Verrat

Ichstandin einer lauen Nacht

An einer griinen Linde,

Der Mond schien hell, der Wind ging
sacht,

Der GieBbach floB geschwinde.

Die Linde stand vor Liebchens

Haus,

Die Ture hort'ich knarren.

Mein Schatzlie sacht ein Mannsbild
raus:

»LaB morgen mich nicht harren;

LaR mich nicht harren, stiBer Mann,
Wie hab'ich dich so gerne!

Ans Fenster klopfe leise an,

Mein Schatzistin der Fernel«

LaR ab vom Druck und KuB, Feinslieb,
Du Schénerim Sammetkleide,

Nun spute dich, du feiner Dieb,

Ein Mann harrt aufder Heide.

Der Mond scheint hell, der Rasen griin
Ist gut zu unserm Begegnen,

Du tragst ein Schwert und nickst so kiihn,
Dein'Liebschaft will ich segnen! -

Und als erschien der lichte Tag,
Was fand er aufder Heide?

Ein Toterin dem Blumen lag
Zu einer Falschen Leide.

Betrayal

| stood, one warm night,

by a greenlinden-tree;

the moon shone brightly, the wind blew
gently, the torrent flowed swiftly.

The linden-tree stood before my darling's
house,

and | heard the door creak.

My sweetheart quietly let outa man's
form: "Tomorrow don't keep me waiting;

Don't keep me waiting, sweet man,
how | love you!

Knock gently on the window,

for my sweetheartis faraway!"

Cease your huggingand kissing, dear,
andyou, you handsome lad in velvet,
you fine thief, make haste now,

for a manis waiting for you on the heath.

The moon shines brightly, the green grass
is just right for our encounter.

You wear a sword and nod so
audaciously;

Come, let me bless your wooing! -

And when the light of day appeared,
what did it find on the heath?
A dead manlayinthe flowers
tothe griefof a false woman.

Translation by Emily Ezust
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Verrat

7.Ich grolle nicht

Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herzauch
bricht,

Ewig verlor'nes Lieb ! Ich grolle nicht.
Wie du auch strahlstin Diamantenpracht,
Es fallt kein Strahl in deines Herzens
Nacht

Das weiBich langst.

Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herzauch
bricht,

Ichsahdichjaim Traum,

Und sah die Nachtin deines Herzens
Raum,

Und sah die Schlang', die diram Herzen
friRt,

Ich sah, mein Lieb, wie sehrdu elend bist.

Vier ernste Gesange

1. Dennes gehet dem Menschen

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:

dennesistalleseitel.

Es fahrt alles an einem Ort;

es istallesvon Staub gemacht,

und wird wieder zu Staub.

Wer weil}, ob der Geist des Menschen
aufwarts fahre,

und der Odem des Viehes unterwarts
unter die Erde fahre?

Darum sahe ich, daB nichts bessersist,
denn dalR der Mensch fréhlich seiin
seiner Arbeit,

denndas istsein Teil. Denn wer willihn
dahin bringen, daR er sehe, was nach ihm
geschehen wird?

| bear no grudge

I bear no grudge, even when my heartis
breaking!

Love lost forever! | bear no grudge.
Although you shine in diamond splendor,
No beam falls into the night of your heart.
I will know that for a long time

| bear no grudge, and when my heartis
breaking!

I truly saw you in my dreams

And saw the nightin the room of your
heart,

And saw the snake that bites your
heart;

I saw, my dear, how truly miserable you
are.

Translations by Paul Hindemith
Four Serious Songs

1. Forthat which befalleth the sons of
men

For that which befalleththe sonsof men
be falleth beasts,

as the one dieth, so dieth the other;
yea, they have all one breath;

sothata manhath no preeminence
above a beast:

forall is vanity.

All go unto one place;

all are of the dust

andall turn to dust again.

Who knoweth the spirit of man
that goeth upward,

and the spirit of the beast

that goeth downward to the earth?

Wherefore | perceive that thereis
nothing better,than that a man should
rejoice in his own works; for that is his
portion: for who shall bring him to see
what shall be after him?



Arbre ou tombeau, colombe ou rose,
Onde ou rocher,

Tout, ici-bas, a quelque chose
Pours'épancher...

Moi, je suis seul, et rien au monde
Ne me répond,

Rien que ta voix morne et profonde,
Sombre Hellespont!

Dichterliebe

4.Wenn ichin deine Augen seh'
Wennichin deine Augen seh’,

So schwindet [all'mein Leid]1 und Weh;
Doch wennich kiiRe deinen Mund,

So werd'ich ganz und gar gesund.

Wennich michlehn'an deine Brust,
Kommt's iber mich wie Himmelslust;
Doch wenn du sprichst:ich liebe dich!
So mul ich weinen bitterlich.

5. Ich will meine Seele tauchen
Ich will meine Seele tauchen

In den Kelch der Lilie hinein;
Die Lilie soll klingend hauchen
Ein Lied von der Liebsten mein.

Das Lied soll schauernund beben
Wie der KulR von ihrem Mund,
Den sie mir einst gegeben

In wunderbar stier Stund'.

6.Im Rhein, im schonen Strome
Im Rhein, im schonenStrome,
Da spiegelt sichin den Well'n
Mit seinem groen Dome

Das groBe, heil'ge KdIn.

Im Dom da steht ein Bildnis,
Auf goldnem Leder gemalt;

In meines Lebens Wildnis

Hat's freundlich hineingestrahlt

Translation by the Schiller Institute

Tree or tomb, dove orrose,

Wave or rock,

Everything here below

Has somethingto pour out:

But | am alone, and nothingon earth
Ever responds to me,

Nothing but your deep and gloomy voice,
Dark Hellespont!

Translation by Richard Stokes
The loves of a poet

When | gaze into your eyes

When | gaze into your eyes,

All my pain and woe vanishes;

Yet when | kiss your lips,

Iam made wholly and entirely healthy.

When | lay against your breast

It comes over me like longing for heaven;
Yet when you say, "l love you!"

I must cry so bitterly.

| want to delve my soul
| want to delve my soul
Into the cup of the lily;
The lily should give resoundingly
A songbelonging to my beloved.

The songshould shudder and tremble
Like the kiss from her lips

That she once gave me

In a wonderfully sweet hour.

In the Rhine, in the fair stream
In the Rhine, in the holy stream
Is it mirrored in the waves -
With its great cathedral -

That great, holy city Cologne.

Inthe Cathedral stands animage
Painted on golden leather;

Into the wildness of my life

Has it shone, friendly.

Es schweben Blumen und Eng'lein
Um unsre liebe Frau;

Die Augen, die Lippen, die Wanglein,
Die gleichen der Liebsten genau.

The Music of the Night

from The Phantom of the Opera

The Sadder but Wiser Girl
from The Music Man

Santa Fe
from Newsies

Flowers and little cherubs hover
Around our beloved Lady;

The eyes, the lips, the cheeks--
They match my beloved's exactly.

Andrew Lloyd Weber
(b. 1948)

Robert Meredith Wilson
(1902-1984)

Alan Irwin Menken
(b. 1949)

Russell Aaron Teagle is a student of Dr. Kelly Montgomery.
This recital is in partial fulfillment of aBachelor’s Degree in Music
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Translations

VecchiaZimarra, Senti

Vecchia zimarra, senti,
iorestoal pian, tuascendere
il sacro monte or devi.

Le mie grazie ricevi.

Mai non curvastiil logoro
dorso ai ricchi ed ai potenti.
Passar nelletue tasche
come in antri tranquilli
filosofi e poeti.

Ora che i giorni lieti

fuggir, ti dico: addio,

fedele amico mio.

Addio, addio.
Le Bestiaire
I Le dromadaire

Avec ses quatre dromadaires
Don Pedro d'Alfaroubeira
Courut le monde et I'admira.
Il fit ce que je voudrais faire
Sij'avais quatre dromadaires.

Il. La chévre du Thibet

Old coat, listen

Old coat, listen,

I remain onthe plain, you ascend
the sacred mountain now you must...
My thanks receive.

Never bend yourselfthe wear

back to the rich and to the powerful.
Pass in your pockets

like in caves calm

philosophers and poets.

Now that the days light

go, you | tell goodbye

faithful friend mine...

goodbye, goodbye.

Translation by Anonymous
The Bestiary (The Beasts)

The Dromedary

With his four dromedaries
Don Pedro de Alfarrobeira
Roamed the world and liked it.
He did what I'd do

If  had four dromedaries.

The Tibetan goat



Les poils de cette chévreet méme
Ceux d'or pour qui prit tant de peine
Jason, nevalentrien au prix
Des cheveux dont je suis épris.

1. La sauterelle
Voicila fine sauterelle,
La nourriture de saint Jean.
Puissent mes vers étre comme elle,
Le régal des meilleures gens.

IV.  Ledauphin
Dauphins, vous jouezdans lamer,
Mais le flot est toujours amer.
Parfois, ma joie éclate-t-elle?
La vie est encore cruelle.

V. L'écrevisse

Incertitude, 6 mes délices

Vous et moi nous nous en allons
Comme s'en vont les écrevisses,
Areculons, a reculons.

VI. La carpe

Dans vos viviers, dansvos étangs,
Carpes, que vous vivezlongtemps !
Est-ce que la mort vous oublie,
Poissons de la mélancolie.

Reve d'amour

S'il est un charmant gazon
Que le ciel arrose,

Ou brille en toute saison
Quelque fleur éclose,

Ou l'on cueille a pleine main
Lys, chevre-feuille et jasmin,
J'enveux faire le chemin

Ou ton pied se pose!

S'ilest un sein bienaimant
Dont I'honneur dispose,
Dont le ferme dévouement
N'ait rien de morose,

Si toujours ce noble sein
Bat pour un digne dessein,
J'enveux faire le coussin
Ou ton front se pose!

The fleece of this goat and even

The golden one thatJason labored fore
worth nothing when compared

To the hair that I'min love with.

The grasshopper

Here's the fine grasshopper,

John the Baptist's food.

May my poetry be like it,

A treat for the best people.

The dolphin

Dolphins, you romp in the sea,

But the waves are always bitter.
Yes, my joy breaks through at times.
But life is as hard as ever.

The crayfish

Uncertaintly, o my delight,
You and | we get away

As crayfish do,
Backwards, backwards.

The carp

In your pools, in your ponds,
Carp, you live such a longtime!
Does death pass overyou,

Fish of despondency?

Translations by Lauren Shakeley
Dream of Love

If there's a lovely grassy plot
watered by the sky

where in every season

some flower blossoms,

where one can freely gather
lilies, woodbines and jasmines...
I wish to make it the path

on which you place your feet.

If there is a loving breast
where honour rules,

where tender devotion

is free from all gloominess,
if this noble breast always
beats for a worthy aim...

| wish to make it the pillow
on which you lay your head.

S'il est un réve d'amouir,
Parfumé de rose,

Ou I'on trouve chaque jour
Quelque douce chose,

Un réve que Dieu bénit,
Ou I'ame a I'dme s'unit,
Oh! j'enveux faire le nid
Ou ton coeur se pose!

Les berceaux

Le long du Quai, les grands vaisseaux,
Que la houle incline ensilence,

Ne prennent pas garde aux berceaux,
Que la main des femmes balance.

Mais viendra le jour des adieux,
Caril faut que les femmes pleurent,
Et que les hommes curieux
Tentent les horizons qui leurrent!

Et ce jour-la les grands vaisseaux,
Fuyant le port qui diminue,
Sentent leur masse retenue
Parl'ame des lointains berceaux

Seule

Dans un baiser, I'onde au rivage
Dit ses douleurs:

Pour consoler la fleur sauvage,

L'aube a des pleurs;

Le vent du soir conte sa plainte
Aux vieux cypres,

La tourterelle au térébinthe

Ses longs regrets.

Aux flots dormants, quand tout repose,
Hors la douleur,

La lune parle, et dit la cause

De sa paleur.

Ton doéme blanc, Sainte-Sophie,

Parle auciel bleu,

Et, tout réveur, le ciel confie

Son réve a Dieu.

If there is a dream of love
scented with roses,

where one finds every day
something gentle and sweet,
a dream blessed by God
where soul is joined to soul...
oh, | wish to make it the nest
in which you rest your heart.
Translation by Peter Low

Cradles

Along the quay, the great ships,
that ride the swell in silence,

take no notice ofthe cradles.

that the hands of the women rock.

But the day of farewells will come,
when the women must weep,

and curious men are tempted
towards the horizons that lure them!

And that day the great ships,
sailingaway from the diminishing port,
feel their bulk held back

by the spirits of the distant cradles.

Translation by Douglas Watt-Carter
Alone

In a kiss, the wave to the shore
Voices its grief;

To console the wild flower

Dawn has its tears;

The eveningbreeze tells its sorrow
To the ancient cypress,

The turtle-dove to the terebinth
Its endless regrets.

To the sleeping waves, when all is quiet
But pain,

The moon speaks, explaining why

Itis pale.

Your white dome, Santa Sophia,
Speaks to the blue sky,

And, lostin dreams, the sky confides
Its dream to God.





