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The hundred poems of Ernst Konrad Friedrich
Schulze’s Poetisches Tagebuch (Verse diary) were
almost entirely inspired by his love for Adelheid
and Cäcilie Tychsen, the daughters of a celebrated
orientalist and archaeologist. Neither sister
returned his love, and Schulze poured out his
obsession in verse that often deludedly depicts
his love as requited. Im Frühling is a perfect
example of such self-delusion. Although the
opening verses describe his happiness in love,
the poem never speaks of any reciprocation: it
is he who is close by her side, not the other
way round. The penultimate stanza, which deals
with rejection and the transience of love, is
biographically the only accurate passage of the
poem, and Schubert responds with a set of minor
variations of the main theme, switching the limpid
semiquavers, that had rung out brightly in the
right hand throughout verses 3 and 4, to the left
hand, where they sound murky and threatening.
The final verse returns to the major, and the final
phrase is repeated, ppp, as the aching music
murmurs to a close.

Baron von Schlechta met Schubert when they
were both students at the Imperial College, and
soon became a close friend and devoted admirer.
Schubert set seven of his friend’s poems.
Fischerweise, from 1826, was one of the songs
sung by Vogl and accompanied by the composer
at Schubert’s benefit concert on 26 March 1828.
The poem, set from manuscript, clearly bewitched
Schubert, who responded with a delicious figure
in the bass on the subdominant chord, which is

then cheekily repeated above the stave on the
dominant. Schubert never wrote a sunnier song.

Der Einsame dates from early 1825 and was
first published in March of that year in the Wiener
Zeitschrift für Kunst, Literatur, Theater und Mode.
How thrilled Schubert must have been to see his
song published, even if only in a journal – it was
not until January 1827 that it was properly
published by A Diabelli & Co. The songs depicts
a man, in the autumn of his life, looking back
contentedly on the day he has just spent. As a
cricket chirps away, he sinks into his armchair and
reflects. The chirp of the nocturnal crickets can be
heard in the little semiquaver figure that surfaces
intermittently throughout the song which,
however, on closer analysis, aches with a
loneliness that the man – to judge from the
poem’s final line – cannot wholly dispel. The five
introductory bars of Nachtstück are a wonderful
polyphonic nocturne in miniature. An old man,
feeling death upon him, steps into the moonlit
night and prays for peace. The trees and grasses
wish him well, and the song ends with an
extraordinary passage which depicts the onset of
death, as the music moves from E flat, via D flat, to
the tranquillity of C major. An Sylvia comes from
The Two Gentlemen of Verona, Act IV Scene 2, and
sets a translation of the poem by Schubert’s friend
Eduard von Bauernfeld. The music, which fits the
English words very well apart from a bar in the
second stanza, was not written on manuscript
paper but inscribed in a small pocket book with
the staves ruled by Schubert himself. The echo
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phrases in the piano were apparently an
afterthought, written in above the stave after the
first version had been completed.

Alois Jeitteles (or Aloys Jeiteles), the poet of An
die ferne Geliebte, was a doctor by profession, not
a poet. He was born in Brno in 1794, and his
medical studies took him to Vienna, where he
wrote some poems for Ignaz Castelli’s anthology
Selam (1815), the same publication which
provided Schubert for some of his songs. Though
his poems appeared in several almanacs, they
were never published in book form, and
Beethoven was probably delighted to have found
a virtually unknown collaborator who was not only
musical and cultured but almost certainly willing
to be directed. Each of the six poems is dominated
by the image of the distant beloved. ‘Auf dem
Hügel sitz ich spähend’ tells us of their first
meeting (‘in the distant meadows’) and their
subsequent separation which, we are told, is a
torment (‘Qual’) to both of them. ‘Wo die Berge so
blau’ expresses the poet’s obsessive wish (the
‘wo’ is mentioned four times) to be by her side.
His reverie is banished in the next song, ‘Leichte
Segler in den Höhen’, in which he begs the
scudding clouds, rippling brook and gusting
breeze to convey to her his longing. The same idea
(and the same key) is continued in ‘Diese Wolken
in den Höhen’ which contains the only sensuous
phrase in the cycle that describes the breeze
frolicking about her cheeks and breast and
burrowing in her silken locks. All these fond
imaginings, however, vanish in the fifth song, ‘Es
kehret der Maien, es blühet die Au’, as the poet

comes down to earth with a bump, and the joy of
all nature (especially the conjugal bliss of the
swallow) is contrasted with the barrenness of his
own love, which leads him to conclude in ‘Nimm
sie hin denn diese Lieder’ – with a mixture of
reverence and stoicism – that only through his
poetry will he be at one with the object of his
desire.

It is not surprising that Britten warmed to
Michelangelo’s poetry in the Seven Sonnets of
Michelangelo – they were, after all, an expression
of the octogenarian artist’s love for the young
Tommaso Cavalieri and, as such, a scarcely veiled
expression of Britten’s own affection for Peter
Pears, whom he had met four years earlier in
1936. There is a muscular lyricism in these songs
absent from the previous song collections; it is as
if Britten is reinterpreting the bel canto tradition,
allowing the vocal line to determine the shape of
the songs. The cycle is meticulously planned to
climax in the final song. The noble tone of the
opening ‘Si come nella penna’ (Sonetto XVI), is
conveyed by the marcato octaves that double the
voice; the second song, ‘A che più debb’io mai’
(Sonetto XXXI), should, according to Britten, be
performed con moto appassionato to convey the
‘intensa voglia’ (‘ardent desire’) of the poem,
which invokes death and, in its final lines, puns
on the name of Cavalieri: ‘Resto prigion d’un
Cavalier armato’. The song ends on a quiet
C minor chord, thus introducing the Andante
tranquillo of the third song, ‘Veggio co’ bei vostri
occhi’ (Sonetto XXX) which, with its Verdi-like
lyricism and radiant G major opening, expresses

3
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Michelangelo’s utter dependence on his beloved.
The fourth song, ‘Tu sa’, ch’io so’ (Sonetto LV)
starts restlessly (Poco presto ed agitato) but
attains an extraordinary serenity at ‘Quel che nel
tuo bel volto bramo’ (‘That which I yearn for in your
lovely face’). ‘Rendete agli occhi miei’ (Sonetto
XXXVIII) is marked Allegretto quasi una serenata,
and conjures up the serenader’s guitar and
the plashing fountain; while ‘S’un casto amor’
(Sonetto XXXII) with its tumbling semiquavers
seems to mock gently the rapidity of Italian
speech. The cycle ends with ‘Spirto ben nato’
(Sonetto XXIV), a song that speaks of the
perfection and immortality of love. The grandeur
of the theme is reflected in the gravity of Britten’s
music, which begins with a solemn introduction
and ends with a grave coda. 

Winnaretta Singer, Princesse de Polignac,
struck up a friendship with Reynaldo Hahn in the
early 1890s, and when the Polignacs travelled to
Venice in 1900, they were soon visited by a host of
celebrities, including Hahn and Proust. At night,
Hahn would entertain the Polignacs and their
guests as they sailed around the moonlit lagoon,
singing his songs to his own accompaniment on

her small yacht piano, which had been brought
aboard her gondola. The six songs of Hahn’s
Venezia – Chansons en dialecte vénitien date
from the following year, 1901, and the composer
described the premiere in mouth-watering
language:

Madame de Béarn asked me to sing – just me
and a piano – on the ‘Piccoli Canale’. Just a
few gondolas – one or two friends hastily
gathered together [...] I was in one boat, lit up
for the occasion, with my piano and a couple
of oarsmen. The other gondolas were grouped
around us. We found a place where three
canals met beneath three charming bridges,
and I sang all my Venetian songs. Gradually
passers-by gathered on the bridges: an
audience of ordinary people, pressing forward
to listen. The Venetian songs surprised and
delighted this little crowd, which made me
very happy. "Ancora, ancora" they called from
above. These songs that were both light and
melancholy sounded well beneath the starry
skies, and I felt that emotion which
reverberates in the composer’s heart when it
has truly been shared by those around him.

Notes by Richard Stokes © 2011

4
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FRANZ SCHUBERT (1797–1828)

01 Im Frühling D882 (1826) In spring
Still sitz’ ich an des Hügels Hang, I sit silently on the hillside,
Der Himmel ist so klar, the sky is so clear,
Das Lüftchen spielt im grünen Tal, the breeze plays in the green valley
Wo ich bei’m ersten Frühlingsstrahl, where once, at the first gleam of spring
Einst, ach, so glücklich war; I was, ah, so happy;

Wo ich an ihrer Seite ging Where I walked by her side
So traulich und so nah, so fondly and so close,
Und tief im dunkeln Felsenquell and saw deep in the dark rocky stream
Den schönen Himmel blau und hell, the lovely sky so blue and bright,
Und sie im Himmel sah. and her reflected in the sky.

Sieh, wie der bunte Frühling schon See how colourful spring
Aus Knosp’ und Blüte blickt! already peers from bud and flower!
Nicht alle Blüten sind mir gleich, Not all flowers are the same to me,
Am liebsten pflückt’ ich von dem Zweig, I’d like best to pluck them from the branch
Von welchem sie gepflückt. from which she has plucked.

Denn Alles ist wie damals noch, For all is as it used to be,
Die Blumen, das Gefild, the flowers and the fields,
Die Sonne scheint nicht minder hell, the sun shines no less brightly,
Nicht minder freundlich schwimmt im Quell and the blue sky ripples
Das blaue Himmelsbild. no less cheerfully in the stream.

Es wandeln nur sich Will’ und Wahn, It’s only will and whim that change,
Es wechseln Lust und Streit, joy alternates with strife,
Vorüber flieht der Liebe Glück, the happiness of love slips by,
Und nur die Liebe bleibt zurück, and love alone remains,
Die Lieb’ und ach, das Leid! love and, alas, sorrow!

O wär’ ich doch ein Vöglein nur Ah, if only I were a little bird
Dort an dem Wiesenhang! there on the hillside meadow!
Dann blieb’ ich auf den Zweigen hier Then I’d stay on these branches here
Und säng’ ein süßes Lied von ihr and sing a sweet song about her
Den ganzen Sommer lang. all summer long.

(Ernst Konrad Friedrich Schulze, 1789–1817)

02 Fischerweise D881 (1826) Fisherman’s song
Den Fischer fechten Sorgen The fisherman’s not bothered
Und Gram und Leid nicht an, by cares or grief or sorrow,
Er löst am frühen Morgen with a light heart he unties his boat
Mit leichtem Sinn den Kahn. in the early morning.

5
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Da lagert rings noch Friede Peace still lies all around
Auf Wald und Flur und Bach, over forest, field and stream,
Er ruft mit seinem Liede his singing causes
Die gold’ne Sonne wach. the golden sun to wake.

Er singt zu seinem Werke He sings while he’s working
Aus voller frischer Brust, with a lusty, cheerful voice,
Die Arbeit gibt ihm Stärke, his work gives him vigour,
Die Stärke Lebenslust! his vigour - a love of life!

Bald wird ein bunt Gewimmel Soon a colourful throng
In allen Tiefen laut, can be heard deep down below,
Und plätschert durch den Himmel splashing through the sky
Der sich im Wasser baut - reflected in the water.

Doch wer ein Netz will stellen Yet he who wants to cast a net
Braucht Augen klar und gut, needs a pair of good clear eyes,
Muß heiter gleich den Wellen he must be as cheerful as the waves
Und frei sein wie die Flut; and as free as the tide.

Dort angelt auf der Brücke Up there on the bridge the shepherdess
Die Hirtin - schlauer Wicht, fishes - sly minx,
Gib auf nur deine Tücke give up your tricks:
Den Fisch betrügst du nicht! this is a fish you’ll never catch!

(Franz Xaver von Schlechta, 1796–1875)

03 Der Einsame D800 (1825) The recluse
Wann meine Grillen schwirren, When my crickets chirrup at night
Bei Nacht, am spät erwärmten Herd, by the late-burning hearth,
Dann sitz’ ich, mit vergnügtem Sinn, I sit contentedly in my chair,
Vertraulich zu der Flamme hin, confiding to the flame,
So leicht, so unbeschwert. so light-heartedly, so at ease.

Ein trautes stilles Stündchen For one more sweet and peaceful hour
Bleibt man noch gern am Feuer wach, it’s good to linger by the fire,
Man schürt, wenn sich die Lohe senkt, stirring the embers when the blaze dies down,
Die Funken auf, und sinnt und denkt: musing and thinking:
Nun abermal ein Tag! Well, that’s another day!

Was Liebes oder Leides Whatever joy or sorrow
Sein Lauf für uns daher gebracht, it has brought us,
Es geht noch einmal durch den Sinn; runs once more through the mind;
Allein das Böse wirft man hin, but the bad is cast aside,
Es störe nicht die Nacht. so as not to spoil the night.

6
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Zu einem frohen Traume We gently prepare ourselves
Bereitet man gemach sich zu. for pleasant dreams.
Wenn sorgenlos ein holdes Bild When a lovely image fills the soul
Mit sanfter Lust die Seele füllt, with carefree, tender joy,
Ergibt man sich der Ruh. we succumb to sleep.

O wie ich mir gefalle Oh how I love
In meiner stillen Ländlichkeit! my quiet rustic life!
Was in dem Schwarm der What holds the wayward
lauten Welt heart captive in the bustle
Das irre Herz gefesselt hält, of the noisy world,
Gibt nicht Zufriedenheit. cannot bring contentment.

Zirpt immer, liebe Heimchen Chirp away, friendly house crickets
In meiner Klause, eng und klein. in my narrow little room.
Ich duld’ euch gern: ihr stört I gladly put up with you:
mich nicht you’re no trouble
Wann euer Lied das Schweigen bricht when your song breaks the silence,
Bin ich nicht ganz allein. I’m no longer all alone.

(Karl Gottlieb Lappe, 1773–1843)

04 Nachtstück D672 (1819) Nocturne
Wenn über Berge sich der Nebel breitet, When mist spreads over the mountains,
Und Luna mit Gewölken kämpft, and Luna battles with the clouds,
So nimmt der Alte seine Harfe, und schreitet, the old man takes up his harp, and steps
Und singt waldeinwärts und gedämpft: into the forest, singing softly:

"Du heil’ge Nacht! ‘O holy night!
Bald ist’s vollbracht. Soon it shall be done.
Bald schlaf’ ich ihn Soon I shall sleep
Den langen Schlummer, the long sleep,
Der mich erlöst that shall free me
Von allem Kummer. from all affliction.

Die grünen Bäume rauschen dann: Then the green trees will rustle:
Schlaf süß du guter alter Mann; sleep well, good old man;
Die Gräser lispeln wankend fort: the swaying grass will whisper:
Wir decken seinen Ruheort; we will cover his resting place;
Und mancher liebe Vogel ruft: and many a sweet bird will call:
O laß ihn ruh’n in Rasengruft!" - O let him rest in his grassy grave!’ -

Der Alte horcht, der Alte schweigt - The old man listens, the old man is silent -
Der Tod hat sich zu ihm geneigt. death has inclined toward him.

(Johann Baptist Mayrhofer, 1787–1836)

7

CD Booklet RPM.qxd  16-08-2011  11:41  Page 7



9

05 An Silvia D891 (1826) To Sylvia
Was ist Silvia, saget an, What is Sylvia, tell me,
Daß sie die weite Flur preist? that the wide fields praise her?
Schön und zart seh’ ich sie nah’n, see her draw near, delicate and fair,
Auf Himmels Gunst und Spur weist, it is a mark of heaven’s favour
Daß ihr Alles untertan. that all are subject to her.
Ist sie schön und gut dazu? Is she fair and kind as well?
Reiz labt wie milde Kindheit; Her gentle child-like charm refreshes;
Ihrem Aug’ eilt Amor zu, Cupid hastens to her eyes,
Dort heilt er seine Blindheit, is cured of blindness there,
Und verweilt in süßer Ruh. and lingers in sweet peace.

Darum Silvia, tön’, o Sang, To Sylvia, then, let our song resound,
Der holden Silvia Ehren; in sweetest Sylvia’s honour;
Jeden Reiz besiegt sie lang, she’s long excelled every grace
Den Erde kann gewähren: that this earth can bestow:
Kränze ihr und Saitenklang! bring her garlands and the sound of strings!

(William Shakespeare, 1564–1616, trans. Edward von Bauernfeld, 1802–1890)

LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN (1770–1827)

An die ferne Geliebte Op. 98 (1816)
06 Auf dem Hügel sitz ich spähend I sit on the hill, gazing

In das blaue Nebelland, Into the misty blue,
Nach den fernen Triften sehend, Towards the distant meadows
Wo ich dich, Geliebte, fand. Where, my love, I first found you.
Weit bin ich von dir geschieden, Now I’m far away from you,
Trennend liegen Berg und Tal Mountain and valley intervene
Zwischen uns und unserm Frieden, Between us and our peace,
Unserm Glück und unsrer Qual. Our happiness and our pain.
Ach, den Blick kannst du nicht sehen, Ah, you cannot see the fiery gaze
Der zu dir so glühend eilt, That wings its way towards you,
Und die Seufzer, sie verwehen And my sighs are lost
In dem Raume, der uns teilt. In the space that divides us.
Will denn nichts mehr zu dir dringen, Will nothing ever reach you again?
Nichts der Liebe Bote sein? Will nothing be love’s messenger?
Singen will ich, Lieder singen, I shall sing, sing songs
Die dir klagen meine Pein! That speak to you of my distress.
Denn vor Liedesklang entweichet For sounds of singing can put to flight
Jeder Raum und jede Zeit, All space and all time;
Und ein liebend Herz erreichet And a loving heart is reached
Was ein liebend Herz geweiht! By what a loving heart has hallowed.

8
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07 Wo die Berge so blau Where the blue mountains
Aus dem nebligen Grau From the misty grey
Schauen herein, Look out towards me,
Wo die Sonne verglüht, Where the sun’s glow fades,
Wo die Wolke umzieht, Where the clouds scud by -
Möchte ich sein! There would I be!
Dort im ruhigen Tal There, in the peaceful valley,
Schweigen Schmerzen und Qual. Pain and torment cease.
Wo im Gestein Where among the rocks
Still die Primel dort sinnt, The primrose meditates in silence,
Weht so leise der Wind, And the wind blows so softly -
Möchte ich sein! There would I be!
Hin zum sinnigen Wald I am driven to the musing wood
Drängt mich Liebesgewalt, By the power of love,
Innere Pein. Inner pain.
Ach, mich zög’s nicht von hier, Ah, nothing could tempt me from here,
Könnt ich, Traute, bei dir If I were able, my love,
Ewiglich sein! To be with you eternally!

08 Leichte Segler in den Höhen, Light clouds sailing on high,
Und du, Bächlein klein und schmal, And you, narrow little brook,
Könnt mein Liebchen ihr erspähen, If you catch sight of my love,
Grüßt sie mir viel tausendmal. Greet her a thousand times.
Seht ihr, Wolken, sie dann gehen If, clouds, you see her walking
Sinnend in dem stillen Tal, Thoughtful in the silent valley,
Laßt mein Bild vor ihr entstehen Conjure up my image before her
In dem luft’gen Himmelssaal. In the airy vaults of heaven.
Wird sie an den Büschen stehen, If she be standing by the bushes
Die nun herbstlich falb und kahl, That autumn has turned yellow and bare,
Klagt ihr, wie mir ist geschehen, Pour out to her my fate,
Klagt ihr, Vöglein, meine Qual. Pour out, you birds, my torment.
Stille Weste, bringt im Wehen Soft west winds, waft my sighs
Hin zu meiner Herzenswahl To her my heart has chosen -
Meine Seufzer, die vergehen Sighs that fade away
Wie der Sonne letzter Strahl. Like the sun’s last ray.
Flüstr’ ihr zu mein Liebesflehen, Whisper to her my entreaties,
Laß sie, Bächlein klein und schmal, Let her, narrow little brook,
Treu in deinen Wogen sehen Truly see in your ripples
Meine Tränen ohne Zahl! My never-ending tears!

9
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09 Diese Wolken in den Höhen, These clouds on high,
Dieser Vöglein muntrer Zug, This cheerful flight of birds
Werden dich, o Huldin, sehen. Will see you, O gracious one.
Nehmt mich mit im leichten Flug! Take me lightly winging too!
Diese Weste werden spielen These west winds will playfully
Scherzend dir um Wang’ und Brust, Blow about your cheeks and breast,
In den seidnen Locken wühlen. - Will ruffle your silken tresses.
Teilt ich mit euch diese Lust! Would I might share that joy!
Hin zu dir von jenen Hügeln This brooklet hastens eagerly
Emsig dieses Bächlein eilt. To you from those hills.
Wird ihr Bild sich in dir spiegeln, If she’s reflected in you,
Fließ zurück dann unverweilt! Flow directly back to me!

10 Es kehret der Maien, May returns, 
Es blühet die Au, The meadow blooms.
Die Lüfte, sie wehen The breezes blow 
So milde, so lau, So gentle, so mild.
Geschwätzig die Bäche nun rinnen. The babbling brooks flow again,
Die Schwalbe, die kehret The swallow returns
Zum wirtlichen Dach, To its roof- top home,
Sie baut sich so emsig And eagerly builds
Ihr bräutlich Gemach, Her bridal chamber,
Die Liebe soll wohnen da drinnen. Where love shall dwell.
Sie bringt sich geschäftig She busily brings
Von Kreuz und von Quer From every direction
Manch weicheres Stück Many soft scraps
Zu dem Brautbett hieher, For the bridal bed,
Manch wärmendes Stück für die Kleinen. Many warm scraps for her young.
Nun wohnen die Gatten Now the pair lives
Beisammen so treu, Faithfully together,
Was Winter geschieden, What winter parted, 
Verband nun der Mai, May has joined,
Was liebet, das weiß er zu einen. For May can unite all who love.
Es kehret der Maien, May returns, 
Es blühet die Au, The meadow blooms.
Die Lüfte, sie wehen The breezes blow
So milde, so lau - So gentle, so mild.
Nur ich kann nicht ziehen von hinnen. I alone cannot move on.
Wenn alles, was liebet, When spring unites
Der Frühling vereint, All lovers,
Nur unserer Liebe Our love alone 
Kein Frühling erscheint, Knows no spring,
Und Tränen sind all ihr Gewinnen. And tears are its only gain.

10
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11 Nimm sie hin denn, diese Lieder, Accept, then, these songs
Die ich dir, Geliebte, sang, I sang for you, beloved;
Singe sie dann abends wieder Sing them again at evening
Zu der Laute süßem Klang! To the lute’s sweet sound!
Wenn das Dämmrungsrot dann ziehet As the red light of evening draws
Nach dem stillen blauen See, Toward the calm blue lake,
Und sein letzter Strahl verglühet And its last rays fade
Hinter jener Bergeshöh; Behind those mountain heights;
Und du singst, was ich gesungen, And you sing what I sang
Was mir aus der vollen Brust From a full heart
Ohne Kunstgepräng erklungen, With no display of art,
Nur der Sehnsucht sich bewußt: Aware only of longing;
Dann vor diesen Liedern weichet Then, at these songs, 
Was geschieden uns so weit, The distance that parted us shall recede,
Und ein liebend Herz erreichet And a loving heart be reached
Was ein liebend Herz geweiht! By what a loving heart has hallowed!

(Alois Jeitteles, 1794–1858)

BENJAMIN BRITTEN (1913–1976)

Seven Sonnets of Michelangelo Op. 22 (1940)

Sonetto XVI
12 Sì come nella penna e nell’ inchiostro Just as there is a high, a low, and a middle style

E l’alto e ’l basso e ’l mediocre stile, in pen and ink, and as within the marble
E ne’ marmi l’imagin ricca e vile, are images rich and poor, according as our fancy
Secondo che ’l sa trar l’ingegnio nostro; knows how to draw them forth;
Così, signor mie car, nel petto vostro, so within your heart, dear love, there are perhaps,
Quante l’orgoglio, è forse ogni atto umile: as well as pride, some humble feelings:
Ma io sol quel c’a me propio è e simile but I draw thence only what is my desert
Ne traggo, come fuor nel viso mostro. and like to what I show outside on my face.
Chi semina sospir, lacrime e doglie,s Whoever sows sighs, tears, and lamentations
(L’umor dal ciel terreste, schietto e solo, (Heaven’s moisture on earth, simple and pure,
A’ vari semi vario si converte, adapts itself differently to different seeds)
Però pianto e dolor ne miete e coglie; reaps and gathers grief and sadness:
Chi mira alta beltà con sì gran duolo, whoever looks on high beauty with so great a grief
Dubbie speranze, e pene acerbe e certe. reaps doubtful hopes and sure and bitter pain.
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Sonetto XXXI 
13 A che più debb’ io mai l’intensa voglia Why must I go on venting my ardent desire

Sfogar con pianti o con parole meste, in tears and melancholy words,
Se di tal sorte ’l ciel, che l’alma veste, if Heaven that dresses the soul in grief,
Tard’ o per tempo alcun mai non ne spoglia? never, soon or late, allows relief?
A che ’l cor lass’ a più morir m’invoglia, Why should my weary heart long for death
S’altri pur dee morir? Dunque per queste since all must die? So to these eyes
Luci l’ore del fin fian men moleste; my last hours will be less painful,
Ch’ogn’ altro ben val men ch’ogni mia doglia. all my grief being greater than any joy.
Però se ’l colpo ch’io ne rub’ e’ nvolo, If, therefore, I cannot avoid these blows,
Schifar non poss’; almen, s’è destinato, nay, even seek them, since it is my fate,
Chi entrerà ‘nfra la dolcezza e ’l duolo? who is the one that stands always between
Se vint’ e pres’ i’ debb’esser beato, joy and grief? If to be happy I must be conquered 
Maraviglia non è se, nud’ e solo, and held captive, no wonder then that I, 
Resto prigion d’un Cavalier armato. unarmed and alone, remain the prisoner of a Cavalier-in-arms.

Sonetto XXX
14 Veggio co’ bei vostri occhi un dolce lume, With your lovely eyes I see a sweet light

Che co’ miei ciechi già veder non posso; that yet with my blind ones I cannot see;
Porto co’ vostri piedi un pondo addosso, with your feet I carry a weight on my back
Che de’ mie zoppi non è già costume. which with my lame ones I cannot;
Volo con le vostr’ale e senza piume; with your wings I, wingless, fly;
Col vostr’ingegno al ciel sempre son mosso; with your spirit I move forever heavenward;
Dal vostr’arbitrio son pallido e rosso, at your wish I blush or turn pale,
Freddo al sol, caldo alle più fredde brume. cold in the sunshine, or hot in the coldest winter.
Nel voler vostro è sol la voglia mia, My will is in your will alone,
I mie’ pensier nel vostro cor si fanno, my thoughts are born in your heart,
Nel vostro fiato son le mie parole. my words are on your breath.
Come luna da sè sol par ch’io sia; Alone, I am like the moon in the sky
Che gli occhi nostri in ciel veder non sanno which our eyes cannot see
Se non quel tanto che n’accende il sole. save that part which the sun illumines.

Sonetto LV
15 Tu sa’ ch’io so, signior mie, che tu sai Thou know’st, beloved, that I know thou know’st

Ch’i veni per goderti più da presso; that I am come nearer to enjoy thee more;
E sai ch’i’ so, che tu sa’ ch’i’ son desso: and thou know’st that I know thou know’st
A che più indugio a salutarci omai? that I am still the same.
Se vera è la speranza che mi dai, Why, then, do I hesitate to greet thee?
Se vero è ’l buon desio che m’è concesso. If the hope thou gives me is true,
Rompasi il mur fra l’uno e l’altro messo; if true the strong desire that is granted me,
Chè doppia forza hann’ i celati guai. the wall between us crumbles, for secret griefs
S’i amo sol di te, Signor mie caro, have double force. If I love in thee, beloved,
Quel che di te più ami, non ti sdegni; only what thou lovest most, do not be angry;
Che l’un dell’altro spirto s’innamora. for so one spirit is enamoured of another.
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Quel che nel tuo bel volto bramo e ‘mparo, That which in thy lovely face I yearn for and seek to grasp,
E mal compres’ è degli umani ingegni, is but ill understood by human kind,
Chi ’l vuol veder convien che prima mora. and he that would see it, first must die.

Sonetto XXXVIII 
16 Rendete a gli occhi miei, o fonte o fiume, Give back to my eyes, you fountains and rivers,

L’onde della non vostra e salda vena, the waves of those strong currents that are not yours
Che più v’innalza e cresce, e con più lena which make you swell and grow with greater power
Che non è ’l vostro natural costume. than is your natural way. And thou, heavy air,
E tu, folt’ air, che ’l celeste lume that dims the heavenly light to my sad eyes
Tempri a’ trist occhi, de’ sospir miei piena, so full of my sighs art thou, give them back
Rendigli al cor mio lasso e rasserena to my weary heart and lighten thy dark face
Tua scura faccia al mio visivo acume. to my eye’s keen sight.
Renda la terra i passi alle mie piante, Earth, give me back my footsteps
Ch’ancor l’erba germogli che gli è tolta, that the grass may sprout again where it was trod;
E ’l suono Ecco, già sorda a’ miei lamenti; and Echo, yet deaf to my laments, give back thy sound;
Gli sguardi a gli occhi mie, tue luci santé, and you blest pupils give back to my eyes their glances;
Ch’io possa altra bellezza un’altra volta that I another time may love another beauty,
Amar, po’che di me non ti contenti. since with me you are not satisfied.

Sonetto XXXII 
17 S’un casto amor, s’una pietà superna, If love be chaste, if pity heavenly,

S’una fortuna infra dua amanti equale, if fortune equal between two lovers;
S’un’aspra sorte all’un dell’altro cale, If a bitter fate is shared by both, and if one spirit,
S’un spirto, s’un voler duo cor governa; one will rules two hearts;
S’un’anima in duo corpi è fatta eterna, If in two bodies one soul is made eternal,
Ambo levando al cielo e con pari ale: raising both to heaven on the same wings;
S’amor d’un colpo e d’un dorato strale if at one stroke and with a gilded arrow love burns
Le viscier di duo petti arda e discerna; and pierces two hearts to the core;
S’amar l’un l’altro, e nessun se medesimo, if in loving one another, forgetting one’s self,
D’un gusto e d’un diletto, a tal mercede, with one pleasure and one delight there 
C’a un fin voglia l’uno e l’altro porre: is such reward that both wills strive for the same end;
Se mille e mille non sarien centesmo if thousands and thousands do not make one hundredth part
A tal nodo d’amore, a tanta fede; to such a bond of love, to such constancy, can,
E sol l’isdegno il può rompere e sciorre? then, mere anger break and dissolve it?

Sonetto XXIV
18 Spirto ben nato, in cui si specchia e vede Noble soul, in whose chaste and dear limbs

Nelle tuo belle membra oneste e care are reflected all that nature and heaven
Quante natura e ’l ciel tra no’ può fare, can achieve with us, the paragon of their works:
Quand’ a null’altra suo bell’opra cede: graceful soul, within whom one hopes and believes
Spirto leggiadro, in cui si spera e crede Love, Pity and Mercy are dwelling,
Dentro, come di fuor nel viso appare. as they appear in your face;

s.
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Amor, pietà, mercè; cose sì rare things so rare and never found in beauty so truly:
Che mà furn’in beltà con tanta fede; Love takes me captive, and Beauty binds me;
L’amor mi prende, e la beltà mi lega; Pity and Mercy with sweet glances
La pietà, la mercè con dolci sguardi fill my heart with a strong hope.
Ferma speranz’al cor par che ne doni. What law or earthly government,
Qual uso o qual governo al mondo niega, what cruelty now or to come,
Qual crudeltà per tempo, o qual più tardi, could forbid Death 
C’a sì bel viso morte non perdoni? to spare such a lovely face?

(Michelangelo Buonarroti, 1475–1564)

REYNALDO HAHN (1874–1947)

Venezia: chansons en dialecte vénitien (1901)
19 Sopra l’acqua indormenzada Asleep on the water

Coi pensieri malinconici Let not melancholy thoughts
No te star a tormentar: distress you:
Vien con mi, montemo in gondola, come with me, let us climb into our gondola
Andaremo fora in mar. and make for the open sea.
Passaremo i porti e l’isole We will go past harbours and islands
Che circonda la cità: which surround the city,
El sol more senza nuvole and the sun will sink in a cloudless sky
E la luna spuntarà. and the moon will rise.

Oh! che festa, oh! che spetacolo, Oh what fun, oh what a sight
Che presenta sta laguna, is the lagoon
Quando tuto xe silenzio, when all is silent
Quando sluse in ciel la luna; and the moon climbs in the sky;
E spandendo i cavei morbidi and spreading its soft hair
Sopra l’acqua indormenzada. over the tranquil waters,
La se specia, la se cocola, it admires its own reflection
Come dona inamorada! like a woman in love.

Tira zo quel velo e scòndite, Draw your veil about you and hide
Che la vedo comparir! for I see the moon appearing
Se l’arriva a descoverzarte, and if it catches a glimpse of you
La se pol ingelosir! it will grow jealous!
Sta baveta, che te zogola This light breeze, playing
Fra i caveli imbovolai, gently with your ruffled tresses,
No xu turbia de la polvere bears no trace of the dust raised
De le rode e dei cavai. Vien! by cartwheels and horses.
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Se in conchigli ai Greci Venere If in other days Venus
Se sognava un altro di, seemed to the Greeks to have risen from a shell,
Forse visto i aveva in gondola perhaps it was because they had seen
Una zogia come ti, a beauty like you in a gondola.
Ti xe bela, ti xe zovene, You are lovely, young
Ti xe fresca come un fior; and fresh as a flower.
Vien per tuti le so lagrme; Tears will come soon enough,
Ridiadesso e fa so l’amor! so now is the time for laughter and for love.

(Pietro Pagello, 1807–1898)

20 La barcheta The little boat
La note è bela, The night is beautiful.
Fa presto, o Nineta, Make haste, Nineta,
Andemo in barcheta let us take to our boat
I freschi a ciapar! and enjoy the evening breeze.
A Toni g’ho dito I have asked Toni
Ch’el felze el ne cava to remove the canopy
Per goder sta bava so that we can feel the zephyr
Che supia dal mar. blowing in from the sea;
Ah! Ah!

Che gusto contarsela What bliss it is to exchange sweet nothings
Soleti in laguna, alone on the lagoon 
E al chiaro de luna and by moonlight,
Sentirse a vogar! to be borne along in our boat!
Ti pol de la ventola You can lay aside 
Far senza, o mia cara, your fan, my dear,
Chè zefiri a gara for the breezes will vie with each other
Te vol sventolar. to refresh you.
Ah! Ah!

Se gh’è tra de lori If among them
Chi tropo indiscreto there should be one so indiscreet
Volesse da pèto as to try to lift the veil
El velo strapar, shielding your breast,
No bada a ste frotole, pay no heed to its nonsense,
Soleti za semo for we are all alone
E Toni el so’ remo and Toni is much too intent
Lè a tento a menar. on plying his oar.
Ah! Ah!

(Pietro Buratti, 1772–1832)
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21 L’avertimento The warning
No corè, puti, smaniosi tanto Do not rush so eagerly, lads,
Drio quel incanto after the charms
Che Nana g’ha of the lovely Nana.
Xe tuto amabile All is enchantment
Ve acordo, in ela, in her, I grant you;
Le xe una stela she is like a star
Cascada qua fallen to earth,
Ma ... ma ... La Nana cocola but ... but ... that lovely Nana
G’ha el cuor tigrà. has the heart of a tiger!

L’ocio xe vivo Her eye is lively
Color del cielo, and heavenly blue;
Oro er cavelo her hair is spun gold
Balsamo el fià; and her breath a balm;
Ghe sponta in viso roses glow
Do’ rose intate. in her cheeks,
Invidia al late her breasts are whiter
Quel sen ghe fa than milk,
Ma ... ma ... La Nana cocola but ... but ... that lovely Nana
G’ha el cuor tigrà. has the heart of a tiger!

Ogni ochiadina Every glance
Che la ve daga, she darts at you
Da qualche piaga carries its own
Voda no va! sweet poison!
Co so’ granelo Nor is guile
De furbaria ever absent
La cortesia from her
Missiar la sa ... gentle manner ...
Ma ... ma ... La Nana cocola but ... but ... that lovely Nana
G’ha el cuor tigrà. has the heart of a tiger!

(Pietro Buratti)

22 La biondina in gondoleta The blonde girl in the gondola
La biondina in gondoleta The other night I took
L’altra sera g’ho menà: my blonde out in the gondola:
Dal piacer la povereta, her pleasure was such
La s’ha in bota indormenzà. that she instantly fell asleep.
La dormiva su sto brazzo, She slept in my arms
Mi ogni tanto la svegiava, and I woke her from time to time,
Ma la barca che ninava but the rocking of the boat
La tornava a indormenzar. soon lulled her to sleep again.
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Gera in cielo mezza sconta The moon peeped out
Fra le nuvole la luna, from behind the clouds;
Gera in clama la laguna, the lagoon lay becalmed,
Gera il vento bonazzà. the wind was drowsy.
Una solo bavesela Just the suspicion of a breeze
Sventola va I so’ caveli. gently played with her hair
E faceva che dai veli and lifted the veils
Sconto el ento fusse più. Which shrouded her breast.

Contemplando fisso fisso As I gazed intently
Le fatezze del mio ben, at my love’s features,
Quel viseto cussi slisso, her little face so smooth,
Quela boca e quel bel sen; that mouth, and that lovely breast;
Me sentiva drento in peto I felt in my heart
Una smania, un missiamento, a longing, a desire,
Una spezie de contento a kind of bliss
Che no so come spiegar! which I cannot describe!

M’ho stufà po’, finalmente, But at last I had enough
De sto tanto so’ dormir, of her long slumbers
E g’ho fato da insolente, and so I acted cheekily,
No m’ho avuto da pentir; nor did I have to repent it;
Perchè, oh Dio, che bele cosse for, God what wonderful things
Che g’ho dito, e che g’ho fato! I said, what lovely things I did!
No, mai più tanto beato Never again was I to be so happy
Ai mii zorni no son stà. in all my life!

(Antonio Lamberti, 1845–1926)

23 Che pecà! What a shame!
Te recordistu, Nina, quei ani Do you remember those years, Nina,
Che ti geri el mio solo pensier? when you were my one and only thought?
Che tormento, che rabie, che afani! What torment, what rage, what anguish!
Mai un’ora de vero piacer! Never an hour of untroubled joy!
Per fortuna quel tempo xe andà. Luckily that time is gone.
Che pecà! But what a shame!

Ne vedeva che per I to’ oci, I saw only through your eyes;
No g’aveva altro ben che el to’ ben… I knew no happiness but in you …
Che schempiezzi! che gusti batoci, What foolishness, what silly behaviour;
Oh, ma adesso so tor quell che vien; oh, but now I take it all as it comes
No me scaldo po’ tanto el figà. and no longer get agitated.
Che pecà! But what a shame!
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Ti xe bela, ma pur ti xe dona, You are lovely, and yet you are woman,
Qualche neo lo conosso anca in ti; no longer perfection incarnate;
Co ti ridi co un’altra persona, when your smile is bestowed on another,
Me diverto co un’altra anca mi. I too can find solace elsewhere.
Benedeta la so’ libertà. Blessed be one’s own freedom!
Che pecà! But what a shame!

Te voi ben, ma non filo caligo, I still love you, but without all that torment,
Me ne indormo de tanta virtù. and am weary of all that virtue.
Magno e bevo, so star co’ l’amigo I eat, drink, and enjoy my friends,
E me ingrasse ogni zorno de più and grow fatter with every day.
Son un omo che sa quel che’l fa… I am a man who knows what he’s about …
Che pecà! But what a shame!

Care gondole de la laguna Lovely gondolas on the lagoon
Voghè pur, che ve lasso vogar! row past, I’ll hold you back!
Quando in cielo vien fora la luna, When the moon appears in the sky
Vago in leto e me meto a ronfar. I’ll take to my bed and snore
Senza gnanca pensarghe al passà! without a thought for the past!
Che pecà! But what a shame!

(Francesco dall’Ongaro, 1808–1873)

24 La primavera (arr. Julius Drake) Spring
Giacinti e violete Hyacinths and violets
Fa in tera Baosète deck the earth.
Che gusto! che giubilo! What pleasure, what bliss;
L’inverno è scampà! winter has fled.
La Neve è svania, The snow has melted,
La brina è finia, the frost is over,
Xe tepida l’aria, the air is warm
El sol chiapa fià. and the sun is gaining strength.

Amici, fa ciera! Friends, be of good cheer.
Xe qua primavera! Spring is here!
Me’l dise quel nuvolo ... I know it by that cloud ...
Senti! senti el ton! Hark, hark to the thunder!
Ohimé! che sta idea Oh, how the thought
El cuor me ricrea, delights my heart,
E tuto desmentego the dreary cold
Quel fredo baron! is now forgotten!
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Ancora un meseto, Just one more month
E el rusignoleto, and the nightingale’s song
Col canto, ne sgiozzolo, will pour its honey
Sul’ anima el miel. on my soul.
Stagion deliziosa! Oh delightful season,
Ti vien cola rosa, you arrive bearing roses
Ti parti col giglio, and depart with the lilies,
Fior degno del ciel! flowers worthy of heaven!

(Alvise Cicogna)

encore
25 Danny Boy

Oh Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling
From glen to glen, and down the mountain side
The summer’s gone, and all the flowers are dying
’Tis you, ’tis you must go and I must bide.

But come ye back when summer’s in the meadow
Or when the valley’s hushed and white with snow
’Tis I’ll be here in sunshine or in shadow
Oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy, I love you so.

And if you come, when all the flowers are dying
And I am dead, as dead I well may be
You’ll come and find the place where I am lying
And kneel and say an ‘Ave’ there for me.

And I shall hear, tho’ soft you tread above me
And all my dreams will warm and sweeter be
If you’ll not fail to tell me that you love me
I’ll simply sleep in peace until you come to me.

I’ll simply sleep in peace until you come to me.
And I shall rest in peace until you come to me.
Oh, Danny Boy, Oh, Danny Boy, I love you so.

(Fred E. Weatherly, 1848–1929)

English translations of the Schubert and Beethoven song texts by Richard Stokes, 
from The Book of Lieder (Faber & Faber, 2005) with thanks to George Bird, 
co-author of The Fischer-Dieskau Book of Lieder (Victor Gollancz Ltd, 1976)

English translations of the Britten and Hahn song texts © Wigmore Hall
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Matthew Polenzani has been called one of the
most gifted and distinguished lyric tenors of his
generation. Having won the 2004 Richard Tucker
Award and the Metropolitan Opera’s 2008 Beverly
Sills Award, he became something of a celebrity at
the Met, where he has played opposite Renée
Fleming in La traviata, sung the title role of Roméo
et Juliette with Anna Netrebko as Juliette, and
appeared as Belmonte opposite Diana Damrau in
Die Entführung aus dem Serail. He has also
appeared in Marthe Keller’s production of Don
Giovanni under Sir Andrew Davies, Jürgen Flimm’s
Salome under Valery Gergiev, and revivals of Il
barbiere di Siviglia, Così fan tutte, Falstaff and Die
Meistersinger von Nürnberg. Outside America, he
has performed the title role in Berlioz’s La
damnation de Faust in Frankfurt, where he also
sang in Lucia di Lammermoor with Christine
Schäfer. He has also sung at La Scala, the Vienna
State Opera, the Salzburg Festival, the Paris
Opéra, Covent Garden and many other opera
houses throughout the world. A keen recitalist, he
has appeared with Roger Vignoles at the Verbier
Festival, with Julius Drake at the Lincoln Center,
and performed Janác

v

ek’s The Diary of One Who
Disappeared with pianist Richard Goode. He in in
such demand that he appeared on all three stages
of Carnegie Hall in a single season. 

At university, as a member of a group called
the ‘Decatur Park Singers’, he sang a huge variety
of music (including songs from the fifties and

Broadway hits) but no opera. Like many cele-
brated artists, he came to professional singing
almost by chance. During his senior year at
Eastern Illinois University he listened to a tape
that his teacher had given him when he first
matriculated. It was José Carreras singing ‘E
lucevan le stelle’ on a Colin Davis recording from
1996. It was the turning point.
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The pianist Julius Drake lives in London and
specialises in the field of chamber music, working
with many of the world’s leading artists, both in
recital and on disc. He appears at all the major
music centres: in recent seasons concerts have
taken him to the Aldeburgh, Edinburgh, Munich,
Schubertiade, and Salzburg Music Festivals; to
Carnegie Hall and Lincoln Centre, New York;
Concertgebouw, Amsterdam and Philarmonie,
Cologne; Châtelet and Musée de Louvre, Paris; La
Scala, Milan and Liceu, Barcelona; Musikverein
and Konzerthaus, Vienna; and Wigmore Hall and
BBC Proms, London.

Director of the Perth International Chamber
Music Festival in Australia from 2000 to 2003,
Julius Drake was also musical director of Deborah
Warner’s staging of Janác

v

ek’s The Diary of One
Who Disappeared, touring to Munich, London,
Dublin, Amsterdam and New York. In 2009 he was
appointed Artistic Director of the Machynlleth
Festival in Wales. Julius Drake is invited regularly
to give masterclasses, recently in Amsterdam,
Brussels, Luxembourg, Oxford, Paris, Vienna and
at the Schubert Institut, Baden bei Wien. In 2010
he was appointed Professor at Graz University for
Music and the Performing Arts in Austria.

Julius Drake’s passionate interest in song has
led to invitations to devise several song series for
Wigmore Hall, the BBC and the Concertgebouw,
Amsterdam. A series of song recitals – Julius
Drake and Friends – in the historic Middle Temple
Hall in London has featured recitals with many
outstanding vocal artists, including Thomas Allen,

Olaf Bär, Ian Bostridge, Angelika Kirchschlager,
Sergei Leiferkus, Felicity Lott, Katarina Karnéus,
Simon Keenlyside, Christopher Maltman, Mark
Padmore, Christoph Prégardien, Amanda Roocroft
and Willard White.

Julius Drake’s many recordings include several
recitals for the ‘Wigmore Live’ label, with Lorraine
Hunt Liebersen, Gerald Finley, Christopher
Maltman and Joyce Didonato as well as award-
winning recordings with Ian Bostridge for EMI,
Christianne Stotijn for Onyx and a widely
acclaimed series with Gerald Finley for Hyperion,
winning Gramophone Awards in 2008 and 2009.
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songs by WOLF
Wolfgang Holzmair · Imogen Cooper
WHLive0029
‘Rarely have I heard so sensitive, intelligent and
gloriously musical a partnership … I was transfixed
by the sheer artistry’ (The Independent)

songs by SCHUBERT, WOLF, FAURÉ & RAVEL
Simon Keenlyside · Malcolm Martineau
WHLive0031
‘The greatest lyric baritone of our time, indeed one
of the greatest of any time’ (BBC Music Magazine)

songs by WOLF & STRAUSS
Angelika Kirchschlager · Roger Vignoles
WHLive0040
‘This recital shows the mezzo-soprano at the peak
of her powers, richly characterful and infinitely
expressive’ (The Sunday Times)
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Also available on Wigmore Hall Live
from all good record shops and from www.wigmore-hall.org.uk/live

www.wigmore-hall.org.uk/live
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