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FIVE SONGS | ARTUR SCHMNARBEL

Sphérengesang

So lang die Sterne kreisen

Am Himmaelszelt,

Vernimmt manch® Ohr den leisen
Gesang der Welt:

“Diem seligen Michts entstiegen,
Der ewigen Ruh,

Urmn ruhelos zu fliegen —
Wozu® Wozut"

Higronymus Lorm [1821-1902]

Frihlingsgruss

Es steht ein Berg in Feuer,

In feurigem Morgenbrand,
Und auf des Berges Spitze
Ein Tannbaum iiberm Land.

Und auf dem héchsten Wipfel
Steh ich und schau vom Baum,
O Welt, du schéne Welt, du,
Man sieht dich ver Bliten kaum!

Joseph Freiherr von Eichendorff (1788.1857)

Morgengruss

Steig nur, Sonne,

Auf die Hahn!

Schaver wehn,

Und die Erde bebt vor Wanne.

Kihn nach cben
Greilt aus Macht

Song of the Spheres

As long as the stars circle
Around Heaven's dome,
Many ears will hear the solt

Song of the Werld:

“Risen from blessed nothingness,

From eternal peace,

To fly restlessly —

Why? Why?"

Translation by Radha Upton. Copyright © by Pearmusic 1], Lid.

Spring Greeting

A mountain is ablaze,

In flaming morning fire,

And on the mountain's peak
A fir tree above all the lond.

And on the highest treetop
| stand and from the tree behold,
O World, you beautiful Werld, you.

Almost invisible in all the blossoms.

Transkation by Rodho Uplon. Copyright @ by Pearmusic I, Lid,

Morning Greeting

Simply rise, oh Sun,

To the peaks!

Showers drift

And Earth quivers with joy.

Boldly upwards
Reaches from the night



Waldespracht,
Mach von Traumen kihl durchwoben.

Und vem hohen

Felsalar

Stirzt der Aar

Und versinkt in Morgenlchen.

Frischer Morgen!

Frisches Herz,

Himmelwarts!

Laf} den Schlaf nun, lal} die Sorgenl

Joseph Fraiherr von Eichendordf [ 1788-1857)

Das Médchen mit den hellen Augen

Das Méadchen mit den hellen Augen
Die wollte keines Liebste sain;

Sie sprang und liel} die Zéple fliegen,
Die Freier schauten hinterdrein.

Die Freier standen ganz von ferne

In blanken Récken lobesarn.

"Frau Mutter, ach, so sprecht ein Warichen
Und macht das liebe Kindlein zahm!”

Die Mutter schlug die Hand' zusammen,
Die Mutter rief: “Du toricht Kind,

Greif zu, greif zul Die Jahre kommen,
Die Freier gehen gor geschwind|”

Sie aber liell die Z&ple Hiegen

Und lachte alle Weisheit aus;

Da sprang durch die erschrocknen Freier
Ein toller Knabe in das Haus.

Und wie sie bog dos wilde Képfchen,

Forest's splendar,
Cool interwoven still with dreams.

And from the high

Rock altar

Rushes the Aar™

And sinks into moming flames.

Fresh morning|

Fresh heart,

Heavenwards!

Mow leave 5|E|ap, leave waorries!

* Bar: river in Switzerland

Translation by Rodho Upton, Copyright © by Peermusic [, Lid,

The girl with the bright eyes
The girl with the bright eyes,

Mo one's lover she wanted to be;
She jumped with flying braids,
The suitors looking on.

The suitors stood far ofar,

Finely polished and hencrable.
“Lady Mother, oh, so say a word
And tame the lovely child.”

The mother clasped har hands,

The mother exclaimed: “You silly child,
Choose now, choosel Years will come,
But suitors vanish oh so fastl”

But instead, she let her braids fly

And laughed at all wisdom;

When amidst the aghast suiters jumped
A wild lad into the house.

And when she bowed her wild litle head,



Und wie ihr Fillchen schlug den Grund,
Er schlaf} sie fest in seine Arme
Und kiite ihren roten Mund.

Die Freier standen ganz von ferne,

Die Mutter rief vor Staunen schier:

"Goft schitz dich vor dem ungeschlachten,
Ohn Malien groben Kavalier!®

Theodar Siorm [1817.1868)

Abfindung

Wenn du mir nur manchmal schmeichelst,
Manchmal mich ein bisschen streichelst,
Mir dein Munde ein Wartchen schenkt,
Werd" ich schon zufrieden bleiben,
Mebenher dich lassen treiben

Alles andre, was mich krankt.

Friedrich Riickert [1788-1866)

TEN SONGS, OP. 11 | ARTUR SCHNABEL

Wunder

Das Hous ist fertig bast,

an dem so lange ich gebaut;

ich habe mich dir anvertraut

in giner freudewilden, wortestallen Hast.

Und du gabst keinen Laut.

Dw gabst mir nur die Hand.

Ihe Zittern hat mich tief beglick,

Wir gehn durchs Haus, der Welt entriickt;

und wie durch Zouber jede kalkgetinchie Wand
ein Wunderbildnis schmickt,

Wrner WolHheim [ 187 7. 1930]

And when her sweet litle feet hit the ground,
He embraced her in his arms

And kissed her red mauth.

The suviters stood far afar,

The mother called in plain surprise:
“May God protect you from the crude,
Boundlessly rough Cavalier!

Translotion by Rodha Upton. Copyright & by Peermusic (11, Lid.

Acceptance

If anly you sometimes flatter me,

You somelimes caress mi,

Your mouth sometimes bestows a word on me,
| will be content,

Leaving you lo de

Everything else that is hurtful to me.

Translation by Radha Upton. Copyright @ by Peermusic I, Lid.

Miracle

The house is almost completed

That | have been building for so long;

| pledged myself to you

In a wildly joyous haste, fantastically full of
words.

And you made not a sound,

You only gave me your hand.

Itz trembling made me deeply happy.

We walk ﬂ1mug|‘| the house, lost to the world;

And, as it by magic, every white-washed wall

ls graced by a magical image.

Translofion copyright & by Sharon Krebs



Wenn der Regen durch die Gosse troplht,
bei Macht, du liegst und harchst hinaus,

kein Mensch kann in's Hous,
du liegst allein,
allein: O kém er doch! Da klopft

es, klopht, laut — hérst du? leise, schwach
tnt's im Uhrgehduse nach;

dann tritt Totenstille ein.
Richard Dehmel [ 1843-1920]

Ein ferner Fravensang...

Ein ferner Fravensang tréumt durch den Abend,

Sehnsiichtig haschen sich die Schatten,

und unsrer Wiinsche jghes Treiben
zwingt uns in Schweigen.

Ein braunes Blatt dreht irag zv Boden.

Tot liegt ein Tag, und margen wird ein never
starben,

und wieder einer, wieder einer,,.

Ein Fraventraum ist ausgesungen.

Waarnar WalFhaim [ 187 7-1930]

Marienlied

lch sehe dich in tausend Bildern,
Maria, lieblich ausgedrick,

Then
When the rain drips through the gutter

at night, you lie there and listen 1o what's geing on

outside,

nobody can enter the house,

you lie alone,

alone: Oh it he would only comel Then there is
a knocking,

loud knocking — do you hear? Quietly, weakly

there is a sympathetic vibration in the casing of
the clock;

then o deathly silence falls.

Translofion copyright © by Sharon Krebs

A distant singing of women...

A distant singing of women dreams through the
evaning,

The shadaws langingly play catch with each
other,

And the precipitous urges of our desires

Force us into silence.

A brown leaf spirals toward the ground.

The day lies dead, ond tomorrow o new day
shall die,

And again ancther, again another...

A woman's dream has been sung to the end.

Translofion copyright & by Sharon Krabs

Song of Mary

| see you in a thousand images,
Mary, sweelly porirayed,



daech keins van allen kann dich schildern,
wie meine Seele dich erblicks.

Ich weiss nur, dass der Welt Getiimmel
seitdem mir wie ein Troum verweht,
und ein unnennbar sisser Himmel

mir ewig im Gemiithe steht.

Movalis (Friedrich von Hordenberg, 1772-1801)

Dieses ist ein rechter Morgen

Dieses ist ein rechter Morgen,
warmer Hauch um Baum und Bach
macht dein Chr fir siisse Schwiire
stsse Bitten schneller wach

die ich sorgsam dir verbargen.

Micht mehr wir ich stumm und zag:
wandelten wir jetzo beide

on dem immergrinen Hag.
Spriiche dir von meinem Eide

vnd vom Lob das dir gebihre,

Stefon George [1868-1933]

Manche Nacht

Wenn die Felder sich verdunkeln,
fiihl" ich, wird mein Auge heller,
schon versucht ein Stern zu funkeln
und die Grillen klingen schneller,

jeder Laut wird bilderreicher,

das Gewohnte sonderbarer,
hinterm Wald der Himme| bleicher,
jeder Wiptel hebt sich klarer,

und du merkst es nicht im Schreiten

but none of them can express
how my soul envisions you.

All | know is that the turmoil of the world
vanishes like a dream,

and on inexpressibly sweet heaven

is eternally in my mind.

Translation copyright @ by Amy Plrimmer

This is @ proper morning

This is o proper meming,

A warm breeze around trees and brook
Makes your ear quicker to hear

Sweat vows and sweel ;:ﬂne;n:ndingsr

Which | caretully concealed fram you.

Mo more would | be mute and hesitant:
If we two at this moment wandered
Along the evergreen grove.

| would speak to you of my vow

And of the praise that is due to you,

Tronslation copyright & by Sharon Krebs

Some Nights

When the fields darken,

| fzel that my eyes grow brighter;
Already o star is attempting to sparkle,
And the crickets sound more quickly.

E'mr:,r 5E|l..|l'll:| bBECI'ITIBS more PiEIUIB!qUE‘,
The everyday things mere unusual,
Behind the forest the sky becomes paler,
Every treetop lifts iself more clearly;

And in your striding you do not nolice



wie das Licht verhundertfalfigt
sich enfringt den Dunkelheiten,
plétzlich stehst du iberwaltig.

Richard Dehmel [1863-1920]

Sieh mein Kind ich gehe

Sieh mein Kind ich gehe.
Denn du darfst nicht kennen
nicht einmal durch Mennen
Menschen miih und wehe,

Mir ist um dich bange.
Sieh mein Kind ich gehe
dass von deiner Wange
nicht der Duft verwehe.

Wiirde dich belehren,
misste dich versehren
und das macht mir wehe,
Sieh mein Kind ich gehe.

Stefan George | 1868-1933)

Waldnacht

Ganz still ist's, - nur ein Rauschen

schwillt durch die Béume sacht,
als ob sie flisternd lauschen

dem Schlummerhavch der Nacht.

Und in dem grossen Schweigen -

da bin ich ganz allein,
da bin ich ganz mein eigen:
ganz nur Dein.

Richard Dehmel [1863-1920)

How the light, magnified a hundred times,
Struggles forth from the dorknesses.
Suddenly you stand there, overwhelmed.

Translation copyright © by Sharon Krebs

See, my child, | depart

See, my child, | depart.

For you must not know,

Mot even through their mentioning,
Of human pain and woe.

| fear for you.

See, my child, | depart

So thot the scent

From your cheek is not blown away.

| would teach you,

Would be forced to injure you,
And that causes me pain.

See, my child, | depart.

Translation copyright & by Sharon Krebs

Woodland Night

It is completely quiet, - only o soughing
Swells gently through the trees,

As if they were listening with whispers
To the slumberous breeze of the night.

And in the great silence -
There | am completely alone,
There | am completely an my cown:

Completely only yours.
Translation copyright & by Sharon Krebs



Das Veilchen an den
spanischen Flieder

lch weiss nicht, ist's des Frihlings Macht,

ist's, dass ich dich gesehn:
ich denke traurig Tag und Macht

an’s Wiedersehn.

Do wirst in Sommers Blitenpracht
noch leuchtend stehn;

ich muss im Reif der Winternacht
vergehn,

Die letzten Diifte entathm’ ich sacht
im Frihlingswehn,
und sterbend denk ich in der Macht
an's Wiedersehn.

Hanns Sachs (1881-1947)

Tanzlied

Es ist ein Reihen geschlungen,
ein Reihen auf dem grinen Plan.
Und ist ein Lied gesungen,

dos hebt mit Sehnen an,

Mit Sehnen also sisse,
dass Weinen sich mit Lachen paart.

Hebt, hebt im Tanz die Fisse,
auf lenzeliche Art.

Ot Jubivs Bierboum (1865-1910)

The Violet to the Spanish Lilac

| do not know whether it is the power of spring,
Whether it is because | sow you:

Day and night | sadly think

Of seeing you again.

You, in the splendour of summer blossams,
Shall still stand radiantly;

But |, in the frast of the winter night,

Must perish.

| gently breathe ocut my last scents
In the breezes of spring,

And dying, | think in the night

Of seeing you again.

Translofion copyright & by Sharon Krebs

Dancing Song

A roundelay is winding its course,
A roundelay on the green plain,
And a song is being sung,

A song that begins with longing,

With longing so sweet

That weeping is paired with laughter;
Lift, lift your feet in the donce

In @ spring-like manner.

Translation copyright @ by Sharon Krebs



SEVEN SONGS5, OP. 14 | ARTUR SCHMABEL

Frihlingsdémmerung

In der stillen Pracht,

In allen frischen Bischen und Béumen
fliistert's wie Traumen

die ganze Mach.

Denn iiber den mondbeglénzien Léndern
mit langen weissen Gewéndern,

ziehen die schlonken

Wolkenfrou'n wie geheime Gedanken,
senden von den Felsenwinden

hinab die behenden

Frihlingsgesellen, die hellen Waldquellen,
die's unten bestellen

an die duft'gen Tiefen,

die gerne noch schliefen.

Mun wiegen und neigen in ahnendem Schweigen
sich alle so eigen

auf Ahren und Zweigen,

erzahlen’s den Winden,

die durch die blihenden Linden

'h'Ellll.llhEl CrE‘I'I gﬂ]!ﬂl’ldﬁl’l RE‘I'IEI'Ir

sauselnd Gber die Seen gehen,

dass die Mixen verschlaten auftauchen
und fragen,

was sie 30 lieblich hauchen -

Wer mag es wohl sagen?

Joseph von Eichendorf [1788.1857)
Oktoberlied

Der Mebel steigt, es fallt das Laub;
schenk’ ein den Wein, den helden!

Twilight of Spring

In hushed mngniﬁ:anm,

Through all the blossoming shrubs and trees
It whispers like dreams

The entire night.

Then, across the moon-drenched landscape
With long, white gowns,

Pass slender

Cloud women, like secret thoughts,
Sending down from rocky walls,

To the sprightly

Companions of spring, bright forest springs,
Called for below

In the aramatic depths,

Which contentedly still slumber.

Mow rocking and nodding in expectant silence

Each so singular

With clusters and stems,

Telling it to the winds

That walt through blooming linden,

Past grazing deer,

Dritiing ocross lakes,

Where drowsy mermaids appear

And ask,

What it is that they so Iwingh.r whisper -
Who indeed can say?

Translotion copyright & by Dr. Michosl P. Bosewall

October Song

The rising log, the talling leaves:
o wine we are beholden!



Wir wollen uns den graven Tag
vergolden, ja vergoldenl

Und geht es draussen noch so ioll,
unchristlich ader christlich,

ist doch die Wel, die schéne Welt
so ganzlich unverwistlichl

Und wimmert auch einmal das Herz -
Stoss an und lass es klingenl

Wir wissen’s doch, ein rechtes Herz
ist ger nicht umzubringen.

Der Mebel steigt, es fallt das Laub;
schenk’ ein den Wein, den holden!
Wir wollen uns den graven Tag
vergolden, jo vergolden|

Waohl ist s Herbst: doch warte nur,
doch warte nur ein Weilchen|

Der Frvi.]h|ing kommt, der Himmel lacht,
as steht die Welt in Vailchen.

Die blaven Tage brechen an,

und ehe sie verfliessen,

wir wollen sie, mein wackrer Freund,
geniessen, jo geniessen|

Theodor Storm [1817-1888)

Abendsténdchen

Schlafe, Liebchen, weil’s auf Erden
nun so still und seltsam wird!
Cben gehn die goldnen Herden,
fiir uns alle wacht der Hirt,

In der Ferne ziehn Gewitter,
einsam aul dem Schiflein schwank,

The grayish day no longer grieves:
it's golden, yes, it's golden!

And it all madness be unfurled

[by church or temple palished),

this werld, this most amazing world,
can never be demalished.

And even if the heart should smart
let glasses sound the meefing|

For all we know, a rightecus heart
Will never stop its beating.

The rising fog, the falling leaves:

to wine we are behclden!

The grayish day no longer grieves:
it's golden, yes, it's goldenl

Thaugh it is fall, wait just a while,
just wait and keep consuming!
The spring arrives, the sky is blue,
the viclets are blooming.

The days of blue shall be at hand,
and ere they all shall leave us,
we'll let the wine, my noble friend,
reprieve us, yes, reprieve usl

Tronskation copyright & by Walter A, Aue

Evening Serenade

Sleep, my darling, because on earth
It now becomes so quiet and strange!
Owverhead travel the golden herds,
Ower us all the shepherd waiches.

In the distance there are thunderstorms;

Alene upon the agile litle ship,



greil’ ich draussen in die Zither,
weil mir gor so schwiil und bang’.

Schlingend sich an Béum’ und Zweigen,
in dein stilles Kammerlain

wie auf goldnen Leitern steigen

diese Téne aus und ein.

Und ein wunderschéner Knabe
schwebt hoch iiber Tal und Kluft,
rishrt mit seinem geldnen Stabe
sdusalnd in der laven Luft.

Und in wunderbaren Weisen
singt er ein urales Lied,

das in linden Zauberkreisen
hinter seinem Schifflein zieht.

Ach, den siissen Klang verfithret
weil der buhblerische Wind,

und durch Schloss und Wand ihn spiiret
tréumend jedes schine Kind.

Joseph von Eichendodl [1788-1857)

Abendlandschaft

Der Hirt blast seine Weise,
von fern ein Schuss noch fall,

die Walder ravschen leise

und Stréme Hef im Feld.

Mur hinter jenem Higel
nech spielt der Abendschein -
O hatt’ ich, hatt' ich Fligel,

zu fliegen da hinein!

Joseph von Eichendorff [1788.1857)

| strum the strings of my zither cutside,
Because | feel so oppressed and anxious.

Winding themselves about trees and branches
Into your little chamber,
As upon golden lodders, climb

These sounds in and cut.

And a wondrously beautiful lad
Sails high over valley and ravine,
With his golden stalf he creates
A rustling in the warm breeze.

And in wondrous tunes

He sings an ancient song
That behind his litle boat
Trails in gentle magical circles.

Ah, the sweet sounds are ensnared

And carried into the distance by the amorous
wind,

And through locks and walls they are discerned

Dreamily by every beautiful child.

Translation copyright @ by Sharon Krabs

Evening Landscape

The shepherd pipes his lay,

In the distance a shot still rings cut,
The forests sough quietly

And the streams, deep in the fields.

Only behind that hill

The evening light stills plays -
Oh had |, had | wings

To fly into the evening light therel

Translation copyright & by Sharon Krebs



Hyazinthen

Fern hallt Musik; dech hier ist stille Nacht,

mit Schlummerduft anhauchen mich die Pllanzen;
ich habe immer, immer dein gedacht;

ich méchte schlafen: aber du musst tanzen.

Es hért nicht aul, es rast ohn' Unterlass;

die Kerzen brennen und die Geigen schreien,
es teilen und es schliessen sich die Reihen,
und alle glihen; aber du bist bloss.

Und du musst tanzen;

fremde Arme schmiegen

sich an dein Herz; o leide nicht Gewaltl
lch seh’ dein weisses Kleid 'mrijl::nerﬂiagern
und deine leichte, zartliche Gestalt.

Und siisser sirémend quillt der Duft der Nacht
und traumerischer aus dem Kelch der Pllanzen.
lch habe immer, immer dein gedacht;

ich m&chte schlafen: aber du musst tanzen.

Theodar Storm [1817-1888)

Heisst es viel dich bitten?

Heisst es viel dich bitten
wenn ich einmal still
nachdem ich lang gelitten
vor dir knieen mog?
Deine Hand ergreifen
leise driicken mag

und im Kusse streifen

kurz und framm und still2
Mennst du es erhdren

wenn gestreng und sfill

Hyacinths

Music echoes from afar, but here it is silent night,
with slumber-scents breathing from the Howers:

| have always, always thought of you;

| would sleep, but you must dance.

It will not stop, there is no rest;

the candles burn and the fiddles shrill,

the rows of dancers part and come close,
and everyone is flushed; but you are pale.

And you had to dance;

the arms of strangers are nestled
at your breast; o endure no morel
| see your white dress fly past,
and your light, delicate form.

And more sweeltly streams the scents of nigh,
and more dreamily, from the chalices of lowers.
| have always, always thought of you;

| would sleep, but you must dance.

Translation copyright © by Emily Ezust

Is it too much to ask of you?

|5 it too much to ask of you

If | would like once, quietly,
After having sulfered so long,

To kneel before you?

To take your hand,

Gently clasp

And lightly kiss it =

Briefly and reverently and softly?®
Do you call it acknowledgment
If, sternly and silently,



ohne mich zu stéren
dein Wink mich dulden mag?

Stefon George (1868-1933)

Die Sperlinge

Altes Haus mit deinen Léchern,
geiz'ger Baver, nun ade!

Sonne scheint, von allen Dachern
r&phelt lustig schon der Schnee,
dravssen auf dem Zaune munter
welzen unsre Schnibel wir,
durch die Hecken rauf und runter,
in dem Baume vor der Tir
tummeln wir in hellen Haufen

uns mil grossem Kriegsgeschrei,
um die Liebste uns zu raulen,
denn der Winter ist vorbei!

Joseph von Eichondorff | 1788-1857)

NOTTURNO, OP. 16 | Artur Schnabel

S0 mid hin schwand es in die Macht,
sein Hlehendes Lied, sein Bogenstrich,
und seufzend bin ich aufgewacht,
Wie hat er mich so klar gemacht,

so sanht und klar,

der Traum - und war
doch bis ins Tribste feiedich.

Hoch hing der Mond; das Schneegefild
lag bleich und &de um uns her,

wie meine Seele gravenschwer.

Denn neben mir, so starr und wild,

so starr ynd kall wie meine Mo,

Without provaking me,
You tolerate me with a nod?

Translotion copyright © by Dr. Michoal P. Rosewoll

Sparrows

Old house with your holes,

Puny cage, now farewelll

The sun is shining, from every roof
The snow is already merrily dripping,
Outside on the fence, happily

We whet our beaks,

Thrnugh the hﬂdgm. up and down,
Into the tree in front of the deor
We clamor in teeming swarms,
Wae, with mighty war cries,
Squabble together for love,

Because winter is over!
Translation copyright © by Dr. Michael P. Rosewall

So wearily it disappeared into the night,
His pleading song, his bow-strokes,
And sighing | awakened.

How cleor it made everything to me,

So soft and clear,

The dream - and yet

It was solemn to the depths of sorrow.

The moon hung high; the snowy expanse
Loy pale and desclate about us,

Like my soul heavy with dread,

For beside me, so rigid and wild,

As rigid and cold as my sulfering,



von mir gerufen voll Begehr,
sal} stumm und wartete der Tod.

Da kam es her: wie einst so mild,

so mid und sacht,

auvs ferner Macht,

so kummerschwer

kam einer Geige Hauch daher,

kam démmernd her des Freundes Bild.

Der mich umflochten wie ein Band,
dal} meine Jugend nicht zediel,
und dafd mein Herz die Sehnsucht fand,
die grefie Sehnsucht chne Ziel:

da stand er nun im &den Land,

ein Schatten iriib und feierich,

und sah nicht aul noch griiite mich,
nur seine Téne lief) erirr'n

und weinen durch die kalte Flur,
und mir entgegen starrte nur

aus seiner 3tirn,

als wiér's ein Auge hohl und fahl,
der tiefen Wunde dunkles Mal.

Und trilber quall das trilbe Lied,
und quoll so heil, und wuchs, und schwall,
s heil} und voll

wie Leben, das nach Liebe glisht,
wie liebe, die nach Leben schreit,
nach ungenossener Seligkeit,

sa wahevoll,

so withlend quoll

das stramende Lied und Hutete,
und leise, leise blutete

und strémte mit

Called by me full of desire,
Death sat stiffly and waited.

Then it came waokting over as mildly as in the past,
So wearily and gently

From distant night,

So heavy with sorrow

The breath of a viclin came,

Dimly the image of a friend come.

He whe had woven himself about me like a ribban
50 that my youth did not fall apart,

And that my heart tound that langing,
The great langing without an object:
There he stood now in the desolate land,
A pale and solemn shadow,

And neither looked up nor greeted me,
Cnly his musical sounds did he let drift
And weep through the cold meadow;
And only staring af me

From his brow,

As it it were an eye, hollow and pallid,
Was the dark mark of o deep wound.

And more drearily the dreary song poured forth,
And poured forth so fervidly and grew and swelled,
As hot and hull

As life that ghws. for love,

As love thot screams for life,

And for bliss not savoured,

Thus full of pain,

Thus raging poured forth

The streaming song and surged;

And quietly, quietly also bled

and flowed



ins &de Schneefeld, rot und fahl,
der tiefen Wunde dunkles Mal.

Und miider glitt die miide Hand,
wnd vor mir stand

ein bleicher Tag,

ein ferner, bleicher Jugendiag,
da starr im Sand

er selber ein Zerfallner lag,

da seine Sehnsucht sich vergal
in ihrer Schwermut Ubearmall
und ihrer Travrigkeiten miid
zum Ziele schritf;

und laut aulschrie das weinende Lied,
wie Todesschrei, und flutete,
und seiner Saiten K|ngﬂ- schnitt
und seine Stirne blutete

und weinte mit

in meine starre Seelennol,

als sollt ich héren ein Gebot,

als milt ich jubeln, dalb ich lit,
als mécht er fihlen, was ich lit,
mitfilhlen alles Leidens Schuld
und alles Lebens warme Huld -
und weinend, blutend wandl” er sich
ins bleiche Dunkel, und verblich.

Und bebend hért' ich mir entgehn,
enffliehn sein Lied. Und wie as zart
und zarter ward,

dﬂl |1:lnEE|n TC-FI'IE‘ {EII'IEE Hth,

da fihlt' ich kalt ein Ravschen wehn
und gravenschwer

die Lufi sich riihren um mich her,
und wollte bebend nun ihn sehn,

Inta the desclate snow-field, red and wan,
The dark mark of the deep wound.

And even more wearily floated the weary hand,
And before me stood

A paole day,

A distant, pale day of youth,

When stiffly in the sand

He himselt lay, a mouldering ruin,

When his yearning forgot itself

In the excesses of its depression

And tired of its sadness,

And strode toward the gm:ll;

And the weeping song screamed loudly and suddenly,
Like a scream of death, and surged torth,
And the lament of his strings cut,

And his brow bled

And joined in the weeping

Into the frozen misery of my soul,

As if | should hear a command,

As it | should rejoice that | sutfer,

As it he wanted 1o feel what | suffered,

Feel with empathy all the guilt of my suffering
And all the warm beneveolence of life -

And weeping, bleeding he turned away

Into the pale darkness and perished.

And with trembling | heard his song
Evading me and fleeing from me. And as if
Become delicate and more delicate

The distant pleading of the long tones,

| felt the blowing of @ cold wind

And laden with dread

| telt the air bestirring itself about me,

And trembling, | wanted now to see him,



ihn lauschen sehn,

der wartend sal} bei meiner Mat,
und wandte mich - : da lag es kahl,
das bleiche Feld, und fern und fahl
entwich ins Dunkel auch der Ted.
Hoch hing der Mand, und mild und miid
hin schwand es in die leere Macht,
das flehende Lied,

und schwand und schied,

des toten Freundes flehendes Lied;
und dankbar bin ich aufgawuchl.

Richard Dehmel [1863-1920)

ARTUR SCHNABEL

Ta see him listening,

He, who sat waiting during my misery,
And | urned - there loy bleakly

The pale field, and distantly and wanly
Death too vanished into the darkness.
The moan hung high; and gently and wearily
It vanished into the empty night,

The pleading song,

And vanished and departed,

The pleading seng of my dead friend;
And with grafitede | awakened.

Translation copyright © by Sharon Krebs

COMPLETE VOCAL WORKS

The world has a habit of determining early on the path o professional of renown is expected to pursue, and to brook
no deviation from that alloted role - never mind that an individual might find as much fulfillment in woyward ventures.
In his day, and to posterity, Artur Schnabel [April 17, 1882 - August 15, 1951) wos a pianist, first and foremost. In
time, he would be recognized as a teacher and lecturer,

But in his hean, ancther opfion always existed. Recorded in “Music, Wit and Wisdom,” an autebiography rected in o
series of public lectures delivered ot the University of Chicago in 1945, Schnabel recalls a fime early in his life - when
he was all of seven years old - when he was intreduced to the esteemed professor Hans Schmitt, and thereby to

Viennase cognoscenti:

“Some other people heard me, too - musicians and music lovers - and declared unanimously that | had the
equipment to become a professional musician. Thus, from my seventh year an, | was considered a professional
musician, by the decision of my patrons and my parents. They made me a pianist. | had no choice. | might,
otherwise, have become a composer. Officially | have remained a pianist, although secretly | always did and

sfill do compose.”

Hardly just any pianist: Schnabel was, and remains to the popular imagination, a superlafive, even supreme
inferpreter of music composed by others. Chiefly Beethoven, with whose music Schnabel remains indelibly



associated. Mozart and Brahms, as well, And Schubert was a particular beneficiary of Schnabel's attention
and arfistry, ot a time when that composer’s music had yet to altain the primacy it now holds.

Siill, Schnabel pursued composifion throughout his career, and left behind @ surprisingly robust ceuvre. His collected
works include three symphonies, a pianc concerto, five sting quartets, chamber works for varying forces, and
numerows pieces for solo keyboard=the lost recorded in their entirety by the intrepid pianist Jenny Lin, for o collection
to which this new velume serves as a welcome sequel.

From o cerain perspective, all of these loter triumphs were to some extent made possible by the songs compiled in
this vital collection, which documents the ferfile working relationship Schnabel developed with the German coniralio
Therese Behr [September 14, 1875 - January 30, 1959). The British writer and translator Edward Crankshaw, in his
intreduction to "My Life and Music” [Schnabel's lecturesturned-memair, in its original form of publication], deems Behr
“the most celebrated singer of Lisder in Germany before anyone had heard of Artur Schaabel.” In his esimation:

“There are not many people whe have the least idea either of the wonderhul musicianship of Therese Behr
Schnabel... or of the debt her husband owed 1o her. She wos older than him by several years, and it was
she who, after his infant prodigy days, forced him on the German public by insisting that he appear as her
accompanist.”

Lin, a skillful and versatile pianist known for her boundless curiosity and penchant for discovery, is keen 1o set the
record straight for modern listeners by bringing to light the songs Schnabel wrote for Behr, who married her young
accompanist in 1905, "Everyone knows Schnabel as a pianist; this is about Schnabel the compeser, who really had
a talent,” Lin declares of her present venture. “Also Schnabel the husband, who wrote these songs for his wile, and
Schnabel the chambermusic performer, who was so sensifive with all these things.”

The vocal music, she observes, amounts ko anly encugh music to fill @ single CD, even with the inclusion of five
unpublished sengs presented here in their premiere outing. 36l Lin points cut, you encounter a variety of styles, fram
the relafively conventicnal late-Remantic idiem encountered in Opp. 11 and 14, composed between 1899 and 1903,
to the Matturno of 1914, a Dehmel seffing in a sirikingly personal idiom akin to the modemist inventicns of the Second
Viennase School.

*| persanally love Naotfurno,” Lin says, cifing as a favorile rendifion one recorded by the great German baritone
Dietrich FischerDieskau in 1983, with the compaser Aribert Reimann af the pianc. “1 think it's really beautitul, and it

should be in the reperioire for singers,” she insists.



Of course, to claim that Schnobel’s musical output has been wholly overlocked is inoccurate. Every reputable
reference includes of least some footnote about his creative activity. Most allude 1o the challenging madernist language
shown in his mature works,

“It is no secret that Artur Schnabel wos a composer, only that he was o good composer,” the eminent Los Angeles crific
Mark Swed wrote in an article published in 1989 by The Musical Times, Swed speculates about why this should be so:

“He practically never played modern music in public, limiting himself instead to performing only a handhul of
great masters. Ulimately, Schnabel became so associated with the music of Beethoven, Mozart, Schubert and
Brahms that it now requires almost a leap of faith to think of his as an inquiring mind. It hardly seems plausible
that he would and could write adventurous visionary music in a modern medivm; but he did.”

Swed, incidentally, posits the seemingly advanced Nofturmo, along with a subsequent Piano Guintet he describes os
“Stravssian,” as ending Schnabel’s apprentice-composer years, The String Guartet Mo, 1 [1918), a work that he terms
“frealy expressionistic,” and the Sonata for selo vielin [1919), an astenishing essay in five movements without barlines,
are for Swed where Schnabel asserts his originality and mastery.

Even allowing for that viewpoint, the earlier works contained in this collection atest to qualifies central to the Schnabel
cotolog: expressiveness ond innovation, certainly, ollied with o technical ossurance that makes these scores ingrafiating
to the skilliul singer and pianist, despite the challenges presented by an increasingly advancing musical vocabulary.,

“He was a pianist, a very good one, so he knew what he was doing,” Lin says. However wayward the meladies and
harmonies might sound ot imes, the notes fall naturally under the performer’s hands, she confirms.

And for the vocalist? The contralte Sara Couden not anly was untamiliar with the Schnabel ceuvre when she was
enlisted to undertake this project, but alse had not recorded previously. (Mo one could dare question her couragel) Lin,
familiar from her previous Schnobel project, briefed her new pariner on what to anficipate.

“I knew that there would be a range of styles in play... but | think | might have been surprised by how much of a range
there was,” Couden says, laughing. "The thing | responded to most strongly about the songs was how delicate and
tree and inspired Schnabel was with the texts, throughaut the styles that he uses. You can always hear that he's pulting
together music around the meanings of the poems.”

In selecting texts for his two published cycles, Zehn Lieder, Op. 11 [1899-1901 /1902) and Sieben Lieder, Op. 14
(1901-1902/1903), Schnabel turned both to classic German sources - Hans Sachs, Movalis, Eichendorff - and to
contemporaries Richard Dehmel and Stefan George. His music evokes the lineage to which he aspired, expressing
common cause with the likes of Schubert and Brahms.



In these early songs, Couden hears a simplicity and directness, without naiveté, that reminds her of Clara Schumann,
The way Schnobel combines clarity of seting with depth of interpretation, she adds, suggests Hugo Wolf.

What's fascinating about the five unpublished songs included that open this recording, which date from the end of the
same period [ 1902.1906), is how they embrace, subthy but palpably, freer conceplions of sonerity and structure, even
as they adhere to the characteristic qualifies of late Romantic song. Especially when sequenced os they are here for this
program, these five seffings - one of Hieronymus Lorm [Heinrich Landesmann), two of EichendorH, one Theador Storm,
and one Friedrich Riickert - contain noscent seeds of what would follow,

In the wake of these succinct lyrical episodes, the scope and scale of Motturno are earcpening. The opening of that
1914 work is spare to the point of skeletal, a britle perambulotion that instantly transports a listener into Dehmel's
rarefied world—and arguably does so as efficiently as had Amcld Schoenberg, a composer Schnabel admired
greatly, in his own purely instrumental Dehmel seffing of 1899, Verklarte Nacht.

Richard Strauss, oo, composed a Dehmel setfing fited Notfurno, adapting in 1899 the poem Erscheinung (Appart
tion). This same text would serve Schnabel, who employed o ditferent edifion of the poem, refaining portions that
Stravss had excised,

But where Strouss had employed o fervent, virile musical vocabulary extending from Schubert's extended balladry,
Schnabel in his grand 24-minute setfing takes a stand at the fraying edges of tonal harmony. In his 1952 essay "On
Artur Schnabel's Compositions,” the idiosyncratic avantgarde composer Emst Krenek details Moturno with percepfive
admiration:

"Although the work behaves like a gigantic rhapsodic improvisation generated by an uninhibited urge of emo-
tional expression, its thematic substance is closely knit, since all its important developments, the terrific outcries of
pain and the mystical, fordorn stretches of desslation as well, are derived from the opening phrase of the piano
infroduction.”

Krenek likens the atmosphere of Noturno to that of Schoenberg’s watershed atonal work, The Book of the Hanging
Gardens | 1908-190%). But, he writes, “the work is an imporiant milestone on Schnobel's road toward @ personal style
of his own.”

Comparing Strauss and Schnabel is a foolish venture, given the exireme differences between the two composers and
their respective settings. But Couden, now tamiliar with both, is willing to venture a preference for Schnabel, in purely
personal ferms.



Strauss, she explains, “very often sounds removed 1o me, like he is creating effects. The effects are often magnificent,
and I'm sure he felt them in his heart. But | sense an intellectual distance in his musical language, parficularly when I'm
performing his longer ond more effectilled works.”

For Couden, here, Schnabel’s music perhaps paradoxically feels more emationally straighfforward. “With the
despairing, infimate text of Noturna, | really value his direciness and simplicity—perhaps more than | should,” she says,
“| think it's telling that he used o different, gentler version of the text than Sirauss did, as if he couldn't bear to leave his
speaker in such a dark place.”

Given that Schnabel was writing explicitly for his wife, Cowden might very well be corredt in her assessment of this
extraordinary work. — Steve Smith

| Steve Smith is the Cultune & Arts Editor for WNYC Rodso and Gothamat. He previously wrote obout music for The Mew York Times and
The Mew Yorker, and worked o3 on editor of the Boglon Globe and Time Oul Mew York )

American contralic SARA COUDEN is a premiere interpreter of opera, oratoric,
chamber music, and art song. Praised I:r:,r Dpera Mews for her "unuwu“:,' rich and
resonant” voice, Sara has thrilled audiences worldwide on stages including the Metro-
pelitan Opera, Camegie Hall, the Los Angeles Philharmenic, the Cincinnafi Symphony,
the Philadelphia Crchestra, the Charleston Symphony, Philharmeonia Bareque Orchestra
and St Petersburg Opera. Her vast operalic and concert repertoine encompasses works
spanning six centuries of musical history, ranging in shle from terrifying to fragic, sacred to
sacrilegious, commanding to comedic.

Sara is an indefafigoble champion of art song repertoire and soughtafter recitalist. She
brings a profound love of language and o deep respect for the infimate conversation between singer and pianist to
every song she interprets. A rue collaborater, Sara relishes any cpportunity to explore, reflect upon and respond to
the piona’s brood range of expressive possibilifies, bringing ort songs to life with her awn palette of colors and vocal
effects. She has been featured in recital at Llinceln Center, the Collaboralive Arts Insfitute of Chicage, the Stounton
Music Festival, the Philadelphia Chamber Music Society and the Brooklyn Art Song Society, among others.

This recording marks Sara’s debut interpretation of the music of Artur Schnabel. “The tonality Schnabel employs in

his art songs is complex and ohen challenging fer both singer and pianist, but | find his approach to his texts to be
extremely delicate and beautiful. The range of feelings he evokes in the poems he sets about nature, love, and memory
is incredible: the subject matter is narrow, but the nuance he finds in each poem, and then illuminates so specifically

in each selfing, makes his s0Ngs bath ril:hl:,' vared and vary human - an a:l‘ramahr impressive poetic and musical



achievement. It isn't every compaser who works so infimately with the essence of his or her text. He always tells the
story of the poem with directness, power, and a crealivity stemming brom sensitive comprehension. Despite the
developing sophistication of Schnobel's compasiional style and harmonic language as his life and career progressed,
his intense dedication to his bexis ensures that the heart of his songs never faliers.”

Sara is a graduate of the Lindemann Young Artist Program at the Metropolitan Opera and eamed o master’s degree
with Honors in Opera from the San Francisco Conservatory of Music. Sara is also an early music enthusiast and holds
an AD. in Early Music, Chamber Music, and Oratorio from the Yale School of Music and Institule of Sacred Music.

JENNY LIN, a Steinway Arfist, has made a name for herself on the world stage thanks to
her “remarkable technical command” and “gilt lor meledic How” [New York Times). The
Washington Post has extolled her “confident fingers™ and “spediacular technigue,” while
Gramophene has hailed her as “an exceptionally sensitive pianist.”

Born in Taiwan, raised in Austria, educated in Evrope and the US, she has built an intermna-
fional reputation distinguished by inventive collaborations with a breadth of

arfists, and has peformed widely with renowned orchestras and symphonies at the world's
most notable concert halls,

Jenny has a close affinity with Philip Glass, whose Etudes she performs globally, and which
inspired her to embark on @ commissioning initiative, The Etudes Project. She is the featured pianist in Elliot
Goldenthal's eriginal mafion picture score for Julie Taymer's 2020 film, The Glarias, and the central igure in Cocking
for Jenmy by Felix Cabez for Elemental Films, o musical documentary portraying her journey to Spain, omong other
media appearances such as CBS Sunday Morming, MPR's Performance Today.

Jenny recently recorded an album for the Steinway & Sons lobel with accordionist Guy Klucevsek (created in “contack
less” fashion) featuring the music of Giya Kancheli. Motable recordings in Lin's catalogue [which includes more than
30 albums on Steinway & Sons, Hanssler Classic, eOne, BIS, New World, Albany, ete.] include Arur Schnabel's
complete solo piano music, Philip Glass's Etudes, the complete Chopin Moctumes, an album of Broadway song
arrangements filed Get Happy, hear ingenicus release of transcriphions of the 50Ngs of Chinese pop singer Teresa Teng,
and Melady's Mostly Musical Day, an album, pictere book, and multimedia children’s concert, all released on the
Seinway & Sons label,

Fluent in English, German, Mandarin, ond French, Jenny holds o bachelor's degree in Germon Literature from The
Johns Hopkins University and studied music af the Hochschule fir Musik, and af the Peabedy Conservatory, She
resides with her family in Mew Yeork City and serves on the faculty of the Mannes School of Music - The Mew Schaal.
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ARTUR SCHNABEL (1882 - 1951)
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