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About MIDWEEKMUSIC

This popular lunchtime series takes place at 12:15pm on most Wednesdays. Though we do not actually serve lunch, we do encourage
everyone to bring along something to eat while they enjoy the music. MIDWEEKMUSIC gives Williams music students and faculty a
flexible venue that encourages performers of all experience levels to share what they are learning in lessons or class. Pieces that might
not otherwise fit into other contexts also get a hearing, and you shouldn’t be surprised if there is an occasional impromptu discussion.
This forum is more informal than many of our concerts. Since you are too on your lunch break, we understand that you may not be
able to stay for the entire performance. We do ask that you only enter or exit during applause. Bon appétit!

Translations

Abendempfindung

Evening it is; the sun has vanished,
And the moon streams with silver rays;
Thus flee Life's fairest hours,

Flying away as if in a dance.

Soon away will fly Life's colorful scenes,
And the curtain will come rolling down;
Done is our play, the tears of a friend
Flow already over our grave.

Soon, perhaps (the thought gently arrives like the west wind -
A quiet foreboding)

I will part from life's pilgrimage,

And fly to the land of rest.

If you will then weep over my grave,
Gaze mournfully upon my ashes,
Then, o Friends, I will appear

And waft you all heavenward.

And You [my beloved], bestow also a little tear on me, and pluck

Me a violet for my grave,
And with your soulful gaze,
Look then gently down on me.

Consecrate a tear for me, and ah!
Do not be ashamed to cry;

Those tears will be in my diadem
then: the fairest pearls!

Ach, ich fiihl’s

Ah, I feel it, it has disappeared
Forever gone love's happiness!
Nevermore will come the hour of bliss
Back to my heart!

See, Tamino, these tears,

Flowing, beloved, for you alone!

If you don't feel the longing of love
Then there will be peace in death!



