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Program

Drei Lieder der Ophelia op.67
   1. Wie erkenn’ ich mein Treulieb
   2. Guten Morgen, ‘s ist Sankt Valentinstag
   3. Sie trugen ihn auf der Bahre bloss

Richard Strauss
	 (1864-1949) 

Two Love Songs
   1. Extinguish my eyes
   2. When my soul touches yours

Leonard Bernstein
(1918-1990) 

Sieben frühe Lieder
   1. Nacht
   2. Schilflied
   3. Die Nachtigall
   4. Traumgekrönt
   5. Im Zimmer
   6. Liebesode
   7. Sommertage

Alban Berg
(1885-1935)

Intermission

Banalités
   1. Chansons d’Orkenise
   2. Hôtel
   3. Fagnes de Wallonies
   4. Voyage à Paris
   5. Sanglots

Francis Poulenc
(1899-1963) 

 
 

1. Nanna’s Lied
2. Surabaya Johnny

Kurt Weill
(1900-1950)

De vlieg Eulalie Tom Sol
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Soprano Anne Grimm is an internationally recognized performer known 
for her work in a varied and diverse repertoire. She has appeared ex-
tensively in Europe and North America with companies such as the 
Nationale Reisopera, Amsterdam Baroque Soloists and at the Festivals 
of Ambronay and Salzburg; the Bach Choir of Bethlehem, Apollo’s Fire 
Cleveland and the Tanglewood Festival in the US; the National Arts 
Centre Orchestra in Ottawa, Tafelmusik and the Victoria Symphony in 
Canada among others. Recent engagements have included performances 
in New York, Montreal and Winnipeg with upcoming concerts in Victoria 
and the Netherlands. 
Ms. Grimm has also been heard in Music from Montreal on the CBC Ra-
dio, VARA from the Concertgebouw in the Netherlands and has recorded 
extensively for Erato, Harmonia Mundi, NM Classics, Vanguard Classics, 
Troubadisc and Sony. Ms. Grimm is on the voice faculty at the University 
of Victoria.

Pianist Robert Holliston studied at the Victoria Conservatory of Music 
under Robin Wood and Winifred Scott Wood, and at the University of 
British Columbia under Robert Rogers. As an accompanist and cham-
ber player he has performed throughout Canada and the USA, England 
and New Zealand, and has been heard frequently on CBC-Radio. He has 
recorded CDs with the popular salon ensemble Viveza, trombonist Ian 
McDougall, clarinetist Patricia Kostek, tenor Ken Lavigne, his brother 
Tom Holliston, Show Business Giants, and members of the Hornby 
Island Ensemble. Robert has collaborated with many of Canada’s leading 
singers, including Richard Margison, Benjamin Butterfield, Judith Forst, 
Nathalie Paulin, Susan Platts, Barbara Livingston and Peter Barcza; string 
players Eugene Fodor, Marc Destrubé, and Paul Marleyn; and dancers 
Karen Kain and Evelyn Hart. A popular public speaker, Robert has given 
pre-performance lectures for Pacific Opera Victoria since 1993. Still an 
active performer, he is currently Head of Collaborative Piano Studies 
at the Victoria Conservatory of Music, where he also teaches piano and 
music history. Robert has worked with the VCM Opera Studio since its 
inception, and served as Chorus Master and Répétiteur for Pacific Opera 
Victoria.

Biographies
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RICHARD STRAUSS: Ophelia’s Three Songs
I.
How shall I know my true love from others now?
By his cockle hat and staff and his sandal shoes.
He is dead and long gone, lady!
At his head green grass, at his feet a stone.
Oh, ho!
On his pall-cloth white as snow, many sweet flowers mourn.
Alas, to the grave they’ll go wet, with love’s showers.
 
II.
Good morning, it’s St. Valentine’s Day, so early before sunshine.
I, young maid at the window, will be your Valentine.
The young man put trousers on, opened the chamber door,
let in the maid who as a maid departed nevermore.
 
By St. Nicholas and Charity, a shameless breed!
A young man does it when he can, for truth, that is not right.
She said: Before you trifled with me, you promised me to wed.
I’d not by sunlight break my word if you had not come in.
 
III.
They carried him naked on his bier, alas, alas, the dear one!
Many a tear in the grave’s lap dropped,
farewell, farewell my dove!
 
My fresh young Johnnie it is I love – and will he never come more?
He is dead, oh woe!
To your deathbed go, he will come to you never more.
 
His beard was white as snow, and his head like flax.
He is gone, he is gone, of mourning nothing comes;
to his soul peace, and to all Christian souls!
For that I pray! God be with you!
[William Shakespeare]
 

Translations
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ALBAN BERG: Seven Early Songs
Night
Over night and vale the clouds grow dark, mists hover, waters softly 
murmur.
Now, of a sudden, an unveiling: oh, give heed, give heed!
A vast wonderland opens.
 Silver soar mountains, dream-large, still paths, silver-bright,
go valleywards from the hidden castle;
and so dream-pure is the lofty world.
A mute beech tree stands by the way, shadow-black;
from the distant wood a breath blows solitary soft.
And from the deep valley’s gloom lights flash in the silent night.
Drink, soul. Drink solitude! Oh give heed! Give heed!
[Carl Hauptmann]
 
Reed Song
By a secret forest path I love to steal in the evening light,
to the desolate reedy shore and think, maiden, of you.
 
Then when the wood grows dark, the reeds rustle mysteriously,
lamenting and whispering that I should weep, weep.
 
And I think I hear wafting softly the sound of your voice,
and, drowning in the pond, your sweet singing.
[Nikolas Lenau]
 
The Nightingale
It is because the nightingale all night has sung;
and from her sweet noise, in echo and re-echo roses have sprung.
Such a wild thing she was once – 
now she wanders deeply pensive, her summer hat in hand,
and bears in silence the glow of the sun and knows not what to do.
It is because the nightingale all night has sung;
and from her sweet noise, in echo and re-echo roses have sprung.
[Theodor Storm]
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Dream-crowned
That was the day of white chrysanthemums,
its splendor made me feel almost afraid …
And then you came to take my soul from me at dead of night.
 
I was so afraid, yet you came sweetly, softly,
I had been thinking of you in my dreams,
you came, and soft as a fairy tune the night sounded.
[Rainer Maria Rilke]
 
In the Room
Autumn sunshine. Fair evening looks silent in.
Red fire blazing, crackling in the stove.
Thus, with my head on your knees, thus I am content,
my gaze reposed in yours as the minutes gently pass.
[Johannes Schlaf]
 
Love Ode
Blissful in love’s arms we fell asleep,
the summer wind watched at the open window,
and bore out the peace of our every breath to the moon-bright night.
And from the garden, feeling its timid way,
a scent of roses to our love bed came and gave us wondrous dreams,
ecstatic dreams, so rich in longing.
[Otto Erich Hartleben]
 
Summer Days
Through the world now travel days sent forth from blue eternity;
in the summer breeze, time drifts away,
the Lord at night now twines with blessed hand
garlands of stars above wander- and wonderland.
O heart, what, in these days, can your clearest wanderer’s song then say
of your very deep delight:
in the meadow’s song the heart is dumb,
words cease where image upon image comes to you and fills you wholly.
[Paul Hohenberg]
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FRANCIS POULENC: Banalités
Song of Orkenise
Through the gates of Orkenise a carter wants to enter. 
Through the gates of Orkenise a tramp wants to leave.  
And the sentries of the town, rush up to the tramp and ask: 
“What are you taking out of the town?”
“I’m leaving my whole heart behind.”  
And the sentries of the town, rush up to the carter and ask: 
“What are you bringing into the town?”
“My heart: I’m getting married.”  
What a lot of hearts in Orkenise! 
The sentries laughed and laughed. 
Oh tramp, the road is dreary; oh carter, love is heady.  
The handsome sentries of the town knitted superbly; 
Then the gates of the town slowly swung shut.
 
Hotel
My room has the form of a cage.  
The sun reaches its arm in through the window.  
But I want to smoke and make shapes in the air,  
and so I light my cigarette on the sun’s fire.  
I don’t want to work, I want to smoke.
 
Walloon moorlands
So much deep sadness seized my heart on the desolate moors when I sat 
down weary among the firs, unloading the weight of the kilometres while 
the west wind growled.  
I had left the pretty woods. The squirrels stayed there. 
My pipe tried to make clouds of smoke in the sky which stubbornly 
stayed blue.  
I murmured no secret except an enigmatic song which I confided to the 
peat bog.  
Smelling of honey, the heather was attracting the bees, 
and my aching feet trod bilberries and whortleberries. 
Tenderly she is married
North!       North! 
There life twists in trees that are strong and gnarled. 
There life bites bitter death with greedy teeth, when the wind howls.
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Going to Paris
Ah, how delightful it is to leave a dismal place and head for Paris! 
Beautiful Paris, which one day Love had to create!
 
Sobs
Human love is ruled by the calm stars. 
We know that within us many people breathe       
who came from afar and are united behind our brows.  
This is the song of that dreamer  
who had torn out his heart  and was carrying it in his right hand...       
Remember, oh dear pride, all those memories:       
the sailors who sang like conquerors,       
the chasms of Thule, the tender skies of Ophir,       
the accursed sick, the ones who flee their own shadows,       
and the joyful return of the happy emigrants.  
Blood was flowing from that heart;  
and the dreamer went on thinking of his wound which was delicate ...       
You will not break the chain of those causes...  
...and painful; and he kept saying to us:       
 ...which are the effects of other causes.  
“My poor heart, my heart which is broken  like the hearts of all men...       
Look, here are our hands which life enslaved.  
“...has died of love or so it seems,  has died of love and here it is.       
That is the way of all things.  “So tear your hearts out too!”       
And nothing will be free until the end of time.       
Let us leave everything to the dead,       
and let us hide our sobbing.
[Guillaume Apollinaire]
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KURT WEILL
 
Nanna’s Song 
Gentlemen, with seventeen years of age under my belt 
I came up on the Love Market, and I have learned much. 
Much of it gave evil, yet that was the game; I have a lot to be blamed for. 
(When all is said and done, I’m only a human being, too.) 
 
Thanks be to God that it all goes by so quickly, the love as well as the 
grief, too. 
Where are the tears of yesterday evening? Where are the snows of yester-
year? 
 
As one goes through the years it is easier in the Love Market, to be sure, 
and you embrace the multitudes there. 
But feelings become astonishingly cool when one doesn’t ration them. 
(When all is said and done, each reserve must come to an end.) 
 
Thanks be to God that it all goes by so quickly, the love as well as the 
grief, too. 
Where are the tears of yesterday evening?  Where are the snows of yes-
teryear? 
 
And even when one learns the trade really well in the Fairground of Love: 
to change desire into small change is never easy. 
Now, it is achieved. Yet meanwhile, one grows older, as well. 
(When all is said and done, one can’t stay seventeen forever.) 
 
Thanks be to God that it all goes by so quickly, the love as well as the 
grief, too. 
Where are the tears of yesterday evening? Where are the snows of yester-
year?
 
Surabaya-Johnny
I was young – God, only sixteen – you came up from Burma
You told me I should go with you; you would take care of everything.
I asked what you did for a living: you told me as sure as I stand here
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that you worked for the railroad and had nothing to do with the sea.
You said so much, Johnny – not a word was true, Johnny – you deceived 
me, Johnny
from the very first moment. I hate you as you stand there grinning, 
Johnny – 
Take that pipe out of your mouth, you dog.
 
Surabaya-Johnny, why are you so cruel?
Surabaya-Johnny, my God, and I love you so.
Surabaya-Johnny, why am I so unhappy?
You have no heart, Johnny – and I love you so.
 
At the beginning every day was Sunday – that was, until I went with you
But then after two weeks nothing about me was right any more
Up and down through the Punjab along the river as far as the sea
Now when I look in the mirror an old woman looks back at me!
It wasn’t love you wanted, Johnny – you wanted money, Johnny – 
But I only looked, Johnny, at your mouth –
You asked everything of me, Johnny – I gave you more, Johnny – 
Take that pipe out of your mouth, you dog.
 
Surabaya-Johnny, why are you so cruel, etc.
 
I didn’t pay any attention to why you had that peculiar name
But along the whole coast you were a familiar customer
One morning in a sixpenny bed I will hear the sea roaring
And you will leave without a word, and your ship will be lying at the 
dock.
You have no heart, Johnny – you’re good for nothing, Johnny –
You’re leaving now, Johnny – tell me the reason why –
I love you after all, Johnny – just like the first day, Johnny –
Take that pipe out of your mouth, you dog.
 
Surabaya-Johnny, why are you so cruel, etc.
[Bertold Brecht]



Upcoming concerts
Sunday May 4, 2:30 pm Guyonne Le 
Louarn (viola) and Cary Chow (piano), at 
St. Mary’s Anglican Church (1701 Elgin Rd)
Sunday May 25, 2:30pm Vis-a-Vis Saxo-
phone Quartet, at Oak Bay United Church 
(1355 Mitchell St)

Join our mailing list
Subscribe to our mailing list and receive email updates on upcoming concerts 
and events. You can sign up by participating in the free raffle or by visiting 
www.oakbaymusic.ca/newsletter/ and submitting your email address there.  

Thank you...
Ivy’s Books, Munro’s Books, Long & McQuade, St. Mary’s Anglican Church, 
Marianne McGahon, Curt Bergen, and everyone in Oak Bay and Victoria who is 
helping to make the Oak Bay Matinee concert series successful.

More information
Erik Abbink & Oak Bay Music Society
2189 Beaverbrooke St
Oak Bay, BC V8S 2W1 
erik@oakbaymusic.ca 
Facebook.com/oakbaymusic 
250.477.5413

www.OakBayMusic.ca

The Oak Bay Matinee Concert Series is a monthly concert series, bringing classi-
cal music performed by outstanding local and regional performers to the Oak 
Bay community. It is brought to you by the Oak Bay Music Society, a non-profit 
organization.

About Oak Bay Matinee


