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DR. ARNE THE MORNING

The glitt'ring sun

The lark

The village up

O, that on th'enameled green
Go gentle gales

CLAUDE DEBUSSY © FETES GALLANT -
En Sourdine ' ' e

Fanto6che
Clair de Lune

W.A. MOZART | VORREL. SPIEGARVI O DIO |
INTERMISSION

IGOR STRAVINSKY TWO POEMS AND THREE JAPANESE
: Tl LYRICS
The Flower:
The Dove ' o
Akahito
Mazatsumi
Tsaraiuki

RICHARD STRAUSS DREI LIEDER DER OPHELIA,
: OPUS 67

Wie erkenn ich mein Treulieb
Guten Morgen
Sie trugen ihn

VIER LIEDER AUS C. oRENTANO,
OPUS 68
Sdausle Liebe Myrte o
An die Nacht
Amor
Als mir dein Lied erklang
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IV. The Flower

Forget-me-nots, of love's sweet discourse, sweet flower

of tender love®s confeszicns. Tor my love, ©

oprens its blue petals, and the clear water on
is more lcvely where you opiocm; yvour little s

he lace
the stones
ister, star

light in the s¥%y shineg and esmiles, Forget-me-rots, of

love's sweet discourse, small eye so sweet, s

o bhlue,

sweet lacey flower, do you hear my sweet vows?

The Dove

The bird on the housetop alisghts, where then?
can you sece the dove so white, so sweet? The
blooms there. The deove has approached it, he

himsel? upon it, he charms and seduces **, th
away, he has escavred. Alas prstt" white dove
Be less wicked. Alas pretty white dove, retu

moment.

There,
red rose
has perched
en flies
, dom't zo.
rn for a

Let us go down to the zarden. I want to show you the
white flowera, The snow falls.,.. Are theze &ll cwers
Wit st SReN .. Bl e ?

Mazstsumi
April appears. The ice has broken its shell snd th
joyful riverlet's waves are foarirng., They want toc be the

first white flowers of Jjoyful sprinsg.

tance

Tsaraivki
Whnat dces one begin to see so white in *he dis 7
One would say there wsre cicuds between the nills The
cherry orchards are opened. At last t%v srri

WIE FRKENN JICH MEIN TRBEULIEB

How will I ¥%now my truelcve from all others?
cockal shell hat and staff and sandle shoes.

ng nas come.

and gone mwaidens., At his head green grass, at nhigc fset a
stone. ©On his bier, white as snow many cear flowers weep.
They go to a watery grave, o wece! Ybefore a loving glance.



GUTEN MORGEN, S'IST SANKT VALERTINSTAG

Good morning, it's Valentinels Day. So early before dawn
I, yours naid, tap on vour window, I wculd 1ike te he
vour Valentine. The young mapn dravs on his pants and
comees to the door, lets in the maiden who, 2s a najden,
willl neverwore go forth. By St. Wiclaus and Charitas,
What a shamelesgs gendert A voung man will do whatever

he can get away with, She says,"E're you playved with ne,
vou prcemised teo marry me," "I would rot have broken it,
if you raﬂ not come here this morning.®

SIE TRUGER IEN AUF DER BAHBE BLOSS

They carry him on the barren tier, mcurn, mourn for him,

the heloved one. Many a tear Talls into the deep grave,

Farewell ny dove, It is my yvoung fresh Hansel who pleases
2. And will he come to you nevermore? He ig dead,

C woe. Go to your grave, he'll come tO yOU hG WMCTE.

Hig besrd wass white ag snow, his hailr like flakes of it,

He is gone and nc mcourning can bring him back. May his scul
be in peace and with all Chrisztian souls. Therefore we

prray, *God be with him,®
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VI, S&USEE, - [ IEDE MYRTHD

Soft, lovely Myrtle! How quis®t the world is. The moon,
the starshevherd in the clear heaven field drives the
cloud sheep toward the starlignt spring, Sleep wy friesnd,
mtil I am with you again, Soft, lovely Myrtle and dresa
in stariight. The turtledove ccos te her brood, =gilentl
the cloud sheep draw near the starlight fountain.

Sleep my friend... Do you hear how the river rushes

Do you hear the crickets chirping? Quietly let us listen.
Happy is he who expires in dreaming., Happy when the clouds
roll, when' the moon sings a jullaby. Oh how happy he

m
¥y

that flies on w1nged dreans toward the heavens plucking
stars like flowers. Sleep, dream, fly. 1711 wake you

goon and be happy.

AN "DIE NACHT

Holy night, bound with stars, heanenly freedom, All that-
the light illumines is united, all wounds bleed in the
red of evening. Bielbeczs lance sinks inte the heart of
the satiated earth, which has dipped a rose into the dar!
breeze. Holy night, chaste bride! Your sweet longing is
veiled when the wedding goblet overflows, runnirs over

in the ardent night, into day! Holy night, chaste bridel



ANOY

On the fire sat tre child Awmor snd was blinded. With
his little wings he fanned the flames and laurhed,
Fannine, laughing, nauvghty child, Ah the chilé's wings
have caught firet Armor runs swiftly. O how the heat pains
nim, He beats hig wings and cries lcudly. In the ghep-
herd's lap he escapes, crying for help. And the shepherd
heips the c¢child Amor, afresld and blind., Shepherd look
out, your hreart is burning! See how quickly the flames
waken, Guard veourself from the naughty child. Fanning,
lauvghing, naughty child.

ALS MIR DEIN LIET ERELANG
Your song 71 ndst I've heard 1t as fhonﬁh the world had
drawn 1t from reses. The colorful butterfly which flew in
srringtime and the devout beae have returned to you. I
long for roseg until vour sonz resournds te me. The
nightengale calls. Ah my rest, sweet swansong of the
world which listens, the stars look down from tho sky.
The stars and roses are set in motion as your song resounds,
No tone 1s ir vaing the sprirﬁ*iwe which sighed frem love
has, sinece you sang, plunged iteelf into the prassicnate
river whichwagsmy 1ife in sunsst, vntil your song resounded

Lo nme.
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