 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1THE COURSE OF MY LIFE

A cantata for baritone, mixed chorus and orchestra

Text and Music by Georg Schönberg

I.  MOTTO

CHORUS:


The motto, the motto, the motto.

SOLO:


I want to be truthful,

I will tear myself to pieces

And stick to these lies

Until my blessed demise.

II.  PERSONAL DATA

CHORUS:


Born on September twenty-second 

One thousand nine hundred and six in Vienna

Hair color: dark, Height: medium

Special marks: none

SOLO:


Really none?

CHORUS:


None.

III.  YOUTH

SOLO:

My childhood I spent at my parents’ home,

Already in my earliest years

My genius became manifest.

CHORUS:


Think of the motto!

SOLO:


Thank you, I am thinking.

After elementary school I went to the Gymnasium

It was only a visit, for I never felt at home there.

But both my good manners and my father forbade

That I should openly admit it.  I rebelled,

Passive resistance.

CHORUS:


Were you a good student?

SOLO:


Yes!

CHORUS:


Were your teachers happy with you?

SOLO:


Yes!

CHORUS:


Did you do your part?

SOLO:


Yes, yes, yes!

CHORUS:


Think of the motto!

SOLO:


Thank you, I’m thinking.

IV.  ARIA

From early on, I was drawn to poetry.

So I wrote dramas, tragedies,

Comedies, with and without music.

My favorite was the comedy.

But I never got beyond a start,

And I couldn’t finish anything.

Hardly did I begin the first work,

When the next was already taking shape.

I just let it be. What was the difference?

And so I didn’t finish anything.

SOLO:

And so once I wrote a little poem.

If you’d like I’ll sing it for you.

Perhaps with this recitation

I will gain your favorable inclination.

CHORUS:


Should he recite it?  Should he declaim?

(individuals) Sing it!

Forget it!

What for?

Give him a chance!

(all) Give him the chance!

So go ahead, sing us your song!

Maybe we can sleep a little.

Just don’t sing too loud, or too long.

SOLO:


There are only three stanzas, a brief song.

V.  THE SONG

1.  Perhaps my poem will survive,

When hunger has already turned me into a skeleton

And when, a ghost, I’ll stalk in fog and rain,

And dreamlike through the dream of dreams I sweep,

Then I’ll feel I did not write in vain.

2. Perhaps my poem will survive,

When these thoughts have long come to naught,.

And others think, what earlier others thought;

And others do, what others did before,

Then I’ll grumble: start it all once more.

3. Perhaps my poem will survive,

But maybe nothing will remain of it, 

For everything, the greatest too, 

Lasts but an instant.

And misfortune is but fortune split.

Then I’ll say: this was my humble feat.

CHORUS:


Pretty good!

(at random) Kitsch!

Not all that bad!

Where is the deeper meaning?

In the rhyme?

Why?

Because it all holds together.


Is it modern?

Perhaps!

Perhaps not!

(All) Criticism is pure absurdity!

So, please go on, but think of the motto!

SOLO:


Having successfully completed my youth, 

I entered adulthood.

Calmly, without hurry, even appreciatively.

I will continue to describe my life

After the Gymnasium I was forced

Against my will, to attend Music Academy.

Let me remain silent about my inability

To press music into tones. We both survived it,

The academy and I.  Then came my big day!

I became an actor.  But even now

Nobody recognized my genius.

CHORUS:


It would be boring always to remind you of your motto.

On with your story, but a little swifter!

SOLO:


After I left the stage,

I married.  At age twenty-three

I became a happy husband.

And thus ends the chapter about my youth!

The first years of matrimony went by as usual.

We barely kept body and soul together.

Sometimes we had enough, often suffered want.

Mostly it was the latter.

And still there was within me

The wish to become famous, to do great things.

I tried the lighter muses,

By writing hits and songs.

CHORUS:


Finish with that chapter.  What happened next?

SOLO:


Then came the year one thousand

Nine hundred and thirty-eight.

W A R ! !

Nineteen hundred and thirty-nine.

W A R ! ! ---------------------

War!

VII.  MARCH

1. Soldiers were marching with Erika,

And they flew against England.

And war began with America,

And war came into our land.

And we were the nation of nations

No butter we got but margarine on the dole

And we starved for our rations

And suddenly life had a goal:

The wheels turned for victory

Over corpses and on to doomsday

To save the peace we had to make war,

And the Führer didn’t want any more.

2. From Nuremberg came the racial laws,

On your grandmother you had to bet

If Aryan, she was worth her weight in gold,

If not, “You are a Jew,” we’re told.

To enemy radio everyone listened in town,

But the only stations allowed were the brown.

Informers were paid wages galore,

In the end you didn’t trust yourself anymore.

The wheels turned on for victory

But at last they stood still

Save the war, we were told,

To conform to the Führer’s will.

3. And soldiers marched without “Erika.”

And they came back from “Engeland.”

And they returned from America.

And peace came to us in our land.

And the masters of four countries

Were now the masters of five

For they wished to reward our nation

So we’re now under their occupation.

CHORUS AND SOLO:



The wheels are turning for victory,

And again we hear war clouds rumbling,

Our vision of peace is once more crumbling,

And the wheels must turn again.

VIII. INTERMEZZO

CHORUS:


And what happened after the war?

What did you do then?

SOLO:


What did I do?  The same as everyone else.

I tried to resurrect my shattered life,

By working and by searching

For some kind of occupation.

During the war I was a laborer

And carried heavy loads,

Loads that strengthened my body,

But weakened my spirit.  After the war

I became a night watchman.

CHORUS:


A night watchman?

Night watchman?

SOLO:


And why not?  That is a wonderful profession.

At six o’clock my service began.

At six o’clock it ended.

And all day long I could sleep, sleep.

Oh, if only I had never awakened!

CHORUS:


Why are you suddenly so sentimental?

Where is your humor that you had from your youth?

SOLO:


Did I have a sense of humor?  Because I wrote comedies?

Because I wrote humoresques?

Because I wanted to be great?

Was it perhaps just gallows humor?

I believe that, at bottom,

I am a sad person.  I don’t know.

Seven years the war took from me

And seven years the peace.

Fourteen irreplaceable years, filled with nothing

But the worries that came with every day.

Is that success?

Today I am a minor civil servant,

Not a great man.

And that’s the balance sheet for my life.

And I wanted to make it such a wonderful life.

Help me, tell me:

Is this a life?

IX. FINALE

CHORUS:


You had a life, like millions of people.

It wasn’t better, but it wasn’t worse either.

If all people were great,

Who would recognize their greatness?

Then there would be no little people, only great ones.

Then all would be the same, all equally little.

X.  CHORALE

SOLO                             (simultaneously)

CHORUS

In my smallness

Do not search for greatness

I search for greatness.                                                

She’s smaller than you at best 

The final goal of life




With my weakness,

Is your eternal rest.

I cover my nakedness.

You are born so that

And when I think about it,

You can die one day.

I discover to my surprise

The world is known to be

That for my greatness

A vale of tears

No use will materialize.

Man can die,

The course of my life is

That is his fate.

Always steered remotely

But who can live

For only the small ones 

Just because he’d rather stay?

Are always replaced,

Thus it always was,

The big ones are the helmsmen

And thus it is today.

At the fray,

Thus it was of old 

And thus it is today.





SOLO:


And what shall I do until my life is gone?

CHORUS:


Nothing but what till now you’ve done!

XI. FINAL CHORALE

CHORUS  AND SOLO:


Millions have lived upon this earth

And still, each was always alone.

None knew what was his destiny,

And thus it will always, always be.

Translated by Arnold Greissle-Schönberg

