
Texts and Translations

Vergnügte Ruh, beliebte Seelenlust
text by Georg Christian Lehms, 1711

Vergnügte Ruh, beliebte Seelenlust,
Dich kann man nicht bei Höllensünden,
Wohl aber Himmelseintracht finden;
Du stärkst allein die schwache Brust.
Drum sollen lauter Tugendgaben
In meinem Herzen Wohnung haben.

O gladdening peace, O delight of the soul
English translation from Bärenreiter Urtext

O gladdening peace, O delight of the soul,  
you are not to be found in mortal sin
but in heavenly concord. 
You alone can strengthen the weak of heart. 
So let my heart 
be a haven to virtue. 

Die stille Stadt
text by Richard Dehmel 

Liegt eine Stadt im Tale,
ein blasser Tag vergeht.
es wird nicht lange dauern mehr,
bis weder Mond noch Sterne
nur Nacht am Himmel steht.

Von allen Bergen drücken
nebel auf die Stadt,
es dringt kein Dach, nicht Hof noch Haus,
kein Laut aus ihrem Rauch heraus,
kaum Türme noch und Brücken.

Doch als dem Wandrer graute,
da ging ein Lichtlein auf im Grund
und durch den Rauch und Nebel
begann ein leiser Lobgesang
aus Kindermund. 

The silent town
translation by Richard Stokes
 
A town lies in the valley, 
a pale day is fading;
it will not be long
before neither moon nor stars
but night alone will deck the skies.

From every mountain
mists weigh on the town;
no roof, no courtyard, no house
no sound can penetrate the smoke,
scarcely towers and bridges even.

But as fear seized the traveller,
a gleam appeared in the valley;
and through the smoke and mist
came a faint song of praise
from a child’s lips. 

In meines Vaters Garten
text by Otto Erich Hartleben

In meines Vaters Garten - 
blühe mein Herz, blüh auf -
in meines Vaters Garten
stand ein schattender Apfelbaum -
Süsser Traum -
stand ein schattender Apfelbaum.

In my father’s garden 
translation by Richard Stokes

In my father’s garden –
blossom, O my heart, blossom –
In my father’s garden
grew a shady apple tree –
Sweet dream –
grew a shady apple tree.



Drei blonde Königstöchter -
blühe mein Herz, blüh auf -
drei wunderschöne Mädchen
schliefen unter dem Apfelbaum -
Süsser Traum -
schliefen unter dem Apfelbaum.

Die allerjüngste Feine -
blühe mein Herz, blüh auf -
die allerjüngste Feine
blinzelte und erwachte kaum -
Süsser Traum -
blinzelte und erwachte kaum.

Die zweite fuhr sich übers Haar -
blühe mein Herz, blüh auf -
sah den roten Morgentraum - 
Süsser Traum -

Sie sprach: Hört ihr die Trommel nicht -
blühe mein Herz, blüh auf -
Süsser Traum -
hell durch den dämmernden Traum?

Mein Liebster zieht in den Kampf -
blühe mein Herz, blüh auf -
mein Liebster zieht in den Kampf hinaus,
küsst mir als Sieger des Kleides Saum -
Süsser Traum -
küsst mir des Kleides Saum!

Die dritte sprach und sprach so leis -
blühe mein Herz, blüh auf -
die dritte sprach und sprach so leis:
Ich küsse dem Liebsten des Kleides Saum -
Süsser Traum -
ich küsse dem Liebsten des Kleides Saum. -

In meines Vaters Garten -
blühe mein Herz, blüh auf -
in meines Vaters Garten
steht ein sonniger Apfelbaum -
Süsser Traum - steht ein sonniger Apfelbaum!

Three blond princesses –
blossom, O my heart, blossom –
three wonderfully beautiful girls
slept beneath the apple tree –
Sweet dream –
slept beneath the apple tree.

The youngest of the three beauties –
blossom, O my heart, blossom –
the youngest of the three beauties
blinked and hardly awoke –
Sweet dream –
blinked and hardly awoke.

The second ran her hand through her hair –
blossom, O my heart, blossom –
Saw the red morning dream –
Sweet dream –

She said: ‘Don’t you hear the drums?
blossom, O my heart, blossom –
Sweet dream –
Brightly through the dawn?

My beloved is going to war
blossom, O my heart, blossom –
My beloved is going to war,
Kisses as victor the hem of my dress
Sweet dream –
Kisses the hem of my dress.

The third spoke, and spoke so quietly –
blossom, O my heart, blossom –
The third spoke and spoke so quietly:
I kiss the hem of my beloved’s coat –
Sweet dream –
I kiss the hem of my beloved’s coat.

In my father’s garden –
blossom, O my heart, blossom –
In my father’s garden
stands a sunny apple tree –
Sweet dream – stands a sunny apple tree.



Ludions
[‘Ludions’ are also known as Cartesian divers]
texts by Léon-Paul Fargue 

Air du rat 
Abi Abirounère
Qui que tu n’étais don?
Une blanche monère
Un jo
Un joli goulifon
Un oeil
Un oeil à son pépère
Un jo
Un joli goulifon.

Spleen 
Dans un vieux square où l’océan
Du mauvais temps met son séant
Sur un banc triste aux yeux de pluie
C’est d’une blonde
Rosse et gironde
Que je m’ennuie
Dans ce cabaret du Néant
Qu’est notre vie. 

La grenouille américaine  
La grenouille américaine
Me regarde par-dessus
Ses bésicles du futaine.
Ses yeux sont des grogs massus
Dépourvus de jolitaine.
Je pense à Casadesus
Qui n’a pas fait de musique
Sur cette scène d’amour
Dont le parfum nostalgique
Sort d’une boîte d’Armour.

Argus de table tu gardes
L’âme du crapaud Vanglor
Ô bouillon qui me regardes
Avec tes lunettes d’or. 

Bottle-Imps 
[these are nonsense poems that defy transla-
tion*] translations* by Peter Low 

The rat’s air 
 Abi Abirounère [the poet’s cat] 
Who are you then? 
A primitive white creature 
A pret 
A pretty glutton
An apple 
An apple of the old boy’s eye 
A pret 
A pretty glutton. 

Spleen 
In an old square where the ocean 
Of bad weather deposits its derrière 
On a sad bench with eyes of rain 
Sits a blonde 
Bitchy and buxom 
How bored I feel 
In this cabaret of nothingness 
That is our life.  

The American frog 
The American frog 
Peers at me over 
His fustian spectacles. 
His eyes are highballs 
Stripped of pretty silvering. 
I think of Casadesus 
Who has not made music 
For this scene of love 
Whose nostalgic perfume 
Rises from a tin of Armour. 

Argus of the table you retain 
The soul of Vanglor the toad 
O bouillon watching me 
With your golden spectacles. 



Air du poète 
Au pays de Papouasie
J’ai caressé la Pouasie...
La grâce que je vous souhaite
C’est de n’être pas Papouète.

Chanson du chat 
Il est une bebête
Ti Li petit nenfant
Tirelan
C’est une byronette
La beste à sa moman
Tirelan
Le peu Tinan faon
C’est un ti blanc-blanc
Un petit potasson?
C’est mon goret
C’est mon pourçon
Mon petit potasson.

Il saut’ sur la fenêtre
Et groume du museau
Pasqu’il voit sur la crête
S’découper les oiseaux
Tirelo
Le petit n’en faut
C’est un ti bloblo
Un petit Potaçao
C’est mon goret
C’est mon pourceau
Mon petit potasseau.

The poet’s air 
In the land of Papua 
I embraced Papoetry… 
I do not desiderate 
That you become a Papuoet. 

Song of the cat 
‘Tis a baby creature 
Ti Li little enfant 
Tirelan 
A byronette 
Mummy’s best 
Tirelan 
The little en fawn 
Is a ti blanc-blanc 
A little potasson*? 
‘Tis my piglet 
My porker 
My little potasson. 

He jumps on the window sill 
And grooms his snout 
‘Cos he sees on the roof 
The clear outline of birds 
Tirelo 
The little n’en faut 
‘Tis a ti blo-blo 
A little Potaçao 
‘Tis my piglet 
My porker 
My little potasseau. 

*”Potasson” was a name for the poet’s fat cat. 
It’s also believed to be a play on the English 
word “potato.” 



from Das Marienleben 
text by Rainer Maria Rilke 

Geburt Maria
O was muss es die Engel gekostet haben, nicht 
aufzusingen plötzlich, wie man aufweint,
da sie doch wussten: in dieser Nacht wird dem 
Knaben
die Mutter geboren, dem Einen, der bald 
erscheint.
Schwingend verschwiegen sie sich und 
zeigten die Richtung,
wo, allein, das Gehöft lag des Joachim,
ach, sie fühlten in sich und im Raum die reine 
Verdichtung,
aber es durfte keiner nieder zu ihm.
Denn die beiden waren schon so außer sich 
vor Getue.
Eine Nachbarin kam und klugte und wusste 
nicht wie,
und der Alte, vorsichtig, ging und verhielt das 
Gemuhe
einer dunkelen Kuh. Denn so war es noch nie.

from The Life of Mary
translation by Susan Marie Praeder 

The birth of Mary 
Oh, what it must have cost the angels not imme-
diately to burst into song, as one bursts into
tears, since they indeed did know: on this night
the Mother is born to the Child, to the One who 
soon is to appear.
Soaring in flight, they kept silent and gestured 
toward
the place, where, alone, Joachim’s farmstead lay,
ah, they felt in themselves and in space the pure 
thickening,
but none of them could go down to him.
For the two by now were so beside themselves 
with
things to do. A woman neighbour came and pre-
tended
wisdom and did not know how, and the old man, 
as a
precautionary measure, went and restrained the 
lowing
of a dark cow. For never yet had things been like 
this.

Pietà
Jetzt wird mein Elend voll, und namenlos
erfüllt es mich. Ich starre wie des Steins
Inneres starrt.
Hart wie ich bin, weiß ich nur Eins:
Du wurdest groß –
... und wurdest groß,
um als zu großer Schmerz
ganz über meines Herzens Fassung
hinauszustehn.
Jetzt liegst du quer durch meinen Schoß,
jetzt kann ich dich nicht mehr
gebären.

Compassion
Now my misery is made complete, and it fills me,
ineffably. I am rigid, like the inside
of a stone is rigid.
Hard as I am, I know only one thing:
You became great –
... and became great,
in order to exceed,
as a pain that is all too great,
my heart’s powers of comprehension.
Now you lie crosswise over my lap,
now I can no longer
give birth to you. 



Complainte de la Seine
text by Maurice Magre

Au fond de la Seine, il y a de l’or,
Des bateaux rouillés, des bijoux, des armes.
Au fond de la Seine, il y a des morts.
Au fond de la Seine, il y a des larmes. 
Au fond de la Seine, il y a des fleurs;
De vase et de boue elles sont nourries.
Au fond de la Seine, il y a des cœurs
Qui font souffrir trop pour vivre la vie.
Et puis des cailloux et des bêtes grises.
L’âme des égouts soufflant des poisons.
Les anneaux jetés par des incomprises,
Des pieds qu’une hélice a coupés du tronc.

Et les fruits maudits des ventres stériles,
Les blancs avortés que nul n’aima.
Les vomissements de la grand’ville.
Au fond de la Seine, il y a cela.
Ô Seine clémente où vont les cadavres,
Ô lit dont les draps sont faits de limon,
Fleuv’ des déchets, sans fanal, ni hâvre,
Chanteuse berçant, la morgue et les ponts,

Accueill’ le pauvre, accueill’ la femme,
Accueill’ l’ivrogne
Accueill’ le fou,
Mêle leurs sanglots au bruit de tes lames,
Et porte leurs cœurs, et porte leurs cœurs
Et porte leurs cœurs, parmi les cailloux.

Au fond de la Seine, il y a de l’or,
Des bateaux rouillés, des bijoux, des armes.
Au fond de la Seine, il y a des morts.
Au fond de la Seine, il y a des larmes. 

Lament of the Seine 
translation by Richard Stokes 

At the bottom of the Seine there is gold,
Rusty boats, jewels, weapons.
At the bottom of the Seine there are corpses.
At the bottom of the Seine there are tears. 
At the bottom of the Seine there are flowers –
Nourished on slime and mud.
At the bottom of the Seine there are hearts
That suffered too much to live.
And then there are pebbles and grey creatures.
The soul of sewers spewing poison.
Rings tossed in by the misunderstood,
Feet that a propeller has sliced from a body.

And the cursed fruits of a sterile womb,
The aborted foetuses that no one loved.
The city’s vomit.
All this rests at the bottom of the Seine.
O merciful Seine, where cadavers end,
O beds with linen made of slime,
River of garbage without beacon or harbour –
Singer who lulls the morgue and the bridges,

Welcome the poor, welcome the women,
Welcome the drunks, 
Welcome the insane.
Mingle their sobs with the sound of your waves
And carry their hearts, and carry their hearts,
And carry their hearts along with the pebbles.

At the bottom of the Seine there is gold,
Rusty boats, jewels, weapons.
At the bottom of the Seine there are corpses.
At the bottom of the Seine there are tears. 



“It never was you” from Knickerbocker 
Holiday

I’ve been running through rains
And the winds that follow after
For one certain face
And an unforgotten laughter
I’ve been following signs
I’ve been searching through the lands
For a certain pair of arms
And a certain pair of hands
Oh, I tried a kiss here
And I tried a kiss there
For when you’re out in company
The boys and girls will pair. 
But it never was you It never was anywhere you
An occasional sunset reminded me
Or a flower growing high on a tulip tree
Or one red star hung low in the west
Or a heartbreak call from a meadowlark’s nest
Made me think for a moment, “Maybe it’s true
I found him in the star, in the call, in the blue”
But it never was you
It never was anywhere you
Anywhere, anywhere you. 

from Brettl-Lieder
Gigerlette 
text by Otto Julius Bierbaum

Fräulein Gigerlette
Lud mich ein zum Tee.
Ihre Toilette
War gestimmt auf Schnee;
Ganz wie Pierrette
War sie angetan.
Selbst ein Mönch, ich wette,
Sähe Gigerlette
Wohlgefällig an.

War ein rotes Zimmer,
Drin sie mich empfing,
Gelber Kerzenschimmer
In dem Raume hing.
Und sie war wie immer
Leben und Esprit.
Nie vergess ich’s, nimmer:
Weinrot war das Zimmer,
Blütenweiss war sie.

from Cabaret Songs  
Gigerlette 
translation by Malcolm Halliday 
copyright © 2007

Miss Gigerlette 
invited me to tea.
Her evening gown 
was as white as snow;
She was done up 
exactly like a Pierrot.
I’d wager that even a monk 
would look upon Gigerlette 
with pleasure.
 
A red room it was, 
in which she received me.
Yellow candlelight 
shimmered in the space,
And as always, she was 
full of life and ésprit.
Never can I forget it: 
the room was as red as wine, 
she white as a blossom.



Und im Trab mit Vieren
Fuhren wir zu zweit
In das Land spazieren,
Das heisst Heiterkeit.
Daß wir nicht verlieren
Zügel, Ziel und Lauf,
Saß bei dem Kutschieren
Mit den heissen Vieren
Amor hinten auf.

Galathea 
text by Frank Wedekind 

Ach, wie brenn’ ich vor Verlangen,
Galathea, schönes Kind,
Dir zu küssen deine Wangen,
weil sie so entzückend sind.
Wonne die mir widerfahre,
Galathea, schönes Kind,
Dir zu küssen deine Haare,
weil sie so verlockend sind.

Nimmer wehr mir, bis ich ende,
Galathea, schönes Kind,
Dir zu küssen deine Hände,
weil sie so verlockend sind.
Ach, du ahnst nicht, wie ich glühe,
Galathea, schönes Kind,
Dir zu küssen deine Knie,
weil sie so verlockend sind.

Und was tät ich nicht, du süße
Galathea, schönes Kind,
Dir zu küssen deine Füße,
weil sie so verlockend sind.
Aber deinen Mund enthülle,
Mädchen, meinen Küssen nie, 
Denn in seiner Reize Fülle
küsst ihn nur die Phantasie.

And in a trot on all fours 
the two of us went 
for a ride in that land 
called happiness.
That we not lose rein 
on the course of our destination,
in the background, 
near the journeying of our ardent limbs, 
perched Cupid. 

Galathea 
translation by Michael P Rosewall 
copyright © 2011  

O, how I burn with longing, 
Galathea, beautiful child,
To kiss your cheeks, 
for they are so delightful.
Please me once again, 
Galathea, beautiful child,
To kiss your tresses, 
for they are so beguiling.

Never will I be able, until I die, 
Galathea, beautiful child,
To resist kissing your hands, 
for they are so enticing.
Ah, you cannot know how I burn, 
Galathea, beautiful child,
To kiss your knees, 
for they are so enticing.

And what I would not do, you sweet 
Galathea, beautiful child,
To kiss your feet, 
for they are so tempting.
But never offer your mouth, 
maiden, to my kisses,
For its charming fullness 
I will only kiss in my dreams.
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Hymne 
text by F.L. von Hardenberg 

Wenige wissen
Das Geheimnis der Liebe,
Fühlen Unersättlichkeit
Und ewigen Durst.
Des Abendmahls
Göttliche Bedeutung
Ist den irdischen Sinnen Rätsel.
Aber wer jemals
Von heißen, geliebten Lippen
Atem des Lebens sog,
Wem heilige Glut
In zitternde Wellen das Herz schmolz,
Wem das Auge aufging,
Dass er des Himmels
Unergründliche Tiefe maß,
Wird essen von seinem Leibe
Und trinken von seinem Blute
Ewig, ewiglich.
Wer hat des irdischen Leibes
Hohen Sinn erraten?
Wer kann sagen,
Dass er das Blut versteht?
Einst ist alles Leib,
Ein Leib,
In himmlischem Blute
Schwimmt das selige Paar.

Oh dass das Weltmeer
Schon errötete,
Und in duftiges Fleisch
Aufquölle der Fels.
Nie endet das süße Mahl,
Nie sättigt die Liebe sich.
Nicht innig, nicht eigen genug
Kann sie haben den Geliebten,
Von immer zärteren Lippen
Verwandelt wird das Genossene
Inniglicher und näher,
Heißere Wollust
Durchbebt die Seele,
Durstiger und hungriger
Wird das Herz,
Und so währt der Liebe Genuss
Von Ewigkeit zu Ewigkeit.

Hymn 
trans. by Malcolm Wren from schubertsong.uk

Not many people know
The secret of love,
Or have a feeling of insatiability
And eternal thirst.
The last supper’s
Divine significance
Is a riddle for earthly minds;
But anyone who has ever
From hot beloved lips
Sucked up the breath of life,
Anyone who has experienced the holy glow
Melting their hearts in trembling waves,
Whoever has raised his eyes
In order to look at the sky
And measure its unfathomable depths,
That person will eat of his body
And drink of his blood
For ever and ever.
Who has guessed the earthly body’s
Lofty significance?
Who can say
That he understands the blood?
There will come a point where everything is body,
One body,
In heavenly blood
The blessed couple will be swimming. –

Oh, if only the world ocean
Were now to turn red,
And, as fragrant flesh,
The cliff were to swell up!
The sweet meal never ends,
Love is never satiated.
Not sufficiently intimate, not sufficiently each other’s,
The lovers can never have each other.
With increasingly tender lips
The companion becomes
More intimate and closer.
Hotter delight
Throbs through the soul,
More thirsty and more hungry
Becomes the heart:
And thus the pleasure of love endures
From eternity to eternity.



The Bauhaus

The Union of the Rational and the Intuitive

The Bauhaus, an art school founded in Weimar 
in 1919, became a symbol of modernism and its 
promise. The Bauhaus idea was nothing less than 
to liberate the world through universal principles 
of art and design. No artist better reflects that ethos 
than painter, Wassily Kandinsky.

Credited with creating some of the first abstract 
artworks of the 20th Century, Kandinsky wrote 
the seminal text, Concerning the Spiritual in Art, 
as well as Point and Line to Plane. These texts 
and others by Paul Klee and Lazlo Moholy-Nagy 
form the structural basis of much of what is taught 
in introductory art courses throughout the United 
States today.  

Bauhaus pedagogy offers a compelling vision for 
educators: develop a visual language within each 
student from a universal tool box while teaching 
them to hone their perceptions. Then, set them 
free to express themselves in their own unique 
way. The teaching is rational, but the expression 
is intuitive. 

This student drawing (to the right), from 
Kandinsky’s Analytical Drawing class, reflects 
a process of distillation. Geometric shapes are 
discovered within the still-life comprised of 
ladder, table, basket, and drape. 

Kandinsky described the geometric shapes as a 
“structural network,” clarifying the “tensions 
discovered in the structure.” While these 
preparatory drawings were meant to be a step en 
route to more naturalistic images, the connection 
to Kandinsky’s own abstract painting above is 
clear. 

Comparisons to Christopher Reno’s work can 
also be made, as he utilizes a similar process 
of discovery. In Life is the Point, Reno finds a 
geometric equilibrium within a landscape that 
has been removed of surface signification. What 
remains is color, shape and texture.

Vasily Kandinsky (1866–1944),
Composition 8 (Komposition 8), 1923

Christopher Reno, Life is the Point, 
oil on linen, 2026



The Bauhaus

Johannes Itten (left) and sculptor Oskar 
Schlemmer, in Itten’s studio. Itten plays the 
piano in front of one his earliest abstract works. 
1915

Alma Mahler and Johannes Itten

One of the many paradoxes of the Bauhaus is that 
its identity as an experimental school of abstract art 
hinged on the advice of the school director’s wife, 
composer Alma Mahler, who suggested that the 
esoteric artist Johannes Itten be hired to teach the 
foundations course.

Itten noted that Walter Gropius, through the 
intervention of Alma Mahler, visited him in his 
private art school in Vienna in 1919, “to look at 
the abstract pictures and the works of my students.” 
On leaving, Gropius said, “I don’t understand your 
pictures and the works of your students, but if you 
want to come to Weimar I would be very pleased.” 

Alma Mahler, strongly affected by abstract works 
such as The Encounter (below right), later noted 
enthusiastically “We didn’t go wrong with Itten.” 

Paul Klee, In the Style of Bach, oil on canvas, 
1919

Johannes Itten (1888-1967): The 
Encounter (Die Begegnung), 1916

Paul Klee

Paul Klee, son of a German music teacher, began 
the violin at 7 and performed with the Bern 
Symphony Orchestra in his 20’s. Eventually he 
turned to art education for a career and was hired 
at the Bauhaus in 1920. Music remained vital to 
his life. He often played the violin socially, along 
with his wife Lily who played the piano. Klee’s 
devotion to Bach is famous and he was known to 
practice the violin before he began to paint. 

Direct references to music show up in Klee’s 
imagery which often resembles music 
compositions on the page. He references music 
in titles such as: In the Style of Bach, 1919, 
Harmony in Blue-Orange, 1923, and Polyphony, 
1932. Klee’s thoughtful use of color can also be 
understood as a musical conception. Color blocks 
simulate harmonic chord structures so that visual 
space can be heard and felt like music.


