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Zwei Gesange op. 91 (1885)
(Two Songs)
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1. Gestillte Sehnsucht
(Silent Longing)

2. Geistliches Wiegenlied
(Holy Lullaby)

Konzertstiick for viola and piano (1906)

GEORGE ENEscuU

Struwwelpeterlieder Op. 51 (1996)
(The Tales of Slovenly Peter)
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(The story of the thumb s

3. Die Geschichte vom wilden Jager
(The story of the Terribl
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Let Evening Come
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Whom do you call Angel now?
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Notes & Translations

Zwei Gesange
(Two Songs)

Gestillte Sehnsucht (Silent Lon:¢

Steeped in the golden glow of evening, how solemnly the forests stand!
The birds are breathing with gentle voice

Into the soft flutterings of evening breezes.

What does the wind whisper? The birds?

They whisper the world in slumber, they whisper the world to sleep.

You, wishes, who stir in my heart without rest or peace!
You, longings, that move my soul,

When will you rest? When do you sleep?

By the whispering of the winds, and the birds?

You, my desires, when will you fall asleep?

Ah, when my spirit no longer rushes

Into the golden distance on wings of a dream,

When no longer on the eternal, distant stars does my longing gaze rest;
Then the wind and the birds

Whisper away my longing, whisper away my life.

Geistliches Wiegenlied (Holy Lul!ll

You who hover around these palms, in night and wind—
You, holy angels! Silence the treetops! My child is sleeping.

You, palms of Bethlehem in the roaring wind,
How can you roar so angrily today? Be not so loud! Be still, and bow
yourselves softly.

The child of Heaven endures all discomfort,

Oh, how tired he has become or Earthly sorrow.
Now in sleep, gently softened, his pain fades.
Silence the treetops! My child is sleeping.

Fierce colod comes rushing in; how shall | cover the child?
O, all ye angels, you winged ones who wander in the wind,
Silence the treetops! My child is sleeping.



Translations

Struwwelpeterlieder
The Tales of Slovenly Peter

“The Tales of Slovenly Peter” is the title of a book of horrifyingly exaggerated moral
tales for children, written by Heinrich Hoffmann in 1845! Slovenly Peter, pictured
here, is the first story in the book, and one of the few lucky children to escape maim-

ing or death. Our poor Pauline and Conrad will not be so lucky...

Die gar traurige Geschichte mit dem (The dreadful !
Feuerzeug Mat ches)

Little Pauline was alone in the house, both her parents were out.

She jumped through the house singing lightheartedly

Suddenly, she saw a lighter, a very pretty one.

“Oh!” she said, “how beautiful and delicate! This must be an excellent toy. |
will light a match, just like Mother does so often.”

But the cats, Minz and Maunz, threatened her with their paws—"Father has
forbidden that! Miau! Leave it alone, or you’ll burn yourself up!”

Pauline didn’t listen! The match crackled and burned, just like in the movies.
Pauline was very happy with herself, and jumped around the room. The cats,
Minz and Maunz, threatened her with their paws—"Mother has forbidden
that! Miau! Cast it away, or you’ll burn yourself up!”

Too late! The flame has caught her dress; her apron is burning brightly; It
burns her hand, it burns her hair, it burns the whole child up! And Minz and
Maunz, they both wail miserably,, “Help! Help! The fire is burning her up!
Miau!”

Everything is burned completely. The poor child, top to toe. A pile of ashes is
all that remains—and both shoes, so pretty and delicate.

And Minz and Maunz, they sit and cry, “Miau! Where were her parents?
Where?” And their tears flow like the brook in a meadow.



Notes & Translations

Struwwelpeterlieder

Die Geschichte vom Daumenlutscher
(The story of the thumb sucker)

“Conrad!” said Mother, “l am going out, you stay here.

Be good, orderly, and obedient until | return.

And above all, Conrad: do not suck your thumb!

Otherwise, the tailor with the shears will come straight here and cut off your
thumbs, just like they were paper!”

As soon as Mother leaves, the thumbs go straight in his mouth!

BANG! The door flies open! In flies the tailor, he runs straight towards the
boy, Oh, woe! Now he is clipping and clopping the boy’s thumbs off with his
great, sharp shears!! Ai! Cries Conrad over and over!

When Mother gets home, she sees Conrad sitting and crying; without his
thumbs he stands there—they are both gone!

Die Geschichte vom wilden Jager
(The tale of the T

Here comes the fierce hunter; wearing his brand new, bright green vest. He
grabs his pack with the powderhorn and rifle, and scampers out in to the
field. He is wearing his glasses at the end of his nose, and he wants to shoot
a rabbit dead!

The rabbit sits in his leafy house and laughs at the ‘fierce’ hunter.

But, well, the sun seems really too bright;

His rifle becomes very heavy, he lays down in the field for a nap... the rabbit
sees it all!

And while the hunter snores, the rabbit sneaks up and steals his glasses and
shotgun, slipping away very quietly.



Notes & Translations

Now the rabbit is wearing the glasses! He wants to shoot the gun! The fierce
hunter is very scared! He runs away, screaming for help. Finally, he comes up
to a well, and jumps in. It was a good thing, because the rabbit shoots the
shotgun off.

The hunter’s wife is sitting at the window, drinking her coffee—the shot from
the gun breaks her cup in half! She screams!

But, secretly, the rabbit’s child had come to sit by the well... when the coffee
cup breaks, it spills all over him! He cries, “who was it that burned me?!” and
wields the coffee spoon threateningly...

Let Evening Come

William Bolcom:
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Ailey, Baldwin, Floyd, Killens, and Mayfield (Maya Angel

Maya Angelou wrote this poem as a memorial tribute to five African-
American men. The poem commemorates Alvin Ailey
(dancer/choreographer), James Baldwin (writer), Samuel Floyd (music profes-
sor), John Oliver Killens (novelist), and Julian Mayfield (actor). They were like
great trees, and, when they died, the world was shaken by fear.



Notes & Translations

Rachmaninov

=T mME goho "o 0d® (How f ai
How lovely it is here...

Look, far away, the river is a blaze of fire;

The meadows lie like carpets of color, the white clouds overhead;

Here there are no people

Here it is silent

Here it is only God and [;

The flowers, the old pine tree,

And you, my dream!
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Do not sing to me, my dear, your sad songs of Georgia
They remind me...
Of that other life, on that distant shore.

Alas, they remind me, your cruel melodies,
Of the steppe, the night,
and the moonlit features of a poor, distant maiden!

Those dear, fatal ghosts, | forget when | see you,
But you sing, and they are again before me!

Do not sing to me, my dear, your sad songs of Georgia
They remind me...
Of that other life, on that distant shore.
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