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Songs of Travel

The Vagabond

Let Beauty Awake
Roadside Fire

Whither Must I Wander

Bredon Hill and other songs
Bredon Hill
When the lad for longing sighs
With rue my heart is laden

Six Songs from a Shropshire Lad
WhenI was one-and-twenty
Is my team ploughing?

Ralph Vaughan Williams
(1872-1958)

George Butterworth
(1885-1916)

George Butterworth






TRANSLATIONS

La bohéme —In un coupé?
Rodolfo
O Mimi, you’ll never return.
O lovely days,
your tiny hands, fragrant tresses...

Marcello
I can’t understand how
my brush works
and mixes colors against my will.

Rodolfo
...snow-white neck! Ah, Mimi,
my brief youth!

Marcello
If I want to paint
sky or land,
winter or spring,
It paints two dark eyes
and a pert mouth.
And there is Musetta’s face again...

Rodolfo
And you, soft little bonnet,
that she hid under the pillow
as she left, you know
all our happiness,
come to my heart,
to my dead heart,
for our love is dead!

Marcello
...there’s Musetta’s face,
all charm and deceit.
Meanwhile Musetta has a good time
and my cowardly heart
calls her and waits for her,
my cowardly heart!

La Traviata
Violetta
Say to your daughter, pure as she is and fair,
That there’s a victim of misfortune
Whose one ray of happiness
Before she dies
Is a sacrifice made for her.

Germont
Weep, unhappy girl, weep!
I see the sacrifice I ask is the greatest one of all,
In my own heart I feel your sorrow;
Have courage, and your generous
Heart will conquer!

Viloetta
Say to your daughter, etc.

Germont
I see the sacrifice, I ask, etc .
Weep, unhappy girl, weep.

STANDCHEN (SERENADE)

Softly through the night my songs implore you,
Come down into the still grove with me, beloved;

Slender treetops rustle and whisper in the moonlight,

Fear not, sweet one, the betrayer’s malicious
eavesdropping,

Do you hear the nightingales calling? Ah! they are
imploring you,

With the sweet music of their notes they implore you
for me.

They understand the bosom’s yearning, they know they
pangs of love,

They can touch every tender heart with their silvery
tones.

Let them move your heart also; beloved, hear me!

Trembling, I wait for you; come, give me bliss!

AN DIE MUSIK ( TO MUSIC)

O gracious Art, in how many grey hours
When life’s fierce orbit encompassed me,
Hast thou kindled my heart’s warm love,
Hast charmed me into a better world!

Oft has a sigh, issuing from thy harp,

A sweet, blest chord of thine,

Thrown open the heaven of better times;
O gracious Art, for that [ thank thee!

ERLKONIG (ERL-KING)

Who rides so late through night and wind?
It is a father with his child;

He has the boy there in his arms,

He clasps him safely, and holds him warm.

My son, why do you hide your face so fearfully?
Father, do you not see the Erl-King?

The Erl-King with his crown and train?

My son, it is a streak of mist.

“Sweet child, come away with me!

Such lovely games I will play with you;

There are many pretty flowers on the river bank;
My mother has many a golden robe.”...

My father, my father, do you not hear
What the Erl-King is softly promising me?
Be calm, stay calm, my child,

It is the wind rustling in the dry leaves.
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