
Comparing Translations of Haydn’s The Seasons 

Swieten Version 
 
SIMON 
Seht, wie der strenge Winter flieht! 
Zum fernen Pole zieht er hin. 
Ihm folgt, auf seinen Ruf, 
der wilden Stürme brausend Heer 
mit grässlichem Geheul. 
 
LUKAS 
Seht, wie vom schroffen Fels der Schnee 
in trüben Strömen sich ergießt! 
 
HANNE 
Seht, wie von Süden her, 
durch laue Winde sanft gelockt, 
der Frühlingsbote streicht! 
 
Nr. 2: Chor DAS LANDVOLK 
Komm, holder Lenz! 
Des Himmels Gabe, komm! 
Aus ihrem Todesschlaf erwecke die Natur! 
Er nahet sich, der holde Lenz. 
Schon fühlen wir den linden 
Hauch; bald lebet alles wieder auf. 
Frohlocket ja nicht allzu früh. 
Oft schleicht, in Nebel eingehüllt, 
der Winter wohl zurück und streut auf Blüt  
und Keim sein stares Gift. 
Komm, holder Lenz! 
Des Himmels Gabe, komm! 
Auf unsre Fluren senke dich! 
O komm, holder Lenz, o komm, 
und weile länger nicht! 
 
Nr. 3: Recitativo SIMON 
Vom Widder strahlet jetzt 
die helle Sonn auf uns herab. 
Nun weichen Frost und Dampf 
und schweben laue Dünst' umher; 
der Erde Busen ist gelöst; 
erheitert ist die Luft. 
 
Nr. 4: Aria SIMON 
Schon eilet froh der Ackersmann 
zur Arbeit auf das Feld. 
In langen Furchen schreitet er 
dem Pfluge flötend nach. 
In abgemess'nem Gange dann 
wirft er den Samen aus, 
den birgt der Acker treu 

Pro musica version 
 
SIMON 
See how the harsh winter flees! 
It travels to the distant pole. 
He is followed, answering his call, 
by the raging host of wild storms 
with a horrible howl. 
 
LUKAS 
See how from the rugged rock 
the snow pours down in murky streams! 
 
HANNE 
See, how from the south, 
gently lured by mild winds, 
the messenger of spring roams! 
 
No. 2: Choir of COUNTRY PEOPLE 
Come, lovely spring! Heaven's gift, come! 
Awaken nature from its deathly slumber! 
The lovely spring is approaching. 
We already feel the gentle breeze; 
soon everything will come alive again. 
Do not rejoice too soon. 
Often, shrouded in mist, 
winter creeps back and scatters 
its rigid poison on blossom and sprout. 
Come, lovely spring! 
Heaven's gift, come! 
Descend upon our fields! 
O come, lovely spring,  
o come, 
and linger no longer! 
 
No. 3: Recitative SIMON 
From Aries now shines 
the bright sun down on us. 
Now frost and steam give way, 
and gentle vapors float about; 
earth's bosom is loosened; 
the sky is free of clouds. 
 
No. 4: Aria SIMON 
Already the farmer hurries happily 
to his work in the field. 
Along long furrows he strides 
whistling behind the plow. 
In measured steps he scatters the seed, 
which the field faithfully shelters 
and soon ripens into gold fruit. 

Betsy Burleigh version 
 
Simon 
Behold how surly Winter flies; 
to polar regions now he goes. 
Now follows at his call 
the savage storm’s tumultuous host 
with all its dreadful roar. 
 
Lucas 
And see, from craggy rocks the snow 
in muddy streams flows down the slopes! 
 
Jane 
And see how from the South, 
by mild and gentle winds allur’d, 
the Spring again appears 
 
CHORUS OF COUNTRY FOLK 
Come, gentle Spring! 
The gift of heaven, come! 
From deathly winter sleep bid Nature now awake! 
And now she nears, the gentle Spring, 
her soft and balmy breath we feel, 
and soon will life to all return. 
But yet do not too soon rejoice, 
for oft, enwrapp’d in mist and fog, 
the Winter will return and spread 
o’er bud and flow’r his chilling frost. 
Come, gentle Spring! 
The gift of heaven, come! 
Upon our meadows now descend! 
O come, gentle Spring O come, 
return, delay no more! 
 
RECITATIVE - Simon 
From Aries now the sun 
shines brightly down upon us here. 
Now frost and fog retire, 
and mild mists hover all about; 
our mother earth is now revived, 
enliven’d is the air. 
 
ARIA - Simon 
With joy th’ impatient husbandman 
sets forth to till the field, 
the furrow’s length he strides along 
and whistles as he ploughs. 
With measur'd step he throws the grain 
Within the bounteous earth. 
Which brings it forth to golden fruit. 

Paul McCreesh version 
 
Simon 
See Winter, stern and gloomy, flees 
To farthest reaches of the north. 
And foll’wing at his beck, 
His blust’ry ruffians quit the vales, 
With dreadful groans and howling. 
 
Lucas 
From tow’ring crags the melting snows 
In slushy torrents swiftly roll. 
 
Hannah 
And lo! from southern shores 
Breathe softest zephyrs, warm and mild, 
Sweet messengers of Spring! 
 
2 Chorus 
Come, gentle Spring! 
Thou gift of Heaven, come! 
From frozen wint’ry grave, bid drowsy Nature rise! 
The smiling Spring is almost here, 
The linden blossom soon will cheer, 
And all will burst to life again. 
Take heed! Do not rejoice so soon, 
For creeping mists and freezing fogs abound, 
And Winter oft returns to spread o’er shoots and buds, 
A deadly, malicious frost. 
Come gentle Spring! 
Thou gift of Heaven, come! 
Descend upon our verdant plains. 
O come, gentle Spring, 
Make haste, do not delay! 
 
Simon 
From Aries shines the bright’ning sun,  
o’er all the world below. 
Now cold and dampness yield  
to kindly breezes, warm and mild. 
The frozen earth breaks free once more,  
and radiant is the firmament above 
 
Simon 
With eagerness the countryman  
sets forth to till the soil, 
Through furrows long he whistling strides,  
and tunes a cheerful lay. 
With measur’d gait and careful tread  
he scatters wide the seed, 
And prays the faithful soil will bear, 
in time, a golden crop. 

Colin Davis version 
 
SIMON 
Behold where surly winter flies! 
And far to the north he passes off. 
He calls his ruffian blasts, 
His ruffian blasts at once obey, 
With ghastly wailing howl. 
 
LUCAS 
Behold, from craggy rocks the snows 
In livid torrents melted run! 
 
JANE 
See now from southern shores, 
By gentler, softer winds allured, 
The messenger of spring. 
 
2. Chorus of COUNTRY-FOLK 
Come, gentle spring,  
ethereal mildness, come! 
And from her wintry grave bid drowsy nature rise. 
See, gentle spring delightful comes! 
Her soft and balmy breath we feel, 
The joy of renovated life. 
As yet the year is unconfirm'd, 
And oft returning winter's blast, 
Or black envenom'd fog 
The bud and bloom destroys. 
Come, gentle spring,  
ethereal mildness, come! 
And smiling on our plain descend; 
O come, gentle spring, 
while music wakes around. 
 
3. Recitative SIMON 
At last the bounteous sun 
From Aries into Taurus rolls, 
Now melt the frost and fog, 
Suspended hang warm mists around. 
Now earth's wide bosom freer grows 
And brighter and brighter grows the sky. 
 
4. Air SIMON 
With joy th'impatient husbandman 
Drives forth his lusty team 
And as the ploughshare cleaves the earth, 
Behind it whistling goes. 
With measur'd step he throws the grain 
Within the bounteous earth. 
By faithful earth 'tis hid, 
Which brings it forth to golden fruit. 


