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The Firm
The Firm's annual conc(trl r,r',t',rttts

are conceived, prograrrn('t I, t Ltrated and directed by

composers Ouentin Granl ,rrrrl Raymond Chapman Smith

The Firm was founded in 1'l'/1.,

This is our 141st concert.

presents

Kim Worley

YundiYuan

Hymnen an die Nacht Raymond Chapman Smith

Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen
Gustav tVahler

Schubert's musical brain is a wonder of improbability
even more so than the invertebrate's eye.

--- interval ---

Rir lr;rr< | I),rwl<irr,-

Winter Songs Ouentin Grant

An die Ferne Geliebte L van Beethoven

W,'1,,)tll ll ltll ltt',1 ,,1 lv'r,",,t,, tl l',r .'O.",, wll(ll() we are

lr',rlrttttr(l',rrtt,l',lt,,trtllr, tt 1', rl,,rr, ,,1,,11r1'trlllr('WSOngSffOm
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Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen

Gustav Mahler

Although Schubert founcl lhat being known primarily as a

composer of Lieder did not (-arry enough artlstic significance
to make him a "serious" c()rnposer on par with Beethoven,

over the course of the I9th r.entury public perception of both
the composer and the gerrre shifted. What had begun as

domestic music, meant to entertain or edify privately among
family or a circle of friencls, became emblematic of the
Romantic era's preoccupation with integrating multiple art
forms. The art song gainecl intellectual and spiritual gravitas

as it developed. Linking multiple poems together in a song

cycle allowed composers to trace complex emotional arcs;

Schubert himself composed several song cycles, most

famously Die schone lVlullerin (1823)and Winterreise (1827).

Also true to Romantic sensibilities, composers expanded the
accompaniment beyond the intimacy of a single piano, opting
for the diverse palate of tone color available from the ever-

increasing orchestra. Yet with its continued emphasis on the
realization of poetry, orchestral Liedertended to display the
contemplative spirit of its modest roots rather than the
extravagance of other genres combining voice and orchestra,

such as opera.

By llrc time Gustav [Vahlcr slarted his carer:r, Sr.[rul)(]rt was ir

lorr,; ,r<.1<nowledged early ttl,tslor o[;t rc.';1rcr lcrlt;otttc;tnrl.rtt
6[rvt,rrrs rnodel for tho y()ltr)( j()r ( ()tI)l)()r;('r"; t',rrly ;rllcttt;rt:;
al 1r,,, lr'r. [Vahler lrarl wtillltr :,cvtrt,rl ',l,rtrrl,tl,)r]('';oltr..;:; [or
v(rrr,,,rttrl1;iano, st,ttlit)lJ ,r',,tl.r'tr,rr;r'1, l)ttl ,ll(,tttt,lllrt: crtd of
ltllt l(wltcn hcw:ts itt ltir, trrt,l ,:)0,), lr,',rrll,r,',rl' lrrornpted him

tcr,rll,rrrllthisfirsts<>ttrl ,y, l,'ll,'lr,r, llrrirr)lrtcittfatuatedwith
s(rl)r,rrro Johanna Rir ltlr't wlrrl,' lr,' ( ()n(ltrr.ted at the opera
hprr,,,, irr Kassel, btrt llrll t,1, rl t.t r',1 rr1,,,ncled unhappily.

lVahler wrote the poetry for Lieder eines fahrenden
Gesellen ("Songs of a Wayfarer") himself, though he was
heavily influenced by the folk verses in the collection Des
Knaben Wunderhorn ("The Youth's Magic Horn," selections
from which he would later set for voice and orchestra). His

poems are almost certainly autobiographical; [Vlahler casts the
protagonist/himself as "a travelling journeyman who has met
with adversity, setting out into the world and wandering on in
solitude."

He originally penned six poems but trimmed the cycle down
to four, which he composed for voice and piano. (They are
performed by either male or female singers.) Sometime
around 1890 Mahler decided to orchestrate the
accompaniment, bringing his symphonic sensibilities bacl< to
his first song cycle.
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Wenn mein Schatz Hochzeit macht

When my love has her weclrlirrll day,

Her joyous wedding day,

I have my day of mourning!
I go into my little room,
Vly dark little rooml
I weep, weep! For my love,

N/ly dearest love!

Blue little flower! Blue little flower!

Do not wither, do not withcr!
Sweet little bird! Sweet littlc bird!
Singing on the green heathl
'Ah, how fair the world is!

Jug-jug ! Jug-jug !'

Do not singl Do not bloom!
For spring is over!
All singing now is done!
At night, when I go to rest,

I think of my sorrow!
lVly sorrow!

Ging heut'Morgen iiber's Feld

I walked across the fields this morning,
Dew still hung on the grass,

The merry finch said to me:
'You there, h.y -
Good morning! Hey, you therel
lsn't it a lovely world?
Tweet! Tweet! Bright and sweet!
O how I love the world!'

And the harebell at the field's cclrlc,

lVlerrily and in good spirits,

Ding-ding with its tiny b,ell

Rang out ils rtrotnirrg greeting
'lsn't it a lovely world?
Ding-dingl Bear-rLr[ul thing!
O how I love ther worlcl!'

And then in the gleaming sun

The world at once began to sparkle;
All things gained in tone and colour!
ln the sunshine!
Flower and bird, great and small.
'Good day! Good day!

lsn't it a lovely world?
Hey, you there?! A lovely world!'

Will my happiness now begin?

Nol No! The happiness I mean

Can never bloom for mel

lch hab'ein gliihend Messer

l've a gleamirrg l<rri[e,

A knife in my [rre;rst,

Alasl Alas!

It cuts so dce-'Jr

lnto every joy ancJ every bliss,

So deep, so cleep!

It cuts so sharp and deep!

Ah, what a cruel guest it is!

Never at peace,

Never at rest!

Neither by day
Nor by night, when l'd sleep!
Al;rs! Alas! Alas!



When I look into the sky,

I see two blue eyes!

Alas! Alas!

When I walk in the yellow ficlrl,
I see from afar her golden h.rir

Blowing in the wind! Alas! Al;rs!

When I wake with a jolt from rny dream
And hear her silvery laugh,
Alas! Alas!

I wish I were lying on the b,lac-k bier,
And might never open my eyes again!

Die zwei blauen Augen von meinem Schatz

The two blue eyes of my lovr:

Have sent me into the wide world.
I had to bid farewell
To the place I loved most!
O blue eyes, why did you lool< on me?

Grief and sorrow shall now be rnine forever!

I set out In the still night,
Across the dark heath.
No one bade me farewell, farewell!
lVy companions were love and sorrow!

A lime tree stood by the roadside,
Where I first found peace in sleep!

Under the lime tree
Which snowed its blossom on me,

I was not aware of how life hurts,

And all, all was well once more!
All!Allr
Love and sorrow, and world and dream!

Hymnen an die Nacht Raymonrl ( lt,tl)nt,t r .Snrith

Nova/is

Novalis was the nom de plume of Fric<lrrr lr l'lrilip, Ireiherr
von Hardenberg (1772 1801). Sinc.c llrcir ptrlrlication in

1800 his Hymns to the Night have b,eett tt'r,<;rtisecl as the
central masterpiece of the first plt,r,,r oI Gcrman

Romanticism.
The intention to setthis poem came irtto ttry ltr',triwlterr, on

a wintryViennese day in 2004my estet-'rnt'rl,,,llt:,trlttr: Herr

DoktorGrantand lvisited the house in wlrir lr1,r lrrtlrcrtrliecl
at Kettenbruckengasse 6. Schubert slrr:nl tlrc l,tr;l thrc'e

months of his life in his brother's moclesl ,tlr,ttltncnl wlrit.lr is

maintained as a marvel of memori;rl rr::;lt,tittl. ltr tIrt-'se

simple, unadorned rooms Schubert cornplclc< l, ,ttrtottr;st

many other works, his last three piartto sortitl,r.,ttttl lltrr

sublime String Ouintet in C major. Tltt) (]xl)(:ti.rrr t'oI tlris

place was deeply moving and its poitltr,rl)( y w,l:, ,rtrly
heightened when we realised that, qtritc l)y .r( ( irlottl, wc

were there on November '19 - the day oI St lrtrlrcrl''; t lc,rtlr.

Schubert was familiar with Novalis's Hyrtttts ltc lt,it I :;rl lottt

of them in 1B'19 but, somewhat surprisirrgly, n()l lltc ottc I

have chosen which has long been the mosl t clclrt,tlctl ;tnrl

anthologised of the sequence.
I have divlded the text into three
sr:ctions and have attempted to
set the music in a manner that
owes much to Schubert's'Hymn'
style.
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Hymns to the Night
t.

I quest over there,
And each pain
Will someday be a stittrl

Of delight.
ln a few moments
I shall be free,
And lie drunk
ln Love's lap.

il.

Endless living
Wells up strongly in mc,

I look
Down here after you.

At that mound
Your splendour pales

A shade brings
The cooling wreath.

ilt.

O! Breathe me, Beloved,

Ravish me,

So I can pass on to sleep
And to love.

I feel death's
Rejuvenating tide
Transform my blood
To balm and ether
I live by day
Full of faith and coura(JC

And perish by night
ln holy fire.

Trakl Songs (2003)
( )r rltrlttt ( rt, tl)l

Three songs on poems of Georg Trakl, lt,rtr';l,rl.tl lry
Christopher IViddleton (considerably irt l,rplorl Iry llrc:

composer)

A contemp orary of Berg and Webertl tltc ii.rlzlrttrt; born

poet Georg Trakl (1887 - 1914) prodttr.ctl lri'; rrr,rlttrc worl<

- just over a hundred poems and prosc w<,t ll, l.'clwt:r:rl

1912 and 1914. A drug addict, his tragit vir,iott oI li[o w:ts

only made darl<er by the horrors he will)()1,:,('( I .r:, ,r rrrt:tlical

officer in the First world war; horrors [tC ():;r ,rPCr I wlrr:n he

overdosed.
The tone of his work is expressionist atttl tlr,rtt,llt ,t tttoorl of

pessimism generally dominates the sttrf ,lt c , t r lccp, lyr it ,tl

spiritual order is always affirmed.
The great poet Rill<e wrote of Trakl:" ln lrir; wotl<. [,rllirrtl is

the pretext for the most continuous asr-tlrt:;iott."

Winter Walk in A-Minor

Red spheres often emerge from branches,

Snowed under softly and black by a long sttowlirll. I ltt: pricst

escorts the dead person.

The nights are fulfilled by celebrations oI rrtttsl<s. [[tt:tr

tousled crows glide over the village;

ln books fairy tales are written miraculoLrsly.

At the window an old man's hair flutters.

Demons go through the old, ill soul.

The well freezes in the courtyard. Decayed stairs fall ln the

darkness and a wind blows

Through old shafts which are buried.

The palate tastes the frost's strong spices-



ln Winter

The acre shines white and r:olrl.
The sky is lonely and immensc. Jackdaws circle over the
pond
And hunters climb down frorn Lhe forest. A silence dwells in
b,lack treetops. Firelight flits Irom the huts.

Sometimes a sleigh rings far away

And slowly the gray moon rises.

A deer bleeds to death softly at the field s edge And ravens
splash in bloody gutters.
The reeds tremble yellow and upraised.
Frost, smoke, a step in the empty grove.

Silence

Over the forests the moon
Gleams pale, makes us drear-n, The willow by the dark pond
Weeps soundlessly in the night.
A heart extinguishes - and placidly The fogs flood and rise -

Silence, silence!

An Die Ferne Geliebte To the distant br l<tv,,,l

Ludwig van Beethovcrr Alrril I tJl6
Poems by Alois Jcillcl, ",
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Title page of the first edition of Arr clic lcr rrr: Cclie,'bte

Beethoven finished the song cycle 'To tlrc <li:,t;rnt [rr:loved"
op.98, in April i816. A hard year lay [rr:[rirrr] hirr. Around
1814/15 the composer was at the peal< of lris pruk;lic success,

celebrated by the leaders of the Europe.an (-ourts during the
Vienna Congress. 1815, however, turnecl into a bad year.

Beethoven fell into a deep depression, both in a psychic and

artistic way. His health was in a poor state and his hearing
deteriorated. On January 25th,1815, he gave the last concert
where he played the piano. His bad hearing made any further
performances together with other musicians and even solo
performances impossible. The awareness of not being able to
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Georg Trakl having a moody moment
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partake in public music li[c lccl to a depression which he
expressed in a letter to lrir, friend Brauchle written in
September 1 B1 5: "Annoyerl,rrrrl rnore sensitivethan all others
and burdened with my bacl lr,r,rring, I find human contact very
painful.'. Furthermore ancl t lcspite his success, Beethoven's
financial situation worsenerl rlue to worries about his dying
brother whose family the cornposer supported since his
brother had become unemployed.
Around 1815/16 he manac;<:<1 to overcome his creative and
psychic crisis and his will to live returned. Cello sonatas op.
102, piano sonata op 10'l .rrrrl the song cycle op.98. A new
era of his life and work beg.rrr. Does the title "To the distant
beloved" mirror Beethoven s [r:elings? ln 1812 the composer
wrote the famous letter to thc so-called lmmortal Beloved. ln
September 1816 he aclrrrirted to his friend Cajetan
Giannatasio del Rio an internse five year long love. ln this
regard, the song cycle also rnarl<s a period: Overcoming an
old dream, a fervid hope.

1. Auf dem Hiigel sitz ich sp6hend

On the hill I sit, gazing
lnto the blue, hazy land,
Toward the far away pastures
Where I you, beloved, found.

Far am l, from you, parted,
Separating us are hill and valley
Between us and our peace,
Our happiness and our sorrow.

Ahl The look can you not see,
That to you so ardently rushes,
And the sighs, they blow away
ln the space that separates us.

Will then nothing more be able to rear lr y( )r,
Nothing be messenger of love?
I will sing, sing songs,
That to you speak of my painl

For before the sound of love escapes
every space and every time,
And a loving heart reaches,
What a loving heart has consecrated!

2. Wo die Berge so blau

Where the mountains so blue
Out of the foggy gray
Look down,
Where the sun dies,
Where the cloud encircles,
I wish I were there!

There is the restful valley
Stilled are suffering ancJ sorrow
Where in the rock
Ouietly the primrose meditates,
Blows so lightly the wind,
I wish I were therel

There to the thoughtful wood
The power of love pushes me,
lnward sorrow,



Ah! This moves me not frorrr lr,rrc,
Could l, dear, by you
Eternally bel

3. Leichte Segler in den Htihen

Light veils in the heights,
And you, little brook, small .rrrtl narrow,
Should my love spot you,
Greet her, from me, many tIroLrsand times

See you, clouds, her go therr,
Meditating in the quiet vallt:y,
Let my image stand before lrcr

ln the airy heavenly hall.

lf she near the bushes stancls,

Now that autumn is faded arrti leafless,
Lament to her, what has hapl,cned to me,
Lament to her, little birds, rny sufferingl

Ouiet west, bring in the wincl
To my heart's chosen one
IVly sighs, that pass

As the last ray of the sun.

Whisperto her of my love's ir-nploring,
Let her, little brook, small and narrow,
Truly, in your waves see

lVy tears without number!

Josephine von Brunswik Most likely
candidate for the "lmmorlal Beloved"
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4. Diese Wolken in den Htihen

These clouds in the heights,
These birds gaily passirrg,
Will see you, my beloved.
Take me with you on your Iight flightl

These west winds will play
Joking with you about your cheek and breast,
ln the silky curls will dig.
I share with you this pleasure!

There to you from this hill
Busily, the little brook hurries,
lf your image is reflected in it,
Flow back without delay!



5. Es kehret der Maien, es bliihet die Au

May returns, the meadow Irlt,orrrs,

The breezes they blow so soltly, so mildly,
Chattering, the brooks now run.

The swallow, that returns to lrrr hospitable roof,
She builds, so busily, her brirl,rl chamber,
Love must dwell there.

She brings, so busily, from .rll r lirections,
IVany soft pieces for the brir l.rl [red,

Many warm pieces for the lilllo ones.

Now live the couple togetlrcr .;o faithfully,
What winter has separated is trrrited by IVay,

What loves, that he knows lrow to unite.

lVlay returns, the meadow bloorns,
The breezes they blow so sof tly, so mildly,
Only I cannot go away from lrc're.

When all that loves, the sprirrg unites,

Only to our love no spring (rl)l)ears,

And tears are our only consolation.

6. Nimm sie hin denn, diese Lieder

Take, then, these songs,

That I to you, beloved, sang,

Sing them again in the evenings
To the sweet sounds of the lute!

When the red twilight then moves

toward the calm, blue lal<e,

And the last ray dies
behind that hilltop;

And you sing, what I have sung,
What l, from my full heart,
Artlessly have sounded,
Only aware of its longings.

For before these songs yields,
What separates us so far,

And a loving heart reaches

For what a loving heart has consecratecl

An A.l. LvB
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Please join our errrail list to be infonned of all
Firm events and conccrts: send an email with

'subscribe'to:

infb(() l'i r rrr r n Lrsic.com.aur

Ncxt concert:

Songs and ducts:

llnrma Horwoorl

Katc McFarlanc

.lamie Cock

N. ll. Two performanccs:

Monday, Octobor 27

Tuesday, October 2tl

www.firmmusic.com.au

www. fac e b o o k. c o m/F irmN ew M us ic
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