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Night 
’Tis night; all silent, dreaming, 
The earth in slumber lies; 
While far above, high in the heavens gleaming, 
Slowly the stars arise. 
 
’Tis night; in mem’ry’s vision, 
From happy days of yore 
Come starry dreams of bliss departed 
Forevermore! 

 
       Words  Ernst Scherenberg (1839–1905) 

 
Sleep 
Come, Sleep, and with thy sweet deceiving 
Lock me in delight awhile; 
Let some pleasing dreams beguile 
All my fancies; that from thence 
I may feel an influence 
All my powers of care bereaving. 
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Though but a shadow, but a sliding, 
Let me know some little joy! 
We that suffer long annoy 
Are contented with a thought 
Through an idle fancy wrought: 
O let my joys have some abiding! 
 

Words  John Fletcher (1579–1625) 
     

 
Words  Lorenzo Da Ponte (1740–1838) 

 

 
Words  Ferdinand Feiligrath (1810–76) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dalla sua pace 
Dalla sua pace la mia dipende. 
Quel che a lei piace vita mi rende; 
Quel che le incresce morte mi dà. 
S’ella sospira, sospiro anch’io. 
È mia quell’ira; quel pianto è mio, 
E non ho bene s’ella non l’ha 

 
On her peace, mine depends. 
That which pleases her gives me life; 
That which displeases her gives me death. 
If she sighs, I sigh also. 
That anger is mine; that mourning is mine, 
And I am not well if she is not. 

O Lieb, so lang du lieben kannst 
O lieb, so lang du lieben kannst! 
O lieb, so lang du lieben magst! 
Die Stunde kommt, die Stunde kommt, 
Wo du an Gräbern stehst und klagst. 
 
Und sorge, daß dein Herze glüht 
Und Liebe hegt und Liebe trägt, 
So lang ihm noch ein ander Herz 
In Liebe warm entgegenschlägt. 
 
Und wer dir seine Brust erschließt, 
O tu ihm, was du kannst, zulieb! 
[Und mach ihm jede Stunde froh, 
Und mach ihm keine Stunde trüb. 
 
Und hüte deine Zunge wohl, 
Bald ist ein böses Wort gesagt! 
O Gott, es war nicht bös gemeint, - 
Der andre aber geht und klagt. 

 
O love, love as long as you can! 
O love, love as long as you will! 
The time will come, the time will come, 
When you will stand grieving at the grave. 
 
And let it be that your heart glows 
And nurtures and carries love, 
As long as another heart is still 
Warmly struck by love for you! 
 
And to he who spills his breast to you, 
O to him, do what you can, in Love! 
And make him happy for each moment, 
And never let him be sad for one! 
 
And guard your tongue tightly, 
In case any slight escapes your mouth! 
O God, it was not meant that way, - 
But the other recoils, hurt and sighing. 



 
Words  Paul Verlaine (1844–96) 

 
Orpheus with his Lute 
Orpheus with his lute made trees, 
And the mountain-tops that freeze, 
Bow themselves, when he did sing: 
 
To his music, plants and flowers 
Ever sprung; as sun and showers 
There had made a lasting spring. 
 
Everything that heard him play, 
Even the billows of the sea, 
Hung their heads, and then lay by. 
 
In sweet music is such art: 
Killing care and grief of heart 
Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 
 

Words  from Henry VIII, William Shakespeare (1564–1616) 
 
 

The Second Lute Song of the Earl of Essex 
Happy were he could finish forth his fate 
in some unhaunted desert, where obscure 
from all society, from love and hate 
of worldly folk; then might he sleep secure; 
then wake again, and give God ever praise, 
content with hips and haws and bramble-berry; 
in contemplation spending all his days, 
and change of holy thoughts to make him merry; 
where, when he dies, his tomb may be a bush, 
where harmless robin dwells with gentle thrush. 
Happy, happy were he, happy were he. 
 

Words  William Plomer (1903–73) 
 

 

Claire de Lune 
Votre âme est un paysage choisi 
Que vont charmant masques et bergamasques 
Jouant du luth et dansant et quasi 
Tristes sous leurs déguisements fantasques. 
 
Tout en chantant sur le mode mineur 
L’amour vainqueur et la vie opportune, 
Ils n’ont pas l’air de croire à leur bonheur 
Et leur chanson se mêle au clair de lune, 
 
Au calme clair de lune triste et beau, 
Qui fait rêver les oiseaux dans les arbres 
Et sangloter d’extase les jets d’eau, 
Les grands jets d’eau sveltes parmi les marbres. 

 
Your soul is a chosen landscape 
Bewitched by masquers and revellers, 
Playing the lute and dancing and almost 
Sad beneath their fanciful disguises. 
 
Singing as they go in a minor key 
Of conquering love and life’s favours, 
They do not seem to believe in their fortune 
And their song mingles with the light of the moon, 
 
The calm light of the moon, sad and fair, 
That sets the birds dreaming in the trees 
And the fountains sobbing in their rapture, 
Tall and svelte amid marble statues. 
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