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Song texts and translations

Bass Aria from Verdi’s Messa da Requiem

Confutatis maledictis,
flammis acribus addictis,
voca me cum benedictis.
Oro supplex et acclinis,
cor contritum quasi cinis:
gere curam mei finis.

When the damned are silenced,
and given to the fierce flames,
call me with the blessed ones.
| pray, suppliant and kneeling,
with a heart contrite as ashes:
take my ending into your care.

Brahms’ Four Serious Songs
(Text source: Ecclesiastes 3:19-22; Ecclesiastes 4:1-3; Ecclesiasticus (Sirach), 41:1-2; Corinthians 13.)

1
Denn es gehet dem Menschen wie dem Vieh,
wie dies stirbt, so stirbt er auch;
und haben alle einerlei Odem;
und der Mensch hat nichts mehr denn das Vieh:
denn es ist alles eitel.

Es fahrt alles an einen Ort;

es ist alles von Staub gemacht,

und wird wieder zu Staub.

Wer weiss, ob der Geist des Menschen aufwarts
fahre,

und der Odem des Viehes unterwarts

unter die Erde fahre?

Darum sahe ich, dal’ nichts bessers ist,

denn dass der Mensch frohlich sei in seiner
Arbeit,

denn das ist sein Teil.

Denn wer will ihn dahin bringen,

dass er sehe, was nach ihm geschehen wird?

1
For it is the same with man as with cattle,
as these die, so dies he;
and they all have the same breath;
and man has nothing more than cattle:
for all is vanity.

Everything goes to one place;

all things are made of dust,

and returns to dust.

Who knows whether the spirit of man will go
upwards

and the breath of cattle goes downwards
under the earth?

Therefore, | see that there is nothing better,
except that man should rejoice in his

labor,

for that is his portion.

For who will bring him there?

to see what will happen after him?




2
Ich wandte mich und sahe an, alle,
die Unrecht leiden unter der Sonne;
Und siehe, da waren Tranen derer,
Die Unrecht litten und hatten keinen Troster;
Und die ihnen Unrecht taten, waren zu machtig,
Dass sie keinen Troster haben konnten.

Da lobte ich die Toten,

Die schon gestorben waren

Mehr als die Lebendigen,

Die noch das Leben hatten;

Und der noch nicht ist, ist besser, als alle beide,
Und des Bdsen nicht inne wird,

Das unter der Sonne geschieht.

2
| turned around and saw, all,
who suffer injustice under the sun;
And behold, there were tears of those,
Who suffered injustice and had no comforter;
And those who wronged them were too powerful,
That the victims could have no comforter.

Then | praised the dead,

Who had already died

More than the living,

Who still had life;

And he who is not yet [born] is better than both,
And is not conscious of evil,

That is done under the sun.

3
O Tod, wie bitter bist du,
Wenn an dich gedenket ein Mensch,
Der gute Tage und genug hat
Und ohne Sorge lebet;
Und dem es wohl geht in allen Dingen
Und noch wohl essen mag!
O Tod, wie bitter bist du.

O Tod, wie wohl tust du dem Diirftigen,
Der da schwach und alt ist,

Der in allen Sorgen steckt,

Und nichts Bessers zu hoffen,

Noch zu erwarten hat!

O Tod, wie wohl tust du!

3
O death, how bitter you are,
When a man remembers you,
Who has good days and enough
And lives without care;
And who is well in all things
And may still eat well!
O death, how bitter you are [to such a person].

O death, how good thou art to the poor,
Who is weak and old,

Who puts up with all sorrows,

And has nothing better to hope for,

Nor anything better to expect!

O death, how well you do [for them]!

4
Wenn ich mit Menschen - und mit Engelzungen
redete, und hatte der Liebe nicht,

so war’ ich ein ténend Erz oder eine klingende
Schelle.

Und wenn ich weissagen konnte,
und wiiBte alle Geheimnisse
und alle Erkenntnis; und hatte allen Glauben,

4
If | talked to people - and with tongues of angels,
and had not love,

then | would be a sounding brass or a tinkling bell.

And if | could prophesy
and knew all mysteries
and all knowledge, and had all faith,




also dal} ich Berge versetzte;
und hatte der Liebe nicht, so ware ich nichts.

Und wenn ich alle meine Habe den Armen gabe
und liele meinen Leib Brennen,

und hatte der Liebe nicht, so ware mir's nichts
nutze.

Wir sehen jetzt durch einen Spiegel
in einem dunkeln Worte,
dann aber von Angesicht zu Angesichte.

Jetzt erkenne ich's stlickweise;
dann aber werd' ich's erkennen,
gleich wie ich erkennet bin.

Nun aber bleibet Glaube, Hoffnung, Liebe, diese
drei; aber die Liebe ist die groReste unter ihnen.

so that | could move mountains;
And if I had not love, | should be nothing.

And if | gave all my possessions to the poor
and let my body burn,
and if I had not love, | should be nothing.

We now see through a mirror
in a dark word,
but then face to face.

Now | recognize it bit by bit;
but then | will recognize it,
just as | am recognized.

But now faith, hope and love remain, these three;
but love is the greatest of them all.

Mussorgsky’s Songs and Dances of Death
Poetry by: Arseny Arkad'yevich Golenishchev-Kutuzov (1848 — 1913)

01 - KonbibenbHasn

CtoHeT pebéHok... CBeyva, Haropas,

Tyckno mepuaer Kpyrom.

Llenyto Houb Konbibenbky Kavas,

MaTb He 3abblnacsa CHom.

PaHbIM-paHEXOHBKO B ABEPb OCTOPOXKHO CmepTb
cepaobonbHan cTyk!

B3gporHyna maTtb, Or/IAHyNaCh TPEBOXKHO...

CmepTb:

,,llonHo nyratbca, mok gpyr!

BnegHoe yTpo y»K CMOTPUT B OKOLLKO...
Mnayva, TocKys, nobns,

Tbl yTOMUNACb, B3APEMHM-Ka HEMHOXKKO,
A nocuky 3a Tebs.

YroMOHUTb Tbl ANTA HE cymena.

Cnauwe T1ebs a cnoto. --

Martb:

,,Tmwe! pebEHoK moit meyeTca, ObETCS,

No. 1 - Lullaby

A child is groaning... A candle, burning out,

Dimly flickers onto surroundings.

The whole night, rocking the cradle,

A mother has not dozed away with sleep.
Early-early in the morning, carefully, on the door
Compassionate Death -- Knock!

The mother shuddered, looked back with worry...

Death:

"Don't get frightened, my dear!

Pale morning already looks in the window...
With crying, anguishing and loving

You have tired yourself, have a little nap,

I'll sit instead of you.

You've failed to pacify the child.

I'll sing sweeter than you" --

Mother:

"Quiet! My child rushes and struggles,




Oyuwy Tep3an moto! --

CmepTb:

,»HY, la CO MHOIO OH CKOPO YMMETCS.
Batowku, 6ato, 6ato. --

Martb:

,,LLIéuKkn bneaHeloT, chabeeT AgbixaHbe...
[a 3amonuun-xe, monto! --

CmepTb:

,,JJ0bpoe 3HaMeHbe, CTUXHET CTPaAaHbE,
Batowkn, bato, bato. --

Marb:

,,F1poYb Tbl, NpoKaaTan!

JlacKkoit cBoeto crybuilb Tbl pagocTb moto! --
CmepTb:

,,HET, MMPHBIN COH 5 MNaaeHLy HaBelo.
Batlowku, b6ato, bato. --

Martb:

,,CKanbea, NoXKan AoneBaTb XOTb MITHOBEHbE,
CTpawHyto necHio TBOtO! --

CmepThb:

,,» BUANLLb, YCHYN OH NoA TUXOe NeHbe.
Batowku, 6ato, 6ato. --

Tormenting my soul!"

Death:

"Well, with me he'll soon be appeased.
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby." --

Mother:

"The cheeks are fading, the breath in weakening...
Be quiet, | beg you!" --

Death:

"That's a good sign, the suffering will quieten,
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby." --

Mother:

"Be gone, you damned thing!

With your tenderness you'll kill my joy!" --
Death:

"No, a peaceful sleep I'll conjure up for the baby.
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby." --

Mother:

"Have pity, wait at least for a moment

with finishing your awful song!" --

Death:

"Look, he fell asleep with my quiet singing.
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby."

02 - CepeHapa

Hera Bonwe6bHasn, Houb ronybas,
TpeneTHbI CyMpaK BECHbI.

BHemneT, NOHMKHYB rof10BKOM, 60/1bHan
LLlonoT HOYHOM TULLNHBI.

COH He cMblKaeT baecTawmne o4n,
HM3Hb K HacnaXKaeHbo 30BET,

A noJ, OKOLKOM B MOTYaHbW NMOSTHOYM
CmepTb cepeHaay noer:

CmepTb:

,,B MpaKe HeBO/IM CypOBOWN U TECHOM
MonogocTb BAHET TBOS;

Pbluapb HEBEAOMbBIN, CU/IOM YyAEeCHOM
OcBoboky 5 Tebs.

BcTaHb, nocmoTpu Ha cebs: KpacoToto
JINK TBOM Npo3payHbIn 61ecTuT,

LLIEKM pyMAHbI, BOJTHUCTON KOCOO
CTaH TBOW, KaK Ty4el 0bBUT.
MpucTanbHbIX rNas ronyboe cuaHbE,

No. 2 - Serenade

Magical languor, blue night,

Trembling darkness of spring.

The sick girl takes in, with her head dropped,
The whisper of the night's silence.

Sleep does not close her shining eyes,

Life beckons towards pleasures,

Meanwhile under the window in the midnight silence
Death sings a serenade:

Death:

"In the gloom of captivity, severe and stifling,
Your youth is fading away;

A mysterious knight, with magic powers

I'll free you up.

Stand up, look at yourself: with beauty

Your translucent face is shining,

Your cheeks are rosy, with a wavy plait

Your figure is entwined, like with a cloud.
The blue radiance of your piercing eyes




Apye Hebec u orHs;

3HOeM NoNyAeHHbIM BEET AbIXaHbe...

Tbl 060nbCTUNQ MEHA.

Cnyx TBOW NNAEHUNICA MOEN cepeHaaomn,
PbluapA WonoT TBOM 3Ban,

Pbiuapb npuLwén 3a nocnegHen Harpaaoi:
Yac ynoeHbsa HacTtan.

HexkeH TBOW CTaH, ynouTeneH Tpener...

O, 3aayuwy s Tebs

B Kpenkux o6bATbAX: NOOOBHbLIV MO neneT
Cnywai!... monuu!... Tol mosa! --

Is brighter than skies and fire.

Your breath flutters with the midday heat ...
You have seduced me.

Your hearing is captured with my serenade,
Your voice called for a knight,

The knight has come for the ultimate reward;
The hour of ecstasy has arrived.

Your body is tender, your trembling is ravishing...
Oh, I'll suffocate you

in my strong embraces: listen to my seductive
chatter! ... be silent!... You are mine!"

03 - Tpenak

Jlec aa nonaAxbl, 6€3/1104b€ KPYrom.

Bblora n nnavert u CTOHeT,

YyeTca, 6yATO BO MpaKe HOYHOM,

3nan, KOro-TO XOPOHMUT;

fnagb, Tak M ectb! B TeMHOTE MyXKKKa
CmepTb 0O6HMMAET, NacKaerT,

C NbAHEHbKMM NAALWET BABOEM TPenaka,
Ha yxo necHb HaneBaeT:

CmepTb:

O, My»XMYOK, CTapU4oK yboron,

MbAH HanuAcA, nonaénca gOpPoroi,

A mATeNnb-To, BeAbMa, NOAHANACH, B3bIrpana.
C nons B nec ApemMy4min HeB3Hayamn 3arHana.
fopem, TOCKOM Aa HY»XA0M TOMUMbIN,

J1ar, NpUKOPHU, Aa yCHU, pogmmbii!

A Tebs, ronybumK Mo, CHEXKKOM COrpeto,
BKpyr Teba BenunKyo urpy 3aTeto.

B3bein-Ka nocTenb, Tbl MATeNb-NebEaKal
lei, HaYnHal, 3aneBai norogKa!

CKasKy, [1a TaKyto, UTob BCIO HOYb TAHY/ACh,
Y106 nbAHYYre Kpenko nog Heé 3acHynocb!
On, Bbl neca, Hebeca, Aa Tyuwn,

Temb, BETEPOK, A3 CHEXOK netTyunii!
CeliTecb NeneHoo, CHEXHOM, MyXOBOIO;
Elo, KaK MiageHUa, CTapuyKa NPUKpolo...
Cnun, MoM APYHKOK, MYXKUYOK CHACTAUBDIN,
NeTto npuwno, pacugesno!

Haz, HMBOW CONHBILKO CMEETCA Aa cepnbl MALOT,

MNeceHKa HecéTcs, ronybku netator...”

No. 3 - Trepak

Forest and glades, no one is around.

A snowstorm is crying and groaning,

It feels as in the gloom of the night

The Evil One is burying someone;

Hush, it is so! In the darkness

Death is hugging and caressing an old man,

With the drunkard She is dancing a trepak,

While singing a song into his ear:

Death:

"Oh, my little wretched man,

Got drunk, stumbled along the road,

But the witch-blizzard has risen furiously,

And driven you from the glade into the dense forest.
Tortured with anguish and need,

Lie down, curl up and fall asleep, my dear!

I'll warm you up with snow, my darling,

And stir up a great game around you.

Shake up the bed, you blizzard-swan!

Hey, get going, start chanting, you weather

A fairytale, that could last all night,

So that the drunkard could fall asleep soundly!

Hey you, forests, skies and clouds,

Gloom, wind and fleeting snow,

Wreathe into a shroud, snowy and fluffy;

With it I'll cover our old man, like a baby...

Sleep, my little friend, happy wretch,

The summer has come and blossomed!

Above the fields the sun is laughing and sickles roam,
The song hovers around; the doves are flying about..."




04 - NMonkosogel,

MpoxoueT 6UTBa, 6aelwyT 6pPoHN,
OpyAabA *KagHble peByT,

BeryT nonku, HecyTcsa KOHU

N peku KpacHble TeKyT.

Mblnaet nonaeHb, ntogun botoTcs;
CKNoHWNOCb CoNHLE, boi cMnbHew;
3aKaTt bnegHeeT, HO aepyTca

Bparu Bce ApocTHen 1 31el.

M nana HoYb HA none BpaHu.
[py*1Hbl B MpaKe pa3oLWw/nCh...

Bcé cTnxno, U B HOYHOM TYMaHe
CTeHaHbA K Heby NOAHANMUCD.

Toraga, o3apeHa NyHolto,

Ha 6oeBom CBOEM KOHe,

KocTtein cBepKas 6enmsHolo,

fABmMnacb cmepTb; U B TULLIUHE,

BHMMas BONAW 1 MOAUTBBI,
[loBonbCTBa rOpA0ro NosHa,

Kak nonkosoaeL, Mecto 6UTBbI

Kpyrom obbexana oHa.

Ha xonm nogHABLINCL, OFAHYAACH,
OcTaHoBMAACb, YNbIOHYNACD...

W Hap, paBHUHOM 6oeBOA

Pasaanca ronoc poKoBou:

CmepThb:

,,KRoHueHa butBal s Bcex nobeamna!
Bce npeno mHol Bbl cmmpuamnce, 6oiiupi!
*u13Hb Bac noccopuaa, A nommpunal
[ py*HO BCTaBaiTe Ha CMOTpP, MmepTeeLbi!
MapLem TOp*KeCTBEHHbIM MMMO NPONAUTE,
BolicKo MOE A Xxo4y cocunTaThb;

B 3emnt0 NOTOM CBOM KOCTU CNOXKUTE,
CnaZiko OT XXW3HU B 3emJ/ie OTAbIXaTb!
foabl HE3PUMO NPONAYT 3a rofamm,

B ntogAax ucyesHeT M NamaTb O Bac.

Al He 3abyAay W rPOMKO Haz, Bamu

Mup 6yay NpaBuTb B MONYHOYHbIN Yac!
MNACKOM TAXKENOI 3eM/THO CbIPYHO

A nputonyy, 4To6bI CEHb rPObOBYIO
KocTn NOKMHYTb BOBEK HE MOT/K,
Y106 HMKOrga Bam He BCTaTb U3 3eman! --

No. 4 — The Field marshal

The battle is thundering, the armour is shining,
Copper cannons are roaring,

The troops are running, the horses are rushing
And red rivers are flowing.

The midday is blazing -- people are fighting,
The sun is declining -- the fight is stronger,
The sunset is fading away -- but the enemies
Are still battling more fierce and hateful.

And night has fallen on the battlefield.

The armies have parted in the darkness...
Everything has fallen quiet, and in the night's mist
The groans have risen to the heavens.

Then, illuminated by moonlight,

On her battle horse,

Shining with the whiteness of her bones,
Appeared Death; and in the silence,

Taking in moans and prayers,

Full of proud satisfaction,

Like a field marshal she circled around

The place of battle,

And having ridden to the top on the hill,
looked around, stopped, smiled....

And above the battlefield

Roared her fateful voice:

Death:

"The battle is finished! | won over everyone!
You all submitted before me, soldiers!

Life has made you quarrel, | have reconciled you!
Stand up as one for the parade, corpses!
Pass in front of me in a pompous march,

| want to count my troops;

Then deposit your bones into the earth,

It is sweet to rest from life in the ground!
Year after year will pass,

And even the memory of you will disappear.
I will not forget and loudly above you

Will hold a feast at the midnight hour!

With a heavy dance I'll trample

The raw earth, so that the realm of the grave
Your bones will never be able to leave,

So that you'll never rise from the ground!"




Schubert’s Ave Maria

Ave Maria

Gratia plena
Maria, gratia plena
Maria, gratia plena

Ave, ave Dominus

Tecum

Benedicta tu in mulieribus
Et Benedictus

Benedictus fructus ventris tui
Ventris tui, Jesus
Ave Maria

Ave Maria
Mater Dei
Ora pro nobis peccatoribus

Ora pro nobis, Ora, ora pro nobis peccatoribus

Nunc et in hora mortis
Et in hora mortis nostrae
Et in hora mortis nostrae
Et in hora mortis nostrae
Ave Maria

Ave Maria

Gratia plena
Maria, gratia plena
Maria, gratia plena

Ave, ave Dominus

Tecum

Benedicta tu in mulieribus
Et Benedictus

Benedictus fructus ventris tui
Ventris tui, Jesus
Ave Maria

Hail Mary

Full of grace
Mary, full of grace
Mary, full of grace

Hail, Hail, Lord

with you

Blessed are you among women
And blessed

Blessed is the fruit of thy womb
Your belly, Jesus
Hail Mary

Hail Mary

Mother of God

Pray for us sinners

Pray for us, Pray, pray for us sinners

Now and at the hour of our death
And at the hour of our death

And at the hour of our death

And at the hour of our death

Hail Mary

Hail Mary

Full of grace
Mary, full of grace
Mary, full of grace

Hail, Hail, Lord

with you

Blessed are you among women
And blessed

Blessed is the fruit of thy womb
Your belly, Jesus
Hail Mary




