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A des oiseaux

Good morning, good morning, warblers,
Good morning, jolly finches,

Wake up the daisies

And the flowers among the green bushes.
Your soul is always festive,

Gay birds one loves to see;

For the lover and the poet

You sing morning and night.

But on the plain, methinks,

They have been rigging up nets;

Keep fluttering always together!

Take heed, little birds!

Descend without touching ground. ..

Do you see at the edge of the forest,
lying in wait for you, secretly,

Those children with cunning eyes?

Oh, quickly, with one beat of your wings,
Come with the swallow

Following in its flight.

You need have no fear in my garden:
You can, with your nimble beaks,
Pillage, pillage without restrain

All the ripe fruits of the orchard,

Good night, good night, warblers,

Good night, jolly finches,

Send to sleep the daisies

And the flowers among the green bushes.

Faites-lui mes aveux

Give her my confession;
Carry my wishes!
Blooming flowers near her,
Tell her that she is beautiful,
That my heart,

Night and day,

Languishes with love!
Give her my confession;
Carry my wishes!

Reveal to her soul

The secret of my flame,

So it exhales with you
Perfumes more sweet!

Wilted! Alas!

The sorcerer whom God damns
Has brought me bad luck!

I can't, without it's withering

Touch a flower.

If I dip my fingers

Into holy water!

It's there that each evening
Marguerite comes to pray!
Let's see now!

Let's see quickly!

Do they wilt? No!

Satan, I laugh at you!

It is in you that I have faith,
Speak for me!

May she know

The emotion which she has caused to be born,
And of which my troubled heart
Has scarcely spoken!

It is in you that I have faith,
Speak for me!

If love alarms her

May the flower on her mouth
Try at least to deposit

A sweet kiss!

A kiss, a sweet kiss!

Stiandchen
Open up, open up, but softly, my child,
So that no one is woken from slumber.

The stream scarcely ripples, in the wind scarcely

A leaf quivers in the bushes and hedges.
So softly, my girl, that nothing stirs,
Just put your hand softly to the latch.

With steps as light as steps of elves
As they skip over the flowers,

Fly lightly out into the moonlit night.
And slip towards me in the garden.
Around us the blossom slumbers

by the purling stream,

Giving fragrance in its sleep,

only love is awake.

Sit down, there is a mysterious twilight here
beneath the lime trees,

the nightingale overhead shall

dream of our kisses

and the rose, when it wakes in the morning,
shall color deeply at the ecstasies of the night.



The Vilja Lied

There lived a Vilja, a wood-maiden,

A hunter spied her in a rocky cliff!

The fellow, became so strangely affected,

He looked and looked at the little wood-maiden.

And a never known shudder seized the young
hunter,
Longingly he began quietly to sigh!

Vilja, O Vilja, you little woods-maiden,
Take me and let me be your dearest true love!
Vilja, O Vilja, what are you doing to me?
Fearfully begs a lovesick man!

The woods-maiden stretched

Out her hand to him

And pulled him into her cliff-dwelling.
The lad almost lost his senses, ( for)
Thus loved and kissed no earthly child.
As soon as she was sated with kissing
She disappeared at that moment!

Just once did the poor lad wave to her:

Vilja, O Vilja, you little woods-maiden,

Take me and let me be your dearest true love!
Vilja, O Vilja, what are you doing to me?
Fearfully begs a lovesick man!

Caro mio ben

Ah, dearest love, if you should leave,

Heaven above knows how I’d grieve.

Ah, dearest love, Heaven above knows how I’d
grieve

Your faithful friend sighs without end,
This cruel torment, cease now, I pray!
Cease now, I pray!

This cruel torment, cease now, I pray!

Ah, dearest love, if you should leave,
Heaven above knows how 1’d grieve.
Ah, dearest love, if you should leave,
Heaven above knows how 1’d grieve.

Prendi per me set libero

Take it, because of me you are free
Stay on your native soil

There is not destiny for you so bitter
That will not change one day. Stay!
Here where everyone loves you
Wise, loving, honest

Always unhappy and miserable

No, you will not always be that way.

You must forgive me and forget:
I give you my love forever.
Now I shall make you happy,

I give you my faithful love.
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