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Evan Korbut, baritone 
DMA Recital 1 
 
Patrick Power, guitar 
 
Dr. Trevor Chartrand, piano 
 
This recital is in partial fulfilment of the Doctor of Musical Arts in Performance. 
Evan Korbut is a student of Professor Lorna MacDonald.  
 
Tuesday, May 19, 2026 at 7:30 pm | Walter Hall, 80 Queen’s Park 
 
PROGRAM 

Shadows (1997) 
John Rutter (b. 1945) 

 
I. Shadows (Samuel Daniel) 
II. Gather ye Rosebuds (Robert Herrick) 
III. Sonnet (Samuel Daniel) 
IV. The Epicure (Thomas Jordan) 
V. Sic Vita (Henry King) 
VI. O Death, Rock Me Asleep (16th century, attrib. Anne Boleyn) 
VII. In a Goodly Night (Unknown, 16th century) 
VIII. Close Thine Eyes (Francis Quarles) 

Dover Beach, Op. 3 (1931) 
Samuel Barber (1910-1981) 

poetry by Matthew Arnold 
 

INTERMISSION 
 

 
 
We wish to acknowledge this land on which the University of Toronto operates. For thousands of 
years it has been the traditional land of the Huron-Wendat, the Seneca, and the Mississaugas of the 
Credit. Today, this meeting place is still the home to many Indigenous people from across Turtle 
Island and we are grateful to have the opportunity to work on this land. 
As part of the Faculty’s commitment to improving Indigenous inclusion, we call upon all members of 
our community to start/continue their personal journeys towards understanding and acknowledging 
Indigenous peoples’ histories, truths and cultures. Visit indigenous.utoronto.ca to learn more.
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Goethe-Lieder (1889) 
Hugo Wolf (1860-1903) 

poetry by Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 
No. 49, Prometheus 
No. 50, Ganymed 
No. 51, Grenzen der Menschheit 

Banalités, FP 107 (1940) 
Francis Poulenc (1899-1963) 

poetry by Guillaume Apollinaire 
I. Chanson d’Orkenise 
II. Hôtel 
III. Fagnes de Wallonie 
IV. Voyage à Paris 
V. Sanglots 

Death in Prague, pt. 2 (from Indians on Vacation, 2026)*** 
Ian Cusson (b. 1981) 

libretto by Royce Vavrek 
*Fulfills the Canadian Repertoire Requirement 
**Fulfills the BIPOC/Underrepresented Composers Repertoire Requirement 
 
BIOGRAPHIES 
 
Toronto-based Anishinaabe baritone Evan Korbut has garnered praise for his 
“complete” command of the stage, and “beautiful” lyric baritone (OperaRamblings). In 
2023, Evan appeared in the title role of Weisensel’s Li Keur - Riel’s Heart of the North, 
for its world premiere,with Manitoba Opera. The artists of Li Keur were awarded Opera 
Canada’s Nada Ristich Change Maker Award for their contributions to Canada’s 
operatic canon. He looks forward to making his Canadian Opera Company mainstage 
debut next season in world premiere of Ian Cusson and Cherie Dimaline’s The Empire 
of Wild. 
 
Recently, in Brian Current’s chamber opera Missing, Evan appeared as Angus with 
Anchorage Opera, and in concert at Koerner Hall as a part of Toronto Summer Music 
Festival. As a part of The Artists of the Opera Missing (ATOM), Evan was nominated for 
a 2025 Juno Award for Classical Album of the Year – Small Ensemble, for the studio 
release of Missing with Continuum Ensemble. He looks forward to reprising the work in 
the upcoming season. 
 
Korbut’s past seasons have included Handel’s Messiah with the Regina Symphony, and 
appearing in recital with Women’s Musical Club of Toronto alongside mezzo-soprano 
Marion Newman. He made several returns to Toronto’s VoiceBox: Opera in Concert for 
Meyerbeer’s Robert le Diable (Bertram), Cilea’s Adriana Levouvreur (Michonnet), 
Schubert’s Fierabras, and Thomson’s The Mother of Us All (Virgil). 
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Additional operatic repertoire includes Eisenstein in Die Fledermaus, Danilo in The 
Merry Widow, Guglielmo in Così fan Tutte, Marcello in La Bohème, Tarquinius/Junius in 
The Rape of Lucretia, Dandini in La Cenerentola, Figaro/Count Almaviva in Le Nozze di 
Figaro, Taddeo in L’Italiana in Algeri, Publio in La Clemenza di Tito, and Moses in The 
Rise and Fall of the City of Mahagonny. 
 
Evan is currently pursuing his Doctorate of Musical Arts at the University of Toronto, 
with a focus on the creation and interpretation of Indigenous opera. His research draws 
from his extensive experience workshopping and performing Indigenous opera across 
North America, including Davies’ The Ecstasy of Rita Joe (Jamie Paul, VoiceBox: Opera 
in Concert), Goulet’s The Flight of the Hummingbird (Owl, Pacific Opera Victoria), 
Edmonton Opera’s Wild Rose Project, and the Dora Award-winning Burry’s 
Shanawdithit (Simms/Spirit Chorus), in a joint production between Tapestry Opera and 
Opera on the Avalon. 
 
Dr. Trevor Chartrand is a Toronto-based collaborative pianist and coach whose work 
spans Canada, the United States, and Europe. He partners closely with university 
students and emerging artists, shaping performances with clarity, confidence, and deep 
musical insight. Trevor’s dynamic career includes collaborations with the Canadian 
Opera Company, the Glenn Gould School of the Royal Conservatory of Music, Opera5, 
Western University, and the University of Michigan, as well as international music 
direction in France. Known for his elegant musicianship and thoughtful approach, he 
moves seamlessly between the studio, rehearsal room, and stage. He holds a Doctor of 
Musical Arts from the University of Michigan and maintains a vibrant and active career 
as a performer, teacher, and coach dedicated to nurturing the next generation of artists. 
 
PROGRAM NOTES 
 
Shadows, John Rutter (b. 1945) 
 
Sir John Rutter’s reputation as a renowned composer of vocal work is well-founded. The 
lion’s share of his work is firmly centred in the choral sphere, with a significant niche as 
a composer of Christmas carols, such as Angel’s Carol and Brother Heinrich’s 
Christmas. Despite being mostly recognized for his choral compositions, his cycle 
Shadows, set to English poetry from the 15th and 16th centuries and featuring simple 
instrumentation for guitar and voice, is evocative of the strains of lute heard in taverns 
and court in that age. At times Purcellian in style; from the ribald to the delicate, the 
guitar’s strings form a gossamer thread in which to enthrall the listener.  
 
The titular “Shadows” entices the listener to suspend their disbelief, and indulge in the 
pleasures that inchoate forms, reformed to our desires, may yield in the theatre of our 
minds. “Gather ye Rosebuds,” a lively admonishment not to tarry when life’s treasures 
are within our grasp, cautions us to live in the moment, and thus avoid lifelong regret. 
“Sonnet” is evocative of a slugabed with pretensions, one who does not want to rise, 
hiding in the shadows of sleep with grandiose imagery invoking Sleep as Death’s 
brother, and Night’s son. The epicure is an ale-soaked tavern shanty, exhorting the 
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listener to pursue life’s baser needs with belligerent joie de vivre. “Sic Vita” (Thus is life) 
is a contemplative and philosophical reflection on the impermanence of humanity, 
brilliant yet brief: “Like to the falling of a star…the star is shot; The flight is past: and 
man forgot.” “O Death, Rock Me Asleep” is a solemn and sonorous requiem in which 
the singer knows death is nigh and calls upon a passing bell to ring out the news. “In a 
Goodly Night” portrays a vision in which the singer is visited by a beautiful and radiant 
being in his dreams…but when he awakes, she is gone. Finally, the cycle concludes 
with “Close Thine Eyes,” a peaceful benediction on the concept of restful sleep. 
______________________________________________________________________ 
 
Goethe-Lieder 49-51, Hugo Wolf (1860-1903) 
 
Wolf’s Goethe-Lieder was completed in 1889, having been finally completed after more 
than a decade of writing during a period of great productivity including other well-known 
works such as Mörike-Lieder and Eichendorff-Lieder. Bearing the hallmarks of his own 
personal style, Goethe-Lieder was a natural progression of his predecessor Schubert’s 
work, taking the sentimentality of chromaticism to new torturous extremes in pursuit of 
emotional authenticity, and not sparing the delicate sensibilities of the listener. Goethe, 
for his part, was tremendously successful in his time, as a poet, scientist, and 
philosopher, and as German nationalism began to crystallize into something resembling 
a unified narrative, after his passing Goethe stepped into myth himself (despite his 
skepticism of nationalism in his own lifetime), and many composers were eager to set 
his text to music, including Schubert, Schumann and Wolf.  
 
“Prometheus” is a song about the selfsame mythical figure: a titan in ancient Greek 
myth who stole the gift of fire from the gods and gave it to humans. As punishment, he 
is bound for eternity to have his liver devoured by ravens each day. In this piece, he 
rages against Zeus for hoarding the gift of flame from humans. “Ganymed,” likewise is 
also about the Grecian mythical figure of the same name, Ganymede. In stark contrast 
to Prometheus, it is an ethereal love poem to Zeus, with whom Ganymede sought 
union. Replacing Hebe as Zeus’s cupbearer, a position of profound trust, he proclaims 
devotion for his new beloved master. Rounding out the mythical trio is “Grenzen der 
Menschheit” (the limitations of mankind), a sober reflection of the ephemeral nature of 
human life, and how unlike the gods who stand eternal, humans are forever doomed to 
sink to the depths of time’s inexorable tide.  
______________________________________________________________________ 
 
Dover Beach, Op 3., Samuel Barber (1910-1981) 
 
Samuel Barber was an American composer whose body of work encompasses many 
different forms, including opera, song, choral work, and orchestral compositions. 
Astonishingly, he wrote Dover Beach at the precocious age of 21. A budding baritone 
with talent in his own right, he performed this piece himself on NBC radio in 1935.  
 
It is obvious upon hearing the work that he composed it with a singer’s needs in mind, 
with long, flowing lines, robust text painting and places where a young Barber could 
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show off his high notes to great effect. It is transportive, evocative of waves lapping 
against the shore and cold mist on the horizon. In a change from the initial orchestration 
for baritone and string quartet, Dover Beach’s piano reduction allows more closeness 
between singer and instrument, providing an even more intimate sound.  
 
The poetry by Matthew Arnold is uncompromising, painting a stark image on a pitiless 
beach before Dover’s indifferent cliffs, where there is “really neither joy, nor love, nor 
light, nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain,” a despairing encapsulation of the 
human condition writ large.   
______________________________________________________________________ 
 
Banalités, FP 107, Francis Poulenc (1899-1963) 
 
Francis Poulenc’s style of exacting and explicitly codified compositional demands in the 
music is charmingly often at odds with the subject matter of Banalités. Poulenc himself 
had not received the benefit of conservatory education, yet developed a style uniquely 
his own, tonal to a “fault,” even as sentiment shifted against tonality in the early and 
mid-20th century. At once freewheeling and paradoxically exacting, his measured 
irreverence meshed well with the poetry of Guillaume Apollinaire. Apollinaire’s 
reputation as a progenitor of the surrealist artistic movement is plainly evident in the 
text; the absurd and frequently banal narratives stymie interpretation and resist any one 
definitive understanding.  
 
Drawing on folk music traditions, “Chanson d’Orkenise” illustrates the plight of the city of 
Orkenise, a beggar looking to enter, bringing only his heart and hoping to find love, and 
a cart-driver leaving the city at the same time, thoroughly dejected with nothing left to 
his name but his own broken heart. The guards patrol the gate, unmoved by either 
man’s plight. In “Hôtel,” the singer enjoys a lazy morning, wishing to do nothing more 
than smoke. Poulenc’s characteristic specificity comes to the fore; with “laziness” 
marked in the score and portamenti explicitly notated; even laziness under Poulenc is 
strictly measured. “Fagnes de Wallonie” describes a difficult journey through the 
Walloon Fens, a boggy region in Belgium’s Liège Province. Despite the arduous journey 
causing the singer fatigue and pain, they marvel at nature’s splendour, turning 
philosophical as their gaze turns to the north, where life is winding and windblown. 
“Voyage à Paris,” in contrast, is a lighthearted ode to the City of Light, where the singer 
remarks on the beauty of Paris and its many charms. Finally, “Sanglots,” a plaintive 
reflection on love, humanity, and the inevitability and necessity of suffering for a 
complete human experience rounds out the cycle.  
______________________________________________________________________ 
 
Death in Prague, pt. 2 (from Indians on Vacation, 2026), Ian Cusson (b. 1981) 
______________________________________________________________________ 
 
Ian Cusson, a Métis composer from the Georgian Bay Métis community, has seen 
resounding success as a composer of opera, art song and more. His recent operatic 
compositions include Of the Sea, Indians on Vacation and Empire of Wild. This excerpt 
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is from his yet-unreleased Indians on Vacation, based on the novel of the same name 
by Thomas King, with libretto by Royce Vavrek, a prosaic story of an Indigenous 
couple’s trip to Prague. 
 
Indians on Vacation was first slated to premiere in February of 2026 in Edmonton, but in 
light of an op-ed written in The Globe and Mail by Thomas King himself, cancellations of 
the work soon followed, and the opera was shelved citing concerns about harm done to 
the Cherokee community from which King claimed ancestry. Despite this setback, the 
artists of Indians on Vacation unanimously decided to move forward with a reimagining 
of the piece, with a goal of reclamation and reconciliation in mind. In May of 2026, they 
presented a concert version of the piece that featured artist impact statements and 
excerpts from Cusson’s composition, determined not to let one man’s revelations 
silence an entire community nor deprive other communities of onstage representation. 
 
In Indians on Vacation, the protagonist Blackbird Mavrias (or “Bird” as he frequently 
refers to himself), of Cherokee and Greek ancestry, is battling a cancer diagnosis as 
well as his own demons as he and his wife Mimi travel to Prague. A prosaic and 
lighthearted journey punctuated by Bird’s enduring dourness and struggle within, it is a 
vital piece about Indigenous resilience. “In Death in Prague, Part 2,” Bird struggles with 
suicidal ideation as he contemplates his quality of life in the face of his health problems. 
He fantasizes about what his suicide note should contain, and wonders if dying in 
Prague would be a good way to die. In Part 1, he worries about “wasting away in a 
Toronto hospital,” and despite being in Prague, Bird decides (after looking out the 
balcony at the illuminated city streets) “not tonight.” 
 
TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS 

Shadows 

Are they shadows that we see? 
And can shadows pleasure give? 
Pleasures only shadows be 
Cast by bodies we conceive 
And are made the things we deem 
In those figures which they seem. 

But these pleasures vanish fast 
Which by shadows are expressed; 
Pleasures are not, if they last; 
In their passing is their best. 
Glory is most bright and gay 
In a flash, and so away. 

Feed apace then, greedy eyes, 
On the wonder you behold; 
Take it sudden as it flies, 
Though you take it not to hold. 
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When your eyes have done their part, 
Thought must length it in the heart. 

Shadows, shadows, shadows, shadows. 

Gather ye Rosebuds 

Gather ye Rose-buds while ye may, 
Old Time is still a-flying: 
And this same flower that smiles to day, 
To morrow will be dying. 

The glorious Lamp of Heaven, the Sun, 
The higher he's a getting; 
The sooner will his Race be run, 
And nearer he's to Setting. 

That Age is best, which is the first, 
When Youth and Blood are warmer; 
But being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times, still succeed the former. 

Then be not coy, but use your time; 
And while ye may, go marry: 
For having lost but once your prime, 
You may forever tarry. 

Sonnet 

Care-charmer Sleep, son of the sable Night, 
Brother to Death, in silent darkness born: 
Relieve my languish, and restore the light, 
With dark forgetting of my cares, return; 

And let the day be time enough to mourn 
The shipwreck of my ill-adventur'd youth: 
Let waking eyes suffice to wail their scorn, 
Without the torment of the night's untruth. 

Cease, cease, cease dreams, the imagery of day-desires, 
To model forth the passions of the morrow; 
Never let rising sun approve you liars, 
To add more grief to aggravate my sorrow. 

 
Still let me sleep, embracing clouds in vain; 
And never, and never, and never wake  
Never wake to feel the day's disdain. 
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The Epicure 

Let us drink and be merry, dance, joke, and rejoice, 
With claret and sherry, theorbo and voice! 
The changeable world to our joy is unjust, 
All treasure's uncertain,Then down with your dust! 
In frolics dispose your pounds, shillings, and pence, 
For we shall be nothing a hundred years hence. 

We'll kiss and be free with Nan, Betty, and Philly, 
Have oysters and lobsters and maids by the belly: 
Fish-dinners will make a lass spring like a flea, 
Dame Venus, (Love's Goddess), Was born of the sea: 
With her and with Bacchus we'll tickle the sense, 
For we shall be past it a hundred years hence. 

Your most beautiful bit who hath all eyes upon her, 
That her honesty sells for a hogo of honour; 
Whose lightness and brightness doth shine in such splendour 
That none but the stars Are thought fit to attend her, 
Though now she be pleasant and sweet to the sense, 
Will be damnably mouldy a hundred years hence. 

Then why should we turmoil in cares and in fears, 
Turn all our tranquill'ty to sighs and to tears? 
Let's eat, drink, and play till the worms do corrupt us, 
'Tis certain that Post mortem Nulla voluptas. 
Let’s deal with our damsels that we may from thence, 
Have broods to succeed us a hundred years hence! 

Sic Vita 

Like to the falling of a star, 
Or as the flights of eagles are, 
Or like the fresh spring's gaudy hue, 
Or silver drops of morning dew, 
Or like a wind that chafes the flood, 
Or bubbles which on water stood: 
Even such is man, whose borrowed light 
Is straight called in, and paid to night. 
The wind blows out, the bubble dies; 
The spring entombed in autumn lies; 
The dew dries up, the star is shot; 
The flight is past, and man forgot. 

O Death, Rock Me Asleep 
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O death! rock me asleep, 
Bring me to quiet rest; 
Let pass my weary guiltless ghost 
Out of my careful breast. 

Toll on thou passing bell, 
Ring out my doleful knell, 
Thy sound abroad my death will tell, 
For I must die; 
There is no remedy. 

Farewell my pleasures past, 
Welcome my present pain! 
I feel my torment so increase 
That life cannot remain. 

Toll on, thou passing bell, 
Ring out my doleful knell, 
Thy sound abroad my death will tell, 
For I must die; 
There is no remedy. 

Cease now, thou passing bell; 
Ring out my doleful knoll, 
For thou my death dost tell, 
Lord, pity thou my soul! 
Death doth draw nigh, 
Sound dolefully, for now I die, 
I die, I die. 

In a Goodly Night 

In a goodly night, as in my bed I lay, 
Pleasantly sleeping, this dream I had: 
To me there came a creature, brighter than the day, 
Which comforted my spirits which were afore full sad. 
To behold her person, God knows my heart was glad, 
For her sweet visage, like Venus gold it shone. 
To speak to her I was right sore afraid, 
But, when I waked, there was I alone. 

Then when she saw that I lay so still, 
Full softly she drew unto my beddes side; 
She bade me show her what was my will, 
And my request it should not be denied. 
With that she kissed me, but 
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(and I should have been dead!) 
I could not speak, my spirits were so far gone. 
For very shame my face away I turned, 
But, when I awoke, there was but I alone. 

I prayed her hartly that she would come to bed. 
She said she was content to do me pleasure. 
I knew not whether I was alive or dead, 
So glad I was to have that goodly treasure. 
I kiss’d her, I bass’d her out of all measure. 
The more I kiss’d her, the more her beauty shone. 
To serve her, to please her, that time I did endeavour, 
But when I awoke, there was but I alone. 

Such goodly sports all night endured I 
Until the morrow, that day came to spring. 
So glad I was of my dream, verily, 
That in my sleep loud I began to sing. 
And when I awoke, by Heaven King, 
I went after her, and she was gone; 
I had nothing but my pillow in my arms lying, 
For when I awoke, there was but I alone. 

Close Thine Eyes 

Close thine eyes and sleep secure, 
Thy soul is safe, thy body sure; 
He that guards thee, he that keeps, 
Never slumbers, never sleeps. 
A quiet conscience, in a quiet breast, 
Has only peace, has only rest: 
The music and the mirth of kings 
Are out of tune, unless she sings. 
Then close thine eyes in peace, and rest secure, 
No sleep so sweet as thine, no rest so sure. 

Dover Beach 

The sea is calm tonight. 
The tide is full, the moon lies fair 
Upon the straits; on the French coast the light 
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand, 
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay. 

Come to the window, sweet is the night-air! 
Only, from the long line of spray 
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Where the sea meets the moon-blanched land, 
Listen! you hear the grating roar 
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling, 
At their return, up the high strand, 
Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 
The eternal note of sadness in. 

Sophocles long ago 
Heard it on the Ægean, and it brought 
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 
Of human misery; we 
Find also in the sound a thought, 
Hearing it by this distant northern sea. 
The Sea of Faith 
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled. 

But now I only hear 
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 
Retreating, to the breath 
Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear 
And naked shingles of the world. 

Ah, love, let us be true 
To one another! for the world, which seems 
To lie before us like a land of dreams, 
So various, so beautiful, so new, 
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, 
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 

And we are here as on a darkling plain 
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight, 
Where ignorant armies clash by night. 
 
Goethe-Lieder 

Prometheus 

Bedecke deinen Himmel, Zeus, 
Mit Wolkendunst 
Und übe, dem Knaben gleich, 
Der Disteln köpft, 
An Eichen dich und Bergeshöhn; 
Mußt mir meine Erde 
Doch lassen stehn, 
Und meine Hütte, die du nicht gebaut, 

Cover your heaven, Zeus, 
With cloudy vapours, 
And test your strength, like a boy 
Beheading thistles, 
On oaks and mountain peaks; 
Yet you must leave 
My earth alone, 
And my hut you did not build, 
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Und meines Herd, 
Um dessen Glut 
Du mich beneidest. 
 
Ich kenne nichts Ärmeres 
Unter der Sonn', als euch, Götter! 
Ihr nährt kümmerlich 
Von Opfersteuern 
Und Gebetshauch 
Eure Majestät 
Und darbtet, wären 
Nicht Kinder und Bettler 
Hoffnungsvolle Toren. 
 
Da ich ein Kind war, 
Nicht wußte, wo aus noch ein, 
Kehrt' ich mein verirrtes Auge 
Zur Sonne, als wenn drüber wär' 
Ein Ohr, zu hören meine Klage, 
Ein Herz wie mein's, 
Sich des Bedrängten zu erbarmen. 
 
Wer half mir 
Wider der Titanen Übermut? 
Wer rettete vom Tode mich, 
Von Sklaverei? 
Hast du nicht alles selbst vollendet 
Heilig glühend Herz? 
Und glühtest jung und gut, 
Betrogen, Rettungsdank 
Dem Schlafenden da droben? 
 
Ich dich ehren? Wofür? 
Hast du die Schmerzen gelindert 
Je des Beladenen? 
Hast du die Tränen gestillet 
Je des Geängsteten? 
Hat mich nicht zum Manne geschmiedet 
Die allmächtige Zeit 
Und das ewige Schicksal, 
Meine Herrn und deine? 
 
Wähntest du etwa, 
Ich sollte das Leben hassen, 
In Wüsten fliehen, 
Weil nicht alle 
Blütenträume reiften? 
 
Hier sitz' ich, forme Menschen 
Nach meinem Bilde, 
Ein Geschlecht, das mir gleich sei, 

And my hearth, 
Whose fire 
You envy me. 
 
I know nothing more paltry 
Beneath the sun than you, gods! 
Meagrely you nourish 
Your majesty 
On levied offerings 
And the breath of prayer, 
And would starve, were 
Not children and beggars 
Optimistic fools. 
 
When I was a child, 
Not knowing which way to turn, 
I raised my misguided eyes 
To the sun, as if above it there were 
An ear to hear my lament, 
A heart like mine, 
To pity me in my anguish. 
 
Who helped me 
Withstand the Titans’ insolence? 
Who saved me from death 
And slavery? 
Did you not accomplish all this yourself, 
Sacred glowing heart? 
And did you not – young, innocent, 
Deceived – glow with gratitude for your 
deliverance 
To that slumberer in the skies? 
 
I honour you? Why? 
Did you ever soothe the anguish 
That weighed me down? 
Did you ever dry my tears 
When I was terrified? 
Was I not forged into manhood 
By all-powerful Time 
And everlasting Fate, 
My masters and yours? 
 
Did you suppose 
I should hate life, 
Flee into the wilderness, 
Because not all 
My blossoming dreams bore fruit? 
 
Here I sit, making men 
In my own image, 
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Zu leiden, zu weinen, 
Zu genießen und zu freuen sich 
Und dein nicht zu achten, 
Wie ich! 

A race that shall be like me, 
That shall suffer, weep, 
Know joy and delight, 
And ignore you, 
As I do! 

Translation by Richard Stokes 

Ganymed 

Wie im Morgenglanze 
Du rings mich anglühst, 
Frühling, Geliebter! 
Mit tausendfacher Liebeswonne 
Sich an mein Herz drängt 
Deiner ewigen Wärme 
Heilig Gefühl, 
Unendliche Schöne! 
Dass ich dich fassen möcht’ 
In diesen Arm! 
 
Ach, an deinem Busen 
Lieg’ ich, schmachte, 
Und deine Blumen, dein Gras 
Drängen sich an mein Herz. 
Du kühlst den brennenden 
Durst meines Busens, 
Lieblicher Morgenwind! 
Ruft drein die Nachtigall 
Liebend mach mir aus dem Nebeltal. 
Ich komm’, ich komme! 
Wohin? Ach wohin? 
 
Hinauf! Hinauf strebt’s. 
Es schweben die Wolken 
Abwärts, die Wolken 
Neigen sich der sehnenden Liebe. 
Mir! Mir! 
In euerm Schosse 
Aufwärts! 
Umfangend umfangen! 
Aufwärts an deinen Busen, 
Alliebender Vater! 

How your glow envelops me 
in the morning radiance, 
spring, my beloved! 
With love’s thousandfold joy 
the hallowed sensation 
of your eternal warmth 
floods my heart, 
infinite beauty! 
O that I might clasp you 
in my arms! 
 
Ah, on your breast 
I lie languishing, 
and your flowers, your grass 
press close to my heart. 
You cool the burning 
thirst within my breast, 
sweet morning breeze, 
as the nightingale calls 
tenderly to me from the misty valley. 
I come, I come! 
But whither? Ah, whither? 
 
Upwards! Strive upwards! 
The clouds drift 
down, yielding 
to yearning love, 
to me, to me! 
In your lap, 
upwards, 
embracing and embraced! 
Upwards to your bosom, 
all-loving Father! 

Translation by Richard Wigmore 

Grenzen der Menschheit 

Wenn der uralte 
Heilige Vater 
Mit gelassener Hand 
Aus rollenden Wolken 

When the ancient of days, 
The holy father 
With a serene hand 
From rolling clouds 
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Segnende Blitze 
Über die Erde sät, 
Küss ich den letzten 
Saum seines Kleides, 
Kindliche Schauer 
Tief in der Brust. 
 
Denn mit Göttern 
Soll sich nicht messen 
Irgend ein Mensch. 
Hebt er sich aufwärts, 
Und berührt 
Mit dem Scheitel die Sterne, 
Nirgends haften dann 
Die unsichern Sohlen, 
Und mit ihm spielen 
Wolken und Winde. 
 
Steht er mit festen, 
Markigen Knochen, 
Auf der wohlgegründeten 
Dauernden Erde, 
Reicht er nicht auf, 
Nur mit der Eiche 
Oder der Rebe 
Sich zu vergleichen. 
 
Was unterscheidet 
Götter von Menschen? 
Daß viele Wellen 
Vor jenen wandeln, 
Ein ewiger Strom: 
Uns hebt die Welle, 
Verschlingt die Welle, 
Und wir versinken. 
 
Ein kleiner Ring 
Begrenzt unser Leben, 
Und viele Geschlechter 
Reihen sich dauernd 
An ihres Daseins 
Unendliche Kette. 

Scatters beneficent lightning 
Over the earth, 
I kiss the extreme 
Hem of his garment, 
Childlike awe 
Deep in my breast. 
 
For no man 
Should measure himself 
Against the gods. 
If he reaches up 
And touches 
The stars with his head, 
His uncertain feet 
Lose their hold, 
And clouds and winds 
Make sport of him. 
 
If he stands with firm, 
Sturdy limbs 
On the solid 
Enduring earth, 
He cannot even reach up 
To compare himself 
With the oak 
Or vine. 
 
What distinguishes 
Gods from men? 
Before them 
Many waves roll onwards, 
An eternal river: 
We are tossed by the wave, 
Engulfed by the wave, 
And we founder. 
 
A little ring 
Bounds our life, 
And many generations 
Constantly succeed each other 
Like links in the endless chain 
Of existence. 

Translation by Richard Stokes 

Banalités 

Chanson d’Orkenise 

Par les portes d’Orkenise 
Veut entrer un charretier. 

Through the gates of Orkenise 
A waggoner wants to enter. 
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Par les portes d’Orkenise 
Veut sortir un va-nu-pieds. 
 
Et les gardes de la ville 
Courant sus au va-nu-pieds: 
‘Qu’ emportes-tu de la ville?’ 
‘J’y laisse mon coeur entier.’ 
 
Et les gardes de la ville 
Courant sus au charretier: 
‘Qu’apportes-tu dans la ville?’ 
‘Mon coeur pour me marier!’ 
 
Que de coeurs, dans Orkenise! 
Les gardes riaient, riaient. 
Va-nu-pieds la route est grise, 
L’amour grise, ô charretier. 
 
Les beaux gardes de la ville 
Tricotaient superbement; 
Puis les portes de la ville 
Se fermèrent lentement. 

Through the gates of Orkenise 
A vagabond wants to leave. 
 
And the sentries guarding the town 
Rush up to the vagabond: 
'What are you taking from the town?' 
'I'm leaving my whole heart behind.' 
 
And the sentries guarding the town 
Rush up to the waggoner: 
'What are you carrying into the town?' 
'My heart in order to marry.' 
 
So many hearts in Orkenise! 
The sentries laughed and laughed: 
Vagabond, the road's not merry, 
Love makes you merry, O waggoner! 
 
The handsome sentries guarding the town 
Knitted vaingloriously; 
The gates of the town then 
Slowly closed. 

 

Hôtel 

Ma chambre a la forme d’une cage 
Le soleil passe son bras par la fenêtre 
Mais moi qui veux fumer pour faire des 
mirages 
J’allume au feu du jour ma cigarette 
Je ne veux pas travailler je veux fumer. 

My room is shaped like a cage 
The sun slips its arm through the window 
But I who want to smoke to make mirages 
I light my cigarette on daylight's fire 
I do not want to work I want to smoke. 

 

Fagnes de Wallonie 

Tant de tristesses 
plénières Prirent mon coeur aux fagnes 
désolées 
Quand las j’ai reposé dans les sapinières 
Le poids des kilomètres pendant que râlait 
le vent d’ouest 
J’avais quitté le joli bois 
Les écureuils y sont restés 
Ma pipe essayait de faire des nuages 
Au ciel 
Qui restait pur obstinément 
 
Je n’ai confié aucun secret sinon une 
chanson énigmatique 

So much utter sadness 
Seized my heart in the desolate upland 
moss-hags 
When weary I set down in the fir plantation 
The weight of kilometres to the roar 
Of the west wind 
I had left the pretty wood 
The squirrels stayed there 
My pipe tried to make clouds 
In the sky 
Which stubbornly stayed clear 
 
I confided no secret but an enigmatic song 
To the dank peat-bogs 
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Aux tourbières humides 
 
Les bruyères fleurant le miel 
Attiraient les abeilles 
Et mes pieds endoloris 
Foulaient les myrtilles et les airelles 
Tendrement mariée 
Nord 
Nord 
La vie s’y tord 
En arbres forts 
Et tors 
La vie y mord 
La mort 
À belles dents 
Quand bruit le vent 

 
The honey-fragrant heather 
Attracted the bees 
And my sore feet 
Crushed bilberries and whortleberries 
Tenderly united 
North 
North 
Life is gnarled there 
In strong trees 
And twisted 
Life there bites 
Death 
Voraciously 
When the wind howls 

 

Voyage à Paris 

Ah! la charmante chose 
Quitter un pays morose 
Pour Paris 
Paris joli 
Qu’un jour 
Dut créer l’Amour! 

Oh! how delightful 
To leave a dismal 
Place for Paris 
Charming Paris 
That one day 
Love must have made! 

 

Sanglots 

Notre amour est réglé par les calmes étoiles 
Or nous savons qu’en nous beaucoup 
d’hommes respirent 
Qui vinrent de très loin et sont un sous nos 
fronts 
C’est la chanson des rêveurs 
Qui s’étaient arraché le coeur 
Et le portaient dans la main droite 
Souviens-t’en cher orgueil de tous ces 
souvenirs 
 
Des marins qui chantaient comme des 
conquérants 
Des gouffres de Thulé des tendres cieux 
d’Ophir 
Des malades maudits de ceux qui fuient leur 
ombre 
Et du retour joyeux des heureux émigrants 
De ce coeur il coulait du sang 
Et le rêveur allait pensant 

Our love is governed by the calm stars 
Now we know that in us many men have their 
being 
Who came from afar and are one beneath 
our brows 
It is the song of the dreamers 
Who tore out their hearts 
And carried them in their right hands 
Remember dear pride all these memories 
 

The sailors who sang like conquerors 
The chasms of Thule the gentle Ophir skies 
The accursed sick those who flee their 
shadows 
And the joyous return of happy emigrants 
This heart ran with blood 
And the dreamer kept thinking 
Of his delicate wound 
You shall not break the chain of these causes 
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A sa blessure délicate 
Tu ne briseras pas la chaîne de ces causes 
Et douloureuse et nous disait 
Qui sont les effets d’autres causes 
 
Mon pauvre coeur mon coeur brisé 
Pareil au coeur de tous les hommes 
Voici voici nos mains que la vie fit esclaves 
Est mort d’amour ou c’est tout comme 
Est mort d’amour et le voici Ainsi vont toutes 
choses, 
Arrachez donc le vôtre aussi 
Et rien ne sera libre jusqu’à la fin des temps 
Laissons tout aux morts 
Et cachons nos sanglots. 

Of his painful wound and said to us 
Which are the effects of other causes 
 

 
 
My poor heart my broken heart 
Like the hearts of all men 
Here here are our hands that life enslaved 
Has died of love or so it seems 
Has died of love and here it is Such is the 
fate of all things 
So tear out yours too 
And nothing will be free till the end of time 
Let us leave all to the dead 
And conceal our sobs. 

Translations by Richard Stokes, from A French Song Companion: Oxford University 
Press, 2000 

Death in Prague, Part 2 

The world being what it is,  
I have considered suicide 
a number of times. 
But I could never come up with a good suicide note. 
 
The poet John Berryman wrote: 
“I am a nuisance!”  
On the back of an envelope. 
 
The actor George Sanders wrote three, 
The pithiest being: 
“Dear world, I am leaving because I’m bored. 
I fear I have lived long enough.  
I am leaving you with your worries, 
In this sweet cesspool. 
Good luck.” 

I wanted something as short and clever 
as a line from a Gloria Shayne Baker song: 
“Goodbye cruel world,  
I’m off to join the circus! 
Goodbye, goodbye 
cruel world.” 

And Gloria didn’t even kill herself. 
Cancer did. 
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I haven’t been suicidal here in Prague. 
At least not yet. 
So many more interesting ways to die, 
Cancer the very least of them.  

Suicide a dignity. 

Death in Prague. Death in Prague? 
A red-roofed dignity… 
 
Not tonight, Bird… 
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