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Songs of Johannes Brahms (1833-1897)
I. From Sieben Lieder, op. 62 (before 1874)
1. Rosmarin

A maiden wished to arise early, wished to go into her father's garden; she wished to pick red roses, from which she wished to make herself a lovely wreath.

It was to be her bridal wreath: "For the fine lad, for my lad, you red roses, I pick you, from you I wish to twine

a wreath so lovely."

She walked to and fro in the greenery, instead of roses she found rosemary: "So you, my faithful one, are lost!

No rose is to be found, tThere shall be] no wreath so lovely."

She walked to and fro in the garden, Instead of roses she picked rosemary: "My faithful one, I offer you this!
I shall lay by you under the lime trees, my lovely burial wreath."

2. Von alten Liebesliedern

I set out to ride before my fair one’s gate; she saw me from afar and said with joy, “See there my heart’s delight, he rides forth to me!” Trot, pony, bear him safe to me.

I loosed the bridle and galloped to her; I greeted her with pleasure and said sweetly, “My treasure, my great delight, what brings you to your gate?” Trot, pony, forth to her.

I leapt from my pony and tied him to the gate; I embraced her, we had little time. We went to the garden with loving desire. Trot, pony, softly forward.

We sat down on the green grass, and sang time and again the old love songs, until we wept from the slanderous gossip. Trot, pony, softly away. 

3. Waldesnacht

Wondrously cool woodland night, whom I greet a thousand times: after the uproarious tumult of the world,

o how sweet is your rustling! Dreamily I nestle my weary limbs in your tender moss, and it seems to me as if once more

I were free from all my insane anguish.

In narrow, secret circles, you, wild heart, will know well that peace hovers above with hushed wing-beats, slowly descending. Lovely birds, sing your lovely songs, sing me gently into slumber! Distracting torments, dissipate again;

wild heart, now good night!

4. Dein Herzlein mild

Your tender heart, you lovely image, does not yet glow there lies within a dreamy glow, it will soon come alive.

The night has brought on a dew to all the blossoms in the wood, and in the morning to come all is blooming aplenty

and fragrance drifts across the slope.

The tender love has overnight poured dew into your heart, and then in the morning, it's written, on your face, that
the blossom has been brought to bloom.

5. All meine Herzgedanken

All my heartfelt thoughts are forever with you; this is the silent sickness that is within me. Since our first embrace rest or peace have departed me.

Neither daisies nor roses do I covet henceforth; how can I satisfy my desire, if love afflicts me! Since you have been apart from me, I have known no laughter.

May God unite that those who are meant for each other. My eyes are blinded by grief and weeping. True love resides in heaven; it is not all that ends well.
II. From Drei Gesänge, op. 42 (1859-61)
1. Abendständchen

Hark, the flute laments again and the cool springs murmur; golden, the sounds waft down be still, be still, let us listen.

Lovely supplication, gentle longing, how sweetly it speaks to the heart! Through the night that enfolds me shines the light of the music.

3. Darthulas Grabgesang

"Daughter of Colla! thou art low!" said Cairbar's hundred bards. "Silence is at the blue streams of Seláma. Truthil's race has failed. 
When wilt thou rise in thy beauty, first of Erin's maids? Thy sleep is long in the tomb. The morning distant far. 
The sun shall not come to thy bed and say, “Awake, Darthula! Awake, thou first of women! the wind of spring is abroad.” 
The flowers shake their heads on the green hills. The woods wave their growing leaves. 
Retire, O sun! the daughter of Colla is asleep. She will not come forth in her beauty. She will not move in the steps of her loveliness."

III. Fünf Gesänge, Op. 104 (1886-88)
Nachtwache I

Gentle sounds of the soul, inspired by the breath of love, blow tremblingly forth, if you open an ear,

Open a loving heart; and if none opens to you, let the night wind carry you sighing back to me.

Nachtwache II

Are they resting? The horn of the watchman calls from the west, and from the east the horn calls a reply: they rest. Do you hear, apprehensive heart, the whispering voices of angels? Extinguish the lamp confidently, and cover yourself in peace.

Letztes Glűck

Leaf upon leaf floats lifelessly, quietly and sadly from the trees; its hopes never satisfied, the heart dwells in dreams of spring.

Yet a sunny glance still lingers in the late-blooming rose bush, like one last bit of happiness—a sweet hopelessness.

Verlorene Jugend

The mountains all bluster, the woods murmur all about my days of youth, where have you so soon gone?

Youth, precious youth, you have flown from me; o lovely youth, so heedless was my mind!

Sadly, I lost you, as when one takes a stone and flings it away into a stream.

Sometimes a stone can be reversed in its course and return from the deep flood—but I know that youth will never do the same thing.

Im Herbst

Somber is the autumn, and when the leaves fall, so does the heart sink into dreary woe. Silent is the meadow and to the south have flown silently all the songbirds, as if to the grave.

Pale is the day, and wan clouds veil the sun as they veil the heart. Night comes early: for all work comes to a halt

and existence itself rests in profound secrecy.

Man becomes kindly. He sees the sun sinking, he realizes that life is like the end of a year. His eye grows moist, yet in the midst of his tears shines streaming from the heart a blissful effusion.

Fürchte dich nicht, BWV 228




Johann Sebastian Bach (1685-1750)
Mark Wurzelbacher, harpsichord; Nathan Lin, cello

Do not fear, I am with you; do not recoil, for I am your God; I will strengthen you, and help you as well, I sustain you with the right hand of my righteousness.


(A/T/B)

Do not fear, for I have redeemed you; I have called you by your name, you are Mine.

Chorale (S)

Lord, my Shepherd, fount of all joy! You are mine, I am Yours, no one can part us. 

I am Yours, since Your life and Your blood, for my sake, You have given to death.

You are mine, since I seize You and do not, O my light, let you out of my heart!

Let me, let me arrive there, where You and I will lovingly embrace each other.

Do not fear, you are Mine.
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Tonight’s selections from the choral songs of Johannes Brahms span some thirty years of his career. Most are strophic, and while the songs drawing on folk-like poetry (op. 62 in particular) are relatively straightforward in their repetition schemes, elsewhere the recurring verses are varied in subtle ways. The two songs from op. 42 both create wonderful moods, and also show the young composer’s deftness at managing a six-part vocal texture. Both of these traits are fully realized in the Op. 104 collection, set to a series of unrelentingly nostalgic poems that call forth from the composer some of his most deeply-felt vocal writing.
The motets of J.S. Bach are thought mainly to have been intended as funerary music. The circumstances of his composition of Fürchte dich nicht are unknown, nor is it even certain whether the work was written in Leipzig or prior to his arrival there in 1723. No autograph of the score is extant; the work comes down to us via copies from the later 18th century. The earliest of these, prepared for the Prussian court at Berlin (probably at the behest of Bach’s son Carl Philipp Emanuel, who was court keyboardist from 1767 onward) includes doubling string parts, and in the vocal score there are a few occasions where an untexted bass line connects texted phrases, suggesting the presence of  basso continuo accompaniment. The motet is in two parts, with each section setting a separate verse from the book of Isaiah; the first part is for double chorus, and in the second part the two choirs come together in a three-voice fugue for the lower voices, with the sopranos presenting two verses of the chorale Warum sollt' ich mich denn grämen (note the “You are mine”/”you are Mine” mirroring  text parallels between bible verse and chorale text) as a cantus firmus. The motet’s initial phrase, with its signature syncopated rhythm, returns just prior to the fugue and again at the conclusion of the piece as a kind of refrain.
