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Translations

Erlkénig - Franz Schubert

Wer reitetsospat durch nachtund wind?
Es ist der vater mitseinem kind;
Erhatden knabenwohlindem arm,
ErfaBtihn sicher, er haltihn warm,

Mein sohn, was birgst du sobang dein
gesicht?

Siehst, vater, du den Erlkdnig nicht?
Den Erlenkdnig mitkronund schweif?
Mein sohn, esisteinnebelstreif.

Duliebes kind, komm, geh mit mir!
Gar schone spiele s piel'ich mitdir;
Manchbunte blumensindan demstrand,
Meine mutter hatmanch giildengewand.

Mein vater, meinvater, und horest du nicht,
Was Erlenkénig mir leise verspricht?
Seiruhig, bleiberuhig, meinkind;
Indirren blatternsé&useltder Wind.

Willst, feinerknabe, du mit mirgehn?
Meinetdchter sollen dich warten schon;
Meinetdchter fihren dennachtlichen reihn,
Und wiegen undtanzen undsingendichein.

Mein vater, meinvater, und siehst du nicht
dort

Erlkénigs tochter amdistem ort?

Mein sohn, mein sohn,ichseh es genau:
Es scheinen diealten Weidensograu.

Ichliebe dich, mich reiztdeine schéne
gestalt;

Und bistdu nichtwillig, sobrauch ich gewalt.

Mein vater, meinvater, jetztfaBt er mich an!
Erlk®nig hat mir ein leids getan!

Dem vatergrausets, er reitet geschwind,
Erhaltinarmendas dchzendekind,
Erreichtden hof mit mih undNot;

Inseinenarmendas kindwar tot.

The Erlking
Translation by Hyde Flippo

Who rides solate through the night and wind?
It's the father with his child;

He has the boy safe in hisarm,

He holds him secure, he holds himwarm.

My son, what makes you hideyour facein fear?

Father, don't you see the Edking?
The Erdking withcrown and flowingrobe?
My son,it's a wispof fog.

Y ou dear child, come along with me!
Suchlovelygames I'liplay withyou;
Many colorful flowers are atthe shore,
My motherhas many a goldengarment.

My father, my father, and do you nothear,
What the Erlking promises me so s oftly?
Be quiet, stay quiet, my child;

Inthe dry leaves thewind is rustling.

Won't youcomealongwith me, my fineboy?
My daughters shallattend toyousonicely.

My daughters do their nightly dance,

And they'll rock you and danceyouandsingyou
to sleep.

My father, my father,and do you notseeover
there

Erlking's daughters in thatdark place?

My son, my son, I see itmostdefinitely:

It's thewillowtrees lookingsogrey.

I love you; I'm charmed by your beautiful form;
Andifyou'renotwilling, thenI'lluseforce.

My father, my father, now he's grabbing hold of
me!
Erlkinghas done me harm!

The father shudders, he rides s wiftly,

He holdsin (his) arms the moaningchild.
He reaches the farmhouse with effort and
urgency.

In his arms the child was dead.

Wandrers Nachtlied II - Franz Schubert

Uberallen Gipfeln

IstRuh,

In allenWipfeln

Spurest du

Kaum einenHauch;

Die Vogelein schweigen in Walde.
Warte nur, balde

Ruhestdu auch.

Die Forelle - Franz Schubert

IneinemBachleinhelle, da schossin froher
Eil

Die launische Forelle vorliber wie ein Pfeil.
IchstandandemGestadeund sahin sisser
Ruh

Des muntern Fischleins Bade im klaren
Bé&chlein zu

Ein Fischer mitder Rute wohlan dem Ufer
stand,

Und sah’s mitkaltemBlute, wie sichdas
Fischlein wand.

Solang’dem Wasser Helle, so dachtich,
nicht gebricht,

So fangterdieForelle mitseiner Angel nicht.

Dochendlichward demDiebedie Zeit
zulang.

Er macht das Béachlein tiickishtriibe

Und ehich es gedacht, so zuckte s eine Rute,

Das Fischlein, zappeltdran,
Und ich mitregem Blute Sahdie Betrog'ne
an.

Le Secret - Gabriel Fauré

Je veux que lematin l'ignore

Le nom quej'ai dit a lanuit,

Et qu'au vent del'aube, sans bruit,
Comme un larmeil s 'évapore.

Je veux que lejour le proclame
L'amour qu'au matin j'ai caché,

Et surmon coeur ouvert penché
Comme un grain d'encens il I'enflamme

Je veux que le couchant l'oublie
Le secret quej'ai dit au jour,

Et I'emporte avec mon amour,
Aux plis desarobe pélie!

Wayfarer’s Night Song II
Translation by Hyde Flippo

Over allthehilltops

is calm.

Inall the treetops

you feel

hardly a breath of air.

The little birds fall silentin the woods.
Just wait...soon

you'llalso be atrest.

The Trout
Translation by Adnan Kazazic

Ina brightlittle brook, there shot a memy haste

a capricious trout: pastit shotlike anarrow.
I stood upon theshore and watched in sweet
peace

the cheeryfish’s bath in theclear little brook

A fisher withhis rodstood atthe waterside

and watched with coldblood, as the fishswam
about.

Solongasthecleamessofthe water remained
intact, I thought

He would notbe ableto capturethe troutwith
his fishing rod.
But finally the thief grew weary of waiting.

He stirredup the brookand made it muddy;
and beforel realizedit, his fishingrod was
twitching,

The fish was squirming there,

and with raging blood I gazed atthe betrayed
fish.

Le Secret
Translation by Peter Low

I want the morningnotto know
the name that I toldto thenight.
Inthe dawn wind, silently,

may it evaporate like a teardrop.

I want the dayto proclaim

the lovethatI hidfrom the morning,
and bent over myopen heart,
tosetitaflame, likea grain of
incense.

I want the sunsetto forget
the secretI told tothe day,
and to carry it away withmy love,
in the folds of its pale robe!



Lydia - Gabriel Fauré

Lydiasurtes roses joues
Etsurtoncol frais et si blanc
Roule étincelant,

L'or fluide que tu dénoues;

Le jour qui luitestle meilleur,
O ublions I'éternelle tombe.
Laissetes baisers de colombe
Chanter surta lévreen fleur

Unlys cachérépandsans cesse
Une odeurdivineen ton sein;
Les délices comme un essaim
Sortent detoi, jeune déesse.

Je t'aime etmeurs, 6 mes amours.
Mon @meen baisers m'est ravie!

O Lydia, rends-moila vie,

Q ue je puisse mourir toujours!

O del mio amato ben - Stefano Donaudy

O del mioamatoben perduto incanto!
Lungi & dagliocchi miei

chim'era gloriae vanto!

O r perle mute stanze

sempre lacercoe chiamo

con pienoil cordi s peranze?

Ma cercoinvan, chiamoinvan!

E il pianger m'e si caro,

che di pianto solnutro il cor.

Misembra, senzalei, triste ogniloco.

Notte mi sembra il giorno;
mi sembra geloil foco.

Se purtalvoltaspero

di darmi ad altracura,

sol mi tormenta un pensiero:
Ma, senzalei, che faro?

Mi parcosila vitavana cosa
senzail mioben.

La Serenata -Francesco Paolo Tosti

Vola, O serenata: La miadiletta € sola,
E,con la bella testa abbandonata,
Posatra le lenzuola:

O serenata, vola O serenata, vola
Splendepuralaluna;

L'aleil silenzio stende,

E dietrol venidell'alcova

Bruna la lampada s'accende

Pura la lunasplende.
Puralalunasplende.

Vola, O serenata,

Vola, O serenata, vola

Lydia
Trans lation by Radcliffe Brown

Lydia, on yourrosy cheeks,

And on your neck, sofresh and white
Flow s parkingly,

The fluid golden which you loosen.

The shining day is bestofall;

let us forget theetemal grave.

Let yourkisses, your kisses of a dove
Sing onyour blossoming lips.

A hidden lily s pread unceasingly

A divinefragranceon your breast;
Numberless delights,
Emanatefrom you, young goddess,

Ilove youanddie,oh my love,
Kisseshave carriedaway my soul!
O Lydia, give mebacklife,

that I may die, foreverdie!

Oh of My DearlyBeloved
Translation by Donna Bareket

O h lostenchantment of my dearly beloved!
Farfrom my eyes is she

Who was, to me, glory and pride!

Now throughout the empty rooms

I always seekherand callher

With a heart fullof hopes?

Butl seekinvain,I callinvain!

And theweeping is so deartome,

That withweeping along I nourishmy heart

To me, it seems, without her, everywhere
seems sadto me.

The day seems like nightto me;

The fire seems cold tome.

If, however, I sometimes hope

To givemyselfanother cure,

O ne thoughtalone torments me:

But without her, what willIdo?

To me, life seems a vain thing

without my beloved

The Serenade

Fly O serenade: my delightis alone,
and, with her beautifulabandoned head
Fly between her sheets:

O serenade, fly O serenade, fly.
The moon shines brightly;

Silence extends its wings,

and behind the shadows of the dark
alcovethelamp burns

The moon shines brightly.

The moon shines brightly.

Fly, O serenade,

Fly, O serenade, Fly

Vola, o serenata: Lamiadilettae sola
Ma sormridendo ancor mezzo assonnata,
Tornafra le lenzuola:

O serenata, vola. O serenata, vola.
L'ondasognasu’ lido,

E’l ventosula fronda;

E a' bacimiei ricusa ancore un nido
La mia signora bionda.

Sogna su’'l lido!'onda

Sogna su'l lidol'onda

Vola, o serenata

Vola, o serenata, vola

Fly O serenade: my delightis alone,

but, stillsmilinghalf muted,
return between her sheets:

O serenade, fly. o serenade, fly.
The wavedreams on theshore,
and the wind on the branch;
And my blondelady still denies
a placefor my kisses

The wavedreams on theshore.
The wavedreams on theshore.
Fly, O serenade

Fly, O serenade, Fly





