JOHANNES BRAHMS
Four Songs for female voices, two horns
and harp Op. 17

1. When e'er the sounding harp is heard

When e'er the sounding harp is heard
Inspired by love and longing
With grief unequal darts are stowed

And tears our eyes o'er flowing

Flowing tears in cheek flow on
My griefs and heart grow stronger
Since love and joy forgive alone

And life is no longer

Freidrich Ruperti

2. Come away, Death

Come away, come away, death

And in sad cypress let me be laid

Fly away, fly away, breath

| am slain by a fair cruel maid

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew
O prepare it!

My part of death, no one so true

Did share it

Not a flow'r, not a flow'r sweet
On my black coffin let there be strewn
Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be
thrown
A thousand thousand sighs to save
Let me, O, where
Sad true love never find my grave
To weep there
Song from Twelfth Night

William Shakespear
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3. The Gardener

Where e'er my footsteps wander
By hill or vale or wood

But all | see of heavens

Her beauty shows her rarest

| greet thee a thousand fold

A wealth my garden yields me

Of blossoms fair and fine

And oft in reeds | wind them

With thousand thoughts | bind them
And greetings | yield a tie

To her dare not give them

She is too proud and fair

May ought they all must perish
The matchless love | cherish

My spirit my heart shall bear

(the last verse is not sung)

Joseph von Eichendorff

4. The death of Trenar

Trenar! Ah beautiful Trenar died

Died! Of Maiden of Inistore!

His tawny dogs are howling at home

His ghost may behold, behold and pass
His bow in the hall is hanging unbended
Not, not moving where the hinds are

revolting

Weep on the rocks of the winds that are

roaring
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Weep oh thou Maiden of Inistore

Weep! Weep! Weep!

Bend over the waves let thy fair head laid
Lovelier are thou than the ghost on the
mountain

That he shall move in the brightness of the
sun

Over the silence of Morven groves

Hark ye! Hark! the youth his glory lying
Nails and ye armour of Culthullin's sword
Blood on the mountain and food of the
weakened

The blood of the kings on the field do shed

Weed on the rocks of the winds that are
roaring

Weep of thou Maiden of Inistore.

Song from Fingal

Ossian (James Macpherson)
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