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1. Farewell ( Autumn )

The composer takes the of Fofanow te express the
moment of the passing of his youth., He likens it to the Autumn
of the year, - pale and cold, in which even the trees allow :
their leaves dumbly te fall from them. The moon with golden
light glides like a pale skiff through the grey waves of |
cloud; the flowers, & blossomless crowd, are shiver: in their
death dance; and he is alone in this place of desolation.
In the depths of his soul youth painlessly diee, and in dying
bide him farewell and blesses him with the last pale rays of

sunset. He, however, sobs in bitter regret, lost in umknown

pain, and feels the same loneliness that Adam must have felt
when the gates of Eden were closed to him. | |

2. December ( Winter )

e
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Here the composer takes the poem of Kernsdock. He
is sitting in his room, fireless and hungry, He hears a tapping
on his windew, and sees the sweet face of his mother whe gazes
at him with loving eyes. He hears her veoice calling him, as
when a child, to see the laden Christmae tree, telling him |
of the coming of the Chriet child, His joy overflows, ~ when
suddenly he realizes it is only e twig tapping on the pane
and the night wind rising., In his bitternese he cries out,
"Go tc sleep, you fooll ©No Christ child will ever wvieit you:
and the deaddo not return.® | Pl |
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Christian lMorgenstern, Josef Marx's greszt friend,

inspires the music. The compeser feels within his soul the
surging of dream veices, - young girle with their clear young
bodies calling to each other and chasing each other over the
slopes of the hills, - the deep rustle of the broad blue
river, - en eagle c¢irecling and calling overhead, - Songse,
everywhere songs: - In the sunshine, in the green grass,

in the forest, in the river, in the valley! -

4. In ny dream Native Lend ( Summer )

Here lhe composer, with the words of Carl Hsuptmann,
likens the summer to his return to his native land among the
fields and meadows,; and te his Beloved., He tells her in this
rative land of hig dreams she blossoms still, her seng still
soundsy for in this land no flewer can fade, no seng can die
avay, =~ for there is everlasting Spring.
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| "'he composer makes his own poem to exXpress nis
philosgophy of life. He finds in the beauties of Nature a
balm for his soul, - the endless expanse that ends only
in the sea; the dov of the sum that shines in his heart,
the lparkle of hill snd palacey the rustle of the pine
forest, the Jjoys of r-eun:lon wi th ilature, the eontwlatien
of strange ﬂwers old marble so full of history, the
blue sky, white clouds the happiness of 1lifey, = human Joyl,
te know that tomorrow will be as yesterday, and then will
also fade into the past and yet not have been livved in vain.
For always the Spring will return, and the hour will come

when man's greatest works, faithtull dedicated to the gods
will blossom into new 1ife, - the deepest meaning of 1life will
’

ripen into perfectlion,

59 he greete Campagna, the holy and everlast
the native lanc of his aoui and the Infinite., Tor N;
echoes the song of Liernity, of suffer1n¥ and of love.
Elissfully full of joy sounds the so Pan, who striding over
twilight meadows raises his arms in Blusing. The Joy of
Lcmging, never—ending Desire. - To humbly approach the Feast
of the Gods, ic say Farewell and then perish, while the nymphl
are softly danecing their roundelay, and st.ars are shining
the dew of the night,
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