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Programme and English Translations 
 
Richard Strauss: Ständchen 
Text: Adolf Friedrich von Schack 
 

Serenade 
English Translation © Richard Stokes 
 
Open up, open up! but softly, my child, 
So that no one’s roused from slumber! 
The brook hardly murmurs, the breeze hardly 
moves 
A leaf on the bushes and hedges; 
Gently, my love, so nothing shall stir, 
Gently with your hand as you lift the latch! 
With steps as light as the steps of elves, 
As they hop their way over flowers, 
Flit out into the moonlit night, 
Slip out to me in the garden! 
The flowers are fragrant in sleep 
By the rippling brook, only love is awake. 
Sit down! Dusk falls mysteriously here 
Beneath the linden trees. 
The nightingale above us 
Shall dream of our kisses 
And the rose, when it wakes at dawn, 
Shall glow from our night’s rapture. 
 
 
Ralph Vaughan Williams 
Silent Noon 
Text: Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
 
Your hands lie open in the long fresh grass, - 
The finger-points look through like rosy blooms: 
Your eyes smile peace. The pasture gleams and 
glooms 
'Neath billowing skies that scatter and amass. 
All round our nest, far as the eye can pass, 
Are golden kingcup fields with silver edge 
Where the cow-parsley skirts the hawthorn hedge. 
'Tis visible silence, still as the hour glass. 
Deep in the sunsearched growths the dragon-fly 
Hangs like a blue thread loosened from the sky: - 
So this winged hour is dropt to us from above. 
Oh! clasp we to our hearts, for deathless dower, 
This close-companioned inarticulate hour 
When twofold silence was the song of love. 
 

 
Danika Lorèn: Passing 
Text: Christina Rossetti 

Passing away the bliss, 
The anguish passing away: 
Thus it is 
Today. 
 
Clean past away the sorrow, 
The pleasure brought back to stay: 
Thus and this 
Tomorrow. 
 
The Half Moon 
Text: Christina Rossetti 

The half moon shows a face of plaintive sweetness 
  Ready and poised to wax or wane; 
A fire of pale desire in incompleteness, 
  Tending to pleasure or to pain:-- 
Lo, while we gaze she rolleth on in fleetness 
  To perfect loss or perfect gain. 
 
Half bitterness we know, we know half sweetness; 
  This world is all on wax, on wane: When shall 
completeness round time's incompleteness, 
  Fulfilling joy, fulfilling pain?-- 
Lo, while we ask, life rolleth on in fleetness 
  To finished loss or finished gain. 
 
John Cage 
The Wonderful Widow of Eighteen Springs 
Text: James Joyce 

night by silent sailing night, 
Isobel, 
wildwoods eyes and primarose hair, 
quietly, 
all the woods so wild 
in mauves of moss and daphne dews 
how all so still she lay 
'neath of the white thorn, 
child of tree 
like some lost happy leaf 
like blowing flower stilled 
as fain would she anon 
for soon again 'twill be, 
win me, woo me, wed me, 
ah! weary me 
deeply, 
now even calm lay sleeping 
night, 
Isobel, 
Sister Isobel, 
Saintette Isobel, 
Madame Isa Veuve La Belle. 


