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TRANSLATIONS
Provided by the performers

Oiseaux, si tous les ans (Antoine Ferrand)

Birds, if every year you leave this clime as soon as drear winter strips the
groves, it is not only for a change of foliage, or to avoid our frosts. But your
destiny permits you to love only when the flowers bloom; and when that season
is over you seek it elsewhere, that you may love the whole year 'round.

Dans un bois solitaire (Antoine Houdart de la Motte)

In a dark and lonely wood | was walking the other day; a boy child was
sleeping in the shade; it was cruel Amor. Approaching, | was charmed by his
beauty, but | should not have been so trusting. In his face | saw the features of
a thankless love that | had sworn to forget. He had her crimson lips, a skin as
fair as hers. A sigh escaped me; he awoke: it takes so little to awaken Love.
Straightaway spreading his wings and seizing his avenging bow, with one of his
cruel darts he wounded me to the heart. Go, go, he said, at Sylvia's feet again
to languish and to burn; you will love her all your life for daring to wake me.

Als Luise die Briefe ihres ungetreuen Liebhabers verbrannte

(Luisa burning her faithless lovers’ letters) (Gabriele von Baumberg)

Born of fevered imagining, brought in a romantic hour into the world! Perish!
Children of melancholy! You owe to passion’s flames your being: now | return
you to the flames, with all his romantic songs, for oh, he sang them not to me
alone. You burn now, and soon, my loves, no trace of you will remain: but oh,
the man who wrote you may long burn still within me.

Abendempfindung an Laura

(Thoughts at evening to Laura) (Anonymous)

It is evening, the sun has disappeared, and the moon shines, silver; so fleet
away life’s fairest hours, they fly past as in a dance. Soon life’s motley scene is
over, and the curtain falls. Our play is ended! Our friend’s tears flow already on
our grave. Soon, perhaps, a still foreboding is borne toward me like the gentle
west wind-| will end this life’s pilgrimage and fly to the land of rest. If you will
weep then by my grave and mourn my ashes, then, o friends, | will appear to
you bringing a breath of heaven. Shed for me a tear, you also, and pluck for
me a violet from my grave; and let your tender eye look gently down on me.
Dedicate a tear to me, and oh! do not be ashamed to do so. In my diadem it
will become the fairest pearl.

Der Zauberer (The enchanter) (Christian Felix Weisse)

Oh, maidens, flee from Damotas! When | saw him for the first time, | felt
something | had never felt before, | felt-| felt, | know not how! | sobbed, |
trembled, and yet was overjoyed: believe me, he must be an enchanter. When |
looked at him | became now hot, now red, now pale. Finally he took me by the
hand: words cannot say how | felt then! | saw nothing, heard nothing, could say
only Yes and No-believe me, he must be an enchanter. He led me into this
thicket; | wanted to flee, but | followed him: he sat down, and | sat down: he
spoke-but | could only stammer; he gazed at me, my eyes half closed: believe
me, he must be an enchanter. Passionately he pressed me to his heart. What a
sensation! Such sweet pain! | sobbed, | panted! Just then, by good luck, my
mother came by: otherwise, o gods, after so much enchantment, what would
have happened to me finally?




Ridente la calma (Anonymous)
Tranquility fills my soul; no trace is left of fear or disdain. Ever and ever again
you come, my love, and draw tighter those sweet chains so dear to my heart.

Das Lied der Trennung (The song of parting) (Klamer Eberhard Karl Schmidt)
The heavenly angels sorrow when lovers true are parted, and | am
brokenhearted at parting, sweet, from thee. In life, no joy have |, love; for thee in
vain | sigh, love. And thou? No more, Louisa, dost thou remember me! | never
can forget her! This heart is hers forever, and whispers to me ever: "Oh! friend,
remember me!" Ah never will | forget thee, 'til in the grave they lay me. And
thou? No more, Louisa...The love of years is lightly in one brief hour forgotten;
and swift as fades the sunset so fades the fire of love. It may be that another
mine image hath effaced. Oh! God! no more, Louisa...Ah, think how once we
parted in tears and heavy-hearted, in days of long ago. Say, hath thy fancy
ranged? Is all thy love now changed and cold as Alpine snow? Ah, think how
once you loved me, of all our buried blisses and all our burning kisses in days
so long ago! Within thy dreams, believe me, yet will | come to grieve thee. No
more, Louisa...

Das Veilchen (The violet) (Johann Wolfgang von Goethe)

A violet stood in the meadow, shy, modest, and unknown; it was a dear little
violet! Then a young shepherdess came along the meadow with light step and
merry heart and sang. Ah, thinks the violet, if only | were the fairest flower in all
nature, ah, if only for a little while, until this dear girl had gathered me and
pressed me to her bosom! Ah, if only for a quarter of an hour! Ah, but alas, the
girl came and took no heed of the violet, but trod the poor violet underfoot. It
sank, and died, but still was glad: And if | die, at least | die through her and at
her feet. [The poor violet! It was a dear little violet!]

* * *

Arianna a Naxos (Ariadne on [the isle of] Naxos) (Anonymous)

[Recitative] Theseus, my love, where are you? | thought that you were near, but
a false, alluring dream tricked me. Pink Aurora already springs forth toward the
sky, and plants and flowers are colored by Phoebus, emerging from the sea
with golden hair. Adored husband, where do your steps take you? Perhaps
your noble ardor calls you to hunt wild beasts! Ah! come! ah! come, my
dearest, and | shall offer myself a more welcome prey to your nets. Bind the
heart of Ariadne who loves you, who, constant, adores you, with a more
tenacious knot, and let the torch of our love shine more brightly. | cannot bear
to be separated from you for a single moment. Ah! the desire to see you, my
love, already takes hold of my heart. My heart sighs for you. Come, come, my
idol.

[Aria] Where are you, my beautiful treasure? Who steals you from this heart of
mine? If you do not come back, | am already dying, nor shall | be able to
endure my grief. If you have pity, oh gods, favor my prayers, let my dear return
to me. Where are you Theseus, where are you?
[Recitative] But to whom am | speaking? Only Echo repeats my cries. Theseus
does not hear me, Theseus does not reply, and the winds and the waves bear
my words away. He cannot be far away from me. Let me climb the steepest
and highest cliff; there will | see him. What do | see? O heavens! Unhappy me!
That is the Argive ship! Those are the Greeks! And Theseus! In the prow of the
ship! Ah, if only | were mistaken...no, no, | am not wrong. He is escaping and
leaving me here, abandoned. | have no hope left; | am betrayed. Theseus!
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Theseus! Hear me, Theseus! But alas, | am talking wildly. The wind and the
waves are stealing him forever from my sight. Ah, you are unjust, gods, if you
do not punish this wicked man. Ungrateful wretch! Why did | save you from
death? Therefore you had to betray me? What of your promises? The vows you
swore to me? Perjurer! Unfaithful man! Have you the heart to leave me? To
whom can | turn? From whom can | hope for pity? | can no longer stand; my
foot gives way; and in such a bitter moment | feel my breast abandoned by my
trembling soul.

[Aria] Ah, how | long to die at such a fateful moment, but for my cruel torment
the unjust heavens preserve me alive! Unhappy and abandoned, | have no one
to console me; the man | loved so much flees from me, cruel and faithless.

PROGRAM NOTES
by Julianne Baird and Preethi de Silva

Unlike Schubert’s Lieder, Mozart's songs are not known for their
wedding of brilliant poetry and wonderful music. The poems which Mozart set
are mostly by minor writers, and it seems obvious that he did not have
overwhelming respect for the texts; nor is the equality of accompaniment and
voice, so celebrated in Schubert's and Schumann’s songs, achieved in
Mozart's. They always resemble aria style, at least slightly, but they are neither
mere piano pieces with words nor tunes with piano accompaniment as is
sometimes the case with Haydn’s instrumentally-conceived songs.

The two French songs, "Oiseaux, si tous les ans" and "Dans un bois
solitaire," were written for Mademoiselle Gustl during Mozart’s visit to Mannheim
in 1778 and 1779. The first is through-composed and celebrates the birds’ love
of eternal springtime, which they follow by migrating, by depicting their
murmuring and twittering in the right hand of the accompaniment. The beautiful
melody of the second is hauntingly memorable, although the text setting is
occasionally awkward. The last line of each stanza is repeated. Cupid’s curse
for having been awakened, condemning the lover to a lifetime of unrequited
love, is delivered by repeating the same lovely pastoral melody with which the
song began.

"Als Luise die Briefe..." is conceived as a dramatic portrait, presenting
the grieving heroine and the crackling fire in chromatic C minor.
‘Abendempfindung an Laura," found in the first of two Lieder volumes which
Mozart published in Vienna in 1789, is described by Alfred Einstein as "a fine
lyric outpouring, possessing a genuine depth of feeling and expression and with
a singing perfection that make one forget completely whether it is a scena or a
song, whether it is ltalian or German."

"Das Veilchen," one of Mozart's best-known songs, is a miniature
operatic scene and a masterful setting of Goethe’s text. The accompaniment to
the first verse portrays the halting shyness of the violet (a symbol of humility
since the Middle Ages) by frequent rests in the introduction, the light footsteps
of the shepherdess by staccato notes, and her song by a jolly, if somewhat
unrefined, "postlude." In the second verse, the violet's longing for love in minor
key gives way to anticipation in recitativo accompagnato style. Although the
poor violet not only goes unnoticed but is crushed under the girl's unwitting
footsteps, all ends happily as the violet, true to its humble nature, is thankful for
death at the feet of the beloved.

Haydn’s dramatic cantata Arianna a Naxos was written in London for
Pachierotti, the famous castrato. It is full of examples of Augenmusik, visual
displays such as "black notes" (eighth notes) to illustrate black eyes, and is in
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many short sections. The cantata begins at sunrise, depicted by an arch of
arpeggiated ascending and descending notes at ever-rising pitch levels. Other
programmatic elements include the climbing motive, first heard in the
accompaniment before the text is sung, and the monochromatic vocal part over
a reiterated and dissonant keyboard part when Ariadne feels faint.

* * *

Mozart wrote more than twenty piano sonatas, probably beginning with
the very early brief sonatas, K. 46d and 46e, and ending in 1789 with the Sonata
in D major, K. 576. The sonata in F major, K. 332, belongs to a group of three
(K. 330-332) that were composed from 1781 to 1783 in Vienna or Munich and
published in Vienna in 1784 by Artaria.

The first movement opens with a broad, restrained, and lyrical theme,
followed by a distant fanfare motive which is soon jolted by bursts of sweeping
chords and rising arpeggios. There is a brief release of this anxious feeling in
the second group of themes, and the closing section of the exposition ends
majestically. The development section which follows introduces a new melodic
theme, but returns to tense harmonies and dynamic contrasts before yielding to
the restatement of the opening material.

In the serene second movement, there are considerable differences
between the autograph version and the first printed edition. The latter, played
today, includes an elaborately embellished restatement of the main melodic
ideas.

Following a single, left-hand chord, the third movement erupts in a
cascade of right-hand sixteenth notes. This initial urgent thrust persists, with the
exception of a few calmer moments, even in the slower, more lyrical eighth-note
passages. It is no wonder that the listener is unprepared for the ending!

Mozart composed the Adagio in B minor, K. 540, in early 1788, less
than a year after his father's death and the same year in which he wrote the
three last great symphonies. In the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries,
the tonality of B minor was associated with gloom and resignation (like F-sharp
minor, but more restrained). It is Mozart’s only major keyboard work in this key.
It is somewhat reminiscent of a fantasy, although its structure is based on
sonata form; indeed, both the throbbing left-hand chordal accompaniment and
the melodic interval of a falling second (the sighing motive, also heard in
inversion as an ascending second) are found in his great C-minor Fantasy, K.
475, where changes of mood are effected by changes of thematic material and
by sharply contrasted tempi. Here, for similar effects, the listener must focus
more on the beauty of perfectly-timed rests. These rhetorical pauses serve to
repeatedly interrupt the growing harmonic tension before it abates in an
appropriate chord or key-change. The Adagio is considered one of Mozart's
most romantic works.







