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INTERVAL

Benjamin Britten (1913–1976)

Holy Sonnets of John Donne

Oh my blacke Soule! now thou art summoned
Batter my heart, three person'd God
Oh might those sighes and teares return againe
Oh, to vex me, contraryes meet in one
What if this present were the world's last night?
Since she whom I lov'd hath pay'd her last debt
At the round earth's imagined corners
Thou hast made me, and shall thy work decay?
Death be not proud

Programme
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Texts and Translations
Franz Schubert 1797-1828
Im Frühling

Still sitz ich an des Hügels Hang,
Der Himmel ist so klar,
Das Lüftchen spielt im grünen Tal,
Wo ich beim ersten Frühlingsstrahl
Einst, ach, so glücklich war.

Wo ich an ihrer Seite ging
So traulich und so nah,
Und tief im dunkeln Felsenquell
Den schönen Himmel blau und hell,
Und sie im Himmel sah.

Sieh, wie der bunte Frühling schon
Aus Knosp’ und Blüte blickt!
Nicht alle Blüten sind mir gleich,
Am liebsten pflückt’ ich von dem Zweig,
Von welchem sie gepflückt.

Denn alles ist wie damals noch,
Die Blumen, das Gefild;
Die Sonne scheint nicht minder hell,
Nicht minder freundlich schwimmt im Quell
Das blaue Himmelsbild.

Es wandeln nur sich Will und Wahn,
Es wechseln Lust und Streit,
Vorüber flieht der Liebe Glück,
Und nur die Liebe bleibt zurück,
Die Lieb’ und ach, das Leid!

O wär ich doch ein Vöglein nur
Dort an dem Wiesenhang!
Dann blieb’ ich auf den Zweigen hier,
Und säng ein süsses Lied von ihr,
Den ganzen Sommer lang.

Ernst Schulze (1789-1817) 

In Spring

I sit quietly on the slope of the hill,
The sky is so clear,
The breeze stirs in the green valley
Where in the first rays of Spring
I was once, oh, so happy.

Where I walked by her side,
So comfortably and close,
And saw deep in the dark rocky spring
The beautiful sky so blue and light
And her, reflected in the sky.

Look how colourful Spring already
Peeps out from bud and blossom!
Not all blossoms are the same to me,
Above all I like to pick the from the branch
From which she has already picked some!

Because everything is just as it always was,
The flowers, the pastures;
The sun doesn’t shine less brightly,
The shimmering reflection of the blue sky
In the spring Is no less cheerful.

Only desire and illusions change,
Joy alternates with strife
The happiness of love flies past,
And only love remains,
Love and, alas, sorrow!

Oh if only I were a little bird
There on the meadow’s slope!
Then I would stay up here on the branch
And sing a sweet song about her,
The whole Summer long.

Über Wildemann   

Die Winde sausen am Tannenhang,
Die Quellen brausen das Tal entlang;
Ich wand’re in Eile durch Wald und Schnee,
Wohl manche Meile von Höh zu Höh.

Und will das Leben im freien Tal
Sich auch schon heben zum Sonnenstrahl;
Ich muss vorüber mit wildem Sinn
Und blicke lieber zum Winter hin.

Auf grünen Heiden, auf bunten Aun,
Müsst’ ich mein Leiden nur immer schaun,
Daβ selbst am Steine das Leben sprieβt,
Und ach, nur eine ihr Herz verschlieβt.

O Liebe, Liebe, o Maienhauch!
Du drängst die Triebe aus Baum und Strauch!
Die Vögel singen auf grünen Höhn,
Die Quellen springen bei deinem Wehn!

Mich läβt du schweifen im dunklen Wahn
Durch Windespfeifen auf rauher Bahn.
O Frühlingsschimmer, o Blütenschein,
Soll ich denn nimmer mich dein erfreun?

Ernst Schulze (1789-1817) 

The winds howl

The winds howl in the pine slopes,
The streams rush along the valley,
I wander hurridly for many miles,
From peak to peak through forest and snow

And if life in the open valley
Already rises towards the sun’s rays; 
I have to pass by, troubled in spirit,
Prefering to look towards Winter.

In green fields, in many-coloured meadows,
I would only constantly contemplate my sorrow,
Knowing that life springs from the very stones,
And that oh, only one creature closes her heart.

Oh love, love, oh breath of May!
You force the shoots from the trees and bushes!
The birds sing in the green heights,
The brooks gush forth when you stir!

You leave me to roam in a dark madness
On the rough road through in whistling winds.
Oh glimmer of Spring, oh sheen of blossoms,
Am I never to enjoy you again? 
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Der liebliche Stern

Ihr Sternlein, still in der Höhe,
Ihr Sternlein, spielend im Meer,
Wenn ich von ferne daher
So freundlich euch leuchten sehe,
So wird mir von Wohl und von Wehe
Der Busen so bang und so schwer.
Es zittert von Frühlingswinden
Der Himmel im flüssigen Grün,
Manch Sternlein sah ich entblüh’n,
Manch Sternlein sah ich entschwinden;
Doch kann ich das schönste nicht finden,
Das früher dem Liebenden schien.
Nicht kann ich zum Himmel mich schwingen,
Zu suchen den freundlichen Stern;
Stets hält ihn die Wolke mir fern.
Tief unten, da möcht’ es gelingen,
Das friedliche Ziel zu erringen,
Tief unten, da ruht’ ich so gern!
Was wiegt ihr im laulichen Spiele,
Ihr Lüftchen, den schwankenden Kahn?
O treibt ihn auf rauherer Bahn
Hernieder ins Wogengewühle!
Laßt tief in der wallenden Kühle
Dem lieblichen Sterne mich nah’n!

Ernst Schulze (1789-1817) 

The lovely star

Little stars, so still in the heavens,
Little stars playing in the sea,
When I see you from afar,
See you shining so delightfully,
My heart grows so heavy and troubled
From joy and pain.
The sky trembles in the Spring winds
Above the watery meadows,
I saw many stars blossom,
I saw many stars disappear;
But I can’t find the most beautiful of all,
Which used to shine for this lover.
I can’t soar up to heaven
To look for that kindly star,
The clouds constantly keep me away,
It might be possible deep down below
To reach my peaceful goal,
Deep down, that’s where I long to rest!
Why, gentle breezes, do you softly rock
My boat with gentle play?
Please drive it on a rougher course,
Drive it down into the whirlpool!
In the turbulent coolness
Let me draw near to that lovely star. 

Tiefes Leid

Ich bin von aller Ruh geschieden
Ich treib' umher auf wilder Fluth;
An einem Ort nur find' ich Frieden,
Das ist der Ort, wo alles ruht.
Und wenn die Wind' auch schaurig sausen,
Und kalt der Regen niederfällt,
Doch will ich dort viel lieber hausen,
Als in der unbeständ'gen Welt.

Denn wie die Träume spurlos schweben,
Und einer schnell den andern treibt,
Spielt mit sich selbst das irre Leben,
Und jeder naht und keines bleibt.
Nie will die falsche Hoffnung weichen,
Nie mit der Hoffnung Furcht und Müh.
Die Ewigstummen, Ewigbleichen,
Verheißen und versagen nie.

Nicht weck' ich sie mit meinen Schritten
In ihrer dunklen Einsamkeit;
Sie wissen nicht, was ich gelitten,
Und keinen stört mein tiefes Leid.
Dort kann die Seele freyer klagen
Bey Jener, die ich treu geliebt;
Nicht wird der kalte Stein mir sagen,
Ach, daß auch sie mein Schmerz betrübt!

Ernst Konrad Friedrich Schulze (1789-1817)

Deepest sorrow

Ich bin von aller Ruh geschieden
Ich treib' umher auf wilder Fluth;
An einem Ort nur find' ich Frieden,
Das ist der Ort, wo alles ruht.
Und wenn die Wind' auch schaurig sausen,
Und kalt der Regen niederfällt,
Doch will ich dort viel lieber hausen,
Als in der unbeständ'gen Welt.

Denn wie die Träume spurlos schweben,
Und einer schnell den andern treibt,
Spielt mit sich selbst das irre Leben,
Und jeder naht und keines bleibt.
Nie will die falsche Hoffnung weichen,
Nie mit der Hoffnung Furcht und Müh.
Die Ewigstummen, Ewigbleichen,
Verheißen und versagen nie.

Nicht weck' ich sie mit meinen Schritten
In ihrer dunklen Einsamkeit;
Sie wissen nicht, was ich gelitten,
Und keinen stört mein tiefes Leid.
Dort kann die Seele freyer klagen
Bey Jener, die ich treu geliebt;
Nicht wird der kalte Stein mir sagen,
Ach, daß auch sie mein Schmerz betrübt!
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Auf der Bruck

Frisch trabe sonder Ruh und Rast,
Mein gutes Ross, durch Nacht und Regen!
Was scheust du dich vor Busch und Ast
Und strauchelst auf den wilden Wegen?
Dehnt auch der Wald sich tief und dicht,
Doch muß er endlich sich erschließen,
Und freundlich wird ein fernes Licht
Uns aus dem dunkeln Tale grüßen.
Wohl könnt’ ich über Berg und Feld
Auf deinem schlanken Rücken fliegen
Und mich am bunten Spiel der Welt,
An holden Bildern mich vergnügen.
Manch Auge lacht mir traulich zu
Und beut mir Frieden, Lieb’ und Freude.
Und dennoch eil’ ich ohne Ruh
Zurück, zurück zu meinem Leide.
Denn schon drei Tage war ich fern
Von ihr, die ewig mich gebunden,
Drei Tage waren Sonn’ und Stern
Und Erd’ und Himmel mir verschwunden.
Von Lust und Leiden, die mein Herz
Bei ihr bald heilten, bald zerrissen,
Fühlt’ ich drei Tage nur den Schmerz,
Und ach! die Freude mußt’ ich missen! 
Weit sehn wir über Land und See
Zur wärmern Flur den Vogel fliegen;
Wie sollte denn die Liebe je
In ihrem Pfade sich betrügen?
Drum trabe mutig durch die Nacht!
Und schwinden auch die dunkeln Bahnen,
Der Sehnsucht helles Auge wacht,
Und sicher führt mich süßes Ahnen.

Ernst Schulze (1789-1817)

On the bridge

Keep going without peace or rest,
My sturdy horse, through the night and rain!
Why do you shy at bushes and branches,
And stumble on the rough paths?
However long and thick the wood seems,
It must end eventually,
And then a distant friendly light
Will greet us emerging from the dark valley.
I could easily fly on your sleek back
Over mountains and meadows.
And lose myself in the colourful game of life
And beautiful sights.
Many eyes smile enticingly at me,
Offering me peace, love and happiness,
And yet I hurry back without rest
Back, back to my sorrow.
I am already three days distant
From the one to whom I am forever bound,
To me for three days the sun and stars
And heaven and earth have vanished.
Of the joy and sorrow which, when I was with her
Now healed, now tore my heart,
I have for three days felt only the pain.
And oh, I have had to give up!  
We watch birds flying far over land and sea
To warmer climes;
So how then can love ever
Be deceived in its course?
So keep going bravely through the night!
And though the dark tracks may disappear
The bright eye of  longing is awake
And sweet presentiments lead me on safely.

Aus Heliopolis 1

Im kalten, rauhen Norden
Ist Kunde mir geworden
Von einer Stadt, der Sonnenstadt.
Wo weilt das Schiff, wo ist der Pfad,
Die mich zu jenen Hallen tragen?
Von Menschen konnt’ ich nichts erfragen,
Im Zwiespalt waren sie verworren.
Zur Blume, die sich Helios erkoren,
Die ewig in sein Antlitz blickt,
Wandt’ ich mich nun, und ward entzückt.
„Wende, so wie ich, zur Sonne
Deine Augen! Dort ist Wonne,
Dort ist Leben;
Treu ergeben
Pilgre zu und zweifle nicht:
Ruhe findest du im Licht.
Licht erzeuget alle Gluten,
Hoffnungspflanzen,
Tatenfluten!“

Johann Mayrhofer (1787-1836) 

From Heliopolis 1

In the cold, bleak North
I became aware 
Of a city, a city of the sun.
Where is the waiting ship, where the path,
That would take me to its courts?
Men couldn’t tell me,
For they were entangled in conflict.
I turned to the flower chosen by Helios,
Which always gazes at his face
And was enraptured.
“Like me, turn your eyes
Towards the sun!  There is bliss,
There is life;
With true devotion
Struggle on and don’t despair;
You will find rest in the light.
Light encourages all desire,
Begets flowers of hope
And floods of deeds.

Aus Heliopolis II

Fels auf Felsen hingewälzet,
Fester Grund und treuer Halt;
Wasserfälle, Windesschauer,
Unbegriffene Gewalt.

Einsam auf Gebirges Zinne,
Kloster wie auch Burgruine,
Grab’ sie der Erinn’rung ein!
Denn der Dichter lebt vom Sein.

Atme du den heil’gen Äther
Schling die Arme um die Welt,
Nur dem Würdigen, dem Grossen
Bleibe mutig zugesellt.

Lass die Leidenschaften sausen
Im metallenen Akkord,
Wenn die starken Stürme brausen,
Findest du das rechte Wort.

Johann Mayrhofer (1787-1836) 

From Heliopolis II

Rock piled upon rock,
Firm ground and steady foothold;
Waterfalls, gusts of wind,
Incomprehensible power.

Solitary, on the mountain peak,
Stand a monastery and a ruined castle;
Fix them in the memory,
For the poet lives through existence.

Breathe the holy ether,
Fling your arms around the world;
Boldly consort
With only the worthy and the great.

Let your passions seethe
In brazen harmony.
When fierce tempests rage
You will find the right word.
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Abendbilder  

Still beginnt’s im Hain zu tauen;
Ruhig webt der Dämm’rung Grauen
Durch die Glut
Sanfter Flut,
Durch das Grün umbuschter Auen,
So die trunk’nen Blicke schauen.
Sieh! der Raben Nachtgefieder
Rauscht auf ferne Eichen nieder.
Balsamduft
Haucht die Luft;
Philomelens Zauberlieder
Hallet zart die Echo wieder.
Horch! des Abendglöckleins Töne
Mahnen ernst der Erde Söhne,
Dass ihr Herz
Himmelwärts,
Sinnend ob der Heimat Schöne,
Sich des Erdentands entwöhne.
Durch der hohen Wolken Riegel
Funkeln tausend Himmelssiegel,
Lunas Bild
Streuet mild
In der Fluten klaren Spiegel
Schimmernd Gold auf Flur und Hügel.
Von des Vollmonds Wiederscheine
Blitzet das bemooste kleine
Kirchendach.
Aber ach!
Ringsum decken Leichensteine
Der Entschlummerten Gebeine.
Ruht, o Traute! von den Wehen,
Bis beim grossen Auferstehen
Aus der Nacht
Gottes Macht
Einst uns ruft, in seiner Höhen
Ew’ge Wonnen einzugehen.

Johann Petrus Silbert (1772-1884) 

Images of evening

Dew begins to fasll softly in the grove,
Gently the grey dusk
Weaves through the red glow
Of the calm waters,
Through the green meadows surrounded by bushes
That distort before the eyes.
Look!  The ravens’ nocturnal flight
Swishes down on the distant oaks,
The air breathes
A balmy fragrance;
Echo tenderly repeats
Philomel’s magic songs.
Listen!  The evening bells
Solemnly urge the sons of earth
To turn their hearts
Towards heaven,
Reflecting on it’s beauty,
And renounce earthly things.
A thousand celestial stars 
Sparkle through the blanket of cloud,
The moon
Shines gently
In the clear mirror of the waters,
Touching hill and meadow with gold.
In the reflection of the full moon
Gleams the mossy roof
Of the little church,
But alas!
All around gravestones
Cover the bones of the departed.
Rest, beloved ones, from your cares,
Until on Judgement Day
God’s might
Calls us from the night
To him in the height
To enter eternal bliss.

Ins stille Land

Ins stille Land!
Wer leitet uns hinüber?
Schon wölkt sich uns der Abendhimmel trüber,
Und immer trümmervoller wird der Strand.
Wer leitet uns mit sanfter Hand
Hinüber! ach! hinüber
Ins stille Land?
Ins stille Land!
Zu euch, ihr freyen Räume
Für die Veredlung! zarte Morgenträume
Der schönen Seelen! künft'gen Daseyns Pfand.
Wer treu des Lebens Kampf bestand,
Trägt seiner Hoffnung Keime
Ins stille Land. 

Into the quiet land

Into the quiet land
Who is going to lead us over there?
The evening sky is already clouding over 
And the shore is becoming increasingly bleak.
Who will lead us with a gentle hand 
Over there, oh, over there,
Into the quiet land?
Into the quiet land!
To you, you open spaces
Used for refinement! tender morning dreams
Of beautiful souls! pledge of our future state.
Those who remained steadfast in life's battle
Carry the seeds of their hope
Into the quiet land. 

Ach Land! ach Land!

Für alle Sturmbedrohten
Der mildeste von unsers Schicksals Bothen
Winkt uns, die Fackel umgewandt,
Und leitet uns mit sanfter Hand
Ins Land der großen Todten,
Ins stille Land.

Johann Gaudenz Freiherr von Salis-Seewis (1762 - 1834) 

Oh land, oh land!

For all who are threatened with storms
The gentlest of the heralds of our fate
Is gesturing towards us, waving a torch,
And will lead us with a gentle hand
Into the land of the great dead,
Into the quiet land.
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Totengräbers Heimweh

O Menschheit – o Leben! 
Was soll’s? – o was soll’s?
Grabe aus – scharre zu!
Tag und Nacht keine Ruh’! 
Das Drängen, das Treiben 
Wohin? o wohin?! 
„Ins Grab – tief hinab!“ 

O Schicksal – o traurige Pflicht 
Ich trag’s länger nicht! 
Wann wirst du mir schlagen,
O Stunde der Ruh?! 
O Tod! komm und drücke
Die Augen mir zu! 
Im Leben, da ist’s ach! so schwül! 
Im Grabe – so friedlich, so kühl!
Doch ach, wer legt mich hinein? 
Ich steh’ allein! – so ganz allein!! 

Von allen verlassen
Dem Tod nur verwandt,
Verweil’ ich am Rande 
Das Kreuz in der Hand,
Und starre mit sehnendem Blick,
Hinab, ins tiefe Grab! 

O Heimat des Friedens,
Der Seligen Land!
An dich knüpft die Seele
Ein magisches Band. 
Du winkst mir von Ferne,
Du ewiges Licht: 
Es schwinden die Sterne 
Das Auge schon bricht! 
Ich sinke – ich sinke! – Ihr Lieben 
Ich komme! 

Jakob Nicolaus von Craigher de Jachelutta (1797-1855) 

Gravedigger’s homesickness

Oh mankind, oh life!
What’s the point?  Oh what’s the point?
Dig out, fill in!
Day and night, no rest!
The pressure and striving –
Towards what?  Towards what?
Into the grave, deep down!

Oh fate, oh sad duty,
I can’t bear it any longer!
When will you get to me,
You hour of rest?
Oh death, come
And close my eyes!
Life, alas, is so oppressive,
The grave – so peaceful and so cool!
But who will bury me?
I am alone, so completely alone.

Abandoned by everyone,
Related only to death,
I linger on the edge,
My cross in my hand,
And gaze longingly
Down into the deep grave.

Oh  homeland of peace,
Land of the blessed!
To you my soul is bound
By a magical bond;
You beckon to me from afar,
You eternal light;
The stars fade
My eyes already grow dim!
I am sinking, sinking – my dear ones
I am coming!

Benjamin Britten (1939-1976)
The Holy Sonnets of John Donne
Oh my blacke Soule!

Oh my blacke Soule! now thou art summoned
By sicknesse, death's herald, and champion;
Thou art like a pilgrim,  which abroad hath done
Treason, and durst not turne to whence hee is fled,
Or like a thiefe, which till death's doome be read,
Wisheth himselfe deliver'd from prison;
But dam'd and hal'd to execution,
Wisheth that still he might be imprisoned.
Yet grace, if thou repent, thou canst not lacke;
But who shall give thee that grace to beginne?
Oh make thyselfe with holy mourning blacke,
And red with blushing, as thou are with sinne;
Or wash thee in Christ's blood, which hath this might
That being red, it dyes red soules to white. 

Batter my heart

Batter my heart, three person'd God; for you
As yet but knocke, breathe, shine, and seeke to mend;
That I may rise, and stand, o'erthrow me, and bend
Your force, to breake, blowe, burn and make me new.
I, like an usurpt towne, to another due,
Labour to admit you, but Oh, to no end,
Reason your viceroy in mee, mee should defend
But is captiv'd, and proves weake or untrue.
Yet dearely I love you, and would be loved faine,
But am betroth'd unto your enemie:
Divorce mee, untie, or breake that knot againe,
Take mee to you, imprison mee, for I
Except you enthrall mee, never shall be free,
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish mee. 
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At the round earth's imagin'd corners  

At the round earth's imagined corners, blow 
Your trumpets, angels, and arise 
From death, you numberless infinities 
Of souls, and to your scattered bodies go,
All whom the flood did, and fire shall o'erthrow
All whom war, death, age, agues, tyrannies,
Despair, law, chance hath slain; and you whose eyes 
Shall behold God and never taste death's woe,
But let them sleep, Lord, and me mourn a space,
For, if above all these my sins abound,
'Tis late to ask abundance of Thy grace,
When we are there. Here on this lowly ground,
Teach me how to repent, for that's as good
As if Thoud'st seal'd my pardon with Thy blood. 

Thou hast made me 

Thou hast made me, and shall thy work decay?
Repaire me now, for now mine end doth haste,
I runne to death, and death meets me as fast,
And all my pleasures are like yesterday;
I dare not move my dim eyes anyway,
Despaire behind, and death before doth cast
Such terror, and my feeble flesh doth waste
By sinne in it, which it t'wards Hell doth weigh;
Onely thou art above, and when t'wards thee
By thy leave I can looke, I rise againe;
But our old subtle foe so tempteth me,
That not one houre myselfe can I sustaine;
Thy Grace may wing me to prevent his art,
And thou like Adamant draw mine iron heart. 

Death be not proud

Death be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadfull, for thou art not soe,
For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow,
Die not, poore death, nor yet canst thou kill mee.
From rest and sleepe, which but thy pictures be,
Much pleasure; then from thee, much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do goe,
Rest of their bones, and souls deliverie.
Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings and desperate men,
And dost with poyson, warre, and sickness dwell,
And poppie, or charmes can make us sleepe as well 
And better than thy stroake; why swell'st thou then?
One short sleepe past, wee wake eternally,
And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die. 

Oh might those sighes and teares  

Oh might those sighes and teares return againe
Into my breast and eyes, which I have spent,
That I might in this holy discontent
Mourne with some fruit, as I have mourn'd in vaine;
In mine Idolatry what show'rs of rain
Mine eyes did waste? What griefs my heart did rent?
That sufferance was my sinne; now I repent
'Cause I did suffer, I must suffer paine.
Th'hydroptique drunkard, and night scouting thief,
The itchy lecher and self-tickling proud
Have the remembrance of past joyes, for relief
Of coming ills. To poore me is allow'd
No ease; for long, yet vehement griefe hath been
Th'effect and cause, the punishment and sinne. 

Oh, to vex me

Oh, to vex me, contraryes meet in one:
In constancy unnaturally hath begott
A constant habit; that when I would not
I change in vowes, and in devotione.
As humorous is my contritione
As my profane Love and as soone forgott:
As ridlingly distemper'd, cold and hott,
As praying, as mute; as infinite, as none.
I durst not view Heav'n yesterday; and today
In prayers, and flatt'ring speeches I court God:
Tomorrow I quake with true feare of his rod.
So my devout fitts come and go away,
Like a fantastique Ague: save that here
Those are my best dayes, when I shake with feare. 

What if this present

What if this present were the world's last night?
Marke in my heart, O Soule, where thou dost dwell,
The picture of Christ crucified, and tell
Whether that countenance can thee affright,
Teares in his eyes quench the amazing light,
Blood fills his frownes, which from his pierc'd head fell.
And can that tongue adjudge thee into hell,
Which pray'd forgivenesse for his foes fierce spight?
No, no; but as in my Idolatrie
I said to all my profane mistresses,
Beauty, of pity, foulenesse onely is
A sign of rigour: so I say to thee,
To wicked spirits are horrid shapes assign'd,
This beauteous forme assures a piteous minde.

Since she whom I lov'd

Since she whom I lov'd hath pay'd her last debt
To Nature, and to hers, and my good is dead,
And her Soule early into Heaven ravished,
Wholly on heavenly things my mind is sett.
Here the admyring her my mind did whett
To seeke thee God; so streams do shew their head;
But though I have found thee and thou my thirst hast fed,
A holy thirsty dropsy melts mee yett,
But why should I begg more love, when as thou
Dost wooe my soul for hers: off'ring all thine:
And dost not only feare lest I allow
My love to Saints and Angels, things divine,
But in thy tender jealousy dost doubt
Lest the world, Fleshe, yea, Devill putt thee out.
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Programme Notes
The Schubert half of this recital begins with a 
group of settings of poetry by Ernst Schulze 
(1789–1817). After being brought up largely by 
his two grandfathers (a bookseller and a 
minister), he studied theology and philosophy at 
the University of Göttingen where he received a 
doctorate in 1812. On graduation, he lectured on 
Greek poetry, and then taught philology 
privately.  He began to write poetry while a 
teenager, and described himself then as living in 
a fantasy world. He got engaged to Cäcilie 
Tychsen, but she died of tuberculosis shortly after 
(Schultze also died of tuberculosis). He wrote a 
long epic poem commemorating her called 
Cäcilie, but then spent the rest of his short life in 
unrequited love for her older sister Adelheid. 
Much of his poetry expresses this unhappy love. 
Schubert set ten poems from Schultze’s collection 
entitled Poetisches Tagebuch, vom 29sten Junius 
bis 17ten Februar 1817 [Poetic diary from 29th 
June to 17th February 1817], published 
posthumously in 1818. He also considered 
composing an opera on Schultze’s poem ‘Der 
bezauberte Rose’ [The enchanted rose], but this 
never materialized. 

Schubert’s ‘Im Frühling’ sets Schultze’s poem ‘On 
the 31st of March 1815’. There is a constant 
subtle interplay between the piano and the voice; 
sometimes the voice continues the melody begun 
by the piano, sometimes the piano embarks on a 
tranquil flowing variation that also lightly 
counterpoints the melody. The textures change at 
the minor-key stanza with syncopated chords, 
while the voice maintains the original melody, 
and the syncopations remain discreetly in the 
bass while the song returns to the major for the 
last stanza. The piano’s easy flow may match 
Nature’s permanence, but the singer has 
changed. ‘Über Wildemann’ sets a Schulze 
poem originally called ‘Overlooking Wildemann: 
a small town in the Harz mountains, 28th April 
1816.’ Spring has arrived, but in the mountains 
behind the poet it is still winter. The horseman 
gallops towards winter on a rough road, on his 
own Winterreise – indeed, Susan Youens has 
pointed out several specific similarities between 
this song and Winterreise. The first verse is 
definitely wintery with the piano part suggesting 
the winds and the streams, as well as the poet’s 
own internal torment – this is never assuaged but 
persists in the relentless triplets in the piano part. 

Brief shifts to D major and A major when the 
poet sees signs of spring, or remembers past 
love, give only temporary respite. ‘Der liebliche 
Stern’ is Schultze’s ‘On 28th April 1814’. A man 
sailing on a boat sees the stars, but one is 
missing. The piano manages to suggest the 
rocking boat in the bass while the right hand 
sparkles like the stars in the treble. The music for 
the first two stanzas returns but with subtle 
variations for the third and fourth stanzas. 
Predominantly in the major key with only short 
deviations to the minor, the mood is consistently 
serene.  ‘Tiefes Leid’ is a particularly 
autobiographical poem: Adelheid Tychsen had 
refused to see him and so Schultze describes 
visiting Cäcilie’s grave. This is a strophic setting, 
where the same music is used for each stanza – 
six lines are in the minor key, followed by the 
final two in the major. Strophic form is 
particularly apt for a song about an obsession 
summed up in the words ‘false hope never 
fades’. Schulze wrote the poem ‘Auf der Bruck’ 
on 25 July 1814 at a lookout point on a hilltop 
overlooking Göttingen known as ‘die Bruck’. 
Schubert’s ‘Auf der Brücke’ [On the bridge] could 
be a more generalised location, although it is 
quite possible that the Austrian publisher simply 
thought that ‘Bruck’ was a misprint – however, 
there is no bridge in the poem! Schultze was 
travelling through the area near Göttingen, 
Adelheid’s home. His galloping horse is vividly 
evoked by the onward driving rhythm of the 
piano, one of the most difficult Schubert 
accompaniments. He hopes to meet Adelheid 
there, but at the same time he knows he is 
returning not to joy but to sorrow. Once again, 
the strophic form is used to signify obsession.

The poet Johann Mayrhofer (1787–1836) also 
had a hopeless love affair (with the daughter of 
his professor and sometime landlord), and also 
later fell in love with another girl (also a 
landlord’s daughter, aged 15). Unlike Schulze, 
however, he was a hypochondriac who attempted 
suicide by jumping into the Danube, only 
succeeding by leaping from his office window in 
Vienna. Schubert set many poems by Mayrhofer 
and based two operas on his poems as well. 
Mayrhofer wrote his Heliopolis collection of 
twenty poems while Schubert and his friend 
Franz von Schober left Vienna to work on 
Schubert’s opera Alfonso und Estrella. He gave 
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the manuscript to Schober on his return, and the 
first of these poems is dedicated to Schober. This 
manuscript appears to have been the direct 
source of Schubert’s ‘Heliopolis’ texts – later 
Mayrhofer settings used the printed texts. 
Although later scholarship has often deprecated 
Mayrhofer as a poet, he was highly regarded in 
his time. Schubert shared an apartment with him 
from 1818 to 1821, the longest period that 
Schubert stayed at one address. After 1821 they 
appear to have become estranged to a degree 
but were still in contact. 

The city of Heliopolis is the home of the sun god 
Helios, and represents warmth, freedom, and the 
liberated imagination – the opposite values of 
Metternich’s politically repressive Vienna where 
Mayrhofer worked as a censor. ‘Aus Heliopolis I’ 
begins in E minor with a bleak solo for the 
pianist’s left hand evoking the puritanical north, 
but then we arrive in the warmer E major of the 
south with the words ‘Zur Blume, die sich Helios 
erkoren’ [To the flower, which Helios chose 
himself]. ‘Aus Heliopolis II’ is quite different, 
describing the difficult ascent of a mountain in a 
storm. The climber ascends only by small 
degrees, but victory is achieved at ‘Laß die 
Leidenschaften sausen / Im metallenen Akkord’ 
[Let passion roar / in metallic harmony], at which 
point we emerge from a dark C minor to a 
victorious C major.  Graham Johnson has 
described the pianist here as ‘a rock-climber 
holding on to the keyboard’.

The poem ‘Abendbilder’ is by Johann Silbert 
(1777–1844), a Catholic writer and teacher from 
Alsace, one of the principal figures of the 
Catholic restoration in Austria. His prolific 
religious works were notably conservative; Silbert 
rejected both the French Revolution and the 
Enlightenment in favour of mass piety. Here, 
what begins as a depiction of nature turns into an 
exhortation to forgo earthly things and 
contemplate heaven and the resurrection. 
Schubert imitates the ‘echo’ of the second stanza 
by echoing the voice in short piano episodes 
where the left hand crosses over the right to 
reach the treble of the instrument, but then for 
the raven’s descent this figure is low in the bass. 
The bell for vespers sounds in repeated F sharp 
octaves. The song’s key changes from A minor to 
A major for the last stanza anticipating God’s 
mercy. 

Johann Gaudenz, Freiherr von Salis-
Seewis (1762–1834), the author of ‘Ins stille 
Land’, came from a Swiss aristocratic 
background. He served as an officer in the 

French Swiss Guards, and was a favourite of 
Marie Antoinette, but he left at the time of the 
Revolution. He travelled throughout Germany 
and the Netherlands and met Goethe, Herder, 
Schiller and many other leading intellectuals. 
Although he opposed the French Revolution, he 
was nonetheless a progressive in the field of 
human rights. After returning to Switzerland, he 
became very involved in Swiss politics. Schubert 
included this song in the collection which he 
made for Therese Grob, with whom he was in 
love. This strophic song’s simple melody is more 
subtle that appears at first listening, moving 
seamlessly between major and minor. Notice 
how Schubert nudges us with a dissonant note in 
the second bar of the song on ‘Land’ – this 
wonderful land is still the land of death. The first 
printed version of this song included an 
introduction for the piano added by the 
publisher, rather in manner of the prelude that 
would often be added at the performer’s 
discretion but was not normally written down.

The last song in this Schubert group is 
‘Totengräbers Heimweh’. The poem is by another 
impressively-named aristocrat, Jacob Nicolaus 
Craigher de Jachelutta (1797–1855), an Italian-
born Austrian merchant, poet and translator. Like 
Salis-Seewis, he was also a religious figure, a 
member of a group centred around the religious 
reformer Klemens Hofbauer, and tended towards 
mysticism. Schubert set this poem and also 
Jachelutta’s ‘Der junge Nonne’ in the same year, 
1825. Although de Jachelutta hoped for more, 
Schubert did not set his poetry again. This song 
also contemplates death as contemplated by the 
grave-digger – the title means literally ‘Grave-
digger’s homesickness’ – who actually dies at the 
end. His initial shovelling is matched by 
Schubert’s use of strong accents, but the change 
of mood at the third stanza creates a less literal 
response, with a change of key and tempo. The 
final stanza in F major after F minor, as the poet 
sinks down into the grave, has something of the 
major-key death-tranquillity of the final song in 
Die schöne Müllerin.  

John Donne (1572–1631) wrote most of the 
collection known as the Holy Sonnets or Divine 
Meditations around 1609–10, but they were only 
published for the first time in 1633 – until then 
they circulated among his friends in manuscript 
form. Some were evidently popular; the sonnet 
‘Oh my black soul’ exists in fifteen manuscript 
copies. There are altogether nineteen poems in 
the Holy Sonnets, and they are all included in a 
source called the Westmoreland Manuscript. This 
contains many other poems by Donne, and was 
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probably given by him to his friend Rowland 
Woodward, secretary to Francis Fane who later 
became Earl of Westmorland. There were other 
sources that included fewer than nineteen 
poems, and it is only in modern times that that 
the Westmoreland source has been generally 
accepted as definitive. The sonnets are in the 
form of eight lines (octave) divided into two 
quatrains, followed by six lines (sestet) divided 
into a quatrain and a couplet – an English 
variation of the Petrarchan form. This form also 
resembles the spiritual exercises of Ignatius 
Loyola, the founder of the Jesuits; Donne’s uncle 
was a Jesuit theologian. Donne wrote these 
poems at a time of personal struggle and 
difficulty. He was converting from Roman 
Catholicism to Anglicanism and eventually took 
holy orders in 1615. The sonnet ‘Since she whom 
I loved’ probably refers to the death of Donne’s 
wife Anne in 1617.

Britten’s song-cycle was composed after visiting 
the Bergen-Belsen concentration camp in 1945. 
This experience affected Britten profoundly, and 
he could only speak of it many years later. The 
composition took a fortnight, and the songs were 
completed within a few days in early August. He 
gave the first performance with Peter Pears that 
year on Britten’s birthday, November 22nd, in the 
Wigmore Hall. The songs were published the 
following year; Britten and Pears also made two 
recordings of the cycle. When Britten began 
composing the songs he was also ill with a 
feverish reaction to a typhoid vaccination. Paul 
Kildea has noted that many of Britten’s works 
were composed when he was ill, saying that 
‘fever heightened his imagination’. Britten had 
discovered Donne’s poetry in the USA having 
been introduced to it by WH Auden. A 
programme note for the Wigmore Hall première 
said that the Donne cycle was ‘composed in 
homage to Henry Purcell’, as was Britten’s second 
string quartet which had premièred the day 
before. Both works end with a passacaglia or 
ground bass, a form strongly associated with 
Purcell and which Britten had also used in the 
opera Peter Grimes first performed earlier in 
1945. (Peter Grimes’ ghost seems to haunt the 
eighth sonnet ‘Thou has made me’.) The music 
was published with a cover illustration showing El 
Greco’s ‘The Repentant St. Peter’, an intense 
study of St Peter after he had denied Christ three 
times.

Britten responds vividly to individual key words. 
In ‘O might thos sighes and teares’, sighing is 
shown by using a conventional baroque 
appoggiatura or leaning note; the ‘contraryes’ of 

‘Oh, to vex me’ are the basis of the repeated 
piano figuration; ‘crucified’ in ‘What if this 
present’ suggests the passage in Bach’s St John 
Passion when Peter weeps after denying Christ;  
we hear the angels’ trumpets clearly in ‘At the 
round earth’s imagined corners’; and the vocal 
line at ‘thou are above’ and ‘I rise againe’ in 
‘Thou hast made me’ rises through an E flat 
major chord. He also very accurately observes 
the occasional elision of syllables that preserve 
the iambic pentameter form of the line. But 
Britten also carefully marks the structure of the 
sonnet, with a clear change of mood at the 
concluding sestet section, while at the same time 
capturing the overall mood or topic of the whole. 
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Ian Bostridge
Tenor

Ian Bostridge CBE’s extraordinary international 
career has taken him to the foremost concert 
halls, orchestras and opera houses in the world. 
Synonymous with the works of Schubert and 
Britten, his recital career has taken him to the 
Salzburg, Edinburgh, Munich, Vienna, 
Aldeburgh, and Schwarzenberg Schubertiade 
festivals and to the main stages of Carnegie Hall, 
the Bayerische Staatsoper, La Monnaie and Teatro 
alla Scala. In opera, Ian has received particular 
praise for his interpretation of Aschenbach 
(Death in Venice) at the Deutsche Oper and 
Peter Quint (The Turn of the Screw) for Teatro alla 
Scala. His recordings have won all the major 
international record prizes and have been 
nominated for 15 Grammys.

Highlights of the 25/26 season include Peter 
Quint The Turn of the Screw for Teatro dell’Opera 
di Roma; staged performances of Schubert 
Winterreise directed by Deborah Warner at the 
Athénée Théâtre Louis-Jouvet, Paris; Britten War 
Requiem with the St Louis Symphony Orchestra 
conducted by Stéphane Denève; staged 
performances of Bach St Matthew Passion 
directed by Romeo Castellucci at the Teatro 
Maggio Musicale Fiorentino with Kent Nagano; 
and Britten Nocturne and Serenade with the 
Munich Rundfunkorchester. He will appear in 
recital with chamber ensembles including the 
Oberon Trio, Fretwork and Europa Galante.

Ian has held artistic residencies at the Vienna 
Konzerthaus and Schwarzenberg Schubertiade, 
the Barbican, the Luxembourg Philharmonie, the 
Wigmore Hall and Hamburg Laeiszhalle. Ian has 
also participated in a Carte-Blanche series with 
Thomas Quasthoff at the Amsterdam 
Concertgebouw, a Perspectives series at 
Carnegie Hall, and the inaugural Artistic 
Residency with the Seoul Philharmonic 
Orchestra. Ian has worked with the Berliner 
Philharmoniker, Wiener Philharmoniker, 
Chicago, Boston, London and BBC Symphony 
orchestras, the London, New York, Los Angeles 
Philharmonic orchestras, the Rotterdam 

Philharmonisch Orkest, Accademia di Santa 
Cecilia and Royal Concertgebouw Orchestra 
under Sir Simon Rattle, Sir Colin Davis, Sir 
Andrew Davis, Seĳi Ozawa, Sir Antonio 
Pappano, Riccardo Muti, Mstislav Rostropovich, 
Daniel Barenboim, Daniel Harding and Donald 
Runnicles.

A prolific recording artist, Ian’s recent Pentatone 
recording of Schubert’s Winterreise with Thomas 
Adès won the Vocal Recording of the Year 2020 
in the International Classical Music Awards. 
Other recordings include Schubert’s Die schöne 
Müllerin with Graham Johnson (Gramophone 
Award 1996), Tom Rakewell The Rake’s Progress 
with Sir John Eliot Gardiner (Grammy Award, 
1999), and Belmonte Die Entführung aus dem 
Serail with William Christie.

An internationally celebrated author and 
academic, Ian Bostridge’s Schubert’s Winter 
Journey: Anatomy of an Obsession was published 
by Faber and Faber in the UK and Knopf in the 
USA in 2014, and his most recent book Song 
and Self was published in 2023. He was made a 
CBE in the 2004 New Year’s Honours.



www.leedssong.comPlease turn page quietly after each song has finished

Joseph Middleton
Piano
Joseph Middleton is widely regarded as one of 
the most exceptional and creative pianists of his 
generation, specialising in song accompaniment 
and chamber music at the highest international 
level. Hailed by Gramophone as “the absolute 
king of programming” and by The New York 
Times as “the perfect accompanist”, he 
collaborates with many of the world’s foremost 
singers, performing at venues and festivals 
across Europe, North America and Asia. 

A passionate advocate for the power of song, 
Joseph is the Artistic Director of Leeds Song, 
praised by The Guardian for its “world-class” 
programming and by The Times as a “Northern 
powerhouse of song”. He also curates series for 
BBC Radio 3, Wigmore Hall and the University of 
Cambridge, where he founded and directs their 
Lieder Scheme. Joseph is Musician in Residence 
at Pembroke College. He is a Fellow of the Royal 
Academy of Music, where he is Professor of 
Ensemble Piano, and was made a Bye-Fellow of 
Pembroke College, Cambridge by Lord Chris 
Smith. Joseph is the first — and to date, only — 
accompanist to receive the Royal Philharmonic 
Society’s Young Artist Award, the UK’s most 
prestigious recognition for a classical musician. 

Joseph appears regularly at leading international 
venues including Wigmore Hall, where he has 
been a featured artist with series on Ravel, 
Mahler and Strauss; the Royal Opera House, the 
Barbican and Southbank Centre; Alice Tully Hall 
and the Park Avenue Armory in New York; the 
Concertgebouw, Amsterdam; Vienna 
Konzerthaus and Musikverein; Hamburg 
Elbphilharmonie; Berlin Pierre Boulez Saal and 
Philharmonie; Cologne Philharmonie; Madrid’s 
Teatro de la Zarzuela; Baden-Baden 
Festspielhaus; Zurich Tonhalle; Paris’s Musée 
d’Orsay; and Oji Hall, Tokyo. Festival highlights 
include Aix-en-Provence, Aldeburgh, Edinburgh, 
Heidelberger Frühling, Munich, San Francisco, 
Ravinia, the Schubertiade in Hohenems and 
Schwarzenberg, Seoul, Toronto and Vancouver. 

He has enjoyed fruitful partnerships with Sir 
Thomas Allen, Louise Alder, Mary Bevan, Ian 

Bostridge, Allan Clayton, Dame Sarah Connolly, 
Marianne Crebassa, Véronique Gens, Iestyn 
Davies, Fatma Said, Huw Montague Rendall, 
Christiane Karg, Sir Simon Keenlyside, Elsa 
Dreisig, Angelika Kirchschlager, Katharina 
Konradi, Dame Felicity Lott, Christopher 
Maltman, John Mark Ainsley, Ann Murray DBE, 
James Newby, Mark Padmore, Konstantin 
Krimmel, Mauro Peter, Miah Persson, Sophie 
Rennert, Dorothea Röschmann, Carolyn 
Sampson, Nicky Spence and Roderick Williams. 

His award-winning discography on Warner, 
Harmonia Mundi, BIS, Chandos and Signum, 
amongst others, includes multiple honours: the 
Diapason d’Or, Edison Award and Prix Caecilia, 
alongside nominations for Gramophone, Opus 
Klassik, BBC Music Magazine and the 
International Classical Music Awards. Committed 
to expanding the song repertoire, he has 
commissioned and premiered works by 
composers including Thomas Adès, Helen 
Grime, Mark-Anthony Turnage, Hannah Kendall, 
Errollyn Wallen, Mark Simpson and Nico Muhly. 
At the 2018 BBC Proms he premièred recently 
discovered songs by Benjamin Britten alongside 
Dame Sarah Connolly. He is frequently called 
upon to give masterclasses, with recent seasons 
taking him to Toronto Summer Music, Ravinia in 
Chicago, Britten-Pears in Aldeburgh, deSingel 
Antwerp, Samling and the Royal Opera House, 
London. 

Highlights of the 2025–26 season include 
recitals alongside Dorothea Röschmann, Fatma 
Said, Louise Alder, Elsa Dreisig, Dame Sarah 
Connolly, Huw Montague Rendall, Hera Hyesang 
Park, Katharina Konradi, Carolyn Sampson and 
Hugh Cutting at venues including Wigmore Hall, 
the Palau de les Arts Reina Sofía, Valencia, the 
Grand Théâtre de Genève, the Muziekgebouw, 
Amsterdam, and the Prinzregententheater, 
Munich. With Vera-Lotte Boecker he performed 
Schumann’s Frauenliebe und -leben in staged 
performances at the Staatsoper Hamburg. His 
recording projects include an ongoing five‐album 
set of Mahler Lieder for Signum Records. 


