zu schrelben mehr,
Die Tréine selbst geb”ich ihr:

O sie vertragt sie sicher nicht,

Gar eifrig dient sie mir.

Pigeon post

I have a carrier pigeon in my pay,
devoted and true;

she never stops short of her goal
and never flies too far.

Each day | send her out

athousand times on reconnaissance,
past many a beloved spot,

to my sweetheart's house.

There she peeps furtively in at the window,
observing her every look and step,
conveys my greeting breezly,

and brings hers back to me.

I nolonger need to write a note,

| can give her my very tears;

she will certainly not deliver them wrongly,
so eagerly does she serve me.
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Bei Tag, bei Nacht, im Wachen, im Traum,
Ihr gitt das alles gleich:

Wenn sie nur wandern, wandern kann,
Dannist sie Uberreich!

Sie wird nicht md!, sie wird nicht matt,

Der Wegist stets ihr neu;

Sie braucht nicht Lockung, braucht nicht Lohn,
Die Taub' ist so mir treu!

Drum heg'ich sie auch so treu an der Brust,
Versichert des schénsten Gewinns;

Sie heisst-die Sehnsucht! Kennt ihr sie?

Die Botin treuen Sinn's.
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Day or night, awake or dreaming,
itis all the same to her;

as long as she can roam

she is richly contented.

She never grows tired or faint,

the route is always fresh to her;

she needs no enticement or reward,
o true is this pigeon to me.

| cherish her as truly in my heart,

certain of the fairest prize;

her name is-Longing! Do you know her?
The messenger of constancy.

English translations © Richard Wigmore
first published by Gollancz and reprinted in
the Hyperion Schubert Song Edition.

Used with permission.
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